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370 The Inner Life of Syria.

On going to bed he said, " Wake us early, my daughter! "
" Yes, father," she replied.
"Father," she called at dawn, " get up; it is daylight! "
" How do you know, my daughter?"
" My stomach is empty, I want to eat."
The Fellah was obliged to acknowledge the superiority of a

Bedawi household over his own.
I wrote a very literal specimen of a few of the verses that

used to be recited in camp on these delicious evenings; but as
the Arabic lines will be useless to an English reader, I give only
the translation.

" Ali, all the Bedawi girls love you;
Their first-born and even the camels want you;
Ah! they would still love you if you goaded them,
So offerings from Homs and Hamah came to you.

" Ali, the glory and the Lion of our Desert,
Who spread our grounds with silk and velvet ;
Ali, who rules the lion and the tiger in peace,
And who put the mustachios on a level with the beard.

"The eyes-O Allah I-longing after him,
Full of sorrow-my heart after him ;
Accursed be the sleep of my eyes after him ;
He fled, and left me no happiness.

" The tears flow down my cheeks like two rivulets,
A little ship sailed on my tears ;
Right he who couples death and exile,
The longing eyes find not their lover.

"Tears fall down my cheeks like a stranger's,
And my tears sailed the little stranger ship;
I want thee not, 0 life 1 in this strange land,
The longing eyes find not their lover."

To continue my story of travel. When we went to our tents
we lay down on our respective rugs, and I had put out the light,
when my husband called to me from the other side, "Come
quick, I am stung by a scorpion!" I struck a match, and ran
over to his rug and looked at the place he pointed to, .but there
was a mere speck of blood, and I was convinced it was only a big
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black ant. He did not mind that, 80 I lay down again. Hardly
had I done so when he called out, "Come quick again, I know
it is a scorpion!" I again struck a light, ran over, plunged my
hand inside the shirt near the throat, and drew it out quickly,
with the scorpion hanging by its crab-like claws to my finger. I
shook it off and killed it, but it did not sting me, being, I sup­
pose, unable to manage it a third time. I rubbed some strong
smelling salts into his wounds, having no liquid ammonia; he
was very pale, so I ran off to the provision-box, where I fortu­
nately found some raki. I made him drink it, to keep the poison
away from the heart. He then slept, and awoke in the morning
quite well.

The harim was numerous. They all had brown faces, tattooed
blue, and their lips dyed blue. From them I learnt the "skeleton
of the camp," which the men were too proud and self-concentrated
to show grief for before us. The Emir's daughter, a beautiful
A'irl, aged seventeen, and engaged to be .married, had died the day
before our arrival of fever. Yet, true to his Eastern stoicism,
philosophy, or fatality, he had been able to smother his grief, to
summon his best men, and come out with all that pomp to invite
and escort us to his camp, to prepare this reception for us with­
out ever letting us suspect a. trouble; and he and the brothers
and the lover were the most prominent and attentive to our
comforts and amusements. I then learnt that the Bedawi of this
encampment were dying in their tents of fever, like the others,
though they were in the purest air. So I got out the medicine
chest, and performed the same offices for them that I did for
Hadi Abd Allah's encampment.

Our next move was to Mejdel Esh Shems, in the district
called Iklim el Bellan, passing Birket er Ram, or Lake Phiala,
a little round lake, of which more hereafter. Our cavalcade was
large, and we had a splendid ride. l\Iejdel is a village beauti­
fully situated, high up on the declivity of a mountain defile. It
is a Druze stronghold, fighting and turbulent. We were, as usual,
received and treated like relatives. Our next move was a ride of
three hours over stony mountains to another mixed Druze and
Christian village-c-Bayt Jenn-where we pitched our camp at
sunset on a cold bit of ground. Captain Burton went to a house,



372 The Inner Life of Syria.

because it would have offended the Shaykh to refuse his hospi­
tality. I always preferred the tents to the "stuffiness" of 8

room. After supper I asked leave to return to my own quarters,
and slept well, in spite of damp and wild dogs.

