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P RE F A C E

THE j ourney of the Russ ian peasants to J erusalem

has never been described before in any language ,
not even in Russian . Yet i t is the most sign ificant

th ing in the Russ ian l i fe of to-day . I n the story

l ies a great national epic .

The adventure of which I tel l was un ique and

splendid
,
a th ing of a l i fetime . Whatever happens

to me on my wanderings over the world in the

coming years , I have l i ttle doubt that even when

I am old and gray I shal l look back to i t as the

most wonderful th ing I ever found on the road ,
the most extraordinary process ion I ever stepped

into. I t has also been a great discovery. Jerusalem

is a place of dis i l lus ion for the tourist who would

l ike to feel himsel f a pilgrim , but here in the peasant

world is a new
i

road and indeed a new Jerusalem .

Portions of th is work have appeared serial ly ,
the Prologue in the E nglisk Review , the story

of the journey to J erusalem
,
and of the Caravan

to the River Jordan in Ha rper
’

s M agazine. To

the editors of these periodicals I desire to tender

acknowledgment .
STEPHEN GRAHAM.





C O N TE N T S

I . THE PROLOGUE

I I . THE JOURNEY
I . ON THE P ILGR IM BOAT
2 . WHO HAS NOT BEEN UPON THE SEA
3 . A STRANGE BOAT-LOAD

4. THE CRUSTS
5 . THE GOSPEL OF STUP ID ITY
6. TALKS WITH THE P ILGR IMS
7 . JAFFA

I I I . JERUSALEM ATTAINED
1 . THE D ISGU ISE
2 . J ERUSALEM ATTA INED

3. THEWORK OF THE RUSS I AN PALEST I NE SOC IETY
4. THE F I RST N IGHT IN THE HOSTELRY

5 . GU IDES AND GU IDE-BOOKS
6. AT THE CHURCH OF THE L IFE-G IV ING GRAVE .

THE P ILGR IMS
I . THE UNCOMMERC IAL P I LGR IM
2 . PH I L I P

3. THE MONK YEVGENY

4. DEAR OLD DYADYA .

5 . ON THE BANKS OF THE JORDAN
vii



v i i i W ITH TH E RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS

V. THE CARAVAN To NAZ ARETH
I . NAZ ARETH
2. THE LAKE OF GALI LEE

3 . A CALAM ITOUS RETURN

4. THE JOYFUL RETURN

HOLY WEEK
1 . THE APPROACH OF HOLY WEEK
2 . VERBA AND PALM SUNDAY

3 . ABRAHAM : THE ETERNAL P ILGR IM
4. IN THE HOSTELR IES

P I LGR IMAGE CONCLUDED
1 . COMMUN ION
2 . BR ING I NG OUT THE HOLY SHROUD
THE SACRED F IRE
EASTER
THE ARCH IMANDR ITE’S F AREWELL



I LLU STRAT IONS

F ACE PAGE

1 . The Vanguard of a Thousand P i lgrims going down to the

Jordan F rom‘

z
'

spiece

Mount Athos as seen from the Boat 36

3 . The Syrian Girls who caused the Trouble 50

4 . A Little-Russian Pilgrim in a ten-year-old Sheepskin 56

5 . The Boy from the Top of the U ra ls 68

6 . F rom I sland to I sland in the Archipelago 7 2

7 . P ilgrims on the Road to Jerusa lem 80

8 . Abraham is awaiting a New Batch of Pilgrims 9 2

9 . The Russian Cathedra l 1 00

10. The Jerusalem Street
I I . A Service in a Chapel of the Life-g iving Grave
1 2 . F aces at a P i lgrim ’

s F unera l
I 3 . Liubomudrof

,
the Com ic

1 4. A Crowd just out of Church
I 5 . F ather Yevgeny discoursing on the Boat

1 6 . Dear old Dyadya
1 7 . Buying his Shroud
1 8 . K issing the Towel-swathed Cross—a fine Back
1 9 . Al l in their Shrouds on the Banks of the Jordan
20. By the Jordan. Grandma doesn’

t remember where she

put her clothes
2 1 . Crossing herself in the Stream
2 2 . After the Dip in the S tream drying his Shroud on a Stick

on his Back 202.



W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS
F ACE PAGE

Inside the Courtyard of the Monastery of St. Guerassim
in th e Desert

The Arrival of the Caravan at the Monastery of St. John

the Baptist in the Desert
A Pilgrim Woman who died on the Way home from
Jordan

The Pilgrims arrive within Sight of the Holy C ity
In the Sepulchre
A Service for the Remembrance of the Dead
The Dead Pilgrim carried on the Peasants’ Heads on

Palm Sunday
Abrah am

,
the Eternal Pilgrim ,

burning Incense in the

Hostel ry at Dawn
At the Oak where the Patriarch Abraham is supposed to
have entertained the Holy Tr in ity 2 5 8

The Virgin’
s Tomb 26 2

Washing Sh irts in the Hostelry yard at a farthing apiece 2 68

The Armenian Grandmother who asked me i f I had the

tattoo mark on my arm
Church of th e

'

Life-giving Grave : the Entrance to the

Holy Sepu lchre
Carrying the Sacred F i re in a Holy Lantern
Outs ide the Cathedral Door
A Pr iest gives his B lessing

Route M ew—End of Volume.







I am a wanderer : I remember wel l
How once the city I desired to reach lay hid ,
When sudden ly its spires afar
F lashed through the circ ling clouds

,

Soon the vapours c losed again
,

But I had seen the city
,
and one such glance

No darkness cou ld obscure.

WHOEVER has wished to go has already started on
the pilgrimage. And once you have started , every

step upon the road is a step toward J erusalem .

Even steps which seem to have no meaning are

taking you by byways and lanes to the high-road .

For the heart guides the steps , and has intentions

too deep for the mind to grasp at once. The true

Christian is necessarily he who has the W i sh ing
heart . Therein is the Christian discerned , that fie

seeks a oily . Once we have consciously known our

selves as pi lgrims on the way, then al l the people

and the scenes about us have a new significance .

They are seen in their right perspective. Upon the

pi lgrim ’s road our imperfect eyes come into focus for

al l earthly phenomena.

I t i s a long time since I wished to go. I t is

indeed difficult to say when I did actual ly begin to

wish . I t seems as if I had been predestined from
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my birth to go. For I remember a t ime when I

wished
,
but d id not understand what i t was I w ished .

I look back to those tender emotions awakened by

a ch ild ’s hymns— on ly now I know what hymns real ly

are
,
songs which the pi lgrims s ing upon the road

as they are march ing to J erusalem . I understand

now why at church I looked wistfu l ly at the pro

cess ion , and why more readi ly than to al l other

melodies in the world the heart responded to march

music .

I n my heart was a l i ttle compass -box where an

arrow always pointed steadi ly to J erusalem . My

mind did not know
,
but i t knows now, for i t has

learned to look inward at last.

Yes , long ago I wished to go , and even long ago,
to use the sweet Russ ian word , I p romised. Often

have I despaired s ince then
,
and given up

,
and yet

always renewed the promises.

The pi lgrim ’s discovery is when he looks into h i s

own heart and finds a picture of a c ity there . The

pilgrim ’s l i fe is a journeying along the roads of the

world seeking to find the c i ty wh ich corresponds to

that picture. Often indeed he forgets the v is ion ,
and yet ever and again comes the encouraging

picture , l ike the Comforter wh ich , on leav ing th is

world , our Sav iour promised to H is disc ip les .

I promised , I j ourneyed , and now to-day I am at

J erusalem , J erusalem the earthly , and it seems that

my pilgrimage is over. The peasants feel that when

they have been to J erusalem the serious occupations
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of their l ife are al l ended. They take their death

shrouds to Jordan , and wearing them ,
bathe in the

sacred river. All in wh ite
,
on the banks where

J ohn baptized , they look l ike the awakened dead on

the final Resurrection morn ing. They spend a night

in the sepulchre of Christ
,
and receiv ing the Sacred

F ire, extingu ish i t with caps that they wil l Wear in

their coffins. They mostly hope to die in the Holy

Land, preferably near the Dead Sea where the Last

Judgment wil l take place. I f i ndeed they must

return to the ir native v i llages in Russia
,
i t wil l be to

put their affairs in order and await death .

I t i s seldom that a young pilgrim is seen in

J erusalem . But I am young and have accompl ished

my pilgrimage
,
yet do not th ink of dying. What

then P

The fact is that in the material earthly journey

we do not actual ly attain to the J erusalem not buil t

by hands : the ancient Eastern c ity above Jaffa,
wonderfu l and sacred as i t is , is for many of the

faithful and for all the sp i ri tual ly short - sighted a

great disappointment. Jerusalem the earthly is a

pleasure -ground for wealthy sight-seers, a place

where every stone has been commerc ial ised either

by tourist agenc ies or greedy monks , where the

very candles l i t by the pious before the pictures and

the shrines are put out the moment they are l i t, and

sold in sheaves to the J ews . The first thought of

the true pi lgrim on looking at J erusalem was ex

pressed by a peasant who said to me as we were
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l isten ing to the shriek ing popu lace at the grave on

Palm Sunday
,

“This is not J erusalem .

” “Of a truth ,
I thought

,

“ he is right ; J erusalem is not here .
”

Yet in a sense J erusalem was there al l the t ime

even among the disgracefu l scenes at the Ho ly of

hol ies. As a priest de l i cately forewarned the

pilgrims going down to the muddy l i ttle J ordan

river
,

“ Do not expect anyth ing l ike the Volga

or the Dwina or the Dnieper. The J ordan is not

grand. Much in the Holy Land wears an ord inary

appearance. Remember that J esus H imself came
,

not clothed in purple , remember that H is l i fe

seemed very squal id and ignomin ious.

J erusalem
,
then

,
has an existence independent of

materia l appearance. That at least is the refutation

of one error. S im i larly, I remember the sh ip
’s

carpenter on the boat which brought us was a
revolut ionary propagandist , and he pointed out to

al l and sundry how fool ish i t was to go p ilgrimaging
,

told » us how the monks would pick our pockets as

we s lept at n ight in the hostel ry,—as i ndeed they

did
,

—how the monks l ived openly with women
,

how they had upon occas ion taken possession of

poor Russian peasant girls and sold them into the

households of the East , how the monks invented

innumerable fict ions about the sacred th ings and

the obj ects of our piety i n order to get more money

from the pilgrims. Yet most of us understood that

our pi lgrimaging was independent of al l monkish

ways ; that we , the peasants pilgrimaging, were
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al l right. The hol iness of J erusalem did not take

i ts rise from the priests and the officials, but from

the actual first peasant pilgrim
,
Christ H imself

,
who

was victimised by them .

I have not therefore missed my way ; I have

actually attained unto J erusalem . But the point

sti l l remains—I am young. I do not th ink of dying

on Calvary myself, I am not exactly satisfied .

VVhat then ?

Youth or age sign ify l ittle in the city not made

by hands ; for there , there is no beginn ing and no

end . The process ion to the altar is a rite i n the

church ; the p ilgrimage is a rite in the larger church

of the world ; l ife itself, the pilgrimage of pilgrimages ,
i s a rite ln the larger church of the universe—we

complete in a symbol ic act an eternal journey. I n

the mystery of the rite I shal l attain unto Calvary

and die there
,
j ust as at Communion I partake of the

Body of Christ—or else I have not made the

pilgrimage and have not entered into Communion .

As the words of the mystic remind me

The Cross of Golgotha thou lookest to in va in
Un less with in thy heart it be set up aga in .

If the question be asked , “Why do you l ive i n

the rites but not in the real i t ies of l i fe ? ” i t is

because the ri tes are more real . They are earthly

patterns of heavenly th ings . Our l ife i tself we con

fidently understand to be a ri te. By v irtue of our

mystery we cannot l ift a hand to do the most ordinary
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th ing
,
but we make thereby mysterious signs and

enter into symbo l i c relat ionsh ip with the un iverse of

the unseen .

The pilgrims al l cal l one another brother (my ),
father uncle or grandfather

according to the relative ages of the one address ing

and the one addressed. There was a dear old

a
’

yaa
’

ya from Tver prov ince who talked with me .

He had been with in earshot of the propagandism of

the sh ip’s carpenter, so I comforted h im—God saw

the peasant and understood.

“ Ah , yes ,
” he rejoined

with affection , though he had never seen me in his

l ife before
,
and even then we were speaking in the

dark ,
“ i t cannot but mean much to a s that we

j ourney to the land where God died . He wil l

certain ly soften towards us when we come before

H im
,
and He remembers that we journeyed to the

grave. And th ink what He suffered . What

are our sufferings bes ide H is ! They point out to

us the hardsh ips of the journey , but our suffering is

l i ttle . I t i s good for us to suffer. I wouldn ’t take

advantage of comforts I wouldn ’t give up my

share of su ffering

On that l i ttle boat , the L azar us, scarce ly bigger

than a Thames steamer
,
having accommodation

for on ly twenty-one first-class passengers , twenty

seven second , and sixty th ird, there were , beyond

the usual swarm of Turks , Arabs, and Syr ians
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making short journeys in the Levant
, 5 6o peasant

pilgrims . Four hundred of them slept in the

dark and fi lthy recesses of the ship’s hold
,
and

the remainder on the Open deck. Fulfi l l ing its

commercial obl igations, the vessel took fifteen days

to make the voyage from the Black Sea to J affa.

The peasants were mostly in sheepskins
, and nearly

al l the t ime the sun blazed down upon them . We

had two sharp storms
,
and the peasants

,
most of

whom had never seen the sea before
,
were terribly

unwel l. I n one storm
,
when the masts were broken ,

the hold where the peasants rolled over one another

l ike corpses , or grasped at one another l ike madmen ,
was worse than any imagined pit

,
the stench there

worse than any fire . For 5 60 pilgrims there were

three lavatories with doors without bol ts. Fitly

was the boat named the L aza r us. I heard a priest

refer to us as the Lazarus communion ; his words

were apt. Yet my dear old a
’

yaa
’

ya whispered to me

on the morn ing before
.

our arrival in J affa
,

“ We

must not complain .

”

After al l that we went through , when we arrived

at J erusalem
,
I heard not a murmur but of the

words
,

“ Slat/a Teaye Gospoa
’

y Sla t/a Teaye

(Glory be to Thee , O God , Glory to Thee !) With

eyes al l wet the mouzhiks crowded into the

monastery
'

for the thanksgiv ing serv ice , and the

great B ible rested on the heads of the close-pressed

throng— a human lectern , and more than that .

And with what eagerness we pressed in to kiss in
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turn the cross i n the abbot ’s hand ! As we stood

afterwards
,
a dozen of us

,
about the door, a woman

al l in laughing tears knelt down and k issed our feet

i n turn and asked our forgiveness
,
see ing that she ,

a sinfu l woman
,
had reached Jerusalem.

Not on ly had the pilgrims l ived that terrible

voyage
,
but many of them had walked a thousand

mi les and more in Russia before reach ing a port of

embarkation. Many who were not there in body

perished by the way.

Though there are many beggars who have no

choice of way i t is noLusually through lack of means

that the pilgrims have to rough i t. The peasants

brought with them rather more money , man for man ,
than the tourists in the hotels. To have twenty or

th i rty pounds in s pare cash was qui te common
,
to

have two or three hundred pounds not uncommon .

You would never dream it to see the pilgrim ’s clothes
,

but the money is there
,
deep under the rags , to be

used for God ’s purposes. I t i s on ly the degenerate

peasant who pays to have h imsel f conveyed to

J ordan , to Nazareth , to Bethlehem . Oh
,
What

good is i t to come
,
I heard a peasant say in the

Dead Sea wilderness , “ i f we take no troub le over

i t ? He was trudging in b irch -bark p lai ted boots

wh ich he had made in the far North and kept new

to the day when he landed at J affa. A simp le ,
patriarchal figure he was

,
wi th long

,
dense hair cut

round h is head by sheep -shears
,
and long beard and

wh i skers encroach i ng on the sanguine colour of h is
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high cheek -bones and wel l-scored temples. He

was whi te from head to foot with the dust of the

desert, even his hair was caked white , and he

walked forward step by step
,
slowly, equably,

pensive ly. I t was at the wel l of Guerassim he

uttered these words
,
a mysterious l i ttle .oasis , a

warm salt ish spring
,
and over i t a loving bush

heavy wi th rhododendron blossoms.

Thus the peasant pilgrimages . On the road to

Nazareth , whi lst the great caravan is on the road

in the th ird and fourth weeks of Lent
,
many fal l

down dead in the dust. They just go on and on ,
al l wh ite from the dust of the road , and at a turn

throw up the ir arms and fal l over dead. There is

never a complaint.

I have walked many times down the steep
,
dark

way from the Praetorium to Golgotha , where the

stumblings of Christ are commemorated , and where,
no matter how steady , the wayfarer is bound to

stumble ; and I have seen thousands of peasants

come down . For want of space the Turks do not

permit the actual ri te
,
but the seeing eye needs not

that to see that the back of the long-suffering S lav

is bowed beneath a heavy cross of wood which he

is carrying down the treacherous and narrow way to

the grave.

111

That i t shou ld be with the Russian peasants that

I came to Jerusalem is also symbol ical ly true . In
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the larger pi lgrimage of l ife i t i s with these s imple

people g

that I have been journeying . I t was the

wish of the heart
,
the gen ius of seeking , that taught

me to seek J erusalem through Russ ia, that brought

me to her s imple people l iv ing in the great open

spaces
,
l ighting their cand les in the l i ttle cottages

and temples. At J erusalem were hundreds of

Engl ishmen and Americans , and the E ngl i sh

language was as frequent in my ears as Turkish .

I stood next to rich tourists from my own land ;
they hadn ’t the remotest idea that I was other than

a Russ ian peasant , and I thought, “What luck that

I didn ’t come wi th these ! But really i t was not

luck, but dest iny .

I t is hard for any one to real i se h imself and the

appal l ing mystery of his steps upon the world . No

matter how tru ly one describes the others who are

journeying to J erusalem , i t i s always , nevertheless ,
only one person who i s j ourney ing. All that he

sees, however strange and separate, i s but a

furn ish ing of h is soul . I remember how
,
when

night came down upon the steamer
,
the sh ip’s

lanterns were l i t up , and the electric l ights twink led

h igh up on the dark masts. Over the p i tch -b lack

wal lowing sea the foamy bi l lows leapt l ike wh ite

wolves , and al l unheedingly the boat ground

forward on i ts straight l ine passage to the port

wh ich i t should reach on the morrow. The firs t

and second class passengers wou ld be settl ing down

for the n ight
,
the Tu rks in the th ird class spread ing



PROLOGUE 1 3

bright mattresses and quil ts on the deck
,
and

improvis ing curtains round about their black-vei led

ladies ; but up in the stern wou ld be two hundred

Russian men and women with gleaming candles.
I n the midst of them a peasant wou ld be reading

,

h is deep voice resonant in a general s i lence, Glory
to Thee , God-chosen Mother, Mother of God ,

! ueen of Heaven and earth , glory to Thee !
” two

hundred vo i ces responding “ Glory to Thee !

Then the reader again , and after h im the chorus ,
Alleluia

,
allelu ia

,
al lelu ia ! going through the

aéaz
‘kzstz

'

. The aéaz‘éz
’

stz
’

ended , there would fol low

the singing of sacred hymns and psalms til l long

after midnight, . all s itting on the deck, all peaceful ,
all intensely happy . At last the Singlng dies away ,
the band disperses , and there is s i lence ; nought is

heard but the pounding of the engines and the wind

in the cordage. I t may be at four o ’clock in the

morning you get up to take a look at the sea once

more ; in the east the stars are turn ing pale, the

s i len t boat goes forward with the regulari ty of a

beat ing heart
,
and you feel that every one is asleep.

Yet look down into the mysterious hold , go down

the ladder
,
and step over the sleepers ; away in the

dark corners among the sacks embroidered with

crosses you see l i ttle pictures of Jesus are hung up

and cand les burn before them , and the uns leeping

pi lgrim kneels with his bare white brow on the

dark floor. I n a sense i t is Russia that is kneel ing ;
i n a sense i t is you and I and every one .
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There went a wh isper round the decks one

morn ing
,

“We have a mysterious passenger on

board . Whether i t was because of the man who

s aid he had been in heaven for twenty-four hours ,
o r because of some mysterious act ion of the exal ted

fanatic who slept by the carpenter’s bench , or of the

old man who had taken the oath of s ilence , I know

not. I t was a typ ical peasant rumour with no

e xpl anat ion but in the words They say

there is a mysterious passenger on board.

” I t even

came to the captai n ’s ears, for I heard h im say ,
There are no Russ ians wi thout passports ; of that

at any rate I ’m quite sure !” as i f mystery could be

e xpla ined away by a passport.

Often I thought of that rumour after we had

reached J erusalem . When the man who had been

in heaven began to preach when the aged beggar

Abraham , twenty t imes in J erusalem , came and

s anctified our wooden beds every morn ing before

dawn in Holy Week , burn ing incense in an old tin

c an on a st ick , and mak ing the sign of the cross

over us with the dense fragrant smoke ; when I

-saw the man al l i n wh ite by the Golden Gate carry
i ng In al l weathers h i s l ighted lamp

,
I always

t hought , “ There is a mysterious p ilgrim in

J erusalem . When I knel t at the L i fe giv ing

Tomb I thought once more , “ There is a mysterious
Hpi lgrim i n J erusalem , there is myself.
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IV

I n the press of al l the nations in J erusalem at

Easter i t was perhaps difficul t to find Jesus.

Perhaps few people real ly tried to see
'

H im .

There was so much memorial of the sad past
,
so

l i ttle evidence of the l iv ing present.

On Easter morn ing the old monk
,
Yevgeny

,

saluted me with these sad words
,

“ Christ is risen
,

yes , and i t is Easter, but not l ike ,
the Easter when

He rose ! How the sun blazes ! All Jerusalem is

dry and will remain dry , but Men i t was fresh
,
and

there was rain
,
suck rain . You know there came a

fru itful year after H is death. N0 one had known

such a summer. Everything seemed to y ield

double or treble increase , and there was a freshness

that seemed to promise impossible th ings —the

monk ’s eye fi lmed he went on , “ And now i t is dry

dry i t has al l dried up. ’ These were

sad words
,
and perhaps true for the man who said

them . Every man has a first Easter, and the

succeeding ones are ann iversaries. What was for

h im an anniversary was for me perhaps a first

Easter or a premoni t ion. I for my part was aware

that even at P i late’s house were fru i t trees laden

with b lossom .

Yes
,
J esus was abroad in the land on Easter day

,

but what is more , He was actual ly walk ing those

thronged J erusalem streets in the season of Lent

when I myself was there.
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These were certain ly aids . Did not the peasants

nurse in their hearts the rumour—There is a
mysterious pilgrim in J erusalem ? There was that

man al l in whi te by Herod ’s wal l , he had that use in

the symbology of J erusalem , by him i t was eas ier to

imagine THE MAN IN THE CROWD. J esus in H is day

was the man in the crowd ; the man whom people

clustered round , whom they pressed in to hear, the

man ofwhom strange words or act ions were expected .

Thus stood J esus s i lent on the feast day
,
the in

quisitive flocking about H im and scann ing H is face ,
wondering if He wou ld say anyth ing or not, when

al l of a sudden H is l ips opened , and there came

forth the word of God as from the l ips of the oracle
“ He stood and cried, saying , ‘ I f any man

th irst
,
let h im come unto me , and drink. He that

bel ieveth on me , as the scripture hath said , out of

h is bel ly shal l flow rivers of l iv ing water. ’

I suppose the Russ ian pi lgrims read the gospel

every day in Lent. Those who cou ld read , read

aloud ; and those who cou ld not read
,
l i stened.

They l ived with the evangel. I t was poss ible to

buy Russ ian guide-books to J erusalem in the shops
,

but very few pi lgrims bought them . They used

the ir B ibles , and they found the sacred places by

asking one another. I t was marvel lous how they

found their way through the labyrinth of dark

tunnel - l ike streets and al leys . And they never

missed any shrine as they went
,
never passed a

sacred stone without kiss ing i t. With such clear



PROLOGUE 1 7

minds as they have, they wil l easily reconstruct

J erusalem when they get back to their v il lages
,
and

the i r countrymen , counting them half-holy , pour in

to ask them what i t was l ike.

J erusalem is bewildering. Tourists are ti red out

in three days . I ndeed
,
i t is scarcely worth whi le

going there to be a looker -on. Unless one l ives

the l i fe , J erusalem can mean l i ttle or nothing. And

even l iv ing the l ife , i t is necessary to have the

plac id , receptive soul—the open house of the sou l
w i sh ing to be furn ished.

We find J esus really when we cease looking at

J erusalem and allow the gospel to look into us ;
when we cease gaz ing question ingly at J erusalem

the earthly, and real ise i n ourselves J erusalem the

golden ; when in the pure mirror of the soul is

reflected the l iv ing story of Christ. Then at

Bethlehem the babe is born , and over H im the

bright s tar sh ines
,
the shepherds hear the angels

s ing, the Old kings come travell ing through the

n ight with gifts. The ch ild goes to Nazareth and

to J erusalem. At Jordan , the strange Greek priest

baptiz ing by the flowing stream is veritably John .

To him comes the mysterious P i lgrim : did not the

heaven in one ’s soul bear witness ! Jerusalem holds

a Prophet. I n indignation He whips the hawkers

from the Temple He says a final No to commercial

J erusalem and l ives thereafter in the purged ci ty ,
the c ity independent of material appearance. He

moves among the sOuls of men ; He gives forth
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o racu larly the l iv ing word of God. At Bethany ,
Lazarus once more steps out of the grave and si ts

a t Martha’s board
,
and when the pilgrims come on

Palm Sunday
,
strewing wild flowers as they walk ,

and bearing on their shou lders o l ive branches and

palms , there is tru ly in the m idst of them the

mysterious P i lgrim s i tting upon an ass
,
and they

hymn H im to J erusalem .

The whole heart is a world , and that world is

a temple. Every step and every movement is

mysterious , every procession is a ri te , a word , or a

letter in a word , of the great poem which God reads ,
which is man ’s l i fe.

Alas !there are strange doings in the Temple ; the

dark figures that mingle with the white move for

ward to dark ends . The P i lgrim sits at supper with

e leven whi te ones and a dark one ; the dark one

goes out. The P i lgrim goes into a cypress-vei led

garden and prays ; the dark one comes back and

kisses H im . A dark crowd with staves presses in

and the P i lgrim is taken away by them . There is

a choice made between H im and a robber there is

a fool ish trial . Then comes a symbol ism with in

the symbol i sm , l ike a dream with in a dream ,
for

they put upon the P i lgrim ’s head a crown of thorns
,

and on H is shoulders a purple robe . They lead

H im forth unto death . He carries the heavy cross

down the steep dark way , and stumbles as He

walks. To the same cross He is nai led
,
and the

cross is set up. I t is rooted i n the lowest depths
,
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and i t rises . into the h ighest heaven . Upon it

hangs the mysterious One al l gl istering white
, yet

shedding drops of b lood. Then al l i s lost in a
darkness that not t i l l Easter morn ing wi l l d isperse.

A rite scarcely l ives as long as i t is merely

eccles iastical , but when it is personal i t is al together

lovely. The swinging of the censer in church one

a l lows to pass almost unnoticed
,
but old Abraham

burn ing incense over us i n his old tin can melts one

to tears . On Holy Thursday one looks upon the

washing of the disciples ’ feet by the white-handed
,

del icate old Patriarch
,
but i t is only a church

pageant and a spectacle—the richly carpeted plat
form in the square of the Sepulchre, the monks

each named after an apostle , the table on which

stand the twelve candles , the gentle greybeard wi th

a s i lk towel at h is girdle washing the spotless feet

with rose - scented water from a si lver basin , the

pageantry of the church , i ts gold crosses and
banners

,
the crush of s ight-seers al l about. I t is

a different matter when an inspired peasant washes

h is fellow-pilgrims’ feet from an old tin pai l at the

back of the monastery wal l. I t is not artistic ; the

feet are very dirty ; i t looks coarse and un inspiring,
but it i s real , and if you can see beyond material

appearance i t is lovely I t has the beauty of

summer wh i ch is h idden in the rich black earth .



20 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS I

Surely the priests have erred by making i t i nto

a dead pageant and letting out the roof of the

Sepulchre in seats for a price . They are not near

to the behest
,

“Wash ye one another’s feet ” The

office of humi l i ty has l i ttle in common with gold

crosses and carpets . Even as a p icture the rough

peasant’s ri te was more l ike the original. As a

real ity there was no comparison, for the peasant

wash ing the feet was the mysterious P i lgrim.

In the days of old

Cross of wood and b ishop of gold,
But now they have altered that law so good
To cross of gold and bishop of wood.

Then also at the temple of Golgotha on Good

Friday, and at the Sepulchre on Easter n igh t, there
were great pageants , and the accomp l i shment of

rites ecclesiast ica l and no more, and though i t i s

express ly to those places and for those t imes that

the peasant makes h is p ilgrimage , he is qu ite con

ten t to real ise the mean ing of the t ime in his own

Russ ian cathedral in the Russian settlement. The

grave would have to be fifteen t imes as large as i t is

to accommodate the Russians material ly : those whose

bodies are not jammed and fixed in that terrible

death -deal ing crowd are at least there by faith .

Obviously i t is poss ible to be there in the body and

yet not be there at al l—speak ing in the language
of the heart. I ndeed , for some i t is not necessary

to travel to J erusalem the earthly at al l ; they find

the Ho ly C ity i n the v il lage church on Easter n ight.
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The peasant is saved by his personal real isation

of holy th ings, by the cross wh ich is not only in h is

priest’s hands, but hanging from his own neck , by

the ikon not only in the church but in the home
,
by

h is hospitable house and heart
,
by his hard-tramped

pilgrimage, by his own vis ions and inspirations.
Thus a pilgrim who made friends with me

when I arrived at J erusalem asked at once my

name , meaning by that my Christian name , and

took me to the place where my “ angel ” was

stoned . Here he stood when they took up

stones ; you see the stones all about, the same

stones and here on this rock stood the

Mother of God on tip-toe looking on whilst they
stoned h im Fol lowing him , I knel t down and

kissed the places in turn .

I suppose every man whose l i fe is a going forth

upon div ine adventures feels somewhere at the back

of h im the supporting fai th of a woman . H ilda

look ing on
,
the Master-Builder cl imbs the scaffold

and does the impossible a second time. Mary

look ing on
,
the first martyr faces h is persecutors

with a face catch ing a radiance from a hidden l ight.

A man and a woman make one man— he i s the

outward l imbs battl ing in the world ; she is h is

steady beating heart.
The rough unshorn peasant in h is old sheep-skin

had not learned to read, and knew nothing of my

mind or i ts furnishings , but he brought me there

l ike a ch i ld.
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As I was tramping through the Crimea and along

the B lack S ea coast toward the Turkish frontier i t

often occurred to me that I was with the wise men ,
or one of them , fo llowing a star to Bethlehem .

