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experience fully endorsed. So we saîd a grateful adieu to our-
obliging cicer*one and began the descent on foot, with one excep-
tion. To our surprise, the Doctor rode down, quite satisfied, ap-
parently, wvith his horse at an angle of forty-five degrees; and
utterly regardless of the fact that one mis-step miglit cause a
vacancy in the editorial chair of the METHODIST MAGAZINE. How-
ever, Naaman justified the confidence reposed in him; and ther
rest of the party drew a long breath when the foot of the moun-
tain was reached in safety.

In order to save time we were to take a short eut across the-
his to Nazareth; and we had picked up a bare-headed, bare-
footed, lightly-clothed native of that place for a guide. He
seeined to care as littie for sharp st3nes and sharper thorns as our
horses did, and kept easily ahead of us; chanting the endiess,
monotonous Arabie song with which our muleteers enliven the
way. We rode as fast as the roeky winding path allowed; in-
deed, our horses always knew mnuch better than we did when the
day's work was nearly donc, and needed no urging except the-
near 'prospect of the evening meal. The sinking 0f the Sun
behind the high western his soon threw the v"alley into deep,
shadow, but cn the upper siopes of Tabor the golden light ý,,til1
lingered with exquisite effeet. But it faded even from the
heights, and the quick-eoming darkness had fallen before wer
rode down the last long siope and reached Nazareth. We had
been thirteen hours in the saddle, and thougli such a day could
not be too long, we were thoroughly ready for dinner and bed.

An ideal Easter morning 1 The bluest of blue skies, fioods 0f

giorlous sunshine, flowers everywhere. This was mv first im-
pression of Nazareth as I came out into the fresh sweetness of
the early morning; an impression that was deepened as I took
in the details of the fair scene: the white houses in their green
setting of fig and olive gardens,. with pots of blooming plants on
the roofs-roses running riot over the low stone waiis-while'
acres of seariet poppies blazed in the vailey below us, and yellow
daisies and fragrant Inignonette grew like weeds at our feet.
We found the curtains of our dining tent looped backl%, so we'
enjoyed our coffèe and the lovely morning together, and not less-
the great bunches 0f'dewy pink roses that had corne to be the
usual daily tribute to ccMadame's " love of flowers.

On starting out, immediately after breakfast, we were struck
by the strange fact that, £kir the first time since leaving Canada,
we had found a real Sabbath. In the narrow lictie streets of the
,«bazaar," andciun the broader market-place, every shop front was-
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