The women here wore antique earrings of gold and stones, and
many-coloured beads and coins. The head was covered by a fez
or tarbush, and to it were attached long, black, silken braided
plaits, to look like hair, ending with knots and piastres and
chains below the waist. It looked very nice, especially on a
pretty girl or a young child. Whilst here we received an invita­
tion to a Druze wedding at Arneh, only two hours farther, a
village at the foot of Jebel esh Shaykh (Mount Hermon), and
just above which rise the sources of the Awaj, which waters EI
Kunayterah. Captain Burton went off a different way. Whenever
we separated, the object was to get information of both routes to
our meeting-place, and thus to save time and to learn more. On
meeting we used to join our notes together.

Shaykh Hamad and I and others did our work very leisurely,
walking and riding, and after two hours we descended a steep, and
beheld Ameh in a hollow at the foot of Hermon. From afar we
could see and hear the festivities. It was the marriage of the
Shaykh's daughter. All the fighting men came out of the vil­
lage with guns to meet me, and we came in for a very gay affair.
Firstly, all the surrounding Druze villages, about ten in number,
arrived by troops, and each was received with honour. The
different costumes and coloured dresses were very interesting.
We had dancing in the open air, and then some wandering
mountebanks performed, Next the bridegroom, a boy of fifteen,
was carried by two men, who made a eat's-cradle with their hands,
upon which he knelt, putting an arm round each neck. When
the sword dance was over, I was invited to the bride's house, where
all the harims were assembled. Every woman was dressed in her
best costume and jewellery; all were singing, dancing, and snap­
ping their fingers like castanets. The bride came to receive me
very naturally, and with a modest simplicity. She was a pretty
Druze girl of fifteen or sixteen. The long black hair fell down her
back, surmounted by a red fez and silken plaits. She had on a
Damascus embroidered jacket, a white silken skirt, showing the
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bosom and black bodice, a broad red belt, which descended behind
like a modem pannier, or little tunic; Turkish trowsers of white
linen, clasped at the ankle; a short black tight-fitting skirt sur­
mounted them, covered with silver dangling things, 80 that
whenever she moved she jingled like a charger in his trappings.

The bridegroom was a small, plain boy in red boots, black
tunic and surtout; purple waistcoat, a fez tied on with a silk
bandanna, and a huge cotton comforter round his neck, 88 if he
had a cold; in the girdle were a Tasbih, or Masbaha (Moham­
medan rosary), and a dagger half a yard long. She was very
picturesque, and though he W88 rich he decidedly had the best
of it.

The other women wore white veils and "wedding garments,"
which were over their ordinary robes, and were of bright and
different colours. The men were a blaze of fezzes, jackets, silk
belts, large trowsers, and boots, all 88 red as red could be. I
need not say that there were no men in the harim, even the bride­
groom was not admitted. 'Vhilst we were in the midst of our
harim fun, the girls blew out all the lights, and we were left in
the dark. The bride ran and threw her arms round me-for pro­
tection perhaps-and then commenced such a romping and scream­
ing, and pinching and pulling one another about, like school-girls.
This was evidently considered a great frolic. Then after a few
minutes they lit the C8ll(UeS again. At last the bride, robed in
izar and veiled, mounted the horse en cavalier, and went round
to pay her last visit to her neighbours. Coming back, the bride
and the bridegroom met in the street, both parties from opposite
directions. She stood up in her stirrups three times, but still
veiled and covered, to show herself to the people; and he was
carried between two men as before. Then we returned to her
father's house, where she sat on a kind of raised dais in the faint­
ing attitude which I have before described. Every few moments
she slowly raised her hands to her veil, lowered it, showed us her
face, and replaced it. After this had been done three times, she
came down, and a space was cleared. The women sang to music,
and she danced for us with great grace, and told us whole panto­
mimes. There was a brusqueness in her dancing equal to the
Spanish women's, yet poetry and passion were there too. We all
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know that Arab dancing can be made vulgar, but it is only the
low who do this, to amuse their fellows; and this girl's dancing
was beautiful.

