
Damascus, December 12,1900.Since Thursday morning,December 6, we tread the sacred, historicsou of Canaan— a landredolent of the earliest memories, the theatreof God s active, visible dealings with man, the scene of the mosttragic and thrilling events in history, sacred and profane, thePromised Land of the chosen people, a land flowing with milkand honey. From thetime God blessed Moan after the Delugetherein no rr-ord that the Divine Voice was heardby man till Heappeared to Abraham when he dwelt in Mesopotamia. Four hun-dred years after the covenant withNoah and his seed the word ofthe Lord came unto the son of Thare, descendant of Sem " 'Getthee out of thy country and from thy kindred and from thy
father a house into a land that Iwill thow thee;andIwill makeof thee a great nation andIwill bless tbee. . . and in thee shallall thenations of the earth be blessed.1 '

And Abraham departedasthe Lord hathspoken to him. Abraham went forth, therefore, to\ a v
n

t
Canaan- And the Canaanite was then in the land.And theLord appeared to Abraham and said " "Unto thy seed willIgive thisland " (Gen. xii). And then Abraham builtan altar tothe Lord. This, then,is the consecrated soil ou whichweat lengthstood in wonder and thankfulness.

Critics of the finical schoolmay take exception to the headioeIcontinue to use in thesehasty notes put together at odd momentaof rest and leisure from tras-el and sightseeing;but Iwould fore-stall thepossible objectionby stating thatonproceedingsouth fromEgypt weshall, still,in wending our way east through Syria andIalestine, travel towards the dawn, andho justify our title 'In theWake of the Rising Sun.' Iwouldalso prescind against too highexpectationon the part of your readers who-may follow thesejottings. Learned works thereare of critical and historic worthbearing on the places made sacred in the Holy Land by the foot-prints of the Man God, byHis prototypes in times past, by Hisheralds inapostolic days. Disability apart, nor time, nor opportu-nity is available for much work. My aim and object are to setdown, from a pilgrim'sstandpoint, tbe impressions made as wevisitscenes of the highest interest to Catholics, and to try to make yourreaders share in some meaßure the privileges and delight of our
journey. This is my objective.

BEYBOUT
After twodays of quarantine, anddue and jealous scrutiny ofour passports we are given pratique and laud on December 6 inhigh spirits in Beyrout at the fcot of the Lebanon hills. The daywe turn to account in true disciplinary energy by a visit to thecity, the bazaars, the churches and other centres of interestin theheadquartersof the Canaanite. Here we found French second onlyto the Arabic language, with a thin smatteringof English. Thebig majority of the inhabitants— some 90,000— are Christians-Latins, Greeks, Maronites, Syrians, Armenians; while there areonly about 3(3,000 Moslem-. AH honor to the Jesuit Fathers, theLazansts, the Sinters of Charity, the Sisters of Xazarethand other

communities for the excellent work they doin theup-bringing ofthe youth of this place There in a Latin Archbishop with titleof Papal Delegate of Syria. The city, elegantly perched on theslopes of Raa Beirut facing the sea, rises tier above tier to theplateau above. By evening light the crimson and purple tints ofthe mountain settling on the deep blue of the sea,glinting off theredroofs of thenestling hou«e~s dying away in thehaze of gather-
ingshadows, make the pictureof the prettiest. In full bloom arethe anemone, convolvulus, crocus, cyclamen and other rich tintedflowers, and orange groves bending low under their weight ofgolden fruit stretch away over thpplain.

The University of St. Joseph at Beyrout conducted by theJesuits is an institution connoting the characteristic energy andability and enterprise that mark the works of the great Companyof Jesus. We werekindly shown over this vast establishment— theresult of years of assiduous toil. Primary schools, secondarycollege,ecclesiastical seminary, medical school,chemical laboratoryeach separate anddistinct,cluster round theUniversity, which thusthrows itsprotectingaegid over some 1.500pupils. Attached to theUniversity is a printing press which, we saw, turning out printedmatter in French, English and Arabic in quite new and modernstyle The morning of the sixth saw us off by train enroute toBaalbek and Damascus. The climb up the ranges remindedus ofthe Rimutuka railway, and gave us over the bay in thebrilliantmorning light the loveliest glimpses of scenery. Some barrenreaches of rock andsand were passed as weclimbedMount Lebanonand then we take to the high road for Baalbek. Our MoslemJehuwhipped his willing roadsters into a lively pace and rattled throughthe villaee,mid a bewildering crowd of camels and asses andduskforms relieved in kaleidoscopeby crimson fezzes and white turbansand many colored flowing robes of black and blue and redandyellow. Little Mohammedan hamlets of mud-built huts, flat-roofed and unchimneyed looked down from the gentle rise orpeeped out from the lee of thehills further away wheredrovesofcattle, and yellow goats, and fat-tailed sheep browzedundisturbedunder the watchof much-mantled Ehepherds. Itwascold betweenthehills,and the 30 miles posting to Baalbekhas little of interesttoshow, leastways in winter time. The ruins of a watch tower offthe road, rising in gross monoliths are warning ua that we 'arecoming near to the ruinedcity of
BAALBEK.