When I reached the Holy Land
,
Bethlehem was

one of the first p laces that I v is i ted ; and as i f

Prov idence had smi led on me , i t turned out that the

day which saw me there was my own birthday.

I shal l always remember the day. The March

wind blew fresh ly over the trimly rounded stone

h il ls outs ide J erusalem , and seemed to turn over

B ible pages. Every scene was l ike a l iv ing repre

sentation of some picture in a rel igious book at

home. The palm started up into the sky on the

horizon , the dark cypress gloomed beside grey

anc ient wal ls, brown -faced girls came carrying pots

on the ir heads , Arabs overtook me with trai ns of

mules. Al l that was new were the bent peasant

women
,
trudging down the road with bund les cross

marked on the ir backs.

As I looked at the budding spring and the l i ttle

ch i ldren gathering wi ld flowers , I knew myself in a

p lace which does not al ter, the place where peop le

are always young
,
and the world is always fresh and

ful l of promise. I had indeed reached Beth lehem

on my own birthday.

Some weeks later, on Easter day , as soon as the
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sun had risen , I came to the Sepulchre , that second

birthplace of Christ , and I measured the way from
Bethlehem .

The old monk Yevgeny was with me
,
and we

read together the fourteenth and fifteenth chapters of
S t. John. My friend always carried about with h im

a great family B ible wrapped up in newspaper
,
and

every day he found some one w i th whom to read

and talk. I t was with h im that I measured the l ife

from Bethlehem , the birthplace of the lov ing human

chi ld bound to be rejected by the world , to the

Sepulchre , birthplace of the celest ial ch ild above us ,
no longer subject to our powers .

There is a marvel lous tenderness revealed by

S t. John . One feels the tears, not shed, but in

the words—words surcharged w i th love and sorrow.

J esus seems in th is last long conversat ion to discover

H is soul
,
not only to H is disc iples but to H imself.

Much becomes clear whilst He talks with them , and

that which becomes clear is so poignant . He has

found out the world. He also at the beginn ing had

nursed golden hopes. He had held humani ty to

H is breast—humani ty that had waited thousands of

years for H is coming, for H is loving, for His

redeeming. I do not speak at all doctrinal ly

loving is redeeming : even the lowest of lost souls

is saved when some one has seen , understood , and

given a personal love . I th ink that only at moments

J esus real i sed h is dark world ly course , and that in

the in terven ing spaces He toi led onward as we do ,
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nurs ing those hopes which in the long- run are on ly

vesse ls of tears. He averted H is eyes from the

cross and looked at the faces of men . At last the

road became so strai t that l i ttle but cross remained

to look upon . He eased H is bursting heart a l i ttle

with those whom in al l the world He had real ly

reached and found— H is own disc iples . I t was

on ly a l i ttle. Even they could not be H is confidants
,

not one of them. They were ch ildren : to H im

utterly lovable , but ch i ldren , not men . J esus reached

H is succouring arms down to al l the world
,
but

there was not a man al ive to whom He could reach

up H is arms
,
not a human neck to stand above

H im for H is own so ft arms to twine round . He

cou ld empty His
’

heart only to God , and shed H is

tears on ly in the bosom of the Father. What H e

said none can know. The l i fe wh ich He l ived in

communion wi th H is Father, the l i fe of H is v is ions,
the l ife which He real ised in the mystery of H is

own sou l , He carried away with H im beyond the

cross. He carried i t away to the C ity not made by

hands, J erusalem the heaven ly. And why was He

so sad , saying ,
“ I f the world hateth you

,
ye know

that i t hated Me before i t hated you H e real ised

that the same hard road that He had trod was the

way of al l pi lgrims.

When the sun went down in majesty on Easter

eve , as if answering the behest, “ Father
,
glori fy

Thy Name,
”
there came a whisper to my ears

,

“ I

have both glorified i t, and wil l glorify i t again .
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Easter eve is a sunset
,
but Easter morn ing is a

celest ial sunrise.
“ The story was fresh

,
fresh , said Yevgeny ,

turning over the leaves of S t. John dreami ly , “ but

now it is dry , dry as a mummy . Once i t was very

real we must not forget that.”

For me
,
however

,
i t was fresh and real now, for

in myself the first pilgrim had just reached the

City.





I I

THE J OU RNEY





ON THE P I LGR I M BOAT

IT was in the harbour at Constantinople that I

found the pilgrim boat wi th 5 60 Russian peasants

on board for Jaffa
,
an ugly ship , black as a

coll ier, flying the ye l low quarantine flag and

the Russian tricolour. A Turkish boatman rowed

me to the vessel over the gl immering green

water of the port , and as I clambered up the gang

way fifty or s ixty Russ ians in bright blouses and

old sheepsk ins looked down at me smil ing, for they

thought they recogn ised a fel low-countryman and a

fel low-pilgrim . F or I mysel f was in an ancient

blue blouse look ing l ike the d iscarded wear of an

engine-driver
,
and on my back was all my luggage

- a burden l ike that under which Christian is seen

labouring in i l lustrated Copies of the Pn r z

'

m
’

s

P rogress.

At a step I left Turkey, with its gay-coloured

and noisy peoples , i ts bazaars and mosques , and

was in Russ ia again , as in a populous Russ ian

vi l lage on a market day when al l the people are in

the streets . Al l about me clustered and chattered
29
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mouz/zz
’

és and 6abas, v i llage men and v il lage women ,
star zlés and slam s/Mas, grey -bearded grandfathers

and wizened o ld grandmothers— al l i n their every

day att ire. They looked as i f they had left thei r

nat ive fields and hurried to the boat without

changing a garment or wash ing a l imb.

They were nearly al l i n deeply-wadded over

coats or fur- l ined jackets and

wore heavy
,
long-haired sheepskin caps or peak

hats ; and the women wore bund les of four or five

pett icoats , and who knows how many layers of

th ick homespun l inen over the ir upper parts
,
and

with th ick grey shaw ls over their heads. For most

of the pi lgrims came from the cold interior of Russ ia

and had l i ttle notion of the changing of cl imate.

A c luster of the curious crowded round me to

question , and an aged peasant became spokesman .

Hai l , friend

Hail

From what province , raéa - Bozéz
’

é (God
’s

slave) P
“ I come from the Don , but am not a Russian

subject.

Orthodox p

Orthodox .

Spaseéo Tebye Gospoa
’

y
/ (Thanks be to Thee,

O Lord

What ’s your occupation P

Brody aga (wanderer).
Any money P ”
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Enough .

”

Are you going to the Holy Grad of J erusalem

I f God grant.”

Thanks be to Thee , O Lord ! Oh , what a

n ice young man he is , what a soft voice he has.
Young man , young man , give me someth ing for the

love of God to help me to Jerusalem. I am

seventy-s ix years and I have only two roubles (four

sh il l ings) to take me to Jerusalem and back again .

I had th irty roubles (three guineas) , but i t has been

spent ; twenty-four roubles , of course , I paid for my

return t icket and someth ing more went for pass

port.
“ More shame to you , old man , said several

women. You must have known you couldn ’t l ive

on two roubles
,
and that you’d have to beg.

I gave h im twenty copecks. “ Here
,
grand

father
,
here ’s s ixpence. I ’m sorry i t’s not Turkish

money , but somebody
’

11 change i t for you .

The gentle patriarch took the coin and crossed

himself and blessed me. Twenty copecks was

much more than he expected . He was so happy

and so surprised that he kept pointing me out for

the rest of the journey as the man who had given

h im a whole twenty-copeck bit, the man whom he

remembered in h is prayers each n ight. H is begging

of me directly I came on board would have been

a very disgusting action if he had been a more

ordinary type of human ity. But he was an honour

able old pi lgrim who, without a thought of h is
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poverty
,
had promised God that he would make the

pilgrimage. He was seventy- s ix years of age
,
as

h is beard , faded from grey back to rich straw-colour,
testified he was lov ing, by his soft eyes. He came

from the prov ince of Tobolsk
,
and had tramped

some three or four thousand mi les to K iev ; there ,
fearing to be late for Easter at J erusalem , he had

prayed the guard to make h im a hare (zayatekié) , z
'

.e.

to al low him for a few coppers to craw l under a

seat and l ie h id without a t icket for the rest of the

journey to Odessa. I had a round ten pounds in

my purse
,

’twould have been a shame to refuse h im .

As i t was, wherever I met h im afterwards , i n the

Monastery yards
,
i n the J erusalem streets , or on the

banks of J ordan,he always stopped short, l ifted off
h is hat and blessed me.

I passed muster as a pilgrim and was free of the

sh ip. We un laded sugar al l day, and laded house

hold goods desti ned for Mount Athos , the is land of

the Greek monks ; and from two coal barges , one

on each s ide of us , some forty Arab navv ies worked

rhythmical ly and filthily, scoop ing wet coal -slack

into our coal bunkers with l i ttle two-pound baskets .

The hot sun poured down upon us, and from all

around came the skirl ing and shriek ing of steam

syrens , worked for the most part by passenger

steamers crowded with suburban Turks i n European

atti re reading their newspapers
,
going to Galata

,

or return ing to S tambou l. They looked l ike the

passengers on a Thames steamboat except for the
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fact that on every head was a fez
,
and as I looked

at the crowd of red caps I involuntarily thought of

cricket teams and college outings .

Some pilgrims went into the town under the

guidance of monks who had come fromthe shore ,
and they were conducted to the shrine of the

prophet El ij ah and to the Cathedral of S t. Sophia,
once the first church of Christendom

,
but now only

a mosque. They saw how the frescoes of the

Romans
,
though at one t ime painted out by the

Saracen , had re-asserted themselves
,
being done in

better paint . And it was a pleasant augury that

Christ ian i ty should at last outl ive Mahomedanism.

God grant we Russians shal l take Tsargrad

(Constantinople) at last, and then Sophia wil l be no
more a mosque and the pilgrims be no longer

persecuted , said an antiquated peasant to me . He

had in his eyes the fervour of the Crusades .

Our decks were swarming with Turks ready to

sel l anyth ing to the pi lgrims, from improper post

cards to bottles of the V i rgin ’s tears . Old rogues

were display ing hand-worked (sz
’

e) peacock curtains

to incredu lous dames who beat down their prices

from ten shil l ings (five roubles) to ten pence (forty

copecks) . Other rogues were sel l ing lumps of

frankincense which had the appearance of gran ite

o r of half- smelted ore . They broke it with a coal

hammer and invi ted al l and sundry to smel l i t and

judge. There were hawkers with oranges , figs ,
dates

,
rais ins

,
locust nuts , honey , Turkish del ight ,

D
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sour mi lk
,
khalva

,
spring onions ; hawkers of kn ives ,

scissors
,
pocket-books , watches , field-glasses, carpets ,

trousers
,
rugs. There was not a th ing sold in the

booths of the bazaars of the main land that did not

turn up in the sacks and barrows of the anxious

vendors. And they al l shouted at once in broken

Russ ian

Money, hot money !” (Dengy goratchy, dengy goratchy
Cheap, cheap !” (Dosheva, dosheva
To whom incense P”

(K omu laddan P)
Smell, smell (Nuk i , nuk i
To whom watches ?

”

(K omu obassi P)

And above all , two cobblers up in the bows struck

their hammers upon the decks as they sat
,
bus iness

l ike
,
anvi l between their knees

,
and cal led out in pat

phrase
,

“ K ama Zoééz
’

a r uéa 72a po-ekin K ama

Zoééz
’

a r ake na pe—cam (Who
’s i n need of a l igh t

hand at the mend ? Who ’s in need of a l ight hand

at the mend ?)
The 5 60 Russians owned the boat. There were

first and second c lass passengers , and in the th ird

some Arabs , A lban ians , Greeks , J ews , but none of

these counted. The peasant p i lgrims were every

where.

Four hundred were accommodated in the parts of

the hold unoccupied by cargo. I went down the

dark ladders in to the bowels of the sh ip and saw

how they l ived there . I had not as yet found a

place for mysel f and cold n ights were in prospect.

The ho ld was someth ing never to be forgotten for

the crush there , the darkness, the foulness , and
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the smel l. There was first a wi lderness of l inen

packs , hand - embroidered with crosses
,
with the

word J erusalem , with bears clutching sticks , with

grey wolves fol lowing one another ’s tai ls round and

round. Among the sacks men and women were
ly ing, combing out their hair or examin ing their

underc loth ing. As far as eye could see looking into

the dark depths of the hold were bundles and

pi lgrims, bundles and pilgrims to the last rat-gnawn

timbers where were ikons and holy pictures be

fore which gleamed l i ttle l ighted candles. Here

i n the most noisome recesses were the i ll
,
the very

feeble
,
the bl ind and the maimed , the sea-s ick

all those who had either no power or no wish to

get up and feel the air and sunsh ine above board .

I reflected that i t wou ld in any case be impossible

for me to spend the n ight there , even if I found

room .

I t was eventual ly on the carpenter
’s bench that I

made my nightly couch . The day
’

s work done , and

the boat steaming placidly over the white gleaming

waters of the Sea of Marmora , the carpenter had

put up his tools and descended to the mess-room ,

there to tope and sing before turn ing in ; and I

c leared h i s work-bench of shav ings and made my
self a clean berth of p laned boards , much to the

aston ishment of less fortunate p i lgrims who had

ensconced themselves on top of the provis ion

chests , along the tops of the ch icken -boxes , on

the warm but sooty roof of the engine room , in



36 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS 11

the canvas under the bel l-stand, and so on

where not ? I expected to be turned off sooner

or later
,
but fortune was with me , for I occup ied

that clean i f comfortless place each and al l of the

twelve n ights spent on the sea before reach ing

Jaffa.

Al l n ight long the pi lgrims prayed aloud and sang
they had thei r watches of prayer as the sh ip had

its naut ical watch , and even in the W i tch ing hours ,
the ikons in the hold were not wi thout their votive

p ilgrims prostrating themselves and singing unto

God. I n the stern about two hundred of them read

and sang with a priest ti l l midnight
,
and after they

had dispersed and each had gone to h is own , there

was sti l l to be heard the p leasant
,
deep-bass prayers

of the slaves of God .

We made the grand mountain of Athos on the

morrow
,
and though the weather was b lustering

and most of the pilgrims s ick , there was a grand

turn out above deck even of the hal t, the maimed, and

the bl ind out of the dark depths of the hold
,
ready

to bow to the sacred mountain where the B lessed

V i rgin was wrecked . The mountain rises l ike a

great buffalo-back out of the green and b lue tossing

[Egean , and is of the awesome contour that must

make i t a place of legends and wonders in al l ages.

We al l stood peering over one another ’s heads
,

holding on
'

to the ropes
,
cl imbing to places of

vantage , and staring at the c l iff as if we expected a

s ign or a miracle . The Russians ’ eyes were wet
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and gl i sten ing, for they looked at a place they had

heard of al l their l ives and of which they had seen

thousands of pictures— a place to which every
orthodox man had wished to pilgrimage

,
as had

h is father before him . Even the women looked

on with exalted countenances
,
though Old Athos

is forbidden to them
,
—the Greek monks assert

that no woman has ever set foot on the island but

the V i rgin M ary
,
and of course they accept no

women pilgrims. I t was noticeable , however, that

the monks who boarded us at the island to sel l stones

and rel ics “ for a blessing ” paid much more attention

to the women than to the men. One monk whom I

watched addressed quite a score of peasant women

in the same manner
“What is your province

Tambofsky, Moskovsky, Saratofsky, Kost

romsky they would answer according to their

d istrict.

What is your Christian name ?

Tania
,

” or “ Maria,
” or “ Akulina, or “ Daria,

would be the answer.
“ The same as that of my blessed mother, now

dead
,
the unb lushing monk repl ied.

“ Ah , how I

loved her ; i f you could only know how I loved her !

And she was very l ike you , dear ; the same sort of

look about the eyes
,
the same chin , the same sort of

shape when she was young. I remember when I

first came from Afon (Athos) I brought her a string
of praying beads

,
th i s sort ; I took them as a gift
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from an old monk
,
and I gave h im fifty copecks to

pray for m y sou l. I t was h is prayers that made

God give me the v is ion . You know I had a v is ion

an angel came to me one nigh t and said, Forswear

the world
,
my son

,
and repair to M ount Athos. I t

i s the wish of the holy Mother of God .

’

And I

went . I have been a monk ever s ince .
“ And how much do the caotéi (pray ing-beads)

cost, father ?
”

“ Noth ing
,
my dear ; we take noth ing whatever.

But of course we have a big estab l ishment to keep

up
,
and i f you give me anyth ing vo luntari ly I shal l

pray for your sou l.”

The [Id ea wou ld solemn ly take the beads and give

fifty Copecks wi thout a murmur.

The day after leav ing Athos we were at Salon ica
,

and i t was very p leasant to make th is lazy journey

under the hot Spring sun , fanned by the fresh

Spring breeze. The boat was ours. We sat in

groups and read the B ible aloud , those who could

read—or
‘

listened ,
those who could not . We to ld

stories , we sang songs and hymns ; we read one

another’s sacred book lets we found out the names

of the is lands of the Arch ipe lago and their scriptural

references ; we wrote up our d iaries and made the

so lemnest of reflections in th ick penci l on thumb

marked dirty paper, thus ,
“ I t is a l ie , the B lack

Sea is not black.” The Turks are an impudent

peop le , thank God they are being beaten ! A l l

went very merri ly and happ i ly. But there came a
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t ime when all th is was changed
,
a day

,
three days of

storm and s ickness and terror. There came such a

tempest over the Mediterranean as we had never

dreamed of in the squalls and occasional unpleasant

nesses of the ZEgean .



WHO HAS NOT BEEN UPON TH E SEA

“WHO has not been upon the sea has never prayed to

God
,
says the Russ ian proverb which I heard most

frequently on the p ilgrim boat. When the wind

b lew up at the issue of the Dardanel les, ful ly e ighty

per cent of the pi lgrims were s ick . The remainder,
or a portion of them , a few brave spiri ts , sat up on

the wave - swept decks eating oranges one after

another with passionate credul i ty
,
thumbing the i r

praying-beads feverish ly and wh ispering to God
,

Gospoa
’

y pomilm
'

! Gospea
’

y
'

pomz

'

lui l (O Lord have

mercy O Lord have mercy !)
What the packed and fi lthy hold was l ike at that

time I dare not imagine. I t was bad enough

at my end of the sh ip Where never less than fifty

p ilgrims were wait ing in front of the three bo ltless

lavatory doors— for al l the s ix or seven hundred

passengers on ly these three lavatories were provided .

Al l day the people were unhappy
,
al l day the sai lors

swore. Yet i t was not a bad storm
,
and in the

evening God heard the prayers of H is “ fai thfu l

slaves, and the tumu lt of the waters died gradual ly
4o
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away , the wind dropped and there was perfect calm .

“ God has saved us
,

” said one of my neighbours , and

I smiled though I did not contradict. There was

for al l of us one battle yet untried, and it was to

reduce many, i ncluding my neighbour, to a doubting

of God ’s providence.

As we steamed out of the Gulf of Smyrna and I

lay looking out at the sea from the carpenter’s bench
,

the ful l moon rose l ike a blood-red lantern out of the

East ; she changed to gold and then to s ilver. I n

the hold there was s inging ; above deck there was

that pleasant contentment that comes after a long

day in the sun when every one is settl ing down to

sleep . N0 one paid any attention to the tumul tuous

looking
,
j agged-peaked cloud bank in the West ;

only now and then a sai lor would ejaculate, “ There

is trouble coming ; now there is weather, but soon

there wil l be no weather at al l .

About midn ight , when we turned south between

Chios and the mainland, the wind at the force of a

hurricane leapt upon us out of the clouds, and tore

along our decks with a noise as of the stampeding

of thousands of wi ld beasts. I n a moment the

improv ised canvas shel ters
,
rigged up over the

cover of the hold
,
were ripped up and torn to ribbons

as a sheet would be if put up for a sai l on a boat .

The sea
,
which had been ris ing and toss ing for

about an hour
,
writhed under the onslaught of the

gale
,
and rose after i t as i f hurrying to revenge.

The boat began to pitch. Those pilgrims who had
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fal len asleep waked to pray ; those who had been

pray ing al l the whi le ceased their devotions and

tried to go to s leep. I stuck my foot in the v ice of

the bench and tried to avoid be ing thrown agains t

the oi ly engine of the crane confronting me.

At Ch ios we dropped two anchors , took one

passenger
,
and waited three hours . The gale raged

unabatedly the whole n ight, indeed Wh ilst we waited
at anchor i t increased . I t roared . I left my bench

and c l imbed up to the look-out deck j ust to see what

i t felt l ike , but there was no facing i t , and the waves

leaped over the s ides of the sh ip l ike wh i te t igers .

At dawn we steamed south to Samos , Cos , and

Rhodes
, pitching’

all
‘

day and b lown by a headwind

that no pi lgrim cou ld face. There were about four

hundred women on board , and every s ingle one of

them was s ick , and there were not fifty men who

had not suffered . At Rhodes the wind moderated ,
but as we i ssued from the n ean to the Mediter

ranean the whole movement of the sh ip al tered from

a div ing and shuddering to ro ll ing and tumbl ing.

We were making eastward for Mers ina and the Gu lf

of Iskenderoon i n the very angle of the Levant .

A l l n ight we rol led . The bags and baskets ro l led
,

the utens i l s i n the k itchens rol led and clattered
,
the

pi lgrims ro l led and prayed
,
and moaned and shrieked.

Even the crew, a Russian one , was i l l . And no

mercy was vouchsafed . A l l next day we rol led on

a tumu l tuous heavy swel l . I t was an enigma to me

why we took so long to reach M ers ina.
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Are we not th irty-s ix hours late ? ” I said to the

second officer. “Why do we spend so much time

in these l i ttle bays ? ”

That’s because i t’s rough
,
said he . “When

ever the sea gets up we go in close to the shore so

as to be near land in case of any eventual i ty. The

vessel is not new. I t is very rel iable
,
but i t dates

1 860. Now i f the weather were calm we might

venture out at sea a l ittle and make a straight

course .

We were coasting a grand shore where the cl iffs
,

though sub-tropical at their base , were snow-crested

at their summits. I t was more barren, more desolate ,
more awe- inspiring than anyth ing on the Black Sea ,
even on the Caucas ian and Crimean coasts . For

hundreds of miles there was not a town
, not even a

large v i llage, not a creek , not a pier, and we watched

the h igh seas hurl themselves in majesty on an end

less succession of rocks . I t seemed to me we should

Stand l ittle chance if the storm got the better of ou r

sh ip and we were forced to take to our three l i ttle

boats.

Next n ight the wind rose again , our masts broke ,
the seas washed over us and soaked us to the sk in .

I n the hold
,
where many of the peasants raved

l ike man iacs, there was a considerable quanti ty of

sea-water. The waves leaped over the funnels , they

Smashed the glass roof of the second -class cabin
,

they washed one of the boats away . We seemed

to be mak ing no progress , to be even at t imes going
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astern. At last I heard a sai lor say ,
“ I t’s not i n our

hands any longer. The captain
, who was a s imple

minded Russ ian
,
asked the pilgrims to pray for the

safety of the sh ip. Then a priest had a happy
thought

,
and asked the capta in for perm iss ion to

invi te the p i lgrims to subscribe for an ikon of

S t. N icholas the Wonder-worker. The d istressed

captain started the fund wi th a roub le, and the priest

borrowed the metal s lop -bas in of a samovar and set

off on his wonderfu l miss ion .
“ The captain , says we are going to the bottom

in a quarter of an hour,
” said the priest

,

“ but I have

prayed to W i l l ing S t . N icholas and promised h im a

rich ikon i f we get safely to land once more. What

wi l l you give ?

The peasants put in ten -roub le b its
,
and twenty

five- rouble notes , and bags fu l l of s i lver and copper.

They put in fift ies and hundreds of roub les
,
al l that

they had.

“What is money beside l i fe ? they said .

“ Take al l that we have !”

Then the priest , who was qu ick -witted enough
,

saw that such a col lection wou ld be an imposs ibi l i ty

to hold should the storm die down , and he returned

and gave back the money, tak ing on ly s ixpence from

each . I f the s torm abates you wi l l be in as bad a

pl ight as ever i f you have no money
,

” said he .

Despite even that many pi lgrims stuffed notes into

h is pockets unobserved.

When he had co llected s ixpence al l round he he ld

a service and said prayers. The pi lgrims became
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strangely calm , and it seemed as if indeed S t.N icholas

had intervened. The W i nd was as strong and the
sea as heavy, but somehow the sh ip seemed to have

more mastery. The captain bawled orders through

the megaphone : ev idently al l hope was not lost.

Next morn ing the wind went down
,
and though the

roll ing of the sh ip was terrible the pilgrims bel ieved

that their prayers had been answered . At

four knots an hour
,
we crawled to the green

harbour of Mers ina
,
where we remained til l there

was calm once more. The pilgrims thanked God .

They recovered from their s ickness. They crept

out i nto the sunsh ine and smiled again l ike l ittle

ch ildren . They chuckled over the story they would

carry back to al l their stay-at-home neighbours in

the ir native vi l lages . Yes
,
truly

,
be who has not

been upon the sea has never prayed to God .



A STRANGE BOAT -LOAD

WE were a strange boat- load over and above the

fifty respectab le first and second class passengers

and the pi lgrims . At Mount Athos we took aboard

a bound madman . He lay roped in h is bed on the

Open deck , and gibbered, cursed , spat , stared into

vacancy with protrudingb loodshot eyes, and fol lowed

with terror- struck gaze imaginary phantasms floating

i n the air about h im . He attracted attention by h is

terrible hoarse shouts. When you came up to h im

you were aware of a raving man iac. He bawled
,

he foamed a wave of l ight passed over h is face and

i ts aspect changed from the rage of a fiend to the

plac idity of a l i ttle ch i ld , a baby . I n a moment the

dev i l had h im again and h is eyes glazed in frantic

preoccupation . He began to l ive in a noonday

n ightmare ; h is l ips parted in wonder, h is eyes

l ighted as if he were about to receive the prize of

the earth ; on his l ips hung an amorous smi le, tears

of joy rol led down h is cheek he opened his mouth

wider, wider, wider ; h is dream failed h im ,
h is j aw

dropped, h is eyes fol lowed some fiend inv is ib le to
46
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us carrying away h is happiness ; h is whole strong

body shook and strained in a paroxysm
,
and from

the depths of h is wide-opened mouth h is tongue

sought to spit. He cursed and bawled and foamed
,

went in to querulous sobbing
,
and then again fel l into

a preoccupation , remote , mysterious , interior, and

pal l id. I t was a terrible and even
,
I may say

,
a

dangerous Spectacle, a burden to the ship , a burden

to us all . The pilgrims stared at h im stupidly and

crossed themselves , or were afeard of h im and hid

away i n other parts of the ship.

We were rid of him at Smyrna
,
but there came

on i n h is place a Greek -Jew showman with a barrel

organ
,
three apes

,
and a bull with two mouths. The

bul l was crowned about the brows with blue beads

and tiger shells , and was a veritable real i ty, having

an ordinary mouth , from the lower j aw ofwhich hung

a horrible second with long yel low teeth al l decayed .

The bull had long horns and was very vicious .

There was not much i n favour of the apes or against

them
,
except that their unwashed owner al lowed

them to walk about the deck and borrow food of

the p ilgrims
,
and to cl imb up the rigging scattering

vermin the while. As for the barrel-organ , i t was

set going on Sunday and played very secu lar ai rs
,

i ncluding the M er ry Widow waltz and two or three
jangl ing Turk ish dances , to the distaste of many

pi lgrims.
At Alexandrettiwe shipped twenty-nine head of

cows for Port Said ,where theywould be trans-sh ipped
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for I taly . I t was not a great number of cattle , but

i t added greatly to our mu l ti fariousness , espec ial ly

as there was no room for them in the hold and they

had to be accommodated on the deck. At the same

calm port in the beaut i fu l Gu lf of Iskenderoon we

took twenty new passengers— Russian fishermen

W i th their nets
,
very rough and uncouth , but speak

ing Turkish l ike the Turks themselves , exi les who

many years s ince had deserted a band of pilgrims

and the ir nat ive land in order to escape mi l itary

service. They were a l l fine figures
,
swarthy

,
hairy ,

hard and daring , worth any three Turks apiece

phys ical ly . A lready they were speaking Russ ian

badly
,
and , as I understood, they al l had Syrian

wives, some of them two or three wives , and had

settled down to Syrian l i fe , and were general ly with

out regrets , vodka being cheap.

For the rest we changed our Rasterns at every

port. The Turks looked very funny figures bes ide the

peasants , they in heel less sl ippers , the others in h igh

j ack-boots , or rags and felt roped to the knee.
The typical Turk ish passenger is a s l im young man

in voluminous brown pants over which is t ied a

soi led Wh ite apron , fastened at the waist with a
gaudy belt over apron and pants is a l ight

,
greeny

grey summer overcoat on h is head a b lack- tassel led

fez jaunt i ly cocked. At Constantinople we had fifty

or so of such Turks , mostly with the ir vei led women

and w i th straw pallets , gaudy mattresses and qui lts

on which to accommodate the i r famil ies . As
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we drew south to Rhodes and Iskenderoon and

Syria the dresses became more bizarre
,
and the

peasants saw stove-black Bedouin Arabs to the i r

great astonishment ; fuzzy-wuzzy Egyptian Arabs ;
Syrian women in baggy trousers (sear ioari) ; women
black as Dinah the cook

,
goggle-eyed, heavy ear

ringed , thick l ipped, enveloped in a spotless wh ite

robe which covered the face and came down to the

ankles ; saucy unvei led Syrian women ; women
wi thout stockings , but with gold rings on their big

toes , heavy silver serpents on their ankles, and

bracelets at their knees women with nai ls al l dyed

carmine then
,
turbaned men robed from head to

foot in Cambridge blue
,
men with saffron - coloured

sh irts and scarlet bel ts, men in white, in cream , ,
in

apparently old carpets and hearthrugs , with fancy

towels swathed round their brows and their middles .

And i t was the season of the spring on ion , and every

Eastern carried an onion in h is hand.

One morning after a stormy night there were a

dozen or so people up in the prow taking the sun .

I was hav ing my breakfast, a monk with a black

rosary was saying his prayers , and about me were

p ilgrims and Turks looking round aimlessly. Up

there came two Syrian girls who had got soaked the

n ight before
,
and began to undress and put their

wet c lothes up to dry. They squatted down on the

deck
,
removed their sloppy sl ippers , peeled from

their wh i te legs their cl inging Open -work stockings ,
stood up and dropped their wet sk irts

—without any
E
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modesty certain ly. One of them was pretty , as

young Syrian girls usual ly are
,
and she was very free

indeed
,
s i tt ing in a short wh ite cotton pett icoat which

flapped i n the wind , and showing more of her legs

than was n ice or proper. I was enjoying their ways

as part of the morn ing, when sudden ly up rose the

monk who had been saying his prayers , raised a

denunciatory finger against the pretty girl and

snorted out the word Diavol, tramping away past

her in indignat ion .

An Alban ian standing by said to me, I s i t the

ma raskéa he cal ls ‘Devi l I thought that i t was.