I was curious to see how they would comport themselves
towards each other if the pair were allowed to meet, and thought
it a pity that the bridegroom should not see her to such advan­
tage. I do not think that Druze or Moslem wives dance before
their husbands after marriage, so I asked if it might be allowed
on account of my being there. This great privilege was con­
ceded; the bridegroom was allowed to come into the harim and
to see his bride dance. She modestly went up and kissed his
hand, and then, averting her face, they never looked at each other
again. I could see that she was glad of the chance of showing
herself to advantage before him; but, dancing with a handker­
chief in either hand, she always contrived to hide her face from
him. He returned in about an hour to his father's house and
men friends.

At midnight we formed a procession to take her to her bride­
groom's house, with music, singing, dancing, snapping of fingers,
and loud cries of "Yallah! Yallah!" which lasted till 2 a.m,
Then the harim proceeded to undress the bride. We were up all
night, watching, and joining different branches of the festivities.

Eastern domestic usages appear to us very public, even in the
most private matters. The greatest fun seems to be preparing
the bride for the wedding, which lasts several days, perhaps a
fortnight. The Turkish bath, the diet, the plucking of the eye­
brows, the henna, and the hosts of cosmetics, are studies in which
the harim takes the greatest delight. Old women are always
employed in these matters, and it is wonderful how they can
have learnt or imagined all they know.

The next day the bridegroom paid us his farewell visit at a
very early hour. We set out again, and breakfasted at a small
Druze village, Rimeh, where it was very cold, with wind and rain.
We found in a stable a stone with an inscription, which Captain
Burton thought worth a visit. We then had a mountain ride, and
arrived at Bukkasim, a small settlement on the borders of the
Druze territory. Here our escort were to take leave of us, and one
of the Shayhks, as fine a specimen as could anywhere be seen, ex-
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pressed their universal sorrow, What would be almost a love speech
in Europe, is in their language only an honest and affectionate
expression of good fellowship; it is said between man and man,
and before a whole tribe. "Allah be with you and your house,"
they said to me when they kissed my hand; "I would we had
never seen you, for the sake of this parting. If you loved a stone
I would put it in my bosom, and if you hated the moon I would
not sit under its rays." This meant, in our prosaic tongue, " Your
enemies are our enemies, your friends our friends." As we rode
away I could see them for three-quarters of an hour, standing on
a high rock to watch us out of sight, one or two of them with
their faces buried in their mare's necks. These are the manners
that make Europeans seem boorish and cold.

Jendell is perched on a height, and we had a dreary ride over
never ending hills, and finally reached the skirt of the Damascus
plain, EI Ghutah, Katana is a Moslem village, with a brook and
trees, a little patch of verdure, surrounded by far-stretching
wastes. We took our siesta by the water, and were sorry to be
out of the Druze country.

We now had three hours' gallop, without drawing rein, over
the barren plain, which brought us to Mizzeh, the village I have
before mentioned as being on the borders of the Damascus oasis,
with one side looking on the sand.

There I lost Kubbi, my donkey, who was running loose like a
dog. We constantly passed caravans outward bound, and as I
never looked after him I did not miss him. He probably recog­
nized some old friend in a passing troop, and turned to follow.
Our Afghan Kaww888 tracked him, and brought him back next
day, though the man who had taken possession of him did not
want to give him up under £20. No matter what Mohammed
had to do he did it thoroughly. If Captain Burton wanted a
culprit that had run away, he said, "Bring me 80 and so,
Mohammed! " "Eywallah, ya Sidi Beg!" (" Yes, by Allah, my
Lord Beg!"); he would go off saying, "If he were in Jehannum
I will have him out." Once he brought a man struggling and
kicking under his arm, and put him down before his Consul,
saying, "There he is, your Excellency."

We reached Mizzeh with burning eye-balls, and throat, chest,
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lips and tongue parched with feverish thirst. You who hunger
and thirst for a face you love, think you behold it, and you may
form. some idea of the sensation of gliding out of the furnace of
the waste into cool shades and bubbling waters. Myhouse seemed
a palace, and my welcome was warm.

2nd of November was the usual day of settling, unpacking,
paying off troops of camels, mules, donkeys and hired horses, of
cleaning weapons and saddlery, of drawing horses' shoes, of bran
mashes, and of littering the stables with soft bedding. Kubbi
now relieves guard, and does the town work.

END OF VOL. I.