A good two hours is still in hand,and keen as pointers forframe, we pull ourselves together,and under theguidance of a localarchaeologist wemake for the ruins now standing out giant andgaunt in clearsilhouette against the heavens. If all the ruinß ofancient and modern Rome, it is authoritatively stated, were
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perhaps on no better authority than thatof the DailyMail— that the Pope had celebrated Mass for thesoul of the late Queen and ordered services for her in thechurches of Rome. The aged and venerablePope was, saysthe Catholic Times, deeplygrieved at the announcement of her
death and spoke touchingly of her admirablequalities and the
universal esteem she enjoyed. But the same paper has the
followingparagraph in thelatest issue to hand:— 'The letter
which his Eminence Cardinal Vaughanhas sent from Rome,
has dispelled the Houbts raised by the evidently misleading
telegrams of the Central News and the Daily Mad as towhether public tcquicm services were to be helrt by Catholics
for the deceased sovereign. No exceptional course is to be
adopted. The same rule is to be followedon this occasion as
is observedin the case of all others who,in passing away,are
not in visible communion with the Church. There willbe no
public prayers by Catholics, and this, as Cardinal Vaughan
observes, is not only in conformitywith Catholic custom, but
also with the proprieties due to the deceased, for it wouldnot
be fitting that we should claimher asa member of our denomi-nation, which we would be doing werewe to perform in her
behalf rites thatare exclusivelyapplicableto deceasedCatho-
lics. But if there are those whe believe that onehas died in
communion with the soul of the Church, though not in externalcommunion with it, they are at liberty to offer prayers and
good works privatelyfor thesoul of thedeparted. Of course,
in respect to the purely civiland social mourningand the civil
honors inmemory of the Queen, Catholics have the same free-
domof action asall other citizens.'

War, pestilence, the trials of the foreign
mission field

—
these are the occasions inwhich the value of a celibate clergy is so

evidentthat the man who runs may readthe
lesson. The celibate has no regrets

—
no one tugging at his

coat-tails. The typical marriedclergyman— whateverhis per-
sonal braveryand goodness of heart— has wife and littleonesbarringthe path to the exercise of that heroic charity which
faces all, risks, all, defies all, with a heavenly raptureof self-
sacrifice. The splendid heroism of the priest came out in
South Africaand at Santiagoas it did at Liverpoolin 1848, at
Madras during the bubonic plague, at New Orleans in its
periodicalvisitationsof yellow fever, and in that loneisland of
death, Molokai of the Lepers. Another breezy instance of
cheerful courage and high devotion to duty is recorded as
followsby Mr.T.P. O'Connorin the latest issue of M.A.P. to
hand:'Many are thestories that are being told about 1-ather
O'Leary,attachedas Catholic chaplain to the first Canadian
contingent in South Africa. The following, which I take from
that sparkling little paper the Outlook,is particularly good,
and show what a remarkable man F"ather O'Leary proved
himself under the stress of campaigning. "Seek cover,
Father, seek cover," the troopers, themselves entrenched,
would call again and again to him as he marched here and
there amtd the bullets, encouraging the men in action. But
all thereply they could get was:

'Faith, I'm all right,boys;
the bullets don t come my way.' And he certainly had a
remarkable record of escapes. After one engagement, in
which the Canadianssuffered severely, he was to beseen going
from woundedman to wounded man,givingthe last consola-
tion of religion to each." But (saysT. P.) with all his belief
inhis luck Father O'Leary was laid low and he has his tales
to tell of hospitallife.'

The story told in the columns of M.A.P. recalls to our
minds the testimony given during the Spanish-American
war by a Protestant soldier, Joseph Prauke, of Company C,
SixthRegulars, as he lay wounded in the Bellevue Hospital,
New York. 'If it had not been for the Catholic chaplains in
the Santiago campaign,' said he, 'many more of our men
wouldhave lost their lives. Ihaveseen thempick up wounded
men in their arms andcarry them out of the firinglines while
the bullets whizzed all around them. Then theybound the
wounds and gave the sufferers food and drink. Ididnot see
chaplains of any otherdenominationon the firing line.'

Tuaeicura,thewonderfulcoughremedy— sold by allchemists and
grooera.
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Wanted, about 50 clerka to helpread testimonials re Tussicura.
Sole manufacturer, S.J.Evans,2s6d.
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Mtb. Donald MacDonald,wife of the well-known Australian

warcorrespondent, last month rode from Launceston to Hobart
—

a
distance of 110 miles

—
in 12 hours, notwithstanding' a strong head

wind the whole journey. Mrs. MacDonald its a well-known Mel-
bourne cyclist and journalist, and has, we believe,covered more
country with the aid of her Dunlop-shod cycle than any other
cyclist inAustralia.

—
m
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We have receivedfrom the Dunlop Pneumatic Tyre Company,
Christohurch, theirannual booklet,All About DunlopTyret, which
is producedinanartistic style that reflects muchcredit on the firm.
Aa thetitle implies, thepublication is devoted tomatterspertaining
to pneumatic tyree

—
cycle,vehicle,and motor

—
and itis contended

thatafter a study of the contents the veriestnovice would be able
to manipulateand repaira Dunlop tyre.—*',

(By 'VIATOK.')
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