
During our stay iv Damascus Ihad the privilege of saying
Mass each morning at the Jesuits' Church, built over the house
occupied by St.John Damascene. Born in the seventhcentury of
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IN THE WAKE OF THE RISING SUN.I[ » We stand for civilised usage in war. Our little local
L .*omwellopposes it. We see, with unfeigned regret, a loss of
personaland nationalhonor and the brand of a great disgrace
in this deplorable petticoat campaign, against which so many
of ourcolonial troops haveentered such manly protests. And
because we give frank and outspoken expression to this view,
'Civis' scrambles upon his barrel-end and shrieks aloud
that our comment

—
whichhe has failed to refute or set aside—

\z merelya rabid PYhihitinn of ' hatred against all tlunps
British!' It is reallyabouttime that * Civis's

'
friends should

begin lookafter him.

Consistency isa jewel. But with 'Civis 'it is apparently
toopreciousa jewelfor everydayuse. We have before us apile
of letters fromthe front thathaveappearedinboth theDunedin
daily papers,and in a great many other papers published in
other parts of New Zealand,and in England,and elsewhere.'Civis

'
is welcometosee theseifhechoose. A considerablenum-

ber of them contain the most damaging statements regarding
officersand men of the British army in South Africa

—
state-

ments far moreserious than our fair and legitimate comment
on theadmittedfact of the harsh treatment of the Boer women.
Some of these werepublished in theDunedin dailies. Reputa-
tions are damagedby thenews, as well the editorial, columns.
And if

'
Civis

'
wereconsistent he ought to have had one New

Zealand editoror another on the gridiron pretty nearly every
week for the past twelve months. But

'Civis, like another
greatman

— Nelson, to wit— has aconvenient blind eye for his
friends. To the NZ. Tablet he has acted the part of
Rabelais' wrinked and withered witches. On the particular
point at issue between us he has not made the pretence of
reasoning. Somuchofhis 'Note'asrefers directlytoit is merely
avirulentpersonalattack— eked out by two serious andpalpable
misstatementsin matters of fact which are a poisoningof the
wells:another violation,by the way,of the usages of civilised
warfare. 'Civis

' distinctly conveys the impression that we
assailed the personalcourageof the British army officer and
soldier— English, Scottish, and Irish. This is one of the
journalistic'ways that are dark

'
and

'
tricks that are vain

'
for which c Civis ' is 'peculiar.' The impression is wholly
false. No fuller and more frequent editorial tributes to their
personal grit haveappeared in any New Zealand paper than
in the columns of the N.Z.Tablet. But we have condemned
the admitted incapacity (not the native

'
stupidity

'— as'Civis 'also suggests) of many British officers— which is quite
a different thing. And some of these have been relegated to
the private life which they are better fitted to adorn than
they are to lead brave men upon the field of battle.
4 Civis's

'
remark that our words would, in stated circum-

stances, ( inevitablyprovoke a breach of the peace
'

sounds
remarkably like the advice:'Don't nail his ears to the pump!'
At the lastelections 'Civis ' appealed to the bigot to aid his
party. He must blame himself if people will interpret his
screamy 'Note

'
of lastSaturday as,in tiled,an invocation to

the hoodlum. ' Civis's
'

attempt to benefit his favorite
political party by calling up the red devil of
sectarian passion resulted not merely in the defeat,
but in complete and disastrous rout, of
every candidate whose cause he advocated. We recall with
unfeignedpleasure the fact that we rib-roasted'Civis

'
to such

goodpurpose then. The defeated candidates and their friends
probablycriss-crossed with their own particular rawhides the
wealsleft by our cat-o'-nine-Ui!s. And poor Yonck'b wounds
are probablyranklingstill. The whole tone and temper ot the
treatment-^of our remarks by

'Civis,' and all the attendant cir-
cumstances of the case, g>ve at least a strong color to the
suspicion that there is a connection between his disastrous
electioneering campaignand his latest personalonslaught on
the editor of the N.Z. Tablet. 'Civis's

'
ways are by no

means mended. And it seems about as hard for him to con-
duct evena journalistic campaign according to the usages of
civilised literarywarfare as it is for a camel to pass through the
eye of a needle.

Witohes Oil curespainaand aches,neuralgia, headache,sciatica
rheumatism. Price, 2s 6d. Try it.

—
#\

Tussicura, the wonderfulcoughremedy— sold by allchemists and
grocers.— **.

Insure your crops by purchasing M'Cormick machinery. The
best inthe world. Costliest to build,best to buy, and easiest in the
field.—***

The enormous output of McCormick machines defies themental
graspof man. If the machines they manufacture were to issue
Mm the gate of their works (the largest in the world), the spec-
wfcjrs wouldsee throughout the working diy aMcCormick machine
emergingat full gallop every thirty seconds.

—
#%

The GrandPrix waa the highest award obtainable at thePari8
Exhibition, and the McCormick HarvestingMachine Company, of
Chicago, secured this coveted honor, and not only this but they
obtained more special prizes than all other competitors. Sucha
tribute to the worth of the McCormickmachines is proof positive of
their excellence. Messrs. Morrow, Bassett and Co., Christchurch,
Ashburton, and Dunedin,are the agents for the Company's manu-
factures inNew Zealand.— ,%

(By 'Viator.')
Damascus, Deoember 12, 1900.

EarTjV in the afternoon we are steaming away from Muallaka,
down a broad, fertile valley,between Lebanon and Anti-Libanus,
past the rock tombs of Cain and Abel

—
so they say!