The girl
,
however

,
seemed unconscious of the rebuke

or insu lt
,
whatever such a denunciation might be

taken to be in these parts , and calm ly went on

removing her b louse and lett ing her tempestuous

petti coat jump about to i ts heart’s del ight . The

old monk cried out to the peasants to beware of her

and seek strength against temptation. The peasants

looked qu ite indifferent
,
however ; they were mostly

grandfathers. Nakedness was nothing to them .

The Turks standing about n nned . The girl
,
sti l l

paying no attent ion
,
sat down again and holding a

pai r of dry, brown cashmere stockings embroidered

with open-work flowers
,
began putting them on very

laboriously, fi tt ing her l i ttle damp toes into them and

drawing them over her feet. The monk came righ t

up to her and bade her Begone
,
dev il

,
ev il-smel l ing

one , shameless Some under-garments were hang

mg on the ropes of the mast to dry ; he pointed to
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these , and spat upon the deck many times, crying out
Tfa Vomieky (evi l-smel l ing) , Tfa , D iavol, Tfa

He came over to me and said , She shows her legs,
al l that a man wants to see

,
oh Tfa

The girl looked over at me and smiled
,
and

desp Ite the appeal of the old monk I smiled back .

For she was pretty, and I cou ldn
’t s ide with the old

Puri tan . There was no further development. Both

g irl s went downstairs for five minutes and returned

with more clothes on ; but the pretty one again sat

on deck and proceeded to remove her stock ings
,

th is t ime to change into a pink pair. She smi led

sauci ly
,
and the monk paid no more attention for

the t ime being. However, whi le she had been

below
,
a gust of W ind had gained possess ion of her

wet under-garments
,
and taken them rhythmically

along the tau t rope up to the mast-head, where they

veritably shrieked in the wind. The captain very

irri tab ly gave an order to a sai lor, and the next

moment the latter was gingerly cl imbing the rope

ladder to bring down the gu i lty apparel . The

pretty girl received it wi th arch smiles.

Presently a th ird s ister appeared , and she made a

great square couch up in the prow with blankets

and qui lts and mattresses, and the three girls lay

there in a voluptuous- looking heap al l day. They

were hospitable damsels. The pretty one smi led to

me
,
and stretch ing out a plump white arm , on which

there was for ornament a heavy s i lver bracelet l ike

a serviette ring
,
offered me a glass of wine which I
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was fa in to take . The monk , seeing ‘

me i n such

proxim ity to danger, sudden ly came up , and tak ing

me by the arm begui led me away.

Next day the girls found some male friends, and

I saw them very gai ly disposed upon their mattresses

i n a snug corner below, and the boys of the buffet

were kept busi ly going to and fro with trays of

glasses and bottles of beer.



THE CRUSTS

A STRANGE s ight on bright days were the piles of
black bread gone mouldy

,
exposed in the sunshine

to air. Almost every pilgrim brought with him ten

to twenty pounds of his native black bread— not in

a block or in loaves, as might be expected, but in

waste ends and crusts saved through past months

from the cottage table , i n some cases through past

years. Each beggar-pilgrim had an inordinate

supply of th is saé/zaree as it is cal led , for when a man

begs his way from vil lage to v i llage he gathers more

crusts than Coppers. I t is only in the towns that

money 18 offered him .

At ten o ’clock in the morn ing scrubby-looking

peasants would emerge from the holds with their

sacks
,
and finding a sunny, dry spot on the deck ,

empty out the ir crusts, run their brown fingers

through them
,
and then squatting beside them begin

to select espec ial ly mou ldy ones and pare them with

their old kn ives. I t amazed me to think that they

cou ld eat such stuff, as indeed i t amazed many of

the ir richer fel low-p i lgrims. Yet not on ly were such
53
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husks eaten ; they actual ly formed the staple article

of d iet.

Hot water and sal t added to these green crusts

was cal led cabbage- soup (oorze) ! When wood-oi l
and b lack ol ives were added , and the cook al lowed

the pi lgrim’s pot to s immer on h i s s tove , i t was

already p raza
’
nite/my (a fest ival diet). I have seen

peasants struggl ing to eat the bread unsoftened , a

Spring onion in one hand , a great crust in the other,
but as the bread was hard as brick th is was a difficu l t

matter. Common ly i t was necessary to make tea

and let the sakkaree soak in the tumb ler for five

minutes or so.

Many pi lgrims prov ided for the i r whole time i n

J erusalem in th is way. They pinned their faith on

rye bread even when i t was green outs ide and ye l low

W i th in. Perhaps their act ion was rather superfluous
,

as their meals were fairly we l l looked after by the

Russ ian authorit ies in the Ho ly C ity
,
but not every

one cou ld afford the twopence a head charged for

d inner at the hostelry.

The richer peasants fared better for food. They

brough t their sacks of beans and potatoes from

Odessa and cooked them on board , bought fast-soup

at fourpence a plate from the kitchen man special ly

employed to cook it. They made themselves

porridge , bought oranges and locust nuts galore,
honey , figs , dates.

Yet for al l of us the great Lenten fast
,
prec luding

not on ly flesh , but m i lk products and eggs , was a
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severe trial . But for the wood-oil
,
which was

unpalatab le , not a drop of fat was al lowed into the

food. Bread was eaten W i thout butter, without even
dripping, noth ing cou ld be cooked for us in butter

or fat, cheese was not permitted , nei ther were curds ,
cakes and biscuits were out of the question . When

I th ink of the miles we tramped in the Holy Land,
and the heat of the sun that beat down upon us , I

wonder that anyth ing of our bodies beyond skin and

bone remained to take back to
’

Russia.

Fast ing, however, i nduces a mood which is very

fi t for the spiri tual experiences of J erusalem . I ts

greatest test and trial probably l ies , not so much in

the poverty of the mouzhik
’

s food diet, he is ever used

to that
,
but in the denial during seven weeks of

tobacco and vodka. On al l my journey to Jerusalem

I saw not one man touch beer or spiri ts , and not

one with a c igarette in h is mouth . Yet many

of the pi lgrims were drunkards by their own

admission . I don ’t th ink their wi lls were strong
,

but certain ly their bel iefs were very strong, s ince

they enab led the peasants to say No to Turkish

gin and cognac offered them at half the price they

would have had to pay for i t in Russia. At every port

the temptation offered, and Turks and Arabs not on ly

proffered the bottles, but pestered the pi lgrims with

them. 1
’The pi lgrims would say Go away it is a s in .

We may not drink i t.” The Turk would go away

and come back again next minute. Then , perhaps

after long haggl ing, the p i lgrim would buy the l iquor
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and put i t hast i ly at the bottom of h i s sack , there to

l ie t i l l the end of the fast and h is homeward journey

from J erusalem . Perhaps in some cases such a

pi lgrim would succumb to temptation and have a

l i ttle drink on the qu iet. I can ’t say
,
not hav ing

seen
,
though certain ly I saw one or two pi lgrims

in an inebriated condit ion at J erusalem in Holy

Week itself. These had ant ic ipated the feast of

Easter.
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THE GOSPEL OF STUP ID I TY

THE voyage was ful l of incident and interest. At

every port some of the pilgrims descended to the

ferry boats , and they had extraordinary rows with

Turk ish boatmen who tried to charge extortionate

sums for rowing them to the mainland. The peasants

were interested in every s ight and sound
,
and didn ’t

fai l to make comparisons with their native land
,

commenting on the size of the build ings and the

state of trade. When they saw the motor-omnibuses

at Constantinople and the electric trams at Salon ica

they were somewhat surprised
,
more surprised st il l

at the cheapness of German and Engl ish manufac

tured goods , most surprised of al l at the cheapness

of their own Russian sugar
,
sold at a penny per

pound less in Turkey than in their native land .

We strol led heavily through the bazaars of Smyrna ,
looking curiously at the vei led women , more curiously

sti l l at the dark beauties who were unvei led , the

modern Turkish ladies dressed out i n the heigh t of

fash ion . We stopped and haggled at the stal ls , we

were not shy to crowd into the booths where gentle
57
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craftsmen were making the wooden parts of gu itars

and v iols
,
or beady-eyed smiths were sett ing stones

i n sword h i l ts. We tried to quest ion the carpet

weavers . We b locked up the doorway of a hat

i ron ing shop where scores of rusty fezes were fixed

on copper hat- trees
,
unti l at last a coffee-coloured

Arab busy iron ing howled to us to be gone.

On board there was a lways some new deve lop

ment to the fore Thus one day the peasan t women

discovered that there was hot water ao
’
lioitum at

the ir d isposal , and they had a wash ing day. They

not only washed the ir l inen
,
but the ir bodies and

their sk irts and blouses , and thei r husbands
’ sh i rts.

That afternoon there was not a free square yard of

deck where one could stand and not have wet

sh irt - tai ls flapping in the eyes . The crew were

extremely wrathful , but as they had orders to make

th ings as comfortab le for the p i lgrims as poss ib le

they could not very wel l interfere.

Other days were given up entire ly to prayers

and devotions. A l l the peasants were in groups

reading the B ib le
,
pray ing and s inging together.

Other days s im i lar groups were engaged te l l i ng

stories or l isten ing to them .

One day Father Yevgeny , the monk who raised

the scandal over the Syrian g i rls , drew a crowd of

peasants round h im as he sat and discoursed on the

Gospe ls up at the prow. He was rather an Iliodor

type , an extremely interest ing phenomenon in

modern Russ ia , the monk with a miss ion and the
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fervour of a prophet of the early Church . Forgive

me , brothers ,
” I heard h im say

,

“ I am only malo

gramotrii (l i ttle-learned) , but I speak
’

from the soul .

He beat h is breast.
“ I am one of you . I was an ordinary sold ier

i n the Turkish war of 1 876. I had a v is ion and

promised myse lf to God . I was wounded , and

when I recovered I went into a monastery. I
’ve

been a monk th irty years now, glory be to God !
“ Read your Gospels , dear muzhichoks , and your

Psal ter , and the h istory of the Church , but have

noth ing to do with contemporary 1 writing. The

Gospels gather you together in love
,
but the other

wri tings force you apart. You know the one to be

eternal tru th , but the other you wil l be unable to

deal wi th , to get right with . Remember Adam

was of the earth , but Christ is of heaven ! He

pointed down his open throat, s ign ifying that the

heaven he meant was the kingdom of God with in.

Christ said, ‘ I am the L ight.’

As long as you

hold to your Gospels you dwel l i n the l ight and l ive .

They tel l you wonderful th ings about the Engl ish

and the Americans and the French
,
but in so far as

these nations have departed from Christ they dwel l

i n darkness . The French , for instance , have

thrown over the Church and monasticism , and

there in France now Satan is at work doing the

1 The Russian language being much purer than the English, long words
like contemporary ”

are just compounds of simple Russian words, and are

understood of all the people. Thus “
contemporary ”

in Russian is so

vremmy with-the-time
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most terrible th ings in the dark. Oh , I wouldn
’

t

l ive i n France.

The monk gesticulated w i ld ly.

There
,
as you know , i s the headquarters of the

Freemasons and they operate upon England.

Already England th i nks of throwing over the

Church . And nowadays French books and Engl ish

books are being translated and thrown broadcast

over Russ ia. You , dear muzhichoks , some of

whom have learned to read , are in danger. But

be adv ised by me. Never look at anyth ing foreign

or modern . Truth has no need to be modern . I t

i s the same yesterday
,
to-day , and for ever, and

you find i t in your Gospels. You know what is good

from what is bad ; that is your salvation . S tick to

i t. Modern people say everyth ing good is a l i ttle

b i t bad, and everyth ing bad has a l i ttle b i t of good

i n i t. But you know when you thresh the corn and

you l i ft the grain shove l , the good seed remains,
wh i ff goes the chaff.”

The peasants al l smi led and chortled
,
and the

monk enjoyed a triumph
,
but went on forcefu l ly

“When people come to you with new ideas
,

have noth ing to do with them . J ust answer, I
’m a

simple mouzhik I ’m far too stup id to understand i t !

Don
’

t you mind being stup id . The dev i l i s the

cleveres t spiri t i n heaven and earth
,
much cleverer

than God , but not wise , not wise . I f Eve had

been a l i ttle stup ider, oh , i f she
’d only been a l i ttl e

s tupider and fai led to understand the dev i l !
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Muzhichoks dear, when they come to you tempting
you with new ideas , just say , ‘ I t ’s al l beyond me ,
I

’

m only a poor, stupid, s imple moujik , and I can
’t

understand,
’ and then you go and read a chapter

from your Gospe l and you ’l l be al l r ight.
The monk went on , enlarging on h is theme and

haranguing his pat ient and affectionate hearers
,

coming ever and anon to the same conclusion . He

was preach ing a gospel wh ich is probably heard

nowhere in the world but among the Russians
,
a

gospel of stupidity, of dulness, i n opposi tion to

cleverness
,
of faith in wisdom .

And al l the while the monk was preach ing th is

true-blue sermon of Russ ian conservat ism up above
,

the ship ’s carpenter was preaching red -hot socia l

democracy below. S trange to say , there was not a

s ingle sailor on th is p ilgrim boat who did not laugh

at the pilgrims, did not th ink them fools. The

crew migh t have been thought to be revolutionary

consp irators to j udge by the ir serious conversa

t ion . They never missed a chance to propagandise

among the peasants , trying to engender hate of

the Tsar and disbelief in the Church . Luckily

most of the pi lgrims regarded this as a sort of

rel igious experience and testing, part of the cross

they had to bear
,
a sort of temptation which God

had perm itted in order to test thei r worth iness.

Scores of times I overheard such words as “ I t’s

al l mosAensiz/o (knavery) . I t
’

s al l a great exploi tation .
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The monks take your money and get drunk. You

pay them to pray for your sou l and they keep

mistresses. You buy on Easter eve a fat cand le

cost ing a roub le , you l ight i t, the monks immediately

blow it out and sel l i t to some one else for another

roub le . One candle is sold to twenty or th i rty people.

And the miracle of rece iv ing the Ho ly F ire , i t
’s al l

a fraud. The monks put a chem ica l powder in a cleft

of the stone
,
and when the sun gets warm enough

the powder bursts into flame of i ts own account l ike

phosphorus . I t pays the monks to have the miracle ;
thousands of roub les are paid for seats to look on at

i t. You
’ll see when you go to the sacred p laces the

monks wi l l chase you into cel lars
,
where you

’

l l find

yourselves al l alone
,
and there they ’l l demand a l l

the money you have. They’l l make you give them

a l is t of every sou l al ive or dead in your nat ive

vi l lage in Russ ia, and pay at the rate of a sh i l l ing

each for prayers for them . I f you are a young

woman , take care ; they
’l l persuade you to enter a

nunnery, they
’l l sel l you into the Turkish harems

,

or do worse sti l l , marry you themselves .
“Why didn ’t you remain in Russ ia and put the

money in the bank, or buy books and learn what i s

going on i n the world ? Why do you waste your

t ime making th is long journey when you might be

earn ing good money in the fields and the towns
Then a peasant wou ld answer : “ I don ’t know.

You speak too fast. I t seems God didn ’t make

man only to work and earn money
,
l ike a horse or



11 THE GOSPEL OF STUP ID ITY 63

a cow. And did not God l ive and die in the land

that we are going to ? I f the Greek monks are

ev i l , are there not Russian ones ? We wil l go to

the Russ ian ones . I f al l are evi l
,
the land at least

i s holy. I t is the places that we are going to
,
not

the people. The priests in Russia often oppress us
,

are often very drunken and very evil . But that

doesn ’t make God less holy. Priests even say to

us covetously, ‘Why go to J erusalem ? Jerusalem

is here at home . You wish God ’s forgiveness ?

Buy a twenty rouble ikon for the church and pay

for prayers .’ But we know such advice is ev i l .

The propagandist would dismiss the pilgrim

with a sneer
,
and the latter would be left wondering

how it was the sailor thought h im a a
’
urae (block

head), and why the sailor should not be convinced
by his answer.

On the other hand
,
the revolutionary sai lors did

have their successes , thei r two per cent who got

infected by the modern talk , general ly peasants

whose minds had been infected by the ideas of land

insurrectionism at home.

The peasants were of too antique a type to be

good ground for propagandism . They were be

lievers . What is more, they were in the fu l l

sobriety of M id-Lent fasting , and not disposed to

fire-eating. They were also honest, sav ing peasants

who
,
i n a lean year, had found money to go al l th i s

way. Had they been waverers from the faith i t

had been different—drunkards who sought not to
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blame themse lves for their country ’s ev ils, spend

thrifts who W i shed to say the talents were spent i n

paying the taxes, or J ews who grudge every penny

not given to commercial development. The

hostelries of J erusalem might then have been

infernos
,
and the sacred places scenes of riot.

No
,
i t was the gospel of the monk and not that

of the carpenter that prevailed . The monk ’s

gospel
,
be it said , i s the on ly one al lowed to be

heard effective ly among the Russian peasantry .

And on ly on board sh ip , far from the pol ice , could

such social ist ic art i l lery as that of the sh ip ’s car

penter be brough t to bear on the peasants : i f such

were al lowed in Russ ia among the peop le already

infected with such ideas, the day of the success

of soc ial democracy 1 would be strange ly hastened.

As i t is, the monk
’s word remains

,

“When they

come to you tempting you with new ideas , say

I t ’s al l beyond me, I
’m on ly a poor

,
stup id

,
s imple

mouzhik ,
and I can ’t understand. I ’m far too stup id

to understand it.’ Then you read a chapter from

your Gospel and you ’l l be al l right .”

1 By social democracy I mean here the programme of the Socia l Democratic
Party, the Russian revolutionaries.
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DAY crept on from dawn to dusk in converse. We

became a large family , or rather a series of famil ies .

We al l became known to one another and strangely

intimate . The intimacy was strange because none

of us had met in our l ives before , and we came

from the ends of the Russ ian earth . I t was com

paratively unusual for two peasants to find one

another belonging to the same province
,
and a

province In Russia has sometimes the extent of a

kingdom in Western Europe. We each had our

spec ial story to give— something not famil iar to our

fel low - pilgrims Thus the man from the Car

pathian frontier talked with the man from the

U rals
,
the Archangel mouzhik with the peasant

from the Caucasian steppes, the pilgrim from the

Dneiper with the pilgrim from the Petchora , he of

old Novgorodian Russia with the S iberian from

beyond Baika l. One might mu ltip ly examples .

A l l the Russias were there , and I was glad to find

myself in the midst of them .

We had homely th ings to te l l— thus , that beef
65 F
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was five copecks (a penny farth ing) a pound in

Samarsk Government, and potatoes fifteen copecks

a pood (forty pounds) ; that the Baptists were
increasing on the Don steppes

,
and bought

their converts at a hundred roubles apiece
,
the

pastors wait ing at the rai lway stat ions and making

each drunkard s ign a paper that he had renounced

orthodoxy and received a hundred roubles in ex

change ; that the Molokans had been trampl ing on

the ikons in a monastery, and had therefore been

flogged ; that a monk in V iatka Government had

prophesied the end of the world ; that p lague con

tinued i n Astrakhan ; that the snow had been late

i n L i ttle Russia th is W in ter, and the crops might be
spoiled . A peasan t from Kostroma told how th irty

were frozen to death on a wedding party lost in the

snow . A man from above Perm told how he had

been wi th a search party looking for a lost conv ict
,

and had come upon him kneel ing in the snow as i f

praying
,
but frozen to death and stiff as a post.

There were women doing embroidery and goss ip

i ng about stitches ; and veterans of the Turk ish

wars
,
one of the Crimean War

,
tel l ing how they

got the ir wounds ; old pilgrims who had been to

J erusalem many times tell ing stories of the Sacred

F ire. There was a great discussion as to whether

a pi lgrim sent by h is v i l lage , and on behalf of h is

v il lage , having on ly the money subscribed by the

v i l lage
,
could real ly pray for h is own soul at J eru

salem Would he not have to give h is whole
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devotions to h is v il lage ? A rather absurd dis
cussion, for he could easily pray for each man and

woman in turn including h imself.

I t wasn ’t taken very friendly to read books al l

by oneself, and once an old dame took a book out

of my hand , saying, “ Don ’t read so much or God

wil l make a saint of you and take you from us.
Tell us about yourself. (K a léo

'

z
’

gaoerny .
7 ) Which

government do you come from ? ” And I was

obl iged to talk l ike the rest.

One of my most intimate acquaintances
,
and

one I talked much to
,
was a young man from the

“ top of the U ral , 500 versts north of Orenburg .

He had left i n January and tramped the rest of the

w inter. H is v il lage , he said , was surrounded by

forest. One year in four nothing at al l would grow

in the fields
,
not even grass and weeds. A contrast

to the black-earth districts, where year after year,
without any manuring, or any rest and fal lowness ,
the land goes on rendering abundantly.

Th is boy
,
for he was not more than twenty years

old
, was a handsome , open—faced fellow, strong and

straight
,
a real ly beautiful figure. He had not shaved

yet and never would . The l ittle brown hairs

gl istened on his sunburnt cheeks. He was dressed

in an ancient
,
rusty looking overcoat (a toa /oop ) from

h is shoulder to h is ankles. He had slept in it on the

mountains and among the forests every n ight on the

steamer he s lept in i t up at the “ nose of the prow

in the freshest
,
coldest place , and the Mediterranean
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dews were noth ing to h im . When he reached the

Holy Land he made al l h is journeys up country, to

Nazareth
,
to J ordan

,
to Abraham’s oak , and the

rest on foot
,
and whenever I met h im he seemed

radiantly happy and wel l . I noticed at J ordan ,
when he stripped and got i nto h is grave garments ,
that h is body was c lean and white l ike that of a

chi ld.

I t was strange to see a young fel low of twenty

in the midst of so many greybeards , and I rather

wondered how Russia could spare h im from the

fields .

Why did you dec ide to make the pi lgrimage

I asked h im .

He b lushed somewhat awkward ly as he answered
,

I took cold , and Wh ilst I was il l I promised God
that I wou ld go to the Holy Sepu lchre

,
and that I

wou ld eat no meat and drink no wine til l I reached

it

But sure ly you come from a famine distric t ;
how cou ld you find money to pay the passage on

the steamer

He waved h i s hand , deprecating the notion that

anyth ing l ike want of money cou ld stand in the way

of the pi lgrimage. Yet h is answer made matters

c learer.
“ I t’s not money we lack , unfortunately. We

had to sel l al l our horses because we had noth ing to

feed them with .

”

And you sold them we ll I queried .
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Well at first, but badly afterwards . At last we

sold them merely for the value of their h ides. We

kept our cows because they gave us milk
,
but at

last we had to sel l them also . We sold them at

ridiculous prices. When we had sold everything

the Government stepped in and suppl ied us with

new cattle free of charge
,
and gave us daily rations

of bread and fodder.”

Did many of you die ?

Many babies and old people
,
he answered

with a smile. “ Some of the young ones got i l l as I

d id , but none of my acquaintance died . I t would

take much more than that to ki ll us.

“ And what sort of people are you

He repl ied that they were a peaceful people.
“ Any robbers

None. And won ’t be t i l l the rai lway comes .

I don ’t remember hearing of a robbery in our

vi l lage. Our neighbours are the K i rghiz , and they

are gentle and hospi table. The officials do not

trouble us much we are so far away. I t is not so

long ago that they discovered us. Twenty years

ago no one knew anyth ing about our settlement :

Russian pioneers had founded the colony fifty years

or more ago
,
and they grew their own fruits and

made their own tools without any intercourse with

the rest of Russia e ither to buy or to sell . We

didn ’t serve in the Russian army, paid no taxes .

We bu i l t our own church , but we had no priest.
”

How did you manage ?
”
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We just used the church , and sang and prayed

there as if there were a priest ,
” he answered . Even

when you have a priest i t often turns out he is

drunk
,
or cannot take the service for Some other

reasonf
’

This is a typical example of the account each

peasant gave of h imself as he entered in to con

versation with h is neighbour on the boat. I shal l

not recount al l the stories seriatim . Suffice i t that

I got to know a score of them qu ite intimately
,
and

we carried the common l i fe enjoyed on the steam

boat over to the l i fe in the hostel ries
,
at the monas

teries , and at the shrines. We met again and again ,
and talked of our doings and our prospects

,
took

advice of one another and bless ings.

There remains one l i ttle amusing incident to

record here. An old crone found me out one day.

I was s itt ing on a heap of canvas scribbl ing down

a story I had j ust heard . An ancient p i lgrim

lady came up to me and peered under the brim of

my hat
,
saying , “ Lend me a penci l , please , I have

lost mine or some one has sto len it. I also am a

poet
”



JAFFA

WHEN i t became generally known that we were

taking a fortn ight to make a voyage that other

vessels d id in four days there was a certain amount

of complaint ; and complain t seemed very justifiable

when we had experienced one storm ,
and feared

every evening another. Yet what a journey was

ours ! I for one would not have shortened i t
,

uncomfortable as I was.

From the stepping on board at Odessa
,
or Sevas

topol
,
or Batum , to the stepping off at J affa , each

pilgrim was l iv ing and seeing each day th ings that

most ord inary mortals miss al l their l ives . For

they not only journeyed to the Holy Land , they

v is ited the whole Levant on the way.

I take my mind back now, retrospectively , over

the whole fortn ight. I did not join the pilgrims ti l l

Constantinople
,
but I p icture very v ividly their

voyage thither across the B lack Sea , the warm

February noon ; the snouted porpoises rush ing to

meet the vessel , brown-backed , yel low-be ll ied ; the

strong gu l ls hovering above the masts ; al l the
7 1
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overcast afternoon and even ing the pilgrims watch

i ng their boat plough ing i ts way over the vapour

coloured water desert. The n ight calm , and at

twe lve the sh ip at a standst il l at the entrance to

the Bosphorus
,
where the Turkish officers came on

board to see whether there were weapons stowed

away i n the hold . The pi lgrims awake and ast ir

before dawn saw the grandest s ight i n the world

the magenta-coloured waters of the strait
,
mist

shrouded before sunrise ; the soft, dark , romantic

c l iffs rais ing themselves up stupendous ly on ei ther

hand the old towers and castles scarcely v is ible
,
so

h igh are they perched , so wan is the colour of their

wal ls. The boat steamed up the h istoric water
,
and

the sun shone through mists on to dark cypress

woods and ancient cemeteries. Brown geese were

swimming down below ; up above, the c louds were

flying. The strai t i s no broader than a great river
,

and from each bank h igh wh ite and yel low houses

s tare across the water wi th uncurtained windows.

We stood at anchor on the vast stage of

Constant inople harbour, and i t seemed we had

entered the capital of the world . The vessels of al l

the nat ions stood about us
,
and we l istened in be

wilderment to the rol l of the traffic i n the town and

the desolating howls of the syrens.

Next morning , with a sti ff breeze in our faces ,
we were driv ing along the fresh and foaming

Hel lespont , green h i l ls and mountains on each side

of us , anc ient ru ins and modern Turkish earthworks.
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We issued through the Dardanel les
,
as it were ou t

of an open mouth , and were del ivered to the wild,
foam - crested n ean . We passed ' many a l i ttle

island and barren rock as we l ifted ourselves over to

Mount Athos. At the Holy island in the even ing

the sea gained peace
,
and we journeyed placidly

through the night from island to island to Salonica
,

the d im stars look ing down on us.

We had to thank the highly irrelevant commercial

business of the ship for two or three extra days i n

the Arch ipelago. All one day we had Mount Athos

a shadow on one side and two black pyramids of rock

on the other. I t was the balmy south , the air was

mo i st and warm , the water waveless , the sky grey.

We sl ipped from islet to islet along snowy-crested

rocks and grey—breasted uplands. All day the

peasants crossed themselves to the black shadow of

the Holy mountain.

Next morn ing we were in the qu iet Gu lf of

Smyrna
,
in view of the green hill s and the gay

wh ite town . Most of us went out to see the town ,
to pay reverence to the rel ics of S t. George , and to

see the arena where early Christians were given to

the beasts. We passed by ancient Ephesus , or

rather the s ite of i t
,
and wondered at the silence that

had crept over the mouths of those who praised

Diana.
We rode on the storm waves past hundreds of

islands
,
one of them Patmos , to the ancient wal led

ci ty of Rhodes. We were al l too shaken to pay
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much attention to the scenery , but those of us who

were not s ick saw the snowy ranges of Adal ia

and Adana
,
and wondered. On our weather s ide

we saw the great black cl i ffs of Cyprus some

fi fty mi les away, and on the lee the overwhelming

snow - crowned cl iffs of what was once Ci l ic ia .

I shal l remember M ers ina in the early morn ing
—a settlement of low dwell ings at the feet of

blue h i l ls
,
by a b lue sea. A silver crescent moon

was looking out of the dawn sky . The sunrise

came white and gl istering
,
and l i t up the l ine of

white houses which comprise the town , showing the

few cattle on the heath beyond i t , the blue h i l ls

beyond the heath
,
and the great snow range beyond

them all . I n the noontide the water turned a soft

emerald green .

We steamed up the Gulf of Iskenderoon to

Alexandretti, another l ine of white houses with

spear- shaped mosques and a mission house , al l low

down at the very toes of h igh green h i l ls . At sunset

the water was b lack-blue
,
and high above the green

h i l ls there came into v iew crystal gl i ttering snow

peaks sh in ing with a l ight that was unearth ly.

“ God has made the sea calm and the earth
beautiful

,
said a peasant. I t i s because we are

nearing the Holy Land .

”

And we turned south along the beaut i fu l Syrian

coast to the amphi theatre-shaped c ity of Beyrout.

Then in the sight of the mountains of Lebanon we

ploughed the waves to the s i te of the ancient and
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impregnable port of Tyre
,
past Acre and Mount

Carmel , to the ci ty of Japhet.
As we neared J affa the excitement ofthe pilgrims

was tremendous ; their hearts beat feverishly. We

left the J ewish town of Kaifa before sunrise one

morn ing, and as J affa was the next port there was

extraordinary upheava l and noise in every part of

the ship. The pi lgrims were al l atti ring themselves

in clean shirts, and many were putting on new boots ,
for they counted it a s in to face in stained garments

the land where the Author of their rel igion was born ,
or to tread upon i t in old boots— albei t many had

no choice of gear in th is matter.

Eastern Jafi
f

a , oldest city of the world ,
stood before

us at noon with its clambering yel low houses and its

blue water foaming over the many sunken rocks i n

the harbour. The ferry-boats swarmed about us ,
and Turks and Arabs in garish atti re al l yelled at

the passengers at once. A burly n igger in a Turkey

red jersey
,
on wh ich was printed “ Cook ’s boatman ,

took charge of the boat on which my party was

landed—we were about seventy. I t was amus ing

to hear the boatman address ing a German in the

first class , Da yer waant a boat , sar ? Over thar.

A ’right, a
’right ! There were eight or n ine boat

loads of us , and we were rowed in across the roll ing

foam to the Customs , from which , without any

parley or question about th ings to declare , we were

hurried along to a Greek monastery on a cl i ff.

