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foundations. Promn the mound -on wvhich it stood oxl' looks out.
over a cheerless, uncultivated waste of what was once, and could
be miade again, by proper cultivation and irrigation, a scène of
marvellous beauty and fertility. Before us,4to the west, rise the
Ileights of the Judean wilderness, the highest poini of whîch,
,Mount Quarantania, is the traditional scene of our Lord's Tèmpta-
tion.

At the foot of the mound on whieh the ancient eity was buit
springs the fountain of Ain-es-Sultan, as the Arà;bs calli k, the
Pountain of Elisha, as travellers cali it; whieh is iuidodbtdlyth
spring whose bitter waters were madle sweet by the prophiet, at
the request of the inhabitants of the city.

Froni Elisha's Fountain, we -turned once more oiir faces toward
Jerusaleni, and rode up the long steep and•sinuous pathway-the
i'oad spoken of by our Lord in the Parable of the mnan who irent
downi from. Jerusaleni to Jericho and fell among thieves, and the
Good Sinaritan who relleved him. lit was a toilsoihe élimb, and, the
heat was most oppressive, thougli every hundrédý yards of ascent
brouglit us very perceptible relief, as we -exehaiiged. ihe close air
of the valley for the brigliter, breezier atmospliere of the'hlis.
We lad a noon-tide.halt by a well-sidé for lunch, ahd, a hait for
hiaif an hour at Betlany, to visit the repoâred tomb of Lazarusi
and the site of the house of Simon the Leper;, and then in the
briglit, snnny afternoon we rode over the smmit of Olivet, and
stopping awhule to meditate in Gethseinabej and drink fromn the
Pool of Siloani, reached at length our quarters on Mount Zion.

TE SHOEMAKER.

BY MATTHEW IcHY KNIGHT.

As Up the village street 1 passed at nig1it.
Al lights-vwere out, and in one slumberous sea
Were met and lost both joy and miséi'y.;

But Étop!1 not, al; 1 sàw one lonely light,
That in the-pitchy frame did shune more bright,

And 1 will tell you what it shoýré t'O me,
That you xnay feel the sol of syrnpathy

Which stirred me then, and stirs mue as 1 write.
.A hoemaker was bending o'er his Jast;

His eyes were wet, and yet his heart was brave;*
Close by, within an open door, slept fast

Two babes-thte mot her .sept in, a new grave;
And as ha yearned. for lier, hier 4pirit passed

Befoi him, but no power Vo see God gave.
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