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stead for all time, Chatting in groups under the awningare our
fellow-passengers,all interchanging impressionswith the softcivi-
lity and easy grace thatmark the oldenworld,all anxiousto learn
with thepolish of gentle unobtrusive curiosity what is the story
tobe toldof Bethlehem and Calvary and Damasoas andNazareth
by the much-travelled party of three. And now over crest and
trough we areheading forMalta, for'

The fair breezeblew, 4
The white foam flew, '
The furrow followedfree,'

But in dream and cozy thought we hug the experiencesof this
glimpse into wonderland,and treasure the memory as the memory
of asweet and fragrant andholy 'Midsummer Night's Dream.'

MALTA.
On ableak andblowymorninginJanuary of the firstyearofthe

newcentury, overa turbid eea, churned into ill-tempered,choppy,
yeasty waves,under the beetling cliffs andthrough wholefleets of
dingeys and steamers, we made fast at Yaletta. A visit to the
wondrous church of St.John, anda visit toSt. Ignatius'College at
St. Julien filled in our day profitably and pleasantly,anda saunter
along the Via Realebrought us again into touch with thegentle,
classical Maltese, To one church wevisited, there areattached25
priests, but then the parish numbers some fifteen thousandCatholics, all of them consistent, practical, fervent Catholios.
There are non-Catholics inMalta, but they arenot ofthe Maltese,
Maltese. The home of an ancient Latin race, soft and sweetand
eminently cultured, Malta is in thehands of a stranger,a stronger
and rougher power thatdominates the island in the interests of
empire. 'Tobe weak is miserable,doing or suffering.'
To their weakness it is due, not tochoice or sympathy, that the soft
Maltese bow toa flagnot their own. But as theoilfusethnot with
water,boMaltesecleave to Maltese ontheir island home. Maltese
arestill andwill be Maltese to their spinal marrow,and looknot
for lessons inart, culture, language, or religion to theTeuton that
withshottedguns, anddrawn bayonets, andcavernousmagazines,
and hulking war-ships lord it over the rook. In the free, full
practiceof theold CatholicFaith, and the sweetsof modestlife:'Man wants but littlehere below,

Nor wants that little long,'
the Maltese hug their island home, their ancestry, their proud
traditions, andreck not of, and lovenot thepower thatdominates.

While lying to in theMersey our steamer wasrun intoby the
Mammothliner the

'
Cymric,' and quite a panic ensued as in the

broadmorning light thehuge bulk struck our bows and toreoff
bow-sprit and foremast. But we were quit witha shock to the
Bteamer and toournerves, and safely landed at Liverpool. Drip-
ping skies, andthe swish,swish of therain welcomed our arrivalin
Belfast

—
bleak contrast to the sunny lands weskipped over. Itwas

a short run then to Dunavil, the doctor's home, where the
travellers werereceived with open-armedIrish welcome, and many
the questions asked, and many the stories told while the big logs
spluttered in the generous grate. Itis not inour scheme to tell of
our welcome by the distinguished local pastor and clergy of Dr.
Mackin'snatalplace,nor of thehours of peace andrest spent in the
historic environs of G-reenoastle. Our party of three journeyed in
time across CarlingfordLough toGreenore, thence toDundalk, the
home of the other doctor. In the old home, at themother's knee
inhappy circle of younger shoots of older trees, we unfoldedagain
and often the wondrousstoryof our visit to theHoly Land. Not
for long didwe tarryathome. Inthe early daysofFebruary,1901,
we foregathered in London; in sound health and with grateful
hearts we completed the last link in the chain of ourtravels, and
nowon the farther shore, we look back, in the fulness of storied
memories to the enchantinghours,that flittedby as astraysunbeam
on the chequeredpathway of life, at a time when,perforce, freed
from aught but the will to turn to account a favornotshoweredon
all,we trodthe soil sealed to the

'
chosen people,'and wequickened

our faith and hope and love at the homestead and sanctuary of
the Incarnate God, Jesus Christ yesterday, to-day, the same for
ever.

F.J.Wattebs, S,M.,D.D., ('Viator').
London,January 24, 1902.

It is not at all unusual to hear people speak slightinglyof,patent'medicines, but the enormousdemand for them throughout
the whole of the civilised worldis in itself proof that they arere-
garded generally as one of thenecessities of life. The majority of
housewives wouldconsider themselves as wanting in their duty if
they did not have at hand those remedies which experience has
taught them touse incasesof emergency, and nobody will venture
to question the wisdom of this. Among the remedies whioh no
household should be without is Evans's Witches' Oil, an in-
valuableoure for rheumatic complaintsof every description,whioh
has proveditself to be unequalled both as an embrocation and an
internalmedicine. In the case of sprains,strains,bruises andall
kindsof surface wounds, to which, asmothers willknow,children
are particularly liable, the applicationoftheoil to theparts affected
willensurea speedy and complete cure, while attacks of mumps,
quinsy, sore throat and everysortof ache canbe successfully treated
through its agency. The preparation is a certain remedy for in-
flamation of the bowels,lungs orany part of thebody, andas these
are complaints that require immediate attention, a bottle .of
Witches'Oilinthe house willprevent serious ifnot fatalconse-
quences. Sold at all chemists and storekeepers throughout the
Colony at 2s 6d and 4s 6d per bottle and Messrs Kempthorne
Prosser andCo.,agents.
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hold ofCaeaarea the Apostle of the Gentiles passedhis last two
yearsin the Holy Land, before he finally went down to theBea,
westwardbound for Maltaand Borne.