Arab boys ran alongside as we fi led into the
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Cloisters
,
and they shouted in RiIssian “M oséof

élzoros/i , moséof 41207 05 4 ! (The M uscov ites are

good
,
the Mu scov ites are fine !) Superci l ious

looking
,
mouldy-green camels snuffed down at us

condescend ingly. Greek monks hurried up to us

affably with general congratulations . The money

changers rattled the ir boxes. The trembl ing
,

sh ivering beggars whimpered and gurgled round our

knees . The orange and nut- cake hawkers bes ieged

us. Yes
,
after many cal l ings we had at last landed

defin itively
,
and we had reached Palestine at last.

Henceforth our j ourney ing would be on land .



I I I
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I TRAVELLED in disguise as one of the pilgrims

themselves , and I very rarely admitted my foreign

origin to any one , for I wished to hear and see just

what the peasants said and just what they did— to

know what they were . On the steamer
,
with its

disarranged and bewildering l ife , my part was easy.

There was no one i n authority to say to the pilgrims

that I was perhaps a dangerous character, one to

avo id ; and the pilgrims themselves took me for

granted
,
because they saw me every morning, noon ,

and eve in converse with one of their neighbours.

Now that we had come to Jaffa the posi tion was

different. I should have to pass muster as a peasant

pilgrim in the presence of Russian priests and

monks
,
the Consul

,
and no doubt other officials.

Soon I should be among pilgrims who had arrived

before us
,
and who were unfamil iar with my

countenance . I felt a considerable amount of

trepidation
,
and in imagination saw myself s ingled

out of the crowd of pilgrims , given an honourable

lodging apart
,
or expelled as a rogue and a vagabond

79
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in any case removed from my friends and com

pan ions of the boat. And I wished to pass righ t

through with the p ilgrims to the very end and

accompl ishment of the pi lgrimage.

I t was some rel ief to observe that the Greek

monks at J affa knew a great deal l ess Russian than

I d id
,
that no passports were demanded , and that

we were al l given the s imple hospital i ty of the

monastery wi thout question or reserve. The lay

brethren spread clean straw pal lets over the stone

floors of the cel ls ; there was hot water at our

disposal , and we cou ld make ourse lves tea ; for the

rest
,
there were Arab hawkers with fresh ly pickled

gherkins and new loaves. I t was not difficul t to

make a meal and feel comfortable for the night.

The cel ls were mostly windowless
,
but h igh and

dry, and if cold , yet a i ry. We looked at the sun

setting beyond the rol lers in the harbour
,
and felt

ourselves i n a pleasant refuge after long issue with

the unfriendly waves.

As we had nearly al l of us Russian money we
were pestered by wel l - dressed money - changers

wanting to give us piastres for ten-copeck bi ts—a

disadvantageous exchange , which the peasants

nevertheless were general ly ready to make. As

i t turned out, there was l i ttl e need to change

Russian s i lver at al l , for i t is taken quite cheerful ly

by the Arabs , who are ready to quote a price for

their wares in any currency
,
and to change francs

,

sh i l l ings , roubles, l i ras , What you l ike .
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Next day we were going to Jerusalem
,
and

rai lway tickets for that journey were distributed
,

many of the pilgrims taking advantage of that

conven ience of c ivil isat ion
,
the more fastidious and

the poorer going on foot. Meanwhile
,

’

we hoped for

a good night’s rest, as we were most of us pretty

low in heal th as a resul t of the arduous voyage.

We heard a long vesper service in the open courts

below , and l it innumerable candles before the ikons

there, the monk , Yevgeny , making himself very

prominent , threading the crowd and gathering in

the candles of the worshippers who couldn ’t get

through , and l ighting them in front h imself. I
,
for

my part
,
watched the pilgrims , did as they did ,

and fel t that sti l l
,
as on the boat, I was taken for

granted.

When we arrived at J erusalem we were met on

the J affa road by a giant Montenegrin gu ide in the

magnificent un iform of the Russian Palestine Society
— scarlet and cream cloak and riding knickers— and

conducted in a huge i rregu lar procession through

the Jerusalem streets to the Russian cathedral . The

heat seemed to be terrible , we were dusty and worn

and over-bundled. Arab beggars , almost naked , and

ugly beyond words, howled for coppers in our way
,

impertinent Turks clawed our bundles from our

backs to carry them for a price, hawkers surrounded

us with their wares . I t was a di fficu lt progress ;
the weak pi lgrims were very hard - pressed

,
and

many of the stronger ones took their baggage for
G
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them
! and carried i t as wel l as thei r own. I th ink

we al l fe lt a strange affect ion for one another com ing

to the surface as we actual ly came in sigh t of the

ancient wall s of the Holy City.

I sti l l
,
however

,
thought somewhat diffidently of

my chances of being received with the pi lgrims, and

it was some satisfaction to see a German tourist who

level led h is kodak at me
,
and ran alongside of the

process ion to get me into focus
,
at length snapshot

me. I showed no more interest in h is action than a

cow wou ld , and I am sure he shows my photograph

to h is friends as that of a typ ical and even splendid

p i lgrim .

But not to delay suspense
,
let me say that I was

actual ly accepted at J erusalem . I even obtained a

place in the general hostel
,
and s lept a n ight or two

there before I took an official i nto my confidence

and told h im my secret. By that t ime I had seen

the l i fe i n the hostel , and I understood the whole

arrangement of the peasants’ t ime for the rest of

Lent. Even if the officials thought i t was very

dangerous to have an Engl ishman l iv ing among the

pi lgrims— the priests and monks
,
unfortunately

,

identify England with “ free thought and advanced

ideas— and if they decided I must be housed apart

I knew what the p i lgrims were going to do
,
and

could manage to be with them as before. Had I

not many friends, my compan ions on the boat ?

But by good fortune I obtained permiss ion to

occupy the berth I found in the hoste lry up t i l l
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Palm Sunday , and later, up til l Easter i tself. I t

was also hospital i ty of an unusual sort . The

Roman Cathol ics , for instance , extend the hospital ity

of the ir J erusalem hostels only to the members of

their own Church .
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ALL whispering prayers to ourselves and making
rel igious exc lamations

,
we flocked after one another

through the Jerusalem streets in outward appearance

j aded , woe - begone , and beaten , fol lowing one

another’s backs l ike cattle that have been driven

from far ; but in real i ty exci ted , feverish , and

fluttering l ike so many ch i ldren that have been kept

up far too late to meet their father come home from

long travel .

When we came to the green grass plots and the

gravel paths outs ide the monastery, hal ted, and

disposed our burdens on the ground, our eyes all

shone our hearts were on our sleeves. O ld grey

beards , crooked and bent, straightened themselves

out
,
as if tasting for a moment the spiri t of youth ,

and they began to skip
,
almost to dance ; anc ient

grandmothers also
,
none the less exal ted and

feverish
,
fussed about and chattered l ike maids on a

festival day. We looked at one another more

cordial ly and more lovingly than men in a crowd

general ly look we were affectionate to one another ,
84
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l ike so many brothers or so many fathers and sons.

We were in a marvel lous way equal led and made a
fami ly by the fact that we had come to Jerusalem

together. And there was no feel ing Of comparison ,
of superiority, among any of us, though some were

rich , some poor ; some lettered , some i l l i terate ;
some with clean bodies, new clothes , and naked feet ,
feel ing it was necessary to take off their boots for

the ground whereon they trod was holy ; others

who had not the idea even to wash their faces.

There was no self-pride. I t gave me the idea that

a fter death , when , after l i fe
’s pilgrimage the Russians

come to the j udgment seat
,
there will be such a

feel ing of brotherhood and affection that to condemn

one and reward another will be an impossibil i ty.

Truly
,
when we love one another al l our s ins are

forgiven .

Pleasant - faced Russian monks came out and

greeted us
,
one of them asking me from what province

I came
,
and rejo ic ing because it turned out we were

from the same part of Russ ia. We all were glad to

meet these voluntary holy exiles of J erusalem , and

to let loose the eager words of joy, and the fluttering

happy irrelevanc ies that rushed to our l ips. We

c rowded in at the monastery door, buying sheaves

of candles and hurrying to l ight them before the

symbols of our fai th . I t was wonderful to see the

crowds and crowds of great round backs , of dense

haired heads
,
a l l pressing up toward the ikonastasis .

When the immense B ible was brought to the monk
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who Should read, i t rested on these heads , and those

to whom the priv i lege fel l shed tears of joy. God ’s

faithful kappy slaves ! We sang together the
“ M a ogia we prayed and gave thanks to

God ; we came ind iv idual ly to a priest, kissed the

cross in h is hand, and were blessed .

And al l these d ifferent hearts fel t each its own

part icu lar joy. Each peasant
,
though in sheepskins

,

throbbed and glowed in the temple . Not on ly he
,

but the v i l lage for which he stood
,
and the family

for which he stood , had reached Jerusalem . Each

had brought an obscure l i fe into the Open—a prosaic ,
perhaps ug ly and v ic ious everyday l i fe into the

presence of the H oly of hol ies. Every v i l lage has

i ts saints and its s inners
,
i ts beauties and its cripples

,

i ts loving ones and its murderers
,
i ts pecul iar stories

of pecul iar l ives and the peasant entering J erusalem

with h is prayers brought al l these with h im . A

mighty chorus went up to God of the voices of the

human heart, a music not heard by the ear . I t was

the voice of a great nation in the presence of God .

All the year round , i n twenties and fift ies
,
the

pi lgrims trickle to J erusalem , and every year at

Christmas and in Lent they come in great numbers.

Every year th is chorus of Russ ia goes up to God

at the shrines of J erusalem , and it wil l be repeated

year after year into the centuries
,
or unt i l the

peasantry is no more. I t must be remembered i t is

entirely a matter of the peasants there are no clean

middle or upper class people there at al l . P ortu
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nately the dirt , the hardship, and the strict Lenten

fare are an insuperable obstacle for the sightseers

and the merely curious. Those Russians who do

come as the European and American tourists come,
go to the hotels , talk in French , and are quite cut

off from the peasant communion .

But why does the peasant make the pilgrimage

What sets h im moving toward Jerusalem in the

first place ? To answer that question fully is to go

very deep into the intentions of the human soul i t

i s a matter of profound psychology. When I have

said al l I can say on the question there wil l st il l

remain enough unthought, unwritten matter as

would fil l every page of a B ible made blank for the

purpose .

I t is not that the priests bid them go. The

Russian clergy have no passion towards the see of

J erusalem any more than the Engl ish had towards

the see of Rome—there are mul ti tudinous exceptions
to th is general isation

,
but i t must be general ly

agreed they don
’t l ike to see money taken out of

their own parishes to be spent for rel igious uses

elsewhere. I t is not an infection . Great numbers

of pilgrims do not go from one district ; they arrive

al l together at J erusalem because the boats are not

many
,
and they meet at the ports of embarkation .

For the rest they come s ingly, and at most in twos

and threes
,
and often from the most forlorn and

distan t points of the Tsar’s unfrequented empire.

Why do they come ? They promise on the bed of
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s ickness ; they promise in unhapp iness ; they go to

save the dying or the wicked ; they go to exp iate

their own and others ’ s ins. But I asked many

pi lgrims the question and some cou ld not answer,
some would not. Not one pilgrim gave an answer

that covered his act ion . They knew not why they

came
,
some force deep in them urged them— a force

much deeper than their power of articu lation , which

in most cases communed on ly wi th thei r superficial

selves
,
thei r outer leaves . A paragraph of Dostoi

ev sky i s i l luminating. I take i t from M rs . C arnett
’

s

trans lat ion of Tee Br ower s K aramazof
“ There is a remarkable picture by the painter

K ramskoi, cal led ! Contemp lation .

’ There is a forest

i n winter, and on a roadway through the forest, i n

absolute sti l lness
,
stands a peasant in torn kaftan

and bark boots. He stands
,
as i t were

,
lost in

thought. Yet he is not th inking ; he is ‘ contem

plat ing.

’ I f any one touched h im he would start and

look at one as though awaken ing and bewildered .

I t is true he wou ld come to h imself immediately ;
but if he were asked what he had been th ink ing

about
,
he would remember noth ing. Yet probab ly

he has h idden with i n h imsel f the impression which

had dominated him during the period of contempla

t ion . Those impress ions are dear to h im ,
and no

doubt he hoards them imperceptibly and even un

consciously. How and why, of course , he does not

know either. He may sudden ly , after hoard ing

impress ions for many years, abandon everyth ing and
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go off to J erusalem on a pilgrimage for h is soul ’s

salvation , or perhaps he wil l suddenly set fire to h is

nat ive v i llage , and perhaps do both . There are a

good many ‘ contemplatives ’ among the peasantry .

”

N ietzsche , who was a great student of Russia

through the eyes of Dostoievsky ,

“ that profound

man ,
” noted what he cal led “ an excess of wil l i n

Russ ia. The Russians are volcanoes
,
either ext inct

,

quiescent, or in eruption. Below the surface even of

the qu ietest and stupidest l ies a vein of racial energy
,

an access to the inner fire and mystery of the spiri t

of man. When the spirit moves in the depths then

the ways of the outward man seem strange.
The incurable drunkard of the vil lage picks him

sel f up out of the mire one afternoon , renounces drink

ing
,
and starts off for J erusalem. The avaric ious old

mouzhik , who has been hoarding for half a century ,
wakens up one morn ing, gives al l h is money to

some one
,
and sets off begging his way to a far-off

shrine. The reserved and silent peasant, who has

h idden his thoughts from those who loved him al l

h is days
,
meets an utter stranger one afternoon, and

with tears tel ls the story of his l ife, and reveals to

h im the secret of his heart he also perchance starts

on a pilgrimage. I n Russia, as nowhere e lse in the

world
,
i t i s the unexpected and mysterious which

happens
And what of the pilgrim who goes again and again

to J erusalem ? There were many who had been

three
,
four

,
five

,
s ix, as many as ten times—there was
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one who had been twenty t imes to J erusalem. Let

me quote the words of Vass i ly Nikolaevitch K hitrof,
who has been cal led the eternal p ilgrim ”

I s i t poss ible , you imagine , that what forces the

pilgrim to go from vil lage to v i l lage, from monastery

to monastery
,
travers ing not seldom the who le great

width of Holy Russia
,
bearing cold and hunger

,
i s no

more than a passion towards suffering I am deeply

convinced you are altogether m istaken . Every

man
,
however coarse and rude

,
has h is own ideal , and

also a struggle towards the ach ievement of that

ideal
,
the ach ievement being , however, unattainab le .

The pi lgrim ’s ideal i s a sweet feel ing of the heart

in prayer. Fol low h is l ife from birth and you wi l l

find these sweet feel ings began in the v i llage church

when he was a ch i ld. Ordinary l i fe dul led them
,

caused their repet i t ion to be infrequent
,
and he

began , without knowing why perhaps, to v is i t neigh

bouring monasteries. There he caught h i s sweet

v is ion again . But the ord inary th ings of l i fe defeated

h im again
,
and even at the monasteries hefelt seldom .

So he went further afield . He went to far shrines
,

to Solovetsk , to S t. Seraph im . He left home and

went from v i l lage to v il lage , and from monastery to

monastery, ever further and further t i l l he reached

the hol iest p lace on earth— the Holy City and

Golgotha, where the redemption of mank ind was

accompl ished. Further on the earth there was no

wh ither ; i t seemed that the soul had found what i t

w ished—though i t had not. Satisfied for the t ime
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he returns to h is native land , but again in a l i ttle
wh ile appears once more the unconquerable wish to
go to that place where were experienced such sweet

m inutes . I n that, i t seems to me , is contained the

psycho logy of the Russian pilgrimage. I n order to

be convinced , i t is only necessary to stand among

the Russian pilgrims at the Sepulchre , at the cradle

at Bethlehem , and other sacred places. I have

seen many people who have not been to the Holy

Land , but I have never seen one who has been once

who did not wish to go again.

’ Which in a way i s

a confirmation of the thought indicated in the pro

logue
,
that the pilgrimage is a rite l ike the process ion

in church
,
and it may be repeated many times.

But apart from this , i t is true that when the

peasant first felt that sweet sensation that was to

lead him to Jerusalem he was really on the way.

As old grandfather J eremy said , “ Directly you have

wished to go
,
you are already on the road. When

that wish first appears
,
what shape it takes

,
and

whence i t springs
,
God alone knows. Some babes

smil ing in their cradles are already dest ined to the

Holy City ; al l babes , of every age , i t seems to me ,
have some choice in the matter.

As we came out of the Cathedral a young peasant

woman
,
with laugh ing , tear-streaming face , prostrated

herself at our feet, washing them with her tears , and

she asked our forgiveness that she had reached the

c ity. The peasants were al l l ike that , though th is

one spoke it out.
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As we fi led along to the refectory where we were

to be entertained free at dinner
, we were met by an

ancient pilgrim
,
half-saint

,
Abraham , twenty times

at J erusalem
,
recogn ised with joy by al l who a lso

had been there before. A comical figure he looked

with h is fine old grey head wrink led brows , b lue

spectacles, and woman-goss ip s countenance. He was

bare-headed and he he ld a heavy staff in h is hand.

S tanding first on one foot and then on the other, he

cal led out in a s ing-song
,
slobbery voice : “ This

way old ones
,
th is way new ones. And every

woman as she passed he kissed , sometimes ecstatic

al ly, and al l over the face, other times c ircumspectly

and soberly
,
according to h is whims or fancy.

We passed into the refectory
,
a church-shaped

room on whose wal ls and cei l ing were painted l i fe

s ize p i ctures of B ib le incidents . There was not a

square foot of wal l or ce i l ing unpainted . At the

head of the east wing was a glorious ikon stand with

ikons framed in prec ious metals
,
ikon lamps gleaming

and tapers burn ing. I n front of the ikons was a

long p latform for kneel ing. The pi lgrims al l clam

bered in to prostrate themselves.

The dinner waiting for us was not a banquet ,
nothing European , noth ing from the tab les of the

masters, from the upper c lasses ; i t was s imply an

ordinary Russian v il lage dinner of the time of the

year— cabbage soup , éasfla , i.e. boi led grain , and

bread . Lack of variety was made up for by quantity
,

and second and th ird help ings were frequent. Each
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platefu l of soup had in it some twenty or th irty green

black ol ives instead of meat. With the kasha were

mugs of kvass , tasting and looking l ike flat stout. I

don ’t th ink there were any complaints I heard none .

We had forgotten al l the hardships even of the boat.

The peasants certain ly were enjoying their real isation

of the conception of arriving at heaven . I ’m sure

some of them expect to be treated just in the same

way when they get to heaven—to be given cabbage
soup and . kasha, and kvass and immense sl ices of

bread . For I ought to say that having said thanks

to God and ris ing from the table to fi le out and

make way for others
,
the peasants all carried in their

hands
,
of the superfluity of the feast, their half-eaten

chunks of bread . I t felt l ike some l iv ing tableau

of the bringing in of the twelve basketfuls of the

fragments after the miracle of feeding the five

thousand. On the wall
,
of course

,
one of the pictures

was of th is m iracle, and that accounts in part for the

suggestiveness of the mouzhiks
’ action.

As we left the refectory we were told in a loud

voice what we had to do on the morrow, and where

we were now to go. I suppose some one led us

out. We at the back fol lowed other people
’s backs

onward to the hostelry.

We picked up our bundles again as we went out
,

and went forward in an irregular
‘

crowd to the place

of our housing. I f we had arrived earl ier in the

year we should have been put into rooms each

accommodating four or s ix persons, but now there
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being some thousands at J erusalem already we were

accorded immense general rooms holding three to

five hundred pi lgrims. I went to the S t. Katherine

hostel and took my chance in the crowd . We went

i nto the general room
,
and the overseer pointed out

places to some of us : others had to find p laces for

themselves. I t was an immense glass house , with

the walls and room practical ly al l of glass—damp in

winter and hot i n summer, and that was obv ious at

a glance. The pi lgrims were disposed in s ix long

series of overhead , and on- the -ground pigeon-ho le

beds . I t was l ike an exaggerated rai lway cloak

room ; on ly Where in the cloak-room would repose a
portmanteau or a

l trunk , here wou ld be a human

being. But there were not many parti t ions ; the

p i lgrims wou ld al l l ie s ide by side in the n ight
,

touch ing one another if they l iked with their arms

or their feet, and there were no beds , no bedding.

Over the unvarn ished , unpainted wood was spread

a rather muddy straw pal let , one for each pilgrim .

Many pi lgrims were there before us ; we were not

ushered into an empty room . A great ikon hung

on the wal l , but also l i ttle ikons were set up on the

posts where the earl ier p i lgrims had their resting

p laces . On the floors was a cons iderable amount of

dirt and refuse , orange pee l and locust nut ends . I t

certainly was a dirty place
,
but the great amount of

l ight i n it rather gave the idea that i t was not so

bad as i t looked . But what d id that question matter

to the mouzhiks— they were bred in d irt to a great
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extent they themselves were dirt
,
no one disturbs

them out of that bel ief.

A peasant came forward
,
one of those who had

been instal led for some time
,
and attracted, I suppose ,

by someth ing unusual in me
,
asked me to share h is

abode . He had ringed round his square of bare

wood and straw pallet a red print curtain , and it

seemed I was particularly fortunate. The peasant,
however

,
was a very pecul iar person .



THE WORK OF THE RUSS IAN

PALEST I NE SOC I ETY

I N former years the p i lgrims went by sail ing vessels

from Odessa, Sevastopol , and Taganrog ; and a

great number also went on foot with poor Armen ian

pilgrims right through the Caucasus and Trans

Caucasia via Karse through Asiatic Tu rkey to Syria .
Those in sh ips were often tossed about for th i rty

days or more , and those on land suffered incredible

hardsh ips . The Mahomedans even in the Caucasus

to day persecute Christian wayfarers. I n the days

preced ing the Crimean War it is marvel lous how

many poor Russians the Turks and Arabs murdered

or put to the torture . The Russian Government

d id not go to war with Turkey to defend its

Christian subjects , but on that score alone i t

m ight have justified itself in the eyes of Europe.
Not more than fifty per cent of those who set

out tramping through Asia M i nor ever came

back to tel l their tale To set out for the Holy

Land was the last th ing in l i fe , and it d idn
’t

real ly matter i f you were k i l led on the way—
“ you

96
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reached J erusalem al l the sooner
,

” as Father Jeremy
said .

1

But now al l that is altered. The sail ing vessel is

superseded , the journey has been cheapened to the

standard even of the beggar’s pocket
,
and no one

th inks of making the journey by foot through Asia

M inor. I t i s sufficient to tramp from the native

v i l lages to the port of embarkation. Many pilgrims

do not even make the foot journey in Russia , but

come in the fourth -class train . Some are even so

degenerate as to travel . th i rd c lass
,
but then they

general ly do so as “ hares —under the seat and
wi thout a t icket as my old friend of Tobolsk Prov ince

had done. The consequence is that where there

were once scores of pilgrims in the Holy Land

there are now thousands. The journey having

been so facil i tated
,
almost every pilgrim who sets

out for Palestine reaches h is dest ination and w ins

safe home again
,
though it must be remembered

that a certain type of pi lgrim takes years over the

journey
,
wandering from forest to forest and shrine

to shrine
,
building himself a hut upon occas ion , and

being a herm it for a season , dawdl ing and praying

at monasteries
,
pass i ng as a half-saint , “ stupid to

the point of sancti ty ” as the Russians say, hard ly

ever confess ing his real destiny to anybody . Many

of th is type die of cold and hunger or of old age in

Russ ia . But
,
as I said , there are now thousands

where there were scores. The quantity has in

1 See The Old Pilgrim’

s Story ”
in A Tramp

’

s See/d ies.

H
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creased
,
and as some aver, the qual i ty has gone

down. The pilgrims are not so austere as they

were
,
not so hardened and fanatical , more out for

pleasure and curios i ty , less for the real purposes of

rel igion . That may be true , comparatively speaking ,
and the observation made by one who has been in

J erusalem many years indicates a tendency. Doubt

less when Russia i s more democrat ised
,
and man ’s

labour , clothes , travel l ing, and h imself are a l l made

as cheap as in England , the temper of pilgrims wil l

be enti rely al tered. As yet the seven thousand

pi lgrims at J erusalem are Me seven thousand that

make a nation worth to God .

A word as to the faci l i t ies. The pi lgrim ’s t icket

from Odessa costs only
“

twelve roub les— twenty-five

sh il l ings— each way. He buys a return t icket unless

he feels sure he wil l d ie before he gets back . H is

t icket i s available a whole year, and he can break

the journey where he l ikes
,
or he can get an

extension to Port Said i f he wishes to extend h is

pilgrimage to S i nai and the shrines of the desert .

Each year thousands of beggars gather enough

money to pay the fares. I t i s a remarkab le fact

that thousands of starved, i l l i terate, ragged men are

ab le to make a tour of the Levant
,
which many of

the wealthy would hes itate to embark upon
,
th inking

the means at the ir d isposal too slender.

Formerly , when the numbers of the pilgrims were

less , they found hosp ital i ty in the Greek monasteries

at J erusalem , and beyond what was taken by the
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monks in man ifold col lections the pilgrims paid
noth ing.

But d irectly the steamboats began to take the

pilgrims as passengers the numbers of those who

arrived at J erusalem in Lent began to increase.

There began to be a thousand and more every year,
and the numbers became a great burden to themonks.

National measures became necessary, and in order to

get a clear idea of the s ituation
,
the late Grand Duke

Constantine N ikolaevitch travel led to J erusalem in
1 8 5 9 . He has been called the first Imperial pilgrim

,

and no doubt the Grand Duke did come to pray.

Probably the Russian Court had not quite made

up i ts mind as to whether it approved of pilgrimag

i ng to J erusalem ; i t general ly objected to Russian

subjects leav ing the ir native land , being afraid of

the infection of the ideas of the corrupt West .

Constantine N ikolaevitch , however, enthusiastically

approved of pilgrimaging, and on the strength of h is

approval the Imperial Treasury made a grant of

five hundred thousand roubles , to which the people

of Russia added another s ix hundred thousand , ten

acres of land were bought just outs ide the Jerusalem

walls
,
and bu ilding operat ions were commenced .

I n 1 864 the new Trin ity Cathedral was consecrated ,
s tanding l ike a supporter in the middle of a ring of

hoste lries . There was a special hostelry for monks

and priests
,
besides the accommodation for eight

hundred lay pi lgrims a hosp i tal was bui lt , and also

a consu late.
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Twenty years passed
,
and the number of pi lgrims

increased to two thousand . Then in 1 88 1 came

another Imperial pi lgrim , the Grand Duke Sergey

Alexandrovitch , and he originated the Imperial

Orthodox Palest ine Society. The Society bui lt a

great hostelry
,
the Sergievsky, i n 1 889 , accommoda

tion being made therein not on ly for the s imple

people
,
but for al l classes of soc iety— the decent

rooms
,
however

,
be ing let at ordinary hotel prices .

The refectory and the bath - house were bu il t.

Before 1 889 the pi lgrims had no means of wash ing

themselves at J erusalem , and water was so precious

that a bath was 'out of the quest ion . The Society

undertook canal i sat ion and drainage, and they cut

channels for a mi le and a half through the J erusalem

rock
,
and along these washed away the otherwise

accumu lating fi l th . That was a great work ; i t

went hand in hand with the bui lding of cisterns to

catch the rain water. I t i s difficult to imagine how

horrible material condit ions were in the dark times

of no water and no drains. The Society went on

to mend the broken hostelry windows and repai r

the rat-gnawn fitt ings . They made venti lat ion and

bui l t stoves for heating the rooms .

The hosp ital was en larged
,
and not only took in

the broken -down and the dying, but accommodated

women with ch i ld . This was very advantageous
,

for many peasant women th ink a ch i ld born in

J erusalem espec ial ly ho ly
,
and they forget that their

pos it ion in a strange land
,
after a long and terrib le
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j ourney , i s l ikely to be more dangerous than in
Russia.

I n the old days there was great difficul ty about

food , and the pilgrims l ived on bread , Arabian

fritters , and seeds. N0w for threepence a day the

pilgrim receives a typical v il lage meal ; for the

Society imports al l the Russian ingredients. There

is now a Russ ian shop in the monastery yard , and

there one can buy everyth ing Russian
,
even the

tea, duty free. I f the pilgrim is too poor to afford

threepence a day on his dinner he gets his plate

of porridge for three - farth ings .

So an interesting work of Mother Russia goes

on . I n these years seven , eight , or n ine thousand

peasants come every Easter, and of course once

more there is l i ttle room to spare in the hostelries.

I n the place Where a thousand should be accom

modated three thousand have to find room some

how. The bath is far too smal l—it takes only

twenty - five at a time. The refectory is often

crowded to the doors . Perhaps we shal l soon hear

of another Imperial pilgrim.

The Society certainly does very good work. I t

takes upon itsel f a great deal of motherly care that
is general ly absent from such anonymous institutions.

Thus each pilgrim is invited to deposit
‘

al l his

ioney with the Society , and on ly to take out just

what he needs each day, a shi l l ing or so as the case

n ay be. On the morrow of the day of our arrival

at J erusalem we al l went to the registrat ion office
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for that purpose . Each deposi tor rece ived a

receipt from the Soc iety, and withdrawals could be

plainly checked off upon i t. Of course many

pilgrims preferred to keep al l
“ thei r money upon

the i r persons
,
distrusting al l officials

,
but from every

one who had the money a deposi t of five roub les

was exacted . This depos i t was returned to us on

the day we left J erusalem , and i t was he ld by the

Society so that we shou ld not be destitute on our

return journey.

A feature of the hostel ry management was that

everything was contributory. The pilgrims paid

very l i ttle, but they did pay someth ing. They paid

ten copecks for a bath
,
and I th ink that was twice

too much—the dirt iest p i lgrims were often those
who had least money. The next Imperial pi lgrim

must look to that bath -house , and have it made

bigger and cheaper. Then we paid for our boil ing

water
,
a farth ing for a gal lon or so

,
quite an amusing

charge , but sufficient to preclude wastefulness , I

dare say . The Society also washes your l inen in

i ts own steam laundry
,
and makes the most fi l thy

rags as wh ite as snow . Peasant women
,
however

,

undersel l the official i nst i tut ion , and if wh iteness is

not your object you may as wel l apply to them .

F inal ly , the Russian Government exacts its sh il l ing

or so for v isés to the passports
,
and thereby reminds

the S lav , i f he needs reminding, that even in
J erusalem he is a subject of the Tsar.

We arrived in J erusalem in the afternoon
,
and on
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the morn ing of the same day
,
some thousand

pilgrims had set off in the caravan with the Society ’s

mounted gu ides and a Turkish gendarme for the

shrines and wonderful places of Nazareth . Many
,

when they heard of it
,
replaced their bundles on their

shoulders , and set off at once to overtake the others .
We were also too late to be permitted into the bath

house that day, even though some of us procured

tickets. There was noth ing to do but to wait t il l the
morrow. I put up my pack in the curtained apart

ment , and set out with my new-found pilgrim acquaint

ance and pigeon -hole host to hear a magic- l antern

lecture that was being given by a priest behind the

hostel ries. This Show was also a care of the Palestine

Society. Every night
,
so I was told, a lecture was

given , open to al l , on the h istory of the Holy P laces .
The lecture was a long one , and when it had been

read through once
,
i t commenced again automatically.