—
across slopes

thickly planted with apricot, walnut, and apple trees, through
plains well watered by brimmingstreams cnurning their volumein
their haste to the level, down the sides of many hills till
after a four hours run, the minarets ot Damascus rise clear and
masterly from the clustering houses at their base. Inheavy rain

—
aboon to the country— we drive from the station to theBeearoni
Hotel— a hostelry not easily excelled in the East for all these con-
veniences that minimise the dif-comforts and fatigues of travel.
And now what am1to say of Damascus, the oldest city still extant
in the world, the centre seat of Oriental life and manners, un-
changed save in little from the duwnof history, still presenting to
the traveller from the West all those traits and colors andcustoms
and institutions dotp-bedded in impregnable tradition, absolutely
indifferent to, and verily contemptuous of, the conventions that
make for civilization and culture, as they are understood and
accepted ?

DAMAbCUS.
To attempt a descriptionof this city of Damascus, togive even

an outline of the countless points of interest, to muse ever so
faintly on the memories wrapped in its history, to attempt an
analysis ever so hasty and superficial of the mentalpictures that
crossed as in kinematograph, were foolhardy for the writer, for the
reader unnecessarily prolix in a journal of notes undigested,un-
corrobarated, at random written. Here at any rate in Damascus—
the

'
Pearl of the East,' the 'Terrestrial Paradise

'
of Moslem and

Arabic writers,you get the true flavor of the East,undiluted,un-
mixed, unaltered— 'for ever,and for ever, and for ever.' Here the
Frankish costume is not known— they look at youas youpass as a
curiosity— digito monatrant. The Oriental, in flowing robeß and
rich colors, reigns alone and supreme. While cities East and West
have risen and fallen with the " rise and fall

'
ofEmpires, Damascus

instill what it was, and Semper tadrm. Founded before Baalbek
and Palmyra it outlives them both. While Babylon is a heapin
the desert, Tyre a ruin on the lonely shore, ancient Rome a study
in stone, Damascus still proudly rears its head, same asit was in
the days of Isaiahand Davidand Darius and the Ptolemies andSt.
Paul, the centre and head of Syria. Like all Eastern cities itia
walled in, and at various points there are gates formidable of
approach, with soldiers on duty thereat,unkempt and untrimmed,
but booted andspurred, after the manner of theunspeakableTurk.
We went along the famous

'
street cailed Straight,' mentioned in

the Acts of the Apostles in connection wilh St. Paul, traversinga
large section of the city andpartly coveredin arcade-like,affording
room for vendors and buyers, and water-carriers,and fruit-sellers,
and long, lithe Bedouins, and Mo.-lem women with white yashmak
or black veil or kerchief in hideous colors giving them an eerie,
ghoulish look, and children aud dogs, masterless do^p, and single
donkeys and donkeys in droves, andstringsof solemn camels,all in
gloriomI'oufmion in the 'street called Straight.' From time im-
memorial the Ar.ibs call Damascus the

1 CAHUEX <>!' PARADISE.'
If Paradise be a garden growing the most delicious fruits, where
eternal ?un prevails,through whose grounds run 'streams of living
water,' the ideal is nearly reached. Itwaspretty, at a distance

—
in.

December, but in early spring-time when blossoms fleck the air in
many hue?,and the green vine climbs from tree to tree, andbudding
branches ii--ie over a soil of velvet green, it is, Ican wellbelieve, a
sceneof unrivalled beauty. Two rners flow throngh the city, the
Pharpharand the Barada and mmy streams trickle from thehills
to the volume of water below. The population, it is said, is
difficult t r) es'imatc, bat may be set down at 250,000 of whom
100,000 are Moslem". Schismatic Greeks number about 70,000 and
Catholics up to 4.">,01>0.

(iooi work i^ being done here by the Jesnits, the Lazariets,the
Franciscans, and the secular clergy in church and school, but the
adamantine convictions of the Moslems, their solidarity,their power
of ca«te and clan, their ineradicable traditions, habits, customs,
erect barriers of the insuperableorder

—
humanly speaking. The

place is pointed out " nigh to Damascus
'

where
'a light from

heaven shmed round about' St.Paul, then a persecutor;andlike-
wis-e thehouse or Judas 'in the street that is called Straight'where'one named Saul of Tarsus

'
was taken when he wasstrickenblind;

also thehouse of the disciple Ananias now convertedinto a church
who

'
putting hands on Saul that he might receive his Bight

'
changedhim into

' a vesselof election tocarryMy name before the
gentiles and kings and the children of Israel.' 'And immediately
there fell fromhis eyes, asit were, scales, andhe received hissight ;
and rising uphe was baptised' Round thecity walls is shown the
place venerated by tradition where St. Paul was let down in a
basket. 'The Jews consulted together to kill him, and they
watched the gates dayandnight thatthey mightkillhim... . But
thedisciples taking himin thenight, conveyedhim awayby the wall,
letting him down in a basket

'
(Acts of the Apostles,chap. IX.).

Near the tombs, at theN.E.corner of the city wall— a tumbledown
buildingnow occupiedby lepers,is shown as thehouse of Naaman,
the Syrian, healed by the prophet Elißeus, after bathing 'seven
times in theJordan.' Further ona tomb enclosed inamausoleum
and overhung with lamps and offerings marks the last Testing
place, so 'tis said, andis so heldin high honor of

'
truebelieverß,' of

a daughter of Mahomet.

3


