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erected for convents, and other re-
ligious purposes, that Bethleham
has, almost a modern look. Ais we
rode through its narrow streets we
«aw no Rutbs, but an ancient Jew
in tuirban, long robe, and fljN%ing
beard, quite answcred to iiiy idea of
Buaz. W~e rode to the convent ad-
juining, the church of the Nativity,
where rather a joliy Iooking in.>nk
furniNhed u, an excellent luinci.. He
then to(>k us iiito the vencrable
chuirch that covered the subterrari-
ean chamber iii which tradition lias
always held that our blessed Lord
,was boru. The chainher iý. proba-
bly a rerrnant of an ancient khan,
once belongingr to the fainily of
Jesse and of King David. I ex-
pected to bc0 4hocked by a shani
mockery when I entered the church,
but a feeling of genuine faith in the
locality came over me as I descend-
ed into the rocky chamaber and read,
around the silver star, the famous
inscription in Latin, "'Here Jeas
Christ was born of the Virgin
Mary." The three-fold argiument
for the authentication of this site is
drawn froin unbroken tradition,
froma the fact that Bethleham has-
neyer been overthrown in sieges,
and fromn the other fact that the
learned St. Jeromne (in the fourth
cetitury) was so sure of the site that
he came and spent his long, labori-
ous life in the cavern close by the
birth p lace of iur Lord. I entered
with deep interest the cave i n which
this devout scholar meditate' ayud
prayed and wrought the Vulgp.,c,-
translation of (3od's Word.

At two o'clock, under a broiling
suri, our cavalcade of ten hore and---
mules filed out of Bethleham and
headed for the wilderness of Judea

-- one of the dreariest wi!dcrness on
the globe. For an hour we rcde
arnong barley fields. 1 noticed how
close the grain grew to the path,
and hiow easy it was for the sower's
grain to ««fail on the higrhNay." 1
also saw several l'ats ot angry
thorris, which woul d4 "chokýe" any
seed which inay faIt anioîg thein.

Our afternoon's maarci over the
bleakz, treeless and brown inoun-
airits of the wilderness wvas inex-
prv>sibly tiresome until wc camne
in sight of the Dead Sea. Lt lay
twvo thousand feet below iis-a mnir-
rom of silver, set amonc~ thw violet
niountains of Moab. ,qore precipi-
tous descents over rocks and sand
brought us, by sundown, to the two
towems of the mnost unique monas-
tery on the globe. The famous Cou-.
vent of Mfar Saba is worth a jour-
ney to Palestine. For thirteen cen-
turies that wondemful structure bas
huncy aoeainst the walls of the deepM bl
awful gorge of the Kildmon. Lt is
a colossal swallows' nest of stone,
buiît to the heighlt ot three hun-
dmed feet acrainst the precipice, and
inhabited Vý sixty monks of the
Geek Church-genuine Manicheans
and folowers of St. Saba and St.
John of Damascus. No woman's
foot bas ever entered the Convent's
walls. Instead of woman's society
they make love to, the birds, who
corne and feed off the monks' hands.
Every evening they toss meat down
to the wild jackals in the gorge be-
1owv. At sunset I climbed over the
extraomdinar building-was shown
into the- raLler hantlomne churcli,
and into the chapel or cave of St.
Nicholas, whie-h contains the ghast-
ly skulls of the rnonks who were
slaughtered by Chosroes and hi&
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