I t went on for two or three hours every evening ,
and when one reader was tired another took h is

place . I found the matter somewhat un inspiring ;
the hal l was practical ly ful l of l isteners , but i t

seemed to me that more would have been gained if,
when the pictures were shown

,
J erusalem monks or

guides had spoken freely out of their minds and

hearts just what they knew about the places

dep i cted ; what had happened there original ly ;
what had happened in the course of the centuries ;
what had happened to them there ; what they

had heard from p ilgrims and neighbours ; what
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they thought of i t or made of i t. Perhaps such a

harangue did take place upon occas ion . I f so I

was unfortunate, for I always heard the same old

b ibl ical gu ide-book , droned out by a s leepy priest

who couldn
’t read h is scrawled manuscript by the

dim fl icker of the cand le. P i lgrims , however,
l istened wi th un l im ited patience and took ideas in ,
no doubt.

When we came out of the magic-lantern hal l we

went through al l the hostelries and saw the evening

toi l of the p i lgrims , labouring over oi l stoves with

pots and tea-kettles. Oi l and spiri t stoves were

permitted in these wooden dorm itories , and they

consti tute a grave danger, for the Society
’s fire

ext inguish ing apparatus cons ists of one hose , no

engine and no water
,
though there hang in each

hostel ry a dozen or so mysterious bottles label led in

Engl i sh , Break this i n case of fire.”

Then I went into a tavern with my mysterious

p i lgrim acquaintance—he must have a chapter to

h imself later— and we drank a h'al fpennyworth of

wine each . We sinned. After that
,
having gone

into church to kiss the ikons, we returned to

the hostelry to s leep.



THE F IRST N IGHT I N THE

HOSTELRY

ON board , when we had been travel l ing more than

a week together, i t suddenly occurred to me one

evening , “ I sn ’t i t strange ; we have no pol iceman

on the sh ip , yet we l ive in peace and happiness ,
though we have five hundred and sixty peasants on

board and many other poor people. I t fol lows the

pol iceman is perhaps not really necessary. I could

not help feel ing that the pol iceman was a superfluous

person in a s imple Christian community. Then I

remembered his place in the town and in the vi l lage.

There he is part of a trap. He is really in con

j unction with the vodka shop—the vodka being the
bai t of the trap

,
and the pol iceman the l id which

shuts down.

At J erusalem , however, though there was no

drunkenness there was, perhaps , need of pol ice. I f

the Palestine Society and the clergy
.

bel ieve in

pol ice they ought to provide them. I t is poss ible to

understand that Christians
,
and above al l , pilgrims,

do not need other protection than the bond between
105



106 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS 111

the ir prayers and God
,
but I do not real ly credit

the authori ties with such a high conception. The

absence of pol ice is s imply an omission . I f a

p i lgrim is robbed he takes h is case to the Consu l ,
or he buries i t in h is heart , or he forgets , or he

forgives i t. I fancy few forget . The Consul may

report to the Turk ish authorities , but common ly he

does noth ing of the sort. The Russian settlement

i s a l ittle Russia
,
but without pol ice and almost

without watchmen
,
and al l troubles are settled by

the Consul and the representatives of the Soc iety

and the Church .

I fel t a certain anxiety when , on the first n ight at

J erusalem
,
the time came to turn in and sleep. S ince

sundown the weather had become cold
,
the ci ty being

on a h il l. I sh ivered somewhat when , after the magic

lantern lecture and the v is i ts to tavern and church
,

I re-entered the great room where so many of us

were accommodated . I t was dark. Three paraffin

lamps shed a miserable l ight round about the posts

where they were hung. I n d istant recesses an occa

sional candle was al ight, or an oi l stove, and one dis

cerned dim , dark shapes of heavy mouj iks moving l ike

shadows. There was a continuous mutter of prayers
,

a thumping of knees going down in the exerc ises of

rel igion
,
a buzz of conversat ion .

My compan ion l i t a church taper in h is curtained

apartment, spread a fleecy b lack and wh i te sheep

sk in over the floor, took off h is coat , and prepared

to go to bed. At the back of our l i tt le ten t he had
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set up a picture of J esus s itting in the stocks . The

ikon , which I had not not iced hitherto , was care

fully swathed with an embroidered towel
,
and he

knel t and prayed a quarter of an hOur before it. I

fel t shy , as you may imagine , but there came to

my aid a certain sort of Engl ish resolution , for I

knel t and prayed , and crossed myself, and bowed

to the ground as he did
,
and practically at the same

time.

I took some wh ile arranging how I should sleep.

I had , fortunately , two su i ts of clothes, and I

changed from one to the other. S leeping in one’s

sh irt was out of the question. I spread my great

coat over my portion of the sheepskin . I fixed my

pack in such a way that i f any one pulled i t I should

infall ibly waken up. As I had a pair of long

stockings I drew them over my trouser legs , and

put my money down at the ankles under all . I lay

down and the l ight was put out.

Many of my boat acquaintances came along and

looked in at the curtain , to the obvious distaste of

my companion
,
but I fel t rather glad of them . I

chatted as long as they would. At last they came

no more and there was a time of s ilence. There

was no buzz of conversation ; even the mutter of

prayers died down somewhat , and I committed

myself to go to sleep.

J ust as I was dropping off, however, I saw the

dark curtain in front of me gently moving, raising

i tself as ‘ i t were. I stared in si lence . The curtain
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revealed a dark shadowy face , dense hair crowned

with a biretta. I t was to al l appearance that of a

monk . The face peered intently at my compan ion

and at me . I feigned to be asleep
,
but my bed

fel low was actual ly snoring . The monk stretched

out an arm from h is robe and bent down .

“What do you want ? (S/iio rzam nuz/mo .
9) I

cried sudden ly.

The monk started . My companion wakened

and rubbed his eyes.

Nothing, noth ing, said the mysterious v is i tor.

God bless you ! Good even ing, Ph i l ip.

”

“We l l , and what do you want now ? Why are

you prowl ing here my companion asked .

“ Oh , don
’t be angry ! You ’ve got a v is i tor

,
I see.

That
’

s not the old one. Where ’s he gone

To Nazareth with the caravan .

And th is is one of to -day ’s arrivals ?

Yes .

Ah , and what m ight your province be ? asked

the monk , turn ing to me. He had a somewhat

drunken gait. I told h im I came from the Don

Prov ince , but was not born there.
“ Ah ! he repl ied .

“ I know Don Prov ince

very wel l . We ’l l exchange impress ions later on .
I must go now , but i f you

’l l make room
,
I ’l l come

back in an hour or two and s leep .

N0 room ,

” said Ph i l ip .

The monk appealed to me.

I can eas i ly find another place
,
I said.
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But nei ther my compan ion nor the monk would

hear of my changing. Our mysterious v is itor bade
'

us not to put ourselves out ; he would find a place

at our feet, and saying that , he dropped the curtain

and went away.

Who is he I asked.

“ A friend of yours ?

N e é/zor osky (He is not said my com

panion . He is a th ief. You think he is a monk
,

but there you are mistaken . He is a Greek once he

was a monk at Mount Athos , but he was expel led for

robbery. He went to Russia and there committed

many crimes
,
but he got away as a pilgrim. He is

wanted in Russ ia and there is a price on his head.

”

“Why is he allowed in here

He isn ’t al lowed. No monks are al lowed in

the hostel ry. I t is against the regulations . I f they

w ish to be put up they must go to the special house

for priests and monks . But, as you see, there are

no doorkeepers, for the porter sleeps al l day and

a l l n ight.”

My civi l ised soul wanted the pol ice handy , but

what was there to be done ? I didn ’t rel ish h is

com ing back
,
but I was dead tired , and besides , I

had disposed my valuables in such a way that no

one could rob me without first causing me to awake .

I lay back and fel l into a troubled sleep .

There was a disturbance in the night, but I

heeded it not. Some one seemed feel ing about me .
The curtain rose and fel l. The woman who was

lying next me on the other s ide of the curtain
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screamed
,
and her feet scraped on the hard pal let.

l wakened some time after th is , saw my compan ion

had left me
,
and fel t somewhat rel ieved. I looked

outs ide the curtain ; he was s itting on the bench

next door talk ing with the woman . I went back

and slept. I wakened in perhaps an hour .

The two were sti l l talk ing. I felt rather surprised ,
but went to sleep again . I t was only at dawn that

I learned what had happened in the n ight. The

monk had reappeared , taken away my compan ion
’s

coat , searched i t and brought i t back , fel t my empty

pockets
,
and then given his attent ion to my neighbour.

He was an adept at finding out where the peasant

women keep their money
,
but th is t ime , perhaps

because he was drunken and unsteady , h is fingers

had touched too heav ily the woman ’s bare bosom

for she kept her money in a bag fastened by a tape

round her body. She had started and screamed
,

and the monk fled . My compan ion told me the

story
,
emphasis ing repeatedly h is op in ion that the

monk was ae-ékoros/ij / (not at al l n ice). I t hard ly

needed to be said , I thought, and I rejo iced that

n ight number two was twelve hours ’ distant.

The woman , who was about th i rty-five ,
seemed

greatly alarmed , for she had two hundred roubles i n

her keeping. When the attempt had been made
she could not s leep any more

,
and Ph i l ip had tried

to comfort her. The long conversation had al l

been one of comfort . I counsel led her to go at

once to the registrat ion offices and deposi t every
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rouble of her money . You can never be sure what

wil l happen if i t i s possible for th ieves to come to

you disguised as monks.

We had another doubtful character in the

hostel ry, also a monk , but disgu ised as an ordinary

pilgrim . He had come to make money out of the

pilgrims by writ ing letters for them ,
and do ing

various commissions for money. Ph il ip averred

that he came by the same steamboat as he did.

He had come on board at Mount Athos clad in the

monk ’s hat and gown , but on the day after leaving

the Holy island had packed his clerical outfit away ,
changed into ordinary Russian atti re

,
cut off his

hair
,
and taken his stand as an ordinary pilgrim.

He made great friends with a peasant woman
, who ,

he said
,
was his s ister. The couple had their

resting-place with in sight of our curtained apart

ment
,
and they took almost exclusive charge of the

treadle sewing-machine suppl ied for the use of all .

I said to my companion that s ince he knew the

cases of these two monks , he ought to report the

matter to the au thori ties . The securi ty of thousands

of s imple and innocent peasants was at stake. But

Phil ip hawed and hee ’
-d

, and said i t would be no

good , and that there were three doors and only one

doorkeeper
,
that perhaps

,
for al l he knew

,
the monk

with the peasant girl was an honest character. As

a matter of fact, Phil ip , fourteen times in J erusalem ,

had mysterious business of his own . He kept out

of the authorities ’ way , but of that more anon .



GU IDES AND GU IDE -BOOKS

WHEN a new boy comes to school , some other boy
or boys take charge of h im and show him round ;
they show him the features of the playground , the

redoubts there to
,
be lost and won , the trees where

starl ings are wont to nest ; they show him the

quadrangles
,
dorm itories, studies, sanctums , the

haunts of funny characters , the shop outs ide the

grounds
,
the pl aying-fields, etc. etc. ; he is served

with no printed gu ide at the gate as he enters the

school. There are no guides but the boys them ‘

selves.

I t i s much the same at Jerusalem where these

different chi ldren are , the Russian pilgrims ; when

a new pilgrim comes the old ones show him round

they take h im about and show him everyth ing.

The pilgrims have no Baea
’
eéer , i ndeed no such

th ing exists in the Russian language
,
though even

if there d id , the 60 per cent of the pi lgrims who
are il l i terate cou ld not profit by i t.

When I saw the Engl ish and American tourists
,

hundreds of them , with thei r Arab guides and red
1 12
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handbooks , I could not but be struck with the

contrast between the ways of our nation and those

of the peasant. Why could not the English and

Americans show one another what is to be seen ?

Why do the visi tors fail to become intimate with

the settled colony of Engl ish and Americans there

Why do they think the guide with his absurd patter

is more authority than a chance acquaintance who

has been in J erusalem some weeks already ?

J erusalem is worth visi t ing by every one, even by

rich commercial pagans
,
but not in th is style

,
and

not for these ends.

What is necessary is “ the personal touch , that

which the mercenary and cunning Arab has not.

So artificial is the relat ionship between the guide

and his rich customer, that al l the jokes , al l the

Arab ’s seeming naivete, the things for which you

laugh at him and over him ,
are learnt by him

beforehand
,
together with h is guide -book recitat ion .

Personally the Arab guide is someth ing quite
different

,
as I know, who have spoken to him in

Engl ish
,
French , and Russian , and found his out

ward manner change completely as I seemed to

change nat ional ity. Not that gu ide—books or even
Arab guides are utterly superfluous they certainly

may be an aid ; but what is necessary is an intro

duction to the Holy Ci ty on altogether more

in timate terms.

I for my part had never read a page of a guide

book
,
and I had no need to

' turn to one wh i lst I
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was at J erusalem ; the pi lgrims took me to the

p laces. Later on
,
when I knew my way, I took

some pi lgrims who had come later than I , and

showed them . There was j ust one amusing

danger ; there were so many Engl i sh v is i tors that

I was always expect ing to run into an acquaintance

and be recogn ised— I saw at least three people who

knew me , but my disgu ise served.

Going down the Sacred Way with a pi lgrim

on the first morn ing , we came along beh ind two

Americans and an Arab guide. The guide was

saying

K ip yer hands on yer pokkits, sah , yes , al l the

way along hyah . Th is is one of the oldest b its of

J erusalem , sah ; th is was Whar the Temple stood.

I f you were to begin excavations some twenty feet

to the left of that wal l— kip yer hands on yer

pokkits
— you would come upon the ruins. ”

The tourists , with the ir coats t ightly buttoned

up, turned about them and looked at us suspiciously.

S top !” said the gu ide . Let them get past ;
you get robbed in a second down hyah , and the

robber is off into the crowd before you know whah

you ah.”

The Americans sn iffed the air as we passed

them. My pi lgrim , not knowing Engl i sh , of course

knew noth ing of the l i ttle comedy. He mumb led

hurriedly , “ Here J esus Christ stumb led when He

was carrying the cross—you know —and a gir l
gave H im a cloth to W ipe H is face.” As I said I
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knew , the pilgrim dived down into the cave where

there is a sort of waxwork representation of the act

o f S t. Veronica. At the moment When the guide
would be resuming h is archaeological prattle

praetorium here , prmtorium there — the suspected

pickpocket was flat down on his breast before the

ikon not made by hands.

Later on we went to the place where the

monastery of S t. N icodemus is being built
,
and we

had tea with the founder in a room off the gal lery

where Christ is supposed to have conversed with

N icodemus. As we came out on to the road we

met two ponderous gentlemen coming up the steep

way astride of l i ttle asses . They had long bamboo

poles in their hands , and kept clumping the l ittle

beasts wi th them between the ears. A tall , bare

legged Syrian ran bes ide them he wore an ancient

rusty garment
,
tattered at the knees , and on his

head a white turban .

“ Come up
, you brute ! said one tourist to

h is ass.
“ Head h im off there , Frank !

” said the other,
bash ing h is donkey ’s ears with the hollow-sounding

bamboo .

“ I n th is haas P i late l ived , said the Syrian as

they passed.
Real ly drawled the one addressed as Frank.

His compan ion ’s steed had got the better of its

rider
,
and i t showed an incl ination to continue its

way tai l foremost.



1 1 6 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS I I I

Yes
,
sah

,

” said the Syrian .

“ And undah th is

church is the dungeon whah ahr Sav iour was

skahgedf
’

“ Ah
,
dear me ; that

’s very interesting. But

give my beast a whop up beh ind, wi l l you .

That’s right ! Now I tel l you I
’m not com ing out

on one of these an imals again. I ’l l trust my feet, I

reckon. Come
,
let’s get along. P i late’s house, you

say. That
’s interesting. Be sure and don ’t m iss

anyth ing.

”

The peasant pi lgrim looked solemn ly at the

h igh -mettled asses . “ I f you ’re not used to i t ,
i t’s better to go

'

on foot , he said at last. “ The

Frenchmen don ’t h i t anyth ing l ike hard enough .

“ They ’re not French , but Engl ish , I th ink , and

rather k ind-hearted ,
” I urged , laugh ing to myself.

“ Engl ish ,
’

said the peasant, .looking after them

with adoration .

“ I f I ’d known that I ’d have

looked at them more carefu l ly. The Engl ish are a

noble people.”

We went along to the old city wal l
,
to the point

where Cook
’

s offices are and a great number of

curio shops. Here a crowd was col lected in the

street , and my companion was curious enough to

stop and stare. A photograph was being taken of

a very tal l , blue-eyed , fai r-haired woman wearing a

brass c irc let on her head and trip le bangles on her

arms. She wore an anc ient embro idered scarlet

costume that wou ld serve as a representation of

Babylon at a fancy dress bal l , and the somewhat
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large toes of her bare feet were stuffed into l i ttle

l i lac-coloured Turkish s l ippers.

What is she said the bewildered pilgrim.

Look hard , I repl ied.

“ She’s a fine Engl ish

lady dressed up in the garments of beautiful dark

Syrian girls as they used to dress hundreds of years

ago. She has been into that shop
,
put off her fine

things there, and changed into these. Now they
’re

going to take her photograph. See, the photo

grapher is coming out of the shop. There’s her

guide standing by her, and there
’s her husband

,
I

th ink.

The husband seemed to be repenting that he

had agreed to the affair. The crowd annoyed h im .

But suddenly some officious sons of the desert

rushed in and cleared a space , and the photographer

got a clear view of the p icture.
“ Ah yer reddy Ah yer kwyte reddy said he.

The tall lady came more into v iew. I forgot

to say she was wearing tight corsets under th is

magnificent attire , and that she had a fine ly

developed bust l ike a great armful of cream roses

standing above a sl im curved vase. She was

trying to stand at her case, putting more of her

weight on to one foot than on the other. She

looked what the lady novel ist calls “ perfectly

lovable at that moment. And when the Eastern

photographer asked if she were ready , she gave

assent by looking upward with her pale-blue eyes

above the people
’s heads , swaying her body the wh i le.
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Thank yah
,
said the photographer, and the

crowd closed in again . The peasant took it al l in ,
and didn ’t utter a word t il l we started walking again.

At last he rol led out h is four - sy l lab led word of

approbation.

K /iorosAaj /a saidihe . Fine !

What ’s fine

The lady
,

” said he
,

“ and tal l

We came up the J affa road toward the hostelry

again , and there at a corner is a shop whose windows

were pasted out with advert isements of th is sort

CHUBB’S TOURS .

TR IPS UP THE N ILE
,
IN THE DESERT, TO

JORDAN , THE PYRAM IDS, etc. etc.

W ITH CAMELS OR IN TENTS .

EVERY CONVENT ION OR NO CONVENT ION .

F REE INFORMAT ION BUREAU .

STEP INS IDE !
F REE L IBRARY F OR TRAVELLERS .

GU IDES, OUTF ITS, MONEY,
STEAMBOATS .

CARAVANS, PASSPORTS, etc. etc.

Outs ide of th is at the door a Syrian c lerk was

bowing out a rich nobleman
,
or one of those “ born

in the purple of commerce. ”

Jaast as you please , s ir, said the Syrian ;
jaast as you l ike. Jaast as you please , s i r ; just as
you l ike.

“What magnificent words ! I thought. How

symbol ic ! That man with h is money can get any

mortal th ing. How fortunate he is ! Yet I th ink
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Chubb was deceiv ing him . What he gets from

Chubb and h is guides won ’t be exactly what he

pleases to have and what he l ikes . When he goes

with his family to the place where the five thousand

were fed he will have to hurry back to the hotel

for a meal . When he comes to the Jordan he wil l

not see the l ife-giving stream , but wil l be rather

bored . I should add to Chubb ’s announcement and

h is “ Every convention or no convention the l i ttle

text
,
Who drinketh of th is water shal l th irst again .”

J erusalem is an extremely ancient- looking ci ty ;
there is noth ing modern about i t except its Easter

vis itors. I t has no electric trams , no broad streets ,
no large shops or offices—even i ts hotels have a

ramshackle appearance. None of the modern c ities

of great antiqu i ty look their part as Jerusalem does .

I ts stones are indeed old—though not so old as they

look , for in the East they bu ild new houses to look

l ike ruins. A hundred generations have worsh ipped

the l iv ing God in the city which is called '

Jerusalem ;

i ts name and foundations have outl ived nations and

empires.
I t has been sacked and destroyed as many times

as ancient Rome
,
and ever, over the debris , some

people buil t i t up again . The sceptical aver that no

one now knows exactly where the ancient J erusalem

stood—that perhaps it was as much as a mile away
,

and that local isation and ident ification of the Holy

Places are so much pious fraud. I can offer no
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Opin ion here
,
and the point is immaterial

,
for the

peasants have no doubt that th is is the City of

David
,
street for street and stone for stone.

J erusalem is bui lt h igh up
—the mountains do

not stand round about i t. At points i t i s h igher

than in the centre there are the four h i l l s, but they

are not so much h igher than the rest of the town as

the Cal ton H il l
,
Edinburgh

,
i s above P rinces S treet .

They give no mountain landscape or mountain

freshness.

The sun strikes dead down
,
pit i lessly, so that

from twelve ti l l three most Europeans go indoors

and sleep
,
and many shopkeepers put up their

shutters . The population
,
however, i s Oriental , and

the natives do not mind the heat. I ts modern

aspect is that of a provinc ial Mahomedan c i ty.

The streets , strange to say , are very shady , for

they are narrow
,
and the houses on each side are

h igh . They are no broader than Great Turnsti le
,

Holborn— long narrow pavements
,
overcrowded

with the out- tumb led wares of the Eastern shops on

either s ide
,
and ful l of a flocking, turbaned crowd.

Many parts of these roads are arched and roofed
,

and they descend in long gradua l stai rways ; to

enter them is l ike going underground ; the wal ls

and the roofs are grey, l i chened, shadowy , and

anc ient. The most del ightfu l scene there is that of

a train of pann iered camels stalking up the road

through the crowd , or Ioping down .

There are no palm trees in J erusalem and l i ttl e
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greenery of any kind , but the stony slopes of the

h il ls about it are covered with sparse grass and

many wild flowers. There are ol ive trees, cypresses ,
and aspens in considerable numbers outside the

ci ty walls , on the Mount of Ol ives , by and in the

Garden of Gethsemane
,
at Bethany, and at Jericho.

There are great gardens of orange shrubs heavy

laden with oranges at J affa, but not at Jerusalem ,

which stands too high .

At some po ints of the city it is possible to look

far below and away to the wilderness
,
the l ittle

Jordan , and the si lvery pool of the Dead Sea.

Beyond al l these rise the mountains of Egypt— a

greatWall along the horizon .

J erusalem is “ the city that we seek the

d i fficulty is to find the c ity when you get to

J erusalem . J erusalem is different from other sights ,
l ike Rome or Athens or the Pyramids. Even the

most hardened globe- trotter and sight-seer is to a

certain extent a seeker in J erusalem . He is not

qu ite satisfied when he gets there. There was

something beyond what he saw and what he heard

something that he sub -consciously expected to find

but did not. Even the man who thoroughly dis

bel ieves in the B ible story has this feel ing. Hence ,
I think

,
the immense number of gu ide -books to

J erusalem. Hence the mass of J erusalem l i terature.

Tourists and p i lgrims have turned in vain from

book to book
,
seeking the haunting l i ttle secret, the
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someth i ng which the sou l expects to find there.

Every bui lding of J erusalem has been described and

surveyed
,
every inch of the ground has i ts pages of

printed matter, and the baffled reader might wel l be

sick to nausea .

Jerusalem is indeed a “ hackneyed subj ect .

Scarcely any book which tried to give the real

J erusalem cou ld make its way against the existen t

superfluity of books. I t wou ld be s imply lost. I

am not myself try ing to wri te such a volume.

M ine is an attempt to give the story of a p i lgrimage ,
and to make intel l igib le the rel igious l i fe of the

Russian peasantry. But I cannot assume that al l

my readers have read these du l l guide-books and

have been to Jerusalem , nor cou ld I ask them to

take so much trouble in order to fi l l i n the back

ground of the picture. I shal l be pardoned if I

give now and then a few detai ls such as the fore

going, which could no doubt be found in any

gazetteer. For the rest, i t i s one of the ch i ldren in

the schoo l who i s showing you round .



A SERV ICE I N A CHAPEL OF TH E L I FE -G IV I N G G RAVE .





AT THE CHURCH OF THE L I FE

G IV I NG GRAVE

WHEN I announced my intention of going to

Jerusalem , friends told me I was sure to be dis

appointed , that every one going there nursed h igh

hopes which were destined to remain unfulfil led ;
Jerusalem was not at al l what we would have it be ,
what we dream it to be that the commerc ial spiri t

of the Arabs , the fraud and hypocrisy of the Greek

monks
,
and the banal i ty and sordidness of the

everyday scenes would be a great shock to me. I

should feel that my rel igion and the Author of i t

were disgraced , and not in any way honoured or

made more holy by what the Sacred P laces look in

our day. I knew all th is too, i n mysel f, and on that

account should never have gone to Jerusalem
,
i n the

ordinary course of th ings
,
from England and in the

Engl ish way. But now that I have journeyed with

the peasants, understood their rel igious l i fe , and

come with them from the other s ide of Europe
,
I see

al l th ings differently. J erusalem stands revealed as
“ the h ighest of a l l earthly ,

” the real “ Holy of
123
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hol ies.” I t m ight have been that God had sent a

b l ight upon J erusalem as H e did upon Sodom , but

H e found many pure and s imple men worsh ipping

H im there as best they knew how, and the c i ty has

remained unharmed . As long as the Russ ian

peasants and their l ike are gathered together there ,
God wi l l be found in the midst of them—those who
have been disappointed with J erusalem wi l l s imply

not have got there at al l.

The road from the J erusalem of the tourist to the

J erusalem of the p i lgrim is long indeed . The

difference between the man surveying the Church

of the Sepu lchre with a handbook
,
and the poor

peasant who creeps into the inmost chamber of the

Tomb to k iss the stone Where he be l ieves the dead
body of h is Saviour was laid

,
i s someth i ng over

whe lming to the m ind.

For the pilgrimage is the h ighest ri te that

Christian ity has conce ived . As the ri te of Com

munion keeps the memory of Christ “ t i l l H is

coming again ,
” so the pi lgrimage foreshadows the

whole journey of the human sou l i n earth and

heaven . When the peasant has s lept in the sacred

Tomb , and awakened again and gone out of i t once

more , he has been rece ived i nto the presence of

the angels.

But to put as ide for a moment th is fundamental

and personal meaning of the p i lgrimage
,
let me take

i t s imply in i ts relat ion to the Holy Orthodox

Church and the rel igious l ife of the Russian
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peasantry . The pilgrimage to J erusalem is again

found to be a fundamental matter
,
and the Church of

the Sepu lchre to be the mother shrine of the whole

Church . I t i s an extremely interesting matter, and

by no means an idle general isation . Those who

wish to study the rel igious l i fe of Russ ia, to under

stand the reverence for the dead bodies of the saints
,

and the psychology of the l i ttle pi lgrimage ought

real ly to take the J erusalem pilgrimage as a starting

point
,
for i t i s in itself an interpretation and ex

planat ion .

Western Europeans , and indeed even cul tured

Russ ians
,
divorced from the real i t ies of thei r native

land
,
must have often wondered at the bel ief the

peasants have that the dead bodies of the saints

have in them great hol iness , heal ing power, the

strength to work miracles. To take an example

those who have read Tee Br otéers K a r amazov

remember how, when holy Father Z ossima was

dying
,
people came from far and near, and brought

their s ick
,
maimed, and bl ind to be in readiness

for a miracle directly the good man died. He who

i n h is l i fetime had worked no miracles was expected

to work them when he was dead . And not even

anyth ing so credible as that ! I t was actually the

dead body
,
the corpse from which the soul had

departed
,
that was supposed to work the miracle.

I t seems absurd . I t is not quite so absurd to

the s imple Roman Cathol i c, but utterly absurd to

the Protestant . Protestantism reveals itself as
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the rel igion of the mystery of l i fe Orthodoxy as the

rel igion of the mystery of death .

I t is not supersti t ion ; i t does not spring simp ly

from the peasants ’ credul i ty. I t is far deeper than

that. Supersti t ion i s i nfect ious ; th i s other i s

someth ing spontaneous in the Russ ian sou l. I t is

perhaps older than Christ ian ity, th is worsh ip of

corpses , unless we take i t that Christ ian i ty in one

form or another has been existent s ince the founda

t ion of the world .

The Russian bel ieves—though but one in ten
thousand could articu late the bel ief—that when the
soul leaves the body it is purified , that i t leaves in

the body i ts earth ly impuri ties. L i fe i s a sort of

smelting process
,
a refining by suffering instead of

by fire . The deathbed is the final struggle in the

release of the sou l . The Russian is very much

afraid of sudden death ; he is afraid that if he dies

quickly the process wi l l not have been properly

worked out. He l ikes to d ie a prolonged death of

suffering on h is bed , i n order that h is sou l may be

completely purged . To die sudden ly is to d ie l ike

an an imal . And yet that dead body in wh ich is left

al l the earth ly dross is treated as hav ing miracu lous

power. The paradox is on ly an apparent one.
The Russian feels that the corpse has on i t the trai l

of the heaven ly spiri t which has escaped. As when

one looks at an empty chrysal i s case one detects

traces of the bright scales of the w ings of the

butterfly that has escaped , so the Russian is aware
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of a sort of astral s l ime— forgive the express ion

on the bodies of those departed th is l i fe. The holy

man , the great saint , i s essential ly the man who

has greatly suffered , who has refined his sou l to

perfection . And the body of the holy man is the

more holy because a wonderful and celestial spirit

has stepped out of it. I t is even thought that when

exceptional saints die they leave such a trace of

their empyreal substance behind that for many years

the body remains incorruptible and wil l not decay.

The body of Jesus , whilst i t lay in the Sepulchre ,
was consequently the greatest of all earthly rel ics ,
for out of it had flown not only a perfected celestial

spiri t
,
but God of God and Very God of Very God .

That rel ic
,
however, disappeared. The B ible story

is confused : the disc iples were evidently of two

minds as to the meaning of the Resurrection . Most

thought i t meant that Christ rose again , as Lazarus

rose
,
i n h is old earth ly body. There was probably

a strange rumour for many years after Jesus ’ death

that He was abroad in the land and would shortly

manifest H imself. The enemies had said that Jesus ’

body was stolen away by the disciples by n ight.

Al l four gospel writers have this slander in mind as

a most important point to be refuted. Consequently

there is a concerted defence of the material resurrec

t ion . The story of Thomas and of the meal that

J esus ate
,
and many other facts , are given to sub

stantiate the bel ief that the risen Jesus was not a

sp iri t. Yet J esus was taken up into heaven , He
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van ished into i nv is ibi l i ty before the d isc iples ’ eyes

and was evidently not subj ect to the laws of the flesh .

J esus ’ body certainly van ished, and it was never

recovered. Not even an eccles iast ic has ever laid

claim to have in h is church the remains of J esus ,
though such remains wou ld be cons idered the most

holy th ing upon the world . Observe , J esus dead is

hol ier than J esus al ive . For Orthodoxy He was

dead ; for Protestantism He is al ive for evermore .

There are no bones and dust
,
there is on ly the

Sepulchre
,
the place where the sh in ing God stepped

out, the p lace where the glowing , ho ly Body lay .

But that is enough ; i t is as if the Body lay there

sti l l . The stones wh ich the peasants k iss in the

sacred Tomb are pregnant with the very mystery of

mysteries. The pi lgrimage is not so much to the

Holy Land or to J erusalem as to these sacred stones ,
for they are hol ier than priest and church and city .

The same truth appl ies to pi lgrimage in Russia
,
the

holy bones and dust of the sain t depos i ted at the

hol iest place in the church , the throne of the al tar,
are the object of the pi lgrimage, not so much the

church or monastery i tsel f. The promise to God to

go to Jerusalem is cal led in popu lar parlance “ the

promise to the L i fe-giving Grave .”

I t was a common salutation of one pi lgrim

to another in the hostel ry of a morning, Let us go

and k iss the grave !” I t was i n answer to such an

inv itation that I first v is i ted the Holy Sepulchre.

I t happened on the morn ing of the second day ; at



FACES AT A P I LGR IM '

S FUN ERAL .

“
The p

i l
g
r i m ’s who l e conce rn cen t re s ro u nd d ea th , j u s t as t he wh o l e conce rn of t h e P ro t es tan t

cen t res ro u nd l ife .”
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J erusalem on the succeeding night we were al l of us
,

all who wished , to go and sleep there. I t was a

strange contrast to come there by day and to come
there by n ight.

We went away down those descending
,
shadowy

,

crowded alleys in the broi l ing noonday
,
threading

our way through a labyrinth— the peasant knew the

way—to the strange l i ttle turn ing that del ivers you
unexpectedly into the sight of the Sepu lchre.

“ There, that is the Grave , said the peasant ,
pointing over the crowd of hawkers and buyers who

occupied the square in front of the church . I beheld

a heavy , anc ient bui lding with two disproportionately

large doors
,
one of which was mortared up . We

stood in the square facing the doors, and on each

side of us, not detached from the church , were the

ancient bu ild ings of the monasteries of the Grave

in which formerly the pilgrims were accommodated.

I t was a surprise . The whole was so ru ined,
so patched and grimed

,
so ancient , and withal so

enigmatical . I t seemed as if i t might have been

produced on ly the n ight before by some evi l

magic ian . Certainly that round which the Crusader

and the Saracen had fought , and round which now

the Arab hawkers loafed and screamed , was not

beauti ful. I t had in i t an appearance of death .

This is real ly rather a horror to the fastidious .

The noise about i t and the offal of the East are

appal l ing. What shal l one say of the Turkish

gendarme .sprawl ing on a sofa at the entrance
K
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smoking h i s c igarette and laz i ly looking at h is

hal f-drunk cup of coffee ? Even with in , there is

heard
?

the noise of the incautious movements of

Greek and Armenian priests ; the church is vast

and strange, ru ined , dirty beyond words, with

verminous wal ls al l cracked and ch ipped. One has

entered into a mysterious and awfu l chamber. I

came, of course , not to look but to pray. I on ly

real ise now ,
as I wri te , what I saw. A strange

thought rose to my mind as we bent down to enter

the chamber of the Holy of ho l ies, that M ary, the

mother of God
,
was the first p ilgrim to the L i fe

g iving Grave, and up to that moment we were the

last.

I fol lowed the pi lgrim humbly and prostrated

myself at the great stone of anoint ing that l ies i n

the doorway
,
and kissed i t after h im . I fol lowed to

various l i ttle shrines with in the temple and repeated

the reverence , and then bent down to enter the

tunne l staircase to go to the very cleft i n the rock

where the sacred Body was la id . The church is

bui l t about the crowned and adorned Sepulchre
,
and

the latter, made square on al l s ides , suggests to the

m ind the idea of the sacred Ark . I veri tablyheld
my breath as I fol lowed the pi lgrim . And for me

the bond was loose I do not bel ieve l ike a peasant.
What the poor, s imple p i lgrim must feel , when at the

end of h is long journey from the quiet l i ttle v i l lage

in the backwoods , he gets to th is point I leave to the

imagination. I t is a wonder that on that stai rcase
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peasants hearts do not stop. I should not be

surprised to hear that many have died there before

now. We crawled forward in entire reverence and

touched most del icately with our l ips the shrine of

shrines . We were in the womb of death . Even the

consciousness seemed drawn away and we walked as

in a dream . I remember my surprise
,
when as I

l i fted my head from kneel ing, I suddenly felt a spray

of water on my face, a tingl ing in my eyes, and a

breath of perfume. I had not noticed the priest,
who sat in the background

,
holding an aspergeoire

i n h is hand with which he sprayed each worsh ipper

with holy water.

The pilgrim had been many times to the Grave,
and he showed me a carved baptism cross which

he had taken in with him to the inner sanctuary, and

held in that spurt of rose-scented water. When

he got back to h is nat ive village
,
greater gift than

th is cross thus sanct ified could not be with in h is

power. I t would be someth ing to outlast l ife and

the world i tself—a token round the neck of the

wearer when dead—the same token round his neck

on the final day of resurrection.

For the peasant goes to J erusalem in order that

he may die in a certai n sort of way in Russ ia. H is

whole concern centres round death just as the whole

concern of the Protestant centres round l i fe.

This was our experience of the n ight in the

Tomb . We outl ived al l the possib i l i ties of death

in that n ight. As I said , i t was a strange contrast
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to the day-scene . A l l the scenery of the world

seemed changed for our benefit. The square was

deserted . The l ight of day and the feel ing of l iv ing

in the presen t moment were gone. Myriads of

stars looked down and spoke to us of the eternity of

the past. We entered the funereal church whose

blackness was only in tens ified by the cand les . We

were in a crowd l ike the bodies in a graveyard .

We were s i lent and morose , and said nothing to our

neighbours . Each ind iv idua l settled down to the

way in which he wished to pass the n ight . Some

prayed , some prayed aloud , some lay prostrate , some

crouched and dreamed , some composed themselves

to s leep. S trangely enough we al l found the church
more verminous than the hoste lry . I cannot say

what each man l ived through . Outs ide
,
I know

,
the

stars rol led overhead in that haggard
,
hungry way

that suggests the pass ing of centuries in a n ight. I

though t of the n ight after n ight of stars that look

down on the earth where we shal l al l be buried , the

stars that wi l l look down on our dead bodies for

ever and ever
,
and I fel t very sad and lonely

,
l ike a

l i ttle ch i ld that had a mother but a whi le s ince and

has just lost her. I dreamed in the dark . Then

some sort of comfort came that I cannot analyse
,

the nameless
,
and I fe l t that a l l the universe had

passed away
,
but we who were lost had al l found

one another again . Taking a turn to look out at

the door
,
I found it was morning

,
and I saw a queer

l i ttle hunchback p i lgrim s itt ing on the cold stone
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pavement outs ide the door of the church. He wore

blue spectacles and was poring over an ancient B ible ,
mumbl ing as he read

,
and I caught the phrase I

wanted, “ I am Alpha and Omega
,
the first and

the last, which was and which is, and which is to

come.”





IV

THE P ILGR IMS





THE UNCOMMERC IAL P I LGR I M

MY attention was first drawn to the comic on the

pi lgrim boat. I was standing by a deaf Turkish

hawker in the port of Smyrna
,
when suddenly a man

with a loud hol low vo i ce addressed my neighbour

Move your hearing ear around

The Turk obeyed , lean ing his head on one side

to catch whatever the possible customer might say.

The pilgrim put his l ips to the Turk ’s ear and

bawled louder than before

I want smoky eye-glasses to keep the sun

off Say your lowest price at once as we lose

time
,
and death is coming.

The pedlar fumbled hastily among h is wares and

produced a pair of spectacles.

Fifty copecks
,

” he said , apologetical ly.

Twenty
,
said the pilgrim .

“ Don ’t waste t ime .

Twenty.

”

Forty-five.

Th irty. That ’s my last figure. Decide

quickly ; i f you don
’t accept at once I shal l go

back to twenty-five and remain at that, after wh ich
I 37
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I should not agree even i f you d id come down to

th irty.”

The poor ped lar cou ld descend no lower, so the

pilgrim left h im
,
and todd led away back to h is place

i n the hold
,
apparently without disappointment.

I fol lowed h im , and heard h im ejacu late to h is

neighbour down below , VsoblagofiolooteAno, mean

ing that he had made h is journey on to the upper

deck , God had preserved h im , and he
’d come to no

harm . Evidently he was one of those who hardly

ever moved from h is place in the hold. He seemed

an extremely original fel low, and I tried to get into

conversation with h im .

“ I f I see another ped lar I ’l l send h im to you
,
I

volunteered .

“ I need no help , said he , “ neither of man nor

of woman . Tel l me . You have a ring on your

finger
—does that mean you have been married for

the second, th ird, or fourth time ?
”

For the fifth
,
I repl ied.

Hoo, hoo , hoo l
” He cast up h is eyes to the

low roof of the hold and giggled. He lost contro l

of h is th in l ips and wriggled with amusement. “ I

qu ite understand that,
” he said at last.

But then a change came over h is countenance .

I asked h im from what prov ince he came , and

apparent ly he took i t i l l.
“ Tambof,

” he said abruptly. “ But to return to

the matter of your wives. You said five I laughed.

Perhaps I had no right to laugh . I don’t know
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you ; you are only an acquaintance. I should

probably never get to know you so wel l that I

could be sure of you . The proverb says that to

know any one as you know yoursel f i t is necessary

to eat forty pounds of sal t , and that in the end of

ends is imposs ible. To be brief
,
the more we

probe into the human nature of our fellow-man

the more bitterness we find. To know a man is

l ike commi tting suic ide by swal lowing sal t a spoon

ful at a time til l we have eaten forty pounds .

Then we know h im and we are dead. Where have

you sprung from ? I take you for a man. You may

be a woman for al l I know in man ’s clothes .

Avaunt !”

I tried to be cheerful , but only got sent away .

So , feel ing rather offended , I went back to my place

upstairs again , and we d idn
’t see one another til l

we arrived at the hostelry.

There I saw him again , and saw him every day,
for he s lept not twenty yards from me. One

morn ing he came up to me with a del iberat ive air

and h imself broke the s ilence. He didn ’t refer to

our previous conversation , and indeed was very

abrupt.
“ Can you tel l me , said he , whether the Dread

fu l J udgment wil l take place in the Val ley of

J ehoshaphat or on the shores of the Dead Sea ?

Some peop le say one th ing ; some another.
”

This question was our re-introduction. He was

a strange l i ttle peasant with a large , idiotic-looking
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head
,
and wasted arms and legs . He wore a

peasant-made wadded jacket and jack-boots into

which hi s l i ttle trousers were tucked. I could not

answer h is question about the Dreadful J udgment ,
but we went together to the Dead Sea shore from

Jordan
,
and he came to the conclusion i t wou ld be

there. We never referred to our first meeting on

the boat , and perhaps he had forgotten i t. Anyway ,
we remained on quite int imate terms to the day of

my departure for Russ ia. Several days he lay il l on
his pallet and cou ld not sti r

,
and I sat beside h im ,

read extracts out of ho ly books , and talked. He

was not an ordinary p i lgrim at a l l
,
but then I think

that each and every one of these seven thousand

p ilgrims , known int imate ly , would reveal h imself as

by no means ordinary. But that is by the way.
Certain ly th is one was abnormal. He spoke i n

en igmatical sentences and often at great length
,
and

in a very complex style. H is voice was so arresting

that i t could be d ist inguished from afar, even in the

buzz of the whole hostel ry speak ing at once. He

made a confession to me.

I was once an alto/iolié. My two great s ins

were drunkenness and adu ltery, a lean ing to the one

as to the other a weakness for strong drinks and for

the female sex . For although God made man and

woman equal and complementary
,
tak ing the One

out of the other, and making one want the other, and

b idding the other c leave to the one
, yet man is not

content for he imagines that happiness is in change
,
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even though he has the stars over h im as an example

of constancy in the very n ight of h is falseness. And

although spiri ts are a superfluity,
God having given

men nerves in certain quanti t ies and proportions

fitt ing to h is v irtues
,
and the strong l iquor upsett ing

those proportions and changing those quantit ies ,
yet man thinks in his smallness that more happiness

is to be obtained by being in the wrong quantit ies ,
out of their balance , not sober , drunken , inebriate

you understand. Yes , these were my sins for

which I suffered in God’s mercy. One day I was

struck down from heaven . I fel t a terrible pain

down the middle of my forehead .

The pi lgrim stopped , and crossed himself three

t imes with awful solemnity.
“ S ince the morn ing when that happened , he

went on
,

“ I have not l i fted a spade or held a rein .

I fel l i l l . My enemies appeared. I became il l and

my enemies appeared the well became ill , the friend

became the enemy . They made a plan to steal my

property.
The peasant looked me straight in the eyes. I

looked at his yel low
,
wrinkled face , and saw that

he was about to trust me with h is most dangerous

confidence.
“ I was eight months in a lunatic asylum , he

went on hasti ly. My enemies contrived it. They

sat in my house wh i lst I was i l l and contrived it.

So I lay in a madhouse ti l l I saw a priest and asked
h im to speak to the doctor. I paid a l i ttle money , I
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may say
,
a l i ttle of the paper with which we ease

our business, he , he, he ! and I managed it.

The doctor certified my recovery. I got the p lan in

a dream . I fel t wel l , and I resolved never to smel l

a glass of vodka any more, and I haven
’t. I know I

should have that pain agai n if I did. I gained much

of my property back then , but finding myse lf useless

for work
,
and having money on my hands and time

,

and reflecting on the mercy of God , I vowed to go
to J erusalem

,
and I put a notice on my house door

to that effect, and col lected many holy commiss ions.
”

This ev idently reminded h im of some duties
,
for

he said to me, I f you are free we can go out into

the c i ty together I agreed to accompany h im
,

and we went out to look at the shops and buy ikons.
We turned down past the cathedra l and the

hospital , and into the town . On
‘

the way I stopped

at a shop to buy some photograph ic material . The

salesman , not understanding the Russian word for

fi lms (plonéi) , I had to explain what I wanted in
French . When I got outs ide again the pi lgrim

a sked me what language I had spoken in .

“ I n French ,
” I repl ied.

They speak i t in your prov ince he queried.
Yes. We learn i t bes ides our own language ;

i t’s often necessary ,
” I repl ied.

We went on along a l ine of eccles iast ical shops

where rel igious ornaments , crucifixes , charms , and

c urios were exposed for sale . My friend evidently

wanted to buy, but he seemed to hes itate. We
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stopped a long time looking at the shop windows
,

and I j udged he was very glad to have me by h im ,

for he would not al low me to desert h im .

At length he seemed to have made his choice of

a shop.

“ You are my witness
,

” he said
,
as we

stood on the threshold.

Witness of what I asked.

Of what I buy ,
” he repl ied .

He bought , first of all , a stout pilgrim
’s staff

,

brass-headed
,
not for himself apparently

,
for i t was

disproportionately large . He was particularly care

ful to inspect i t, and see that i t had printed on the

side of i t
,

“With the blessing of the Holy City of

J erusalem .

The shopman began to pester h im to buy frank

incense. He was an oi ly- l ipped , fat-nosed , dark

salesman
,
a Jew I thought, but he said he was

Orthodox ; said also that he had been educated

for the Church at Moscow, though he spoke Russian

deplorably. “ An unpleasant, fawning, loquacious

shopman
,
I thought.

The pilgrim asked to see a panorama , as he

called it
,
that is

,
a stereoscope wi th a set of J eru

salem pictures . As in th is shop the pictures were

not photograph ic
,
but cheap l i thographs , the pilgrim

was very disappointed . He looked at about fifty

pictures and decided fifty t imes. “ I t wasn’t good

enough . The shopman was mortified. He was

quite a young J ew , had an extreme contempt for

pi lgrims in general , no sympathy with them or
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understanding of them . So when the peasant

refused to take the stereoscope he began reducing

the price. He came down from three roubles fifty

copecks to one rouble fifty , and qu ite unnecessarily

showed of how much he wou ld have robbed us .

My compan ion
,
however, ignored the salesman

’s

personal ity and character. These obv ious ly didn ’t

concern h im . He asked for myrrh , and without any

bargain ing bought three pounds of i t. He got i t

at a reasonable price
,
for the shopman was sobered .

These are ord inary purchases ,
” said L i ubo

mudrof, for that was my pilgrim
’s name— lover of

W isdom , i t means . “ These are ordinary purchases
,

as one man to another
,
God being above us and

th is being my witness ,
” he pointed to me. Now

,

i n the name of the Father, the Son , and the Ho ly
Ghost, Amen .

He turned north , south , east, and west i n turn

and crossed himsel f, the salesman with affab le

famil iari ty and feigned reverence doing the same .

I stood and watched , or examined the th ings for

sale.
“ Now, said Liubomudrof, looking straight at

the expectant shop - keeper
,

“ I want ten thorn

crowns .

What do you want ?

The pilgrim explained. He wanted thorn crowns

such as the Arab peasant women plai t and sel l i n

the streets , crowns made of the same thorns as

those which wounded J esus ’ brow. The salesman
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sent a boy out for the ten, and brought them in a

few minutes while we examined ikons. These also

were bought without bargain ing.

“ Now,

” said the pilgrim
,

“ I want a wooden

baptism cross with a figure of Christ on one s ide ,
and on the other bits of the seven sacred woods

inlaid .

”

“ Forty copecks , said the salesman . Such

goods are sold at five copecks.
“ Ah !” said Liubomudrof. “ I do not bargain

over sacred th ings , and I
’m not proposing a reduc

tion . However , I have an order. I don ’t want

one only , no doubt that makes a difference with

you . Now, i f I were to say I wanted ten I suppose

that would be different.”

Oh yes , that would be quite different.

Well
,
then

,
now that I ’ve told you I shan ’t

bargain with you , and you quite understand , tel l me

at what rate you wou ld charge for them now that I

bring an order to you.
“ I ’l l tel l you what I ’l l do , 6222254122 , said the

shopman .

“ So as there shall be no bargain ing,
I ’l l say a min imum price. I ’l l say th irty copecks

each
,
and I ’l l give you a spec ial large cross in for

yourself as a premium .

”

HOO ,
hoo

,

” said the pi lgrim ,

“ that ’s cheating.

I d id not ask for a premium as you cal l it , and I

don ’t want it. How much i s such a premium

worth anyway ?

We se l l them for seventy copecks at least.
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We l l
,
then

,
distribute that seventy copecks ;

spread it over the other crosses and make the ir

price less. I want twenty-eight
,
that is at least two

copecks less.
“ I ’m quite honest, said the shopman . He

crossed h imself with an appearance of devoutness .
“ And now

,
I ’l l tel l you what I

'

ll do .

Seeing that you want twenty-eight
,
and wil l prob

ably bring other orders to me, I
’l l make it twenty

five copecks each , and I
’l l st i l l g ive you the large

cross in .

”

No , no , said Liubomudrof impatiently.

“ The

price i s th irty copecks
,
but I want no premium

,
and

I propose that you deduct two copecks each in

respect of It and make the price twenty-eight. Do

you agree ?

The salesman with a serious and appreciative

look agreed , but he said he would give the cross in

al l the same . This puzz led Liubomudrof, and after

repeating that he didn ’t want the cross he seemed

about to leave the shop .

The shopman hasti ly put i t away and took the

order
,
sorting out the crosses . Liubomudrof re

jected seven as be ing bad specimens , lack ing the

inlay of the seven woods. When the twenty-eight

had been found , the shopman offered the pilgrim

chains by which to attach the crosses— they were

the sort wh ich are hung round the neck .

Liubomudrof rej ected them .

“ S tring is better
,

said he.
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The shopman , however, put in two as a bounty ,
and even offered me one free. He was excited at
the money he was tak ing.

Liubomudrof then bought five funeral shrouds
a nd five black skull - caps embroidered with si lver

coloured crosses . He also bought a sheaf of h ideous

oleographs , and twenty l i ttle manufactured and
s tamped tablets of J erusalem earth

,
and he ordered

an ikon of S t. Ignatief to be special ly painted for

him , indicat ing exactly how it was to be done
all without bargain ing. Then he requested the

man to make out a bi l l and receipt it
,
and said he

would pay. He waved a twenty-five rouble note.

The shopman , to my surprise , was very much dis

i ncl ined t o wri te out a bil l. He was afraid that

Liubomudrof might show his bil l to the authorities,
and that how much he had overcharged would be

noticed by them . The pilgrim ,
however, was firm ,

a nd was ready to go out of the shop qu ite happily

and cheerful ly
,
resign ing al l his purchases i f he could

not have a receipt . The salesman therefore, though

very unwi l l i ngly
,
wrote out the l ist, the number, and

the price. Liubomudrof corrected h im several t imes

o n un important points. At the end he signed his

name s imply “ Dmitri .” I said i t was not enough ;
t hat a surname was needed , and the name of the

shop
,
but Liubomudrof said , “ No , Dmitri is

s ufficient.
” Again there was trouble over the

c hange , for among the Russian gold was a ten

franc p iece which was supposed to be the same as
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five roub les. The pilgrim refused the com ; didn
’t

know what i t was , but refused it as bad . It

hadn ’t got the Tsar ’s head on ,
” he said. Affecting

to examine the coin i n h i s fingers, the shopman

dropped it
,
and fool ing us to the top of his bent,

he l isped out , “ Ah ! God have mercy !” There

lay the yellow coin of the Republ ique Francaise

of 1 8 75 , and before he picked i t up he made the

s ign of the cross over i t.

At last
,
with right change

,
with a b i l l of a

kind, and loaded wi th purchases, we left the shop.

Liubomudrof chuck led .

Vso May a /22124220, he said , us ing the same

phrase as when he got safe ly back to h is seat in the

ho ld on the pi lgrim boat.

Some days later he brough t me a long document

to sign .

CERTIF ICATE

Th is is to cert ify that on the 1 2 th March 1 9 1 2 , Pavel?
Pavlovitch Liubomudrof, a p i lgr im at J erusalem,

bought
in the Holy C ity of J erusalem, at Dm itr i ’s shop , near the
church of the L ife-

giv ing Grave etc.

He enumerated wi th many explanations the

th ings that he had bought and the price paid for

them . At the end i t was s igned
,

“ Pave l Pavlovitch

Liubomudrof,
” and under that s ignature came

another five l ines to th is effect

I cert ify that I was w ith Pavel Pavlovitch Liubomudrof

on the 1 2 th March
,
and w itnessed all these transact ions,

and I cert ify that the th ings were bought as wri tten.

above.
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Then I understood how it was he had said I was

h is witness , and I signed.

The Comic was very fond of making out long
,

official- looking documents
,
and he spent nearly the

whole of one day compos ing and copying out a long

peti t ion to the Governor of Tambof, apparently

about h is property. He had his mysteries .

One day he came to me and said
,
I want your

help. Write me a telegram in French . Translate

th is for me and take it to the Turkish post -office.

”

Why in French I asked .

They won’t take a telegram in Russian
,
he

repl ied.
But to Whom are you sending it ? ” I enquired.

A friend in Russia,
” he repl ied ; “ that i s

i rrelevant.
But wil l he understand French ? ” I asked.

This was a poser. I t seemed very certain that

the pilgrim ’s friend was s imply an uneducated

mouzhik. The upshot was that we went to the

post - office ,
and we found that the Russian

telegram could be sent
,
but it wou ld have to be

trans - l iterated
,
that is

,
written in Latin letters .

So the telegram was sent, “ Pay K islovsky I OO

roubles —Liubomudrof.
” I wonder if it was under

stood at that rural post - office to which i t was

d irected .

Yes
,
we did a great many such th ings together

,

and the pi lgrim came to regard me as an indispens

able person . He came along at al l times and at al l
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hours , and asked me the most aston ishing questions

to the great distaste of Ph i l ip who l iked privacy.

Then Liubomudrof and I went to J ordan . We

spent together the morn ing of the rece iv ing of the

Sacred F ire. But of these matters I must speak

in due place.







PH I L I P

BEF ORE relating the story of the caravan to Jordan
,

I must just say a word about a pilgrim who was the

very oppos ite of Liubomudrof i n his deal ings w i th

the shOp -keepers, namely, my enigmatical acquaint

ance Phi l ip. Phil ip was a commercial person at

J erusalem ; praying took but a th ird or perhaps a

fourth place in his l ife there.

He was a L i ttle Russian from the prov ince of

Podolsk
,
a large settlement near the Austrian

frontier. I know I was rather incl ined to set it

down to the influence of Austria that he was such

a pecul iar peasant. I h it on the wrong person

when I went to l ive with h im at the hostelry . I f

any one wished to wri te a book on al l that was

wrong at Jerusalem
,
Phil ip would have been the

type to study . He was a tal l , ful l-blooded peasant ,
broad-shouldered but fat , with a large, dirty , black

haired
,
unshaven face , fat nose and cheeks , round

ch in
,
dreamy

,
affectionate , but cunning eyes ; his

hai r brushed back over a clever, roofed head ,
showed a high but red and wrinkled Russian fore

1 5 1
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head. H is bushy moustache hung in a sensual sort

of drop over th ick
,
red , sluggish l ips . He was th irty

five. He walked with a pecu l i ar j aunt, l i ft ing h is

back up and down as he went , wore a sugar- loaf

sheepskin hat
,
and talked in a low, musical whisper.

He l iked to descend into an artificial , ch i ldish s ing

song when he was talking fam i l iarly ; he knew

every one , and whenever any troub le arose about

places or the l ike in the hostelry, he always settled

i t in a way that led the other peasants to th ink he

had authority to do so.

I d id not persona l ly fee l drawn to him . He was

much more dirty than he seemed ; h is curtained

apartment was suffocat ing ; I feared he was i n

league with the p ickpocket monk. Eventual ly I

discovered so many of h is ways, and he had so

much reason to fear and hate me, that I left h im for

a safer place in the hostelry. Ph i l ip was a pander

to the monks , a tout for ecc lesiastical shop-keepers

l ike Dmitri ’s , an agent for bringing credulous p il

grims to priests who said prayers to God on pay

ment of money , a smuggler of goods to Russ ia , a

trader in articles of rel igion and Turkish goods
,
an

immoral ist H e infringed al l the rules of the

Palestine Society, had an understand ing with all

the lower officials , paid noth ing for h is keep , did

not give h is passport in , could even get h is d inner

free. He was p ious with a genu ine ch ildl ike p iety
,

made a journey to Jordan to get ten bottles of the

real J ordan water , and wou ld not th ink of fi l l ing his
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bottles at J erusalem and lying when he got home ;
but he was all on the side of disorganisat ion and

corruption , and the presence of such in the fold is a

menace to the sheep and to the good work and

name of the shepherds— the Orthodox Palestine
Soc iety.

He was in J erusalem to make money, and he

carried back to Russia each year something l ike four

hundred pounds of luggage , though he came with

on ly a sack on his back . And he bestowed all that

immense quanti ty of stuff on the ship
,
and took it

through the Customs at Odessa without paying a

farth ing for freight or duty. He had had much

experience, and knew his way about , both in Russia

and Jerusalem .

I must say h is ways puzzled me. All one day he

cut up potatoes
,
pared them

,
sl iced them

,
and hung

them on strings to dry. The next day he did the

same , morning, noon , and n ight, and he seemed to

have patience to go on for etern i ty. Our apartment

was hung with ‘

strings of black sl ices and presented

an extraordinary appearance . Moreover, no one

else in the whole hoste lry was doing such a thing or

had such strings drying. The other pilgrims were

very curious ; but to all questions Phil ip answered

that Turkish potatoes dried were good in soup

which was untrue . Whoever heard of any one

putt ing ancient black sl ices of bitter potatoes in

soup ? H is explanation to me was more amazing

than the act. “ Don ’t tel l the others : the potatoes
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are for the peasant women in our v i l lage they break

the sl ices up and put them in thei r tea i t ’s good for

toothache
,
headache, stomachache . The Arabs use

i t. Once I took a pound home , and they were l iked

so much that now whenever I go to J erusalem al l

the oaoas come round me ask ing me to bring some

home .

”

Another day Phi l ip brought in seventy-five yards

of musl in
,
and spent hours and hours cutt ing it into

squares
,
and not de ign ing an explanat ion , t i l l one

day he took them out in the morn ing to a J ew

Factory , where he had them al l stamped
“With a

blessing from J erusalem .

“What wi l l you
‘

do with them ? ” I asked .

Give them to the peasant girls at the fair, he

repl ied , for a copeck or so.
”

“ But how can a Jew give the mus l i n a bless ing

from J erusalem by stamping with a mach ine
“ I shal l lay them on the grave ,

” he repl ied.

We went out one morn ing, and after long haggl i ng

at a shOp
— not Dmitri ’s— bought s ixty -s ix pounds

of frankincense , wh ich he carried home on h is back

in a great dun-coloured sack .

But instead of going into al l these commercial

i n iqu i t ies , I wi l l te l l of a l i ttle outing he and I had

just before going to the Jordan . After al l I shal l

have to tel l more of Ph i l ip ’s ways when I te l l of l i fe

in the hostelry as i t was when al l the new p i lgrims

came and the o ld ones returned from N azareth

when we had a fu l l house.
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Phi l ip said , “ Let us go out to pray
,
and we

went to the Church of Christ’s torments
,
a Greek

temple where the service was not in Russian , and

neither he nor I knew much of the meaning. There

was a great crowd of well -dressed Greeks
,
and we

stood at the back prostrat ing ourselves on the cold

stone
,
actually outside the church door. Directly

the serv ice was ended we took candles and went

down to do reverence in the dungeons . Being at

the back of the congregation we were in a fortunate

posi tion , for many worsh ippers wished to do as we

did
,
and it was well to be the first to go down the

dark stairways .

They bought i t recently from the Turks
,
said

Ph il ip. They dug it up and found a lot of human

bones —see !

He pointed to l ittle piles of bleached human

bones that the monks had arranged edifyingly.

Ph il ip was qu ite serious. Though h is purposes at

J erusalem were commercial he had no doubts of h is

rel igion . We went into the den where Christ was

scourged
,
and kissed the stones and the ikon of

Christ set up there. We also kissed the stone

stocks in which Jesus is supposed to have been set.

We prostrated ourselves in the room where Jesus

was kept wai ting whi lst P i late harangued the people

and offered them Barabbas ; we even saw the basin

in which P i late washed h is hands. I forget some of

the l i ttle shrines in these dungeons . There was the

p lace where the great ikon of J esus crowned with
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thorns is kept
,
the den in which S t. Peter lay when he

was del ivered by the angel . We hurried along from

one to the other, l ighting up the dark corners with

our fl i ckering tapers . As we went out we heard the

hoarse vo ices of gu ides showing these curios it ies to

European vis itors.