The eohoes of the glorious past sound pweet andnear as we
revolvethese thoughts. Along this girdle of rich luxuriantgrowth,
by the golden sands thatrunout to meet the sapphiresea, the new
spirit of zeal and love,of faithandfervor,ofstrengthandconstancy
fellon the Apostles, and the clear ring, loud and Btrong, went up
ofcopious redemption,of world-wideapostolate,of a divine message,
thatknows nodenial, of tidings joyous and lightsome, of a word
that searches theheart and burns the veins— a wordthat found in
WesternEurope its best and noblestauditory,its ultimateseat and
throneandcentre.

A CHILD OP NATUBE.
Itwas at Jaffa wemet Selim. More correct it is perhaps to

say
—

andaccuracy in thenarrator is an appreciable quality
—

that
Selim met us; by his own instinct and genius discovered us.
Bough-hew them as wemay, thereis a divinity 'tis said, dothshape
our ends, and, as showing point in the master's instinct, Selim
oapturedour little party at Jaffa and held that party under his
particular suzerainty duringour brief stay beforesailing for home.
Selim,be it noted,was a Mahommedanof the mature age of ten.
Ab we droveinto thecourtyard of the Hotel dvPare, there under
thenodding fronds of the stately palm flanking the orange and
citron trees,inwhite fezand thin jacket and meagre doublet and
hose, Selim was

'drawn-up,' and claimed us for his own,smiling
broadsmilesfor that Allahhad delivered us intohis hands. Mild
waathe sway this child of nature, true son of the soil,exercised
overus,but constant, persistent, ceaseless withal while we dallied
inJaffa till the steamer

'
Carib Prince

'
bore us off to the lands of

the evening, westwardhoI Selim's store of English was limited
to one word,'yes,' andof this termhe made free use,as if it did
universalduty inresponse toall and sundry questionsputby bar-
barians of our order. 'Good morning, Selim.' 'Yes.' 'Where
willyouguide us for a couple of sous ?

' 'Yes.'
'Where is the

Catholic Church, Tabitha's tomb, Simon the Tanner's house?'
4 Yes.' 'Whither will this road lead ?

' 'Yes.' There may have
been other terms in reserve, expletives of a stern and lurid
calibre much affected of hardy Baits whogo down to the sea in
ships. We.heardthem not. Yet so quick the sense'of service, bo
consuming thehopeof daily wages,that Selim was handy and in-
valuable,bringing us everywhere, showingus thepointsof interest,
warningus off foetid slums, and lying ever in wait forus like a
sleepless slenthhound, ready to fetch and carry and pilot and
follow. With nod and beck and broadening smile and flash of
lustrous eye,andagile,nimblefeet, andlaughter playing roundhis
glistening teeth, this Arablad of ten ripe years,mobileas a lizard,
fleet and willingas an antelope,with proud air of sole possession,
neverrelaxedhis hold during our stay. When at length with the
opening yearandcentury we took boatfrom the quay tothe

'
Carib

Prince,' there was Selim proudly enthroned among the oarsmen,
helping to pull the big, heavy,unwieldy boat through rapids and
breakers,pasthigh rocksand low, with a strengthand energy and
forceof muscle that gave no pause. There were friends on the
bridge tosay adieu, friends from theHoteldvPare,of thebutterfly
order,but there was a soft touch of human sympathy when we
gladdened theheartof Selim with a few piastres and bade a last
goodbye. Hand to forehead, hand to heart, a deepsalaam, another
4 yes,' and Selim was in the boat pulling for ail he was worth
towardsJaffa andhis home. Moslem though he was, and trained
to the faith ofhis fathers,and seeingnothingbeyond the groovehe
movesin,Selim gave us many a laugh andcalled up many a com-
ment on the philosophy that ruleth human kind.

THE FAST OF BAMADAN.
Among theMahommedans the Jewish andCatholic law of faßt-

ing withprayer obtainswithespecial vigor. TheFast of Ramadan
foronemonth wasinforce about thistime, andobliges everyconscien-
tious Mahommedan toabstain fromall food and drink from dawn
tosunset. Atdawnin the towns a cannon is fired from the fort,
andagain at sundown. During the interval totalabstention from
food anddrink is the law. Even the solace of a cigarette is denied
the faithful follower of the Prophet. We handed Selim hislunch
one day during Ramadan, a goodly portion bountifully provided
by Madame, and we noted the result. He took the basket, but
madeno beginning of eating. 'Eat it, Selim.' 'Yes.' Then he
lookedinto vacancy. (We can wait,eat your lunch.' 'Yes.' But
he did not. When he understood our query, then the muscles
played,and the teeth flashed and likea volley came withmenacing
finger andshakeof dusky face:

'Ramadan,Ramadan.' This child
of nature,Bon of thesoilwithhisweight of tenmatureyears would
not traverse the law he owned to,and in unquestioning submis-
sion to that law refused his hungry lips the tasty lunoh provided
forhim. No, not till sundown

— 'Ramadan, RamadanI
'

Is 'it to
be wonderedat that theChristian message humanlyspeaking falls
on deaf ears; when earliest yearsare swathed and bound in the
toilsof ancestraloreed ? And this observanceof arigid law points
amoralandadornsatale.

FABEWELL TO PALESTINE.
All is taut on board the 'Carib Prince.' The

'
oldcentury i9i9

gathered to its limbo. The joybells of Jaffa from the climbing
heights haverung in thenew.

4Ring out wildbells,to the wildsky.'
Over thestripof azure sea come the peals of hopeand joy,and
leaningover the taffrail, in silent vision of the sceneß andshores
andplaces we had visited, looking a last look at the green and
jrolden zoneof orange trees lining the beach,noting the branchesA ughing in the seabreeze as they whisper a partingblessing, ourV (rty of threesweep the shores of Palestine till theysink on theixorizon,but not till theseshores have waftedus a sweet fragrance
of blessed memories and treasured thoughts to stand us in good
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