We drank tea and wine with bread and rais ins

with a hosp itable priest at the back of the bu i lding,
a nd he persuaded me to write down the names and

addresses of three v irtuous peop le in Russ ia.
“Write down al l , al l you know , he urged . But I

averred that that was al l I cou ld te l l h im .

“ A l l

r ight
,

said he
,

“
now I shal l make you a

present. ” And he’ gave me a l i ttle oleograph picture

of Christ s i tt ing in the stocks. I t was part of

Phi l ip ’s bus iness to bring pilgrims to th is priest the

latter was c ircular is ing peop le in Russ ia for sub

scriptions for the bu i ld ing of h is church .

Phi l ip took me away to vis i t an acquaintance of

his
,
a l i ttle Russ ian monk from h is own distr i ct ,

Father Constanti ne , a m iserab le , melancholy herm it

who l ived in a cel l near Herod ’s wal l. Evidently

Father Constantine had wanted to see Phi l ip for

some time , for he talked to h im very anxious ly and

paid no attention to me . I ndeed
,
he came to us

before we got to h is door and hurried ly brought us

in . I t was a room no b igger than a large cupboard ,
and it lay in unimaginable d irt and disorder. The

table was a three- legged stoo l ; we sat about it on

prov is ion boxes. On the tab le was a large bottle of
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church wine and two glasses. The fat l i ttle monk ,
who was dressed in greasy

,
ancient clothes

,
leaned

across to Phil ip , put a l i ttle fat hand on his

shoulder , and whispered to h im with artificial sobs .

Go there, go there th is afternoon , I
’l l give you a

l etter for her, she is in a bad state. Give her the

five roubles , that is , wait of course til l she asks for

money. But if she asks, give it her. I t is a lot of

money
,
and I wouldn’t give it i f she didn ’t expect i t

or didn ’t ask for it . See , I have a letter for you ,
I wrote i t yesterday. How dusty i t is ! We need a

c lean out in here the dust i s always fall ing, even on

the wine just poured out. But come , you
’l l have

something to drink .

He poured us out wine in the two glasses, en

qu ired who I was, what government, etc. etc. I

d idn ’t feel l ike wine
,
but I allowed him to pour me

out a glass.
Hungry ? ” said the monk. No doubt ! All I

have is 2 22 51127 .éaséam
’

e (Arab -eating) ; never mind ,
i t’s what God sends, i t

’s not bad.

”

He placed on the stool table a p late of half-eaten

pickled cau l iflower of very sick ly taste , for i t was

soaked in Lenten o il , a basin of black compOte

made from cheap Turkish unwashed fru its , and a

dish of cold cooked grain .

Eat what God has sent, said he , and he

resumed h i s conversation with Phi l ip.

Father Antony is dead , said he.

No said Ph i l ip, “ I had not heard.
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Yes , he fin ished up stark staring mad . For

the last s ix weeks he’s been drink ing every hour.

Nobody ever found h im sober. We daren ’t go near

him he threatened to murder us. When we looked

through the window of h is cel l he shook a razor at

us. I only went once , and he abused me who used

to be h is friend
,
h is bosom companion . So I sa id

as I went away
,

‘ Next time I come it’l l be to sew

you up .

’ So i t was they came to me the day

before yesterday and said ,
‘ Father Constantine , wi l l

you sew h im up

Ai
,
ai

,
ai said Ph il ip in a melancholy s ing-song

voice
,
wagging h is head.

“ Yes
,
they were afraid , they didn

’t l ike to
,
and so

they came to me. I t
’

s the e ighteenth man I ’ve sewn

up here. I t was a sad piece of work wash ing the

corpse and sewing up the shroud
,
but I ’m an

experienced hand .

”

Objurgated at th is po int I resIgned my wine and

handed it over to the monk , who drank down the

contents and poured me out a second . We had only

two glasses between the three. The food was

beyond me
,
but I helped myself, and pretended to eat

j ust to keep them company . They took me for a

mouzhik and paid me no attention . They went on

talking ; I took stock of the room. There was truly

a n unconsc ionab le amount of dust and l i tter, and

even the prints on the wal ls were effaced by dirt
,

.age
,
and fly

-marks. The on ly substant ial piece

o f furn i ture was a cupboard fu l l of wine bottles .
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There was no bed the old fellow apparently slept in

an old blanket on the floor. On one of the cobwebby

wal ls was a notice wh ich reminded me of the ev ils

of degenerate ecclesiast ic ism ; I t was a tariff for

prayers

F or eternal memory in the Monastery
, every day

for ever 30 roubles
F or eternal memory once a week 1 0

F or eternal memory once a year 5
F or a lamp to be lit that shall never be put out 1 00

And I thought, “ This won ’t do at all. To wri te

down a th ing l ike this is obviously s imony even

taking money when there is no definite undertak ing

is a del icate matter
,
but th is is depravity.

” Yet

before I left Jerusalem I saw such a notice in print
,

and I know it has been circulated broadcast.

Poor old Father Constantine, however, continued

his talk : “ Father J oseph wil l be next, he hasn
’

t

been sober for a month
,
he doesn ’t know what he ’s

do ing, he
’l l p ick up the kerosine, drink that, and

there’l l be an end of him. You remember how

Father George died after drink ing methylated spiri t.

O Lord my God
,
what a shock ! Yes, every t ime

I hear a knock in the n ight I th ink , Here it is , a

messenger to say
,
Come and sew up Father Joseph

come and wash his corpse, nobody else dares .

People begin to look on me simply in that l ight. But

who wi l l sew me up when my turn comes ? I also

am a s inner. I ’m not so sober as I was.”

Ph il ip and he were at their fifth glass at th is point .
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I had resigned my glass long s ince , for i t was a

heavy
,
oppress ive wine.

The monk showed a tendency to sob . Suddenly

someth ing seemed to happen to h im . He was

look ing up at the ikon as if i t were far, far away

star-gaz ing at i t
,
in fact . Phi l ip

,

” he said , “ I pray

each day for forgiveness to the b lessed Mother of

God
,
and it seems I see her move towards me. At

th i s point he ceased speaking, and stared into

vacancy as if he saw someth ing we did not. His

eyes caught a v inous , but beatific expression , floods

of tears rol led down h is red cheeks , and he held up

h is l i ttle fat fingers as i f to take some gift of mercy

to his bosom .

I must say I was aston ished , for the o ld fel low

was certainly not act ing a part. I feared he had

gone mad. But the mood passed as sudden ly as it

had come . The tears dried. He turned his atten

tion to me .
“ You ’ve no doubt got some one to pray for

,

’

said he , “ some in your v i l lage for health of body or

peace of sou l . Why go to Beth lehem
,
or Nazareth

,

or J ordan . They take your money there and forget

al l about you ! Ph i l ip knows . He cares for the

poor pilgrim , has been here ten t imes at least, and

knows all the frauds. J ust shel l out al l the papers

you ’ve got and the subscriptions
,
and I ’l l see that

everyth ing ’s carried out properly.

”

I was nonplussed. I haven ’t any
,
I said . You

can pray for my mother and father i f you l ike.
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God rest thei r souls ! Give me their Christian
names .

“ Oh , they are al ive, said I , “ but perhaps you

had better pray for me . I
.

am a great s inner ;
here ’s fifty copecks. And many thanks to you .

”

We rose to go out. The monk gave Phil ip the

letter. “ Be sure and go to the nunnery
,
said he ;

“ find out about her. Don ’t give her the money

unless she asks for it. Five roubles is much
,
very

much Don’t forget and come back again

as soon as you can.

We parted.

“What was the matter wi th him ? ” I asked

Phil ip when we got out of earshot. “Why did he

stare into the air that t ime and cal l on the V i rgin ?

He had a vis ion of h is s ins , said Phi l ip , in a

matter-of-fact air. He often has them .

My compan ion seemed drowsy and sulky ; he

had had quite enough wine , more than enough ,
i n fact.

I ’ve l i ttle time left before Easter, said he, “ and

a great deal to do. I can ’t spare time to go on that

old monk ’s bus iness . Now I must buy some

th ing
,
so as not to go back to the hostelry empty

handedfi
’

We went into a shop and bought three hundred

crosses. Ph i l ip h i tched the great sack contain ing

them on to h is shou lders , and bore them as a man

does a sack of coals al l the way to the Russian

settlement
,
and to our corner where was the

M
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curta ined apartment. Then , despi te the fact that

t ime was precious, he lay down on h is sheepskin

and s lept t i l l late in the even ing. Father Con

stantine
’

s church wine was potent, espec ial ly in

conjunction with bad cau l iflower, oi l , and compote.



THE MONK YEVGENY

FATHER CONSTANTINE was a type of degenerate

J erusalem monk. A peasant who had had a wish

to l ive worth i ly , he had, no doubt , offered h is soul

to God as many young men do in Russia
,
had re

nounced the world and entered a Russian monastery.
Phil ip told me he had been a monk in a monastery

at K iev, had been transferred to the I l insky shrine

at Odessa, and thence to J erusalem . I t would have

been interesting to fol low the h istory of h is decay .

I t certain ly was a strange ending for a s imple

l ife— drunkenness, rel igious hysteria, and corpse

wash ing.

I met another monk of an extremely different

type
,
Yevgeny

,
also an old man , s ixty-five in fact,

and given to drink
,
but one who was l iv ing h i s life

,

and being young even in old age. I t was he who

raised the scandal over the Syrian girls, he who

preached what I cal led the “ Gospe l of S tupidi ty ”

on the pilgrim boat. He was a type that counts

for far more than Father Constantine in Russ ia and

the world
,
for wherever he went he threw himself

163
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and h is prej udices
,
right or wrong, headlong into

men ’s affairs .

We early came to know one another. The good

old man had warned the p i lgrims to beware of the

Engl ish
,
and amusingly talked with one and knew

him not. I p leased h im by asking intel l igent

questions
,
and somehow or other we spent much

time together at Jerusalem , though we must have

seemed an il l-assorted couple.

Outside the hoste lry were gardens
‘

planted with

pepper trees covered with pepper- corns there were

also many cedars
,
aspens

,
and o l ives

,
and under the

trees were grass swards
,
flower beds

,
and grave l

paths. I t was a pleasant p lace to perambu late the

monks came out to meditate and read the S criptures

there
,
and the peasants , al l flushed with sunburn , sat

in the shade of the trees resting the ir weary l imbs.

I common ly turned up in th is pleasant p lace some

time in the morn ing , read a chapter of the B ible ,
and jotted down in my note-book any particu lar

points in the p i lgrimage that occurred to me at that

t ime as v i tal . Sometimes I wou ld s i t an hour or so

un interrupted , but general ly not more than twenty

m inutes . For Yevgeny wou ld come along and talk

or ask me to walk with h im. He was a jealous sort

of character, and if I had begun a talk with some

peasant he wou ld be sure to come and bear me off
,

saying he wou ld have l iked to stay with them
,
but

as he was an old man h is legs grew co ld when he

sat in the shade.
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He was a tal l man and spare
,
but not th in. He

had good ample shoulders under h is cassock
,
and

stout arms and legs . H is face was anc ient, and

framed in grey hair ; his eyes sunken , yet l ive and

intel lectual ; his cheeks shrivel led and red , with

shadowy furrows . H is gums lacked teeth
,
but he

opened h is mouth wide when speak ing
,
and his il l

pronounced words seemed to gain authority from

his toothlessness. He always stood erect
,
having

a sort of mil itary tradition in h is bearing
,
for he

had been a soldier. His movements were uncom

promising, dramatic, and at times awe—inspiring.

Though no one knew anyth ing much about h im
,

and he had no actual authori ty, he was always a

central figure wherever he went. He commanded
,

instructed , rated , cursed , blessed, and never lost any

dign ity in coming out of a di lemma.

One day we were in the back room of one of the

l itt le pi lgrim -restaurants near the hostel ry
,
and had

each ordered a penny plateful of boi led beans , when

Yevgeny jumped up and addressed the occupants of

the table next to ours ; they Were swarthy , wild
looking Bulgarians with long black hair and dense

whiskers
,
and they wore broad-brimmed black felt

hats cocked jaunti ly over their ears.
“ Am I in the presence of beasts ? asked

Yevgeny.

“ Am I in the presence of beasts or of

men ? Take off your hats ! How do you dare to

come in here l ike Turks with your hats on as if there

were no ikons. I have taken off my own hat
,
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which is a holy hat and need not be removed , and

my friend here
,
a s imple Russian , has taken off h is .

Who are you to keep your hats on

Yevgeny stood point ing to the ikon figure .

Three of the Bulgarians took off the ir hats , but the

fourth paid no attention whatever. He was busy

pouring out wine for h is compan ions.
“What is i t the oaiasAEa i s say ing ? ” I heard

them say.

“ I t ’s our hats , I suppose. What
’

s he

worry ing about ? I sn ’t i t ou r concern

The recalc i trant one
,
a fat, j ov ial man , sti l l kept

h is hat on . Yevgeny cal led for the owner of the

shop, a Syrian Christ ian of commerc ial sou l .
“ You come in here to have your beans

,
said

the Syrian ; you mustn ’t i nterfere with other

customers.”

“ Are you a Christian ?
” thundered Yevgeny.

Then command h im to take off h is hat else I

leave you .

”

The fat Bulgarian went on pouring out wine and

babbl ing in h i s native tongue.
“ Come on , sa id Yevgeny , we wi l l go . No

,

thanks , we don
’

t want your beans. Se l l them to
the Turks , J udas ! Come on , come on .

”

He stalked out of the shop . I remained and ate

my meal . But presently he returned into the shop

storming al l the way , and creating such a clamour

that the customers were frightened and the owner

was certainly vexed .

“ Oh ,
” said he, “ i f he doesn ’t take off h is hat

, or
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i f he isn
’

t turned out I wi l l pronounce a curse over

the shop . I wi ll curse it. I have the power.”

I wondered what was going to happen. Would

there be a great scene ? Would there
,
perhaps

,
be a

fight ? the Bulgarians looked very warl ike . But

no ; I was far out in my imagin ings ; the miracle

of miracles took place. The swarthy peasant
,
the

offender, h imself a pilgrim , took off h is hat and

came up to the monk, and said in a gentle, s imple

voice
“ Forgive me , father ; I didn

’t know you were

referri ng to me . My back was to you
,
and I didn ’t

know you were a father ; forgive me now and give

me your blessing.

“ You sincerely repent ? said Yevgeny.

I d idn ’t know. Forgive me. Give me your

bless ing.

“ I f you repent I forgive you , said the monk ,
somewhat aston ished , and he made the s ign of the

cross over the kneel ing peasant, very solemnly

pronounc ing a blessmg the whi le .
“ And now I shal l kiss you ,

” said the Bulgarian ,
and with great gusto and s imple happiness he kissed

the old red
,
wizened

,
hairy cheeks of the monk and his

aged l ips. We al l looked on , and it was as i f a ray of

morn ing sunsh ine had leapt down us upon after rainy

weather. Every one in the whole estab l ishment

fel t aston ishingly happy.
“ I t was a v ictory ,

” said the monk afterwards

when we got into the street.
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Another day we went down to see the

Mosque of Omar
,
which is bu i l t as they say over the

ru ins of Solomon ’s Temple
,
and Yevgeny had par

taken plenti fully of the j uice of the v ine . I need the

wine to keep me warm ,

” he used to say apologet i

cal ly
,

“ my l imbs go very cold now every day

because I ’m getting o ld
,
and my time is drawing

near ! We had gone on our own account, that is,
without any letter to the Turks to let us in

,
and of

course had been turned back
,
for the Mosque i s

accounted v ery sacred , and is kept very jealously

guarded from the chance footsteps of the unbel iever.

Yevgeny
,
with the pass ion of cross versus crescent

i n h is bosom
, was very angry , and tried to force Iris

way through
,
but was stopped by the Turk ish

soldiers. We retraced our footsteps through an

animated and somewhat hosti le crowd of Arabs.

And al l the way back Yevgeny cu rsed them
,
shouted

Anathema, and made fork l ightn ing with h is two

fingers and thumb put together and dashed through

the air i n mystic s igns. I should explain that the

two fingers and thumb together symbol ise the

Trin ity. We were surrounded by a crowd of

Easterns, coffee faced , with gleam ing teeth , be

turbaned. I thought there was going to be trouble
,

when sudden ly a reasonable o ld fel low
,
whom I took

to be a Pers ian , spoke for the Mahomedans. Why

are you angry , o ld man ? You wou ldn ’t al low us

into your Sepu lchre. Why shou ld we allow you in

our Mosque ? ” Yevgeny , who was a thorough
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fire-eater, had real ly great dramatic force in h im .

He never ceased to walk forward with me even

when he was addressed
,
and he never ceased fork

l ightning with his fingers ; but when it looked as if
we should be driven by a mob he suddenly stopped

,

faced his foes , and dramatical ly put as ide h is black

cassock , showing underneath a great red cross

embroidered on a black shirt. Every one stood

back , and the superstit ious Moslems half expected

a miracle . “ And now,

” said Yevgeny
,

“ begone
,

accursed With that the crowd dispersed
,
and as

we went forward once more i t was only a few

curious who were watch ing us.
“ A victory

,

” said the monk to me . I t is always

necessary to fight with force. Once I had energy ;
now I am weaker. You know what I bel ieve , weak

speaking sets people against you ; never speak at

all unless you are going to conquer.
“ Do all monks wear that cross ? ” I asked , “ I

never guessed it was there under the cassock.

”

No
,

”
said

,
he ,

“ only a few of us are perm i tted

to wear i t. I t is a special honour and priv i lege .

I t needs perhaps a th ird incident to show Father

Yevgeny in action . One afternoon he asked me to

come with h im to see a Bulgarian monk at the

monastery of the Sepulchre, and we went along the

famil iar alley to the strange square where the

Church of the Grave looks out, and we entered one

of the doors at the side and went up a stone stairway

to the brother’s cell. Here i t turned out that i t
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was not the Bulgarian monk that we had come to

v is i t
,
but h is s ister

,
a pious woman who had heard

of Yevgeny
’

s celebri ty and wanted his advice. She

was very good - looking, about five-and- twenty , of

ful l figure
,
large pale face , and extraordinari ly

abundant black hair. Directly Yevgeny saw her he

took fright vis ib ly
,
for women he regarded as “ the

devi l
,

” and neither more nor less.

There were four or five quiet people in the

room
,
but the beauti fu l lady was the hostess

,
and

everyth ing centred in her. She made us Turk ish

coffee in th imblefu l cups
,
and gave us l i ttle

squares of Turk ish del ight in which were l i ttle nut

kernels.

Yevgeny tried to talk to the brother and leave

me to the lady , but the latter brought her chair over

and sat opposi te h im .

Do you know
,
father

,
said she

,

“ i t is not with

us as i t i s wi th you in Russ ia. We are al l very

wi ld. Many of us are going astray. I don ’t know

whether i t i s due to the Turks or to the factories.
We work al l we can , but we cannot stem the t ide .
I t seems to me i t needs that some one Shou ld make

a great sacrifice again . The people need an

examp le in contemporary l i fe. I have thought that

perhaps I migh t give up everyth ing
,
al l my goods

and al l my l i fe , and in such a way that our

Bulgarians shou ld know and understand. I t seems

it wou ld be a good work . What do you say ? I

have heard much of your wisdom ,
and I asked my



THE MONK YEVGENY

brother to bring you Forgive me
,
but you see i t

i s not an idle matter.

Yevgeny answered her in the most astonish ing

fash ion . I th ink he was afraid of her in his pecul iar

way. He recited in a loud .voice that passage in

the B ible which tells of how a woman in the crowd

touched J esus , who in H is turn perceived that v irtue

had gone out of Him .

The lady looked at him with an un-understanding

gaze . “ I should l ike
,
without any Vanity, to

become a saint for the people ’s sake, she said.

What must I do ? ”

Yevgeny crossed himself. “ Some people say

one th ing, some say another, said he. “ Good

works are very well , but for my part al l I should do

is to prostrate myself before God . L ike th is

The monk got down on the floor, and lay ful l

length with his forehead on the wood , and for a

whole quarter of an hour lay l ike that , unmov ing,
none daring to d isturb h im or to break the s ilence .

The woman who wished to be a saint seemed

flabergasted.

At last Yevgeny got up and came forward to shake

hands and say good-bye. “ Must be going , said

he “ come along !”

The oa tus/zéa ’

s been having a glass , I heard

one man say to another sou‘

o voce beh i nd me , but I

don ’t th ink i t was exactly that. Yevgeny had a

way of putting himself into b ibl ical s i tuations , and I

fancy he regarded the Bulgarian , who was really a



1 72 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS 1v

del ightful
,
lovable woman , as the dev il , tempting

him to say or do someth ing evi l. H is prostrating

himsel f was a “ get thee behind me , Satan .
’

I t was Yevgeny
’

s way. He told me one

morn ing afterwards how often he had come in

contact wi th the dev il . “ I have l ived a ful l l i fe,
”

said he
,

“ have been stoned , put in prison , have

been in dungeons
,
have been beaten

,
have been

assau lted in the open street , but have always gone

forward. What does the sum total of calamity on

earth matter ? Noth ing can touch our heaven ly

destin ies. S ix t imes I have been arrested even by
our Russian Government

,
on whose s ide I have

general ly Spoken th ink of that l
“Why were you arrested I asked curious ly.

For no reason . Through the most extra

ord inary mistakes. Wherever I go I speak and

act energetical ly. I throw myself among men
,
and

strike out fire . I touch them , I make them repent

of the old l i fe , and turn to the new. And the devi l

i s angry ; he is a lways dogging me about. You

ask how I got arrested ; i t was the devi l managed

it. He always wants to put a stopper on me. He

even prevai led for a whi le ; but I preached to the

soldiers and gendarmes tak ing me, and I made them

confess that they dare not lay rough hands on me.

I walked to the prison a free man. Then I took

the cross in to prison. I st irred them up there— the

robbers , th ieves , murderers . I read to them about

the two th ieves , and let them see their choice. I n
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short there was such an uproar in the prison that

the authorities soon understood how I had been

tricked into gaol by the devil . I always got out

qu ick ly again , and always to find mysel f in extra

ord inary c ircumstances . The devil was always

ly ing in my way trying to prevent me, and but for

the grace of God
,
not only should I have been

prevented but should long ago have been killed . I

am sixty-five and I go on—Slaz/a Teoy e Gospoa
’

y



DEAR OLD DYADYA Jl

LIUBOMUDROF was an original character, and there

were many originals at J erusalem ; i t needs

a certain amount of original i ty to have had the

idea to go there . Ph i l ip was a wo lf in the fold
,

and Yevgeny
,
though a pi lgrim , was also a rel igious

insurrection ist l ike the monk Iliodor, whose doings

have created so much official troub le in Russ ia.

But dear old Dyadya, of whom I must say a few

words
,
was j ust a s imple worshipper— a typical

gentle
,
reverent

,
innocuous , and outwardly-seeming

un interesting pi lgrim. He did noth ing that was

comic
,
and noth ing that drew attention to h im he

was
,
in short, one of the many. I l iked h im , and I

often fel l in wi th h im and talked on the way. I

never learnt h is name , but I always addressed h im

as “ uncle ” and always thought of h im as

dear old dyadya.

”

He was a poor peasant about fifty
-five years old

,

rather frail i n appearance, but having the powers of

endurance of a Northerner. He came from the

1 Both the letters y in dy ady a are consonants, not vowels.
I 74
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province of Tver. The photograph which I took

of h im gives a very fair idea of h is s imple counte

nance. He was commonly v ictimised by beggars
,

Arab shopkeepers, and porters , and so had often
some l i ttle worry in his mind '

reflected in h is face .
He was, however, i nwardly joyful. He had been

vexed when he left home , for the vil lagers had said

i t was fool ish to go to Jerusalem
,
even the priest

had indicated that the journey might not be accept

able to God. But once Dyadya had got into the

company of the other pilgrims he had felt reassured
,

and apart from the satisfaction of his soul he enjoyed

h imsel f immensely .

We went together to Go lgotha and saw the l ife

s ize representat ion of the Crucifixion— the great

cross standing beside the cleft in the rock where

the actual cross is supposed to have been fixed

and we kissed the place where S t. Mary and the

beloved disciple stood looking at the sacrifice . We

also k issed the place where J esus was nailed to the

cross
,
and the great rent which was made in the

rock when He expired . Dyadya prayed a long

time and shed tears of joy. When we came away

he told me in confidence that he should buy a cross

here at Golgotha
,
a large one, surrounded by l i ttle

p ictures showing the whole l i fe of J esus from the

manger to the tomb , and he would take i t home as

an offering to the village church .

They have noth ing from Jerusalem in our l i ttle

church
,
said he . “ But I wi l l buy one of these for
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ten roubles
,
and that wil l be very good. I t wi l l

remain in the church hundreds of years after I d ie ,
perhaps to the day of J udgment. Yes , i t wi l l be

very good.

”

I th ink Dyadya got terrib ly tired that n igh t i n

the L i fe-giv ing Grave . I met h im next day h igh

upon Eleonskaya Gora, where S t. Mary appeared
to S t. Thomas, and dropped her girdle from the
heavens. Dyadya was s i tt ing on a seat, and looked

absolute ly worn out. The church was fu l l to over

flowing
,
many being ob l iged to knee l i n the open

air outs ide
,
and we sat on a seat i n a nunnery

garden and heard the service. We looked down

on a grand scene , the dark val ley of the J ordan

over which rol led many clouds
,
and the far -off

s i lvery sea. Dyadya had scarcely enough
“ go

in h im to be interested. He longed for a kettlefu l

of tea
,
and a loaf. At least so I surmised . I had

in my pocket three musty dates of the cheap and

nasty sort. They were , i n fact, the rel ict of a not

very pleasant pound . I gave them to the old man
,

and he ate them with rel ish , even l ick ing the stones

c lean . Then I counsel led him to l ie flat out on the

seat and rest a l i ttle, and he went off i n to a quiet
doze.

Th is mountain is taken by the Greek Church

to be that of the ascens ion of J esus
,
and on our

way down we came to the cave of S t. Pelagia,
where by trad ition the disc ip les first set up a cross

as the symbol of the Christ ian Faith . Th is seemed
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to give my old friend some further satisfaction in

thinking about the cross he intended to take home

to the v il lage church . He would be doing at his

l i ttle v i l lage what the disciples did at S t. Pelagia’s

cave . I th ink the thought material ly l ightened his

steps as we plodded through the valley of J eho

shaphat once more . We had to pass the Garden

of Gethsemane, and there we pressed our l ips to

the ancient scarred stone of porphyry which is

said to be part of the column by which Jesus

stood when Judas kissed him . The monks

certainly have had no sense of humour in the

d isposal of thei r archaeological heritage. That
,

however, was not a thought to enter the head of

any pious pilgrim , and Dyadya never doubted

anyth ing for a moment. He bel ieved that the

stone of ano int ing at the entrance to the Church

of the Sepulchre was the very stone on which the

prec ious Body of J esus was laid by Joseph of

Arimathea
,
and on which it was swathed in fine

l inen by Mary
,
and anointed wi th precious o i ls.

He bel ieved that the basin in P i late ’s house was

the very basin ; that the cleft at Golgotha into

which he put his old “ unworthy ” hands was the

very cleft that the Sacred Fire was actual ly received

on Holy Saturday by miracle direct from God ;
that the Beth lehem manger was the very manger ;
and that the place where the priest at J ordan dipped

the cross in the water was actual ly Bethabara, the

point where J esus came to John the Baptist , and
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over wh ich the heavens opened . I for one was not

astonlshed at h is bel iefs . Why shou ld he doubt

anything ? I t wi l l be a sad day for pi lgrimaging

when the peasant grins at the shrines , gives h is

barren money-offering instead of prayer, and hurries

on from S ight to s ight.

When Dyadya had got home and had fetched h is

kettleful of boil ing water from the hostelry k itchen ,
I came over to h im and we made a meal . By a

stroke of luck we had procured hot potato pies from

the l i ttle restaurant where Yevgeny had created the

scene
,
and we had rais ins and bread.

“ Ah , said 1, “ i t ’s good to be in Jerusalem , i s

i t not ? ”

“ How ! he
,

repl ied
,
i n the stern voice of an

elder to a frivolous young one. “ Of course i t is

good to be where God walked . Of course i t is

good. He always spoke of J esus as God
,
I may

add, and seemed to have some uncompromis ing

convict ion on that point. Dyadya
’

s faith was as

sound as a bel l .
“When are you going to J ordan asked he.

Well , wi th the caravan , of course ,
” I repl ied.

You know it is al l arranged for next Wednesday.
A great number of pilgrims are going

, two thousand

perhaps , so as to be ready for Holy Week . The

priests wil l go down in process ion carrying the ikons
,

and wi l l consecrate the water. A l l those who weren ’t

there for the great serv ice in J anuary wi l l go then .

”

“ Are you going on foot ? ” he asked.

“ I f so
,
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tel l me when we start ; perhaps the n ight before

we can go to Lazarus ’ tomb to s leep . We wi l l start
out together.

I t turned out that I had many acquaintances on

the road to Jordan
,
and that I

'

saw “ Uncle ” l ittle

enough . I remember how he came into the hoste l ry

at J ericho , dusty and worn , and how he sat down to

the abominable dock - leaf soup
,
at the last gasp of

his strength as i t seemed
,
but stil l qu ite happy and

cheerful . “ God suffered so here , he would say.

“What is our suffering to compare with H is !”

The old man never grumbled
,
even on the Nazareth

j ourney
,
though he nearly died coming home. And

always on his bushy
,
hairy face there was a look as

i f he fel t he was enjoying real l ife , doing the things

which other people only read of. He grew lean and

sunburnt with tramping. I often sat with h im under

the pepper trees i n the hostelry garden , and I had

opportun ity to notice . I am sure, when he returned

to that v il lage of h is , with a sack of rel ics and

mementoes on his back
,
that Golgotha cross for the

vi l lage church under his arm
,
that bright face and

happy old heart
,
he must not only have convinced

the unsympathetic
,
but have given one or two others

the inspirat ion to fol low the same way. How he

wou ld talk when he got home ! I saw the words

s aving up in h im .



ON THE BANKS OF THE JORDAN

THE modern Protestant says , “ L ive well
,
use your

wealth with a sense of responsib i l i ty to God , be

sober
,
be just to your ne ighbour, be temperate in

your passions. The Russian says : “ Al l that is

m inor matter ; i t is ch iefly necessary to die wel l .
”

Break ing the commandments means for the Pro

testant breaking with God unti l repentance ; but for

the Russian peasant there is no such feel ing of

break ing with God . The drunkard
,
the th ief

,
and

the murderer are as intimate with God as the just
man ; and perhaps even more intimate. L i fe
doesn ’t matter very much ; what matters are the

everyday ties between man and God
,
that for wh ich

the ikon stands , and the great ri tes by which man

enters into communion with h is h igher destiny.
All the rites of the Russian Church are very solemn

,

and they are invested with great importance.
Certainly the funeral , the laying out of the dead

body for i ts long rest, and the hymns and prayers

sung over i t are felt to be not only impress ive to
the l iv ing

,
but good for the one who i s dead.

180
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I t was amazing to me to see the extent to which

the pi lgrims sought in Jerusalem tokens for the
c loth ing of their dead bodies

,
and how much their

thoughts were centred on death and the final

resurrection morning. They

’

sanctified crosses at

the grave , l i ttle ones to wear round their necks in

the tomb , and larger ones to l ie on their breasts ;
they brought their death shrouds and cross

embroidered caps to dip them in Jordan ; they took

J erusalem earth to put in their coffins
,
and even

had their arms tattooed with the word J erusalem
,

a nd with pictures of the V i rgin so that they might

l ie so marked in the grave
,
and indeed that they

might rise again so marked
,
and show it in heaven .

By these th ings they fel t they obtained a sort of

sancti ty.
The going to Jordan was essential ly someth ing

done against the Last Day. I t was very touch ing

that on the day before the caravan set out , the

peasants cut l inen to the shape of the “ S tone of

the Anointing,
” which stands outside the Sepulchre ,

and p laced that l inen with the ir death- shrouds on

that stone for bless ing, feel ing that they were doing

for their dead bodies just what Mary and Joseph of

Arimathea did for the body of J esus , and on the

same stone. They felt i t would be part icu larly

good to rise from death in shrouds thus sanctified .

I suppose several hundreds of pilgrims took their

shrouds to the Grave on the day before the caravan

set out ; i n the hostelry there was an unrol l ing of
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an amount of clean l inen most amazing as the

possession of such dirty peop le . What a bustle of

preparation there was on the n ight before ! the

mending of [af iathe fi l l ing of the sacks with th i ngs

to be dipped in the stream , the procuring of bottles

and cans for bringing back the water of the river.

For most of us i t was an extraordinary occas ion , a

p i lgrimage with in a pi lgrimage ; for those who

were in Palestine for the first t ime it was the first

occas ion of tramping a d istance in such a crowd.

The caravan does not mean travell ing l ike gipsies

in houses on wheels as once I fondly supposed
,
but

the journeying together of a great concourse of

people on foot
,
or with camels and mules, i n the

East .

There were more than a thousand of us that set

ou t next morn ing at dawn
,
even before i t was l ight.

Liubomudrof was there , dear old Dyadya ,
the boy

from the U rals . Yevgeny was in a cart, Abraham

was there among a knot of oaoas, the old man from

Tobolsk to whom I gave s ixpence
,
and a host of

others wi th whom I was acquainted. I t was a

long, straggl i ng crowd. I n front rode a Turkish

pol iceman , and one of the Palestine Society ’s

gorgeously dressed Montenegrins
,
and a sim i lar

escort formed our protection at the very rear ;
there were a great number of panniered asses

carrying pi lgrims or pi lgrims ’ sacks ; and Arab

boys wi th poles ran at their s ides prodding
,
beating

and hu l loaing ; a number of vans carrying those
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who cared to be carried . Most of the pilgrims

were on foot, and most carried their own packs ;
some were in overcoats , some carried umbrellas

to guard against the sun. There were about

equal numbers of men and women , and the

women almost without exception walked , the broad

backed mules offering them no temptation . We

started ou t at a smart pace , as we wished to make

progress while the weather was cool we knew that

when the sun got up, i t would be more arduous to

keep up on the dusty
,
shadeless road.

We passed the brook Kedron , the Mount of

Ol ives
,
and Bethany

,
and were well across the

Judaean wilderness before the weather became

unpleasant. At Bethany we were jo ined by a fresh

party who had gone out to the monastery by

Lazarus ’ tomb the n ight before , in order to make

the day’s journey to J ericho less t iring— the road to

Jordan is a very difficult one , even for the strong

pilgrim .

My compan ion was a strange old fellow from

Voronezh Government. He was evidently very

poor. He wore old sl i t and ragged cotton trousers

and no coat, but on ly a th ick , homespun l inen shirt

which showed his sunburnt bosom . Over h is back

he held the tattered remains of a red rug. Round

h is neck was a piece of ordinary string from which

an old wooden cross hung on h is breast , and he

wore an ancient m itre-shaped sheepskin hat. He

was very clean , and in h is way fine- looking and
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s imple ; he held himse lf erect , and marched rather

than walked
,
at a funeral pace . When I saw him

first from beh ind , he was all by himself, and the

look of h im reminded me of the p icture of a

v ictim of an auto o
’
u fe

’

. I must say he was a

strange figure, a strange person . He didn ’t en

courage me to walk with h im , and though he was

quite pol i te, and answered my quest ions sweetly

and s imply
,
he never entered into any conversat ion

of h is own account. He walked slowly , but he

never stopped to take rest. I bel ieve that at

J ericho he s imp ly passed on
,
and did not stay as we

d id at the hostelry there . Most of the pi lgrims

rested at the Apostles ’ Wel l , where i t is said the

Apostles used to drink water and refresh them

selves
,
but my compan ion went on without not ice.

Even at the Khan K hasrura ,
the inn to which the

good Samari tan is supposed to have taken the man

whom the th ieves had beset , my new acquaintance

only looked in , saw the p ilgrims drinking water and

munch ing crusts , and went on further.

C louds of dust pursued us over the mountains .

The road ris ing from the grandeur of Bethany

wound in long curves round the breast of the h il ls .

We were al l alone i n the world, only occas ional ly

there came a l ine of mules or camels with dark

Bedou in Arabs passing or overtak ing us. I stood

at a corner , and looked back on the long , labouring

train of black figures on the baked white road ,
bundles on thei r backs

,
staves in the ir hands

,
and
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hemp or bark boots on the ir feet. The bend
o f their backs as they toiled upward seemed a

s ight that must be very acceptable in the eyes of

God.

The pilgrims did reverence at the brook Cherith ,
where God sent the ravens to El ij ah , and deep

down in the rav ine saw the monastery of S t.
G eorge , bu i l t on the place where the b irth of the

V i rgin Mary is supposed to have been announced

to her father Joachim . The pilgrim from Voronezh

c rossed h imself very devoutly at this poin t , and

when we resumed our tramp upward I ventured to

offer h im some white bread and rais ins , which to

my surprise he accepted very gladly , crossing him

sel f and cal l ing upon God to save me . An hour

a nd a half later we reached the pass over the

mountains
,
and saw lying before us the Dead Sea

and the whole val ley of the Jordan
,
almost the same

picture as was vis ible from the summit of the

Mount of Ol ives at Jerusalem . Far away in dark

shadow stood the steep Moabite mounta ins , and

to the right of them the Ammonite mountains ,
amongst whose summits the pilgrims marked out

what they took to be Moun t Nebo, where Moses

d ied , and from whence the prophet saw the

Promised Land
,
though he might not enter i t.

We were high up on the right bank of a great

ravine, and more than a thousand feet below ran a

wh i te foaming mountain stream . The rocks led

d own majestical ly to the l i ttle river, they sat about
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i t in extraordinary grandeur
,
the s ilent powers of

nature in the presence of l i fe .

Here we passed the first representatives of

Western Europe , a young Frenchman who suddenly

pointed out the gal leries of the rocks to h is wife ,
Regardez , comme c

’

est beau la.

” The pi lgrims

stared at the couple and said
,

“ N ice people. J ust

what you see in Moscow .

”

An hour’s descent brought us to the poplar trees

and palms of what was once J ericho , and what is now

the l ittle Arab hamlet of Erikha . Noth ing remains

now of what was once a famous c i ty. Brikha is a

m iserable hamlet of two hundred people
,
and no

more. I t has two grand hotels wh ich stand out i n

startl ing contrast to the huts of the Arabs. There

is not even a large church in the v i l lage , and the

Russian Shelter i s an ins ign ificant bu i ld ing scarcely

fi t to accommodate fifty people , far less the fifteen

hundred who came there th is day.

We were al l led to tables i n the open air under

pleasant shad
'

y trees
,
and there regaled with soup

and tea. The soup
,
i f i t could be said to have any

co lour
,
was green and large leaves

,
which I took to

be dock
,
floated in it. I t was served in dishes the

s ize of washbas ins
,
there were wooden spoons al l

round , and ten or twe lve peasants sat about each

dish . The tea was hot and c lear
,
and just a t inge

of yel low colour in i t told that i t was tea and not

s imply boil ing water. After the meal there was a

serv ice in the hostelry yard, and then rest.
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Father Yevgeny
, who made h imself very con

spicuous i n al l the arrangements, found a room set

apart for clean pilgrims. I had settled down to

a pallet on the floor of the general dormitory , and

was wondering whether I would not go out and find

some fresh and open place among the mountains ,
when Yevgeny came across me and hurriedly brought

me to his room .

“ There ’s just one bedstead left ,
”

said he. “ I
’

ve been look ing for a l ikely sort of

person to give it to. This was very fortunate for

me , as the general room was soon so crowded with

sleepers that i t was impossible to get across without

tread ing on arms and legs . I fel t we were rather

selfish
,
however

,

“ the clean publ ic
,

” and I fetched

old Liubomudrof in , for he was dead beat . The

veins stood out on h is brow ,
and I counselled h im to

get a l ift in a cart on the morrow
,
bu t he said he

would go al l the way to Jordan on foot , and perhaps

coming home he ’d get on a mule ; i t d idn
’t matter

so much going home
,
and if i t were to save h im

dying or going mad he ’d do it.

Next day early we were al l hurrying along the

J ordan val ley road . The mountains were grand

before us
,
pale stars shone down upon us as we

kicked through the deep
,
white, st ifl ing dust . We

were steal ing a march on the heat of the day , and

wi th good cause. Before we reached S t . John the

Baptist monastery the sun rose blind ingly across the

horizon of the perfectly clear sky , and its rays rushed

merci less ly to us as against the on ly th ings left
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l iv ing in the desert. We were glad to call a halt at

the monastery, and rest i n the Shade of i ts h igh ,
whitewashed walls . I t was about seven mi les from

J ericho , I suppose, and we were already quite near

the J ordan stream . Some of the pilgrims went

s traight ahead to find the river and bathe in i t, but

the great majori ty waited for the priests and monks

o f the monastery to take us down and consecrate

the water.

There was a tremendous clamour whi lst we stood

about th is great wh ite gleaming monastery . A score

o r so of Arab hawkers were wai t ing for us with

s oap stamped w i th portrai ts of J esus or J ohn the

Baptist
,
with bottles for the water

,
with crosses and

rosaries
,
and al l manner of rel igious keepsakes. A

nov ice of the monastery was distribut ing brown

loaves
,
another sugar, and a third wandered about

with a gigantic i ron kettle ful l of boi l i ng water.

Somewhere in the background were tables on

trestles
,
and an abundance of mugs for our breakfast.

A great number of Christian Arabs had also come

u p from beyond Jordan in order to partic ipate in the

great service on the banks , and splendid figures they

looked with the i r swarthy faces and wh ite cloaks

and turbans. We waited about an hour
,
and during

that t ime many of the peasants obtained the honour

o f holding the ikons and the crosses that were

to be taken in process ion . Out came a great gi lt

cross swathed with bath towels , and the pi lgrims al l

c rowded round to kiss i t. One by one the peasants ,
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men and women , came up and reverently kissed it.
After the cross came two ikons similarly swathed

,
a

picture of S t. John the Baptist
,
and a representation

of the descending
,

of the Holy Spiri t on J esus as

He was coming up out of the river at baptism .

Suddenly the clergy appeared , and with them a

number of shaggy-haired monks. The ikon bearers .

and the cross bearer formed in a l ine
,
and at a word

from the officiat ing priest marched forward
,
the

thousand pilgrims trooping after them . We went

down a steep road between clay banks
,
and it seemed

as if we were descending into the bowels of the

earth . There was not the gleam of a blade of grass

about
,
and high above us blazed the tyrant of the

desert in unapproachable magnificence. But we

were qu ickly del ivered from this ugly stretch of

what is real ly the ancient shore of the Dead Sea ,

and at a turn found ourselves in the runn ing oasis of

the river banks
,
a l ittle paradise of green fields and

hedges of O leander and tamarisk .

We crossed one field and passed into another
,

there to be met by a crowd of half-dressed people

who had come down before us . Here al l the bushes .

were hung with drying l inen , there were great pi les

of clothes on the grass , in one corner was a tent

church
,
and in another a Turkish a r aéa shop. We

arrived singing a hymn in chorus , and as we stood

in s ight of the l i ttle turbid river rac ing underneath

i ts weeping wil lows , al l the pilgrims raised their hats

and crossed themselves. We had arrived at that
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point in the river ’s course where , according to one

tradition
,
J esus came to be baptized ; and Where ,

a ccording to another, the J ews had forded when

they came to Canaan after their servi tude in

Egypt.

I n a great miscel laneous crowd the peasants

began to undress and to step into their wh i te

shrouds , the women into long robes l ike n ight

d resses
,
the men into fu l l white sh irts and pantaloons .

Those who came unprovided stood qui te naked on

the banks . Then the priest, when he had given the

pi lgrims t ime to prepare , began taking the serv ice

for the sanctification of the water. The ikons and

the cross were ranged around a wooden platform

over the water. Cal l i ng out in a loud voice , Come ,
ye th irsty , and take water gladly from the we l ls of

salvat ion
,
the priest bent down

,
and in a s i lver

bas in scooped up water from the runn ing stream .

Then standing in front of the basin he read the

p rayers for the sanctification of the water. Candles

were deal t out and l ighted , and then to the music of

the hymn , They baptize Thee in J ordan , O Lord ,
”

he dipped the towel -swathed cross first i n the basi n

and then in the river three t imes. At the dipping

of the cross as many of the pilgrims as could get

near p lunged into the water
,
cross ing themselves

and sh ivering.

I t was a wonderful s igh t , that plunge into the

l i fe - giv ing stream , that rush from the bank of

gl istering, sun-l i t figures into the strange l i ttle yel low
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green river. But though so many went in at the

d ipping of the holy cross
,
their el imination from the

numbers on the banks only served to show how

many more were waiting behind. For a whole hour

there was a scene that baffles description , the most

extraordinary mingl ing of men and women al l in

white, dry and gleaming , or wet and dripping.

Then no one seemed to have brought towels, and

the naked stood or sat in the sun , drying themselves .

Many pilgrims who had been in the water once ,
took off their cl inging Shrouds , and strol l ing across

the fields in Adamite s impl ici ty , hung them on the

bushes to dry. Having done th is, they went in again

in another su i t of funeral garb , or they sat and dried

themselves
,
or put their old clothes over their damp

l imbs j ust as they were. The Christian Arabs stood

on the shore in their shrouds, and made hysterical

chants and speeches. For the whole of the hour the

water was ful l of bathers some took the opportuni ty

to have a good swim , some poor old women stood

with their toes in the river mud, and couldn
’t get

out though they wished to. I remember especial ly

four ancient dames al l over s ixty , unprovided w i th

shrouds
,
standing in the water hold ing on to one

another
,
brown - bodied and ruined - looking

,
with

c rosses round their necks j ust showing , and their

lean
,
naked shoulders sticking up out of the water.

They were cross ing themselves and kissing one

another
,
promis ing to meet in heaven , sh ivering and

gurgl ing al l the wh i le, obvious ly waiting for some
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one who had forgotten to come and help them out.

Some others crawled up the steep c layey bank , and
looking round them , wondered where they had left

the i r clothes everyth ing was in such a mudd le that

i t was d ifficul t to find anyth ing. I suppose some

pi lgrims went into the water wi th their money tied

to their bodies , others left i t in charge of some other

pilgrims on the shore , though most must have

simp ly left i t i n the heaps with the i r shed cloth ing .

There were many Arab muleteers wandering about

among the th ings
,
yet I heard of no robberies.

There were also many hawkers of brandy
,
and

desp ite the fact that i t was i n the Great Fast, some

o ld pi lgrims took a glass lest they shou ld be il l after

going into the cold water. The river was
,
I may

say in parenthes is , qu i te warm .

All my acquaintances bathed in the stream . The

young man from the U rals went across severa l t imes

no mean feat
,
for the current was swift. Dear

old Dyadya let h imsel f down gingerly by a branch of

a weeping wi l low , but sl ipping, went right over his

head in the stream . Yevgeny , being a monk , went

far away from the s ight of the female form div ine
,

and let h imself in private ly, solemn ly anathematis ing

any devi ls that might be about before he went down

into the stream . Liubomudrof went through a l i ttle

private ceremony of putting h imself into h is shroud
,

crossing the neck open ing before he put i t over h i s

head , and he also trusted h is weight to a wi l low

branch , and sl ipped wi thout acc ident into the
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stream. When he was dried and dressed he said

to me , “ Let’s go and get some tea somewhere .

I fear the effects of the water ; for the hale and

strong cold water is a b lessing, but for the weak ,
even wi th God ’s blessing

,
i t is almost necessary

,

perhaps , to fol low it with a drink of vodka. I don ’t

feel i l l. No, I don
’t feel any different. I should l ike

some ar aéa , but I haven
’t tasted alcohol s ince I

promised to God. Come , let us go to the Dead Sea

shore
,
and the monastery of S t. Guerassim . There

they say the monks have always tea ready for those

come up from Jordan .

So with a farewell glance at the field now covered

with drying l inen , I prepared to set out with him .

The Comic had dipped the shrouds he bought in

Dmitr i ’s shop
,
and also the death-caps

,
and had

wrung them dry and put all in h is pack. Many

piln ms cut canes from the bushes, and putting thei r

shrouds on these hung them over their backs to dry ,
and walked to S t. Guerassim as i t were with white

flags. About a dozen of us collected together
,
and

then a whole crowd of dripping pilgrims in white

came about us to ask where we were going
,
and by

what road . We pointed out the way to them and

they promised to follow .

S t. Guerassim , when he was a hermit in the

wi lderness,met a l ion crying out with pain and holding

up i ts paw to have a thorn pul led out. The l ions

seem to have made many appeals of th is kind to
o
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the early Christians , and Guerassim was not less

backward than Androc les and the other heroes.

He bound up the poor beast
’s paw and led it to the

monastery
,
where for five years i t gratefully served

the old man
,
even doing domest i c labours for h im .

The other brothers of the monastery also made use

of the l ion ’s services
,
and even set h im to watch

the monastery ass whi lst i t was graz ing. One

day the l ion returned to the monastery without the

ass
,
and Guerassim th inking that the natural leon ine

appetite had accounted for the beast of labour, said

to the l ion , Henceforth you shal l be the monastery

ass. Pann iers were put on the king of beasts and

he carried thei r grain , thei r pitchers, and he brought

water from Jordan . The l ion
, who seems to have

been more saintly even than Guerassim h imself,
served meekly , and in those days when the pi lgrims

came down to J ordan
,
he not on ly brought up water

,

but chased the peasants from the sacred river to the

monastery , where they paid the brothers good

money to pray for the health of the ir bod ies and

the peace of sou l of their fathers and grandfathers.

At last, coming back one day, the l ion found that

Guerassim was dead . When the sain t was buried

the monks showed the l ion the tomb
,
and there he

stretched h imsel f out and expired . Poor o ld l ion !

On him rests the name and fame of the monastery of

S t. Guerassim i n the desert , and now ,
though the

l ion is dead , yet h is repute sti l l brings the pilgrims

a long from Jordan and for the same purpose . I
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told dear old Dyadya the story, and he seemed highly

edified. He knew of the l ion
,
of course, but had

never heard the details. It only shows to what

sainthood the people attained long ago ,
” said he ;

“ we ’ve outl ived al l that .” I was fain to agree.

I t was a terribly hot walk along that Jordan

gully to S t. Guerassim . Those who had thought to

bring umbrellas to keep off the sun were lucky .

The very mountains round about us glowed with

reflected sunsh ine. We were again on the old Dead

Sea shore
,
three thousand feet below the level of

the Mediterranean Sea, the lowest place on earth .

The air was oppressive ; we had the sense of the

v icin ity of Sodom and Gomorrah. Poor Liubomu

drof ! I thought he would col lapse, and I made him

untw i st one of his wet shrouds and wear i t under h is

hat and down his back. I , for my part, wore a

rough bath towel that I had taken with me. I am

sure i t was only a short way, not more than four

miles
,
but we felt we had never walked so far in a day

before. How joyful ly we rested at the flower

crowned oasis of Guerassim
’

s wel l and sipped the

warm sal t water ! At last we stood at the gates of

the monastery with i ts h igh
,
blue-white walls of

whitewashed bricks. Liubomudrof had his wish

there was tea for al l comers in a long, dark , shady

cel lar—tea, I may say of a sal tish taste, made with

something not unl ike Dead Sea water, and there

were basins of black ol ives to eat wi th i t, but, alas !

no sugar and no bread.
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Scarcely had we taken our seats when the other

pi lgrims began to arr ive ; they came in scores and

hundreds
,
and swarmed over the monastery. Soon

our cel lar was fu l l
,
and not another person cou ld get

a seat at the tables . I ndeed, there was such a crush

oppos ite us that the seat
,
a swaying p lank placed

across two empty casks
,
sudden ly gave way with a

crash and let the p ilgrims to the floor. I t was a

scene of much merriment.

For al l of us i t was a great re l ief to rest i n the

shade . Liubomudrof was next to me , and we

helped one another l iberal ly to tea and ol ives. He

had saved a great lump of bread from Jerusalem ,

and as I had none he shared with me . We al l

drank an enormous quant i ty of that salt tea, and al l

the time we sat drinking we heard the grind of

the monastery pump which less fortunate pilgrims

outs ide were glad to use to get a drink even of

di luted Dead Sea brine. I t seems that after the

l ion ’s decease the monks had a wel l sunk in their

monastery
,
and so dispensed with that arduous

water-carrying to and fro from Jordan .

What a clamour had invaded th is st il ly monas !

tery l But half an hour before , i t had not had a

witness of l i fe
,
but stood sti l l and gleaming on the

desert under the noonday sun ; now a thousand

men and women in black c lothes and long hair had

sudden ly swarmed over it— from the far - away

v il lages of Russ ia !

What a scene i t was may be understood from the
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fact, that the monaste ry was bu il t four square round

a l i ttle courtyard. On the other side of the yard ,
and facing the entrance passage, rose two twin stone

stai rways up to the belfry in which hung the great

black bell . Just under the bell
,
and right round the

square
,
ran a stone gallery , hal f in brightest sunl ight ,

hal f in darkest Shadow
,
and all up and down these

stairways and alongthe corridors surged a crowd
of Russian men and women looking down at another

crowd surging about the monastery pump in the

middle of the courtyard below. All were shouting ,
laugh ing

,
and call ing ; and above al l sounded the

ancient, harsh - toned monastery bel l .
When Liubomudrof, Dyadya and I had had

enough tea we went up the stone steps to the gal lery ,
and sat down in the shady part. Some went down

to the Dead Sea to look at the waters which covered

the cit ies of S in . Others crowded into the office of

the monastery to subscribe for prayers. I went to

the room where the names of the people for whom

prayers were to be said were being taken down .

There were three monks busy writing in ancient

over-scrawled registers as fast as : the peasants cou ld

cal l out the names. The room was packed . Along

one side was an immense picture of S t. Guerassim

and the L ion , and on the table was a whole stack

of l i ttle oleograph min iatures of the same. Each

peasant on giv ing in the names of the to-be-prayed

for ” received an oleograph wi th a b lessing from S t .

Guerassim i n the desert. I noticed that Liubomu
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drof paid out two roubles to the monks. But then

he had brought th irty or forty roub les which had

been g iven h im by the v i llagers at home
,
and had

doled out money and mentioned such names as he

though t fi t, not only here at S t. Guerassim, bu t at

S t. J ohn the Bapt ist monastery and in J erusalem.

He purposed going to Mount S inai on a came l
after Easter

,
and no doubt would ask for prayers

and give an alms al l the way. Asked whether he

purposed taking a bottle of Dead Sea water back

to Russ ia , he grinned in a pecul iar way, and ca l led

out in h is ho llow , oracu lar voice , “ No, although i t

has been done by pi lgrims before now, for the ev i l

purposes of others in Russ ia. A witch I knew

asked for a bottle of the water to be brought to her,
and on the n ight she received i t, al l her catt le fe l l

dead. Some of the more educated go to bathe in

the sea to improve thei r heal th , cure rheumatism ,

king ’s evi l , and the influence of the ev i l eye. I was

even advised to take a dip. But can Satan cast out

Satan ? No ! And wou ld i t be true to God to

bathe in the holy J ordan and then to wash i n the

s ins of Sodom ? No !” This seemed conclusive
,

and i f that had not sufficed , a monk came and

warned us that i f we bathed there we shou ld feel

such an itch i n al l our l imbs after i t as m igh t dr ive

uS out of our m inds. So we d id not tes t the state
ment that i t is imposs ible to s ink i n the Dead Sea

,

and we did not take any water back in our bottles .
We spent much t ime round about S t. Guerassim,
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for we were in the wi lderness where J esus was

tempted, and but half - an - hour’s walk westward

brought us to Forty-day mountain -a mountain

of innumerable caves which have been occupied by

hermits and world - forsakers s ince the earl iest days

of Christian i ty. Here at the half-way point was a

l i ttle monastery over the cave where Christ is sup

posed to have often lain . The peasants went in

and prostrated themselves at the l i ttle church in the

cave, where in the darkness candles are ever burn

ing. The view from the mountain was a trifle

un inspiring , considering that the devi l is supposed

to have shown therefrom al l the kingdoms of the

world . I am afraid i t only convinced me that i t

was a much higher crag on which the devil and

J esus stood—the summit of Imagination . However,
there was a grand view, and the idea gratified the

pi lgrims immensely.

The day wore on to evening, and half the

p i lgrims found the ir. way back to J ericho to s leep ,
whi lst the other half sought out the monastery of

S t. George by the brook Cheri th , where El ijah

was fed by the ravens .

For my part
,
though the way was reputed to be

dangerous
,
I set off s lowly and easi ly along the

h ighroad for J erusalem al l by myself. I had

tramped the Caucasus
,
wh ich is three times more

dangerous than Palestine , so I had plenty of nerve

for the walk. I f I were t i red I resolved to sleep i n

a cave at Bethany.
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I t was a del ightful j ourney. One real ised one’s

real strength and fi tness once the sun had gone

down beh ind the mountains , and one awakened to

the beauty of the country. For Palest ine is beaut i

fu l— 0r rather , i t i s p icturesque. The grey stone

of rock or ru in harmonises everyth ing— the red

faced
,
bright-eyed Syrian women , the coal -black

Bedou in Arabs , the camel flocks , the cow camels

and the ir l ively l i ttle calves brows ing on the

mountain side
,
the dainty sheep and goats , the w i ld

shepherds with guns slung across thei r backs.

The earth was gratefu l for the shadow of n ight .

I caught up a long tra in of h igh green camels going

to J erusalem . On three of them were rich ly c lad

Arabs , and on [ the others were heav i ly laden

panniers. I walked by the s ide of them
,
and as i t

grew darker they seemed to grow tal ler. But they

moved graceful ly on the road
,
undulating their

bodies and balanc ing their burdens l ike l iv ing

cradles . One saw why they are cal led sh ips of

the desert.

I t was eleven o ’c lock at n ight by the t ime I

reached Bethany, and i t was after al l too dark to

find a pleasant cave , so I went on to J erusalem .

Leav ing the camels beh i nd , I went more briskly

a long the wind ing road that takes one up the crags

bes ide the Mount of Ol ives
,
and down be low I saw

the train of came ls mov ing mysteriously forward
,

a procession of shadows.

At last, J erusalem ; and I was glad, though the
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c i ty i tsel f seemed more fearsome at night than the

road from J ericho had done. The booths were al l

shuttered , the shops shut. The streets were veritably

dark tunnels . Prowl ing
,
nervous dogs slunk along

search ing for refuse
,
and seemed terribly frightened

at the approach of a human being. At an upper

w indow near the Church of the Grave were l ights and

music . Some one was playing an Armen ian v iol
,

another a great thrumming tambourine
,
whilst a

th ird was yel l ing and chanting Trans - Caucasian

strains . Whilst I l istened the town watch came

round, and as they passed me eyed me somewhat

suspic iously. I came to no harm
,
however, and

reached the postern of the Russian settlement,
where I waked the sleeping porter and made h im

Open the gates to me. When I got to the hostel ry

and to the curtained apartment, what was my

astonishment to find a lamp burn ing, and Ph i l ip

busy wrapping up in bits of newspaper l i ttle tablets

of Beth lehem earth of wh ich he had bought forty

pounds the morn ing before. He had not reckoned

on my comIng back that night, and as each tablet

had to be wrapped up separately to save i t from

breaking on the boat journey home , he had seized

the opportun ity to put a n ight in at the work. He

seemed a l i ttle vexed
,
but we made tea , nevertheless ,

and supped 1t cheerful ly. Then I laid myself down

to s leep on a vacant bench near at hand , and was

soon lost in the world of dreams.
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V

THE CARAVAN TO NAZ ARETH





NAZ ARETH

WH ILST we were at J ordan the greatest caravan of

the year was nearing its home-coming to J erusalem

the annual Lenten party of over a thousand peasants

was return ing from the pilgrimage to the shrines of

N azareth .

Though i t is less than a hundred miles from

Jerusalem to the Sea of Gal i lee , the journey is a
hard one for the pilgrim going on foot. The

road is heavy—very stony, dusty, and mountainous,
and the heat of the sun overhead is trying to the

heavily clothed northern man and woman . Every

year on the journey many pilgrims die. Even for

the man who has tramped from the White to the

Black Sea of his native land , the journey to Nazareth

and back again
,
once accompl ished , i s a matter of

glory and of thanks to God.

The caravan starts early in Lent, and general ly

aims to arrive at Nazareth by March 2 5 th , in order

to celebrate the Annunciation at the V i rgin ’s well.

Th is year
,
Easter and the Annunciation fell on the

same day
,
and as every orthodox man and woman

205
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must be at the Sepu lchre at Easter, the caravan set

out earl ier than usual , and the keeping of the

Annunc iat ion at Nazareth was foregone. I t was

solemnised at J erusalem instead with Easter.

The first day of the journey is an easy one, on ly

nine mi les of the way be ing accomp l i shed . The

long process ion of pi lgrims leaves the north gate of

the Russian settlement in the morn ing , and straggles

in a fi le a . mi le long a l l the way to the Damascus

gate of the c ity of J erusalem . L i ttle order i s kept.

Those who wish to hasten
,
go ahead and those who

go slowly fal l beh ind. There is often as much as

ten versts between the first p ilgrim and the last— the

young man of seventeen goes fast, at fourscore 1t 15

too late a week. Away past the graves of the k ings
,

and over the brook Kedron the IOngprocession winds,
and the pilgrims cl imb one of the h i l ls outs ide the

ci ty
,
Scopus

,
to look back , and commend themse lves

to the care of God , and ask for thei r pi lgrimage a

blessed fu lfi lment. They fi le away toward ancient

Ramah , where, prostrating themselves to a church

crowned mountain lying on the west, the pi lgrims

do reverence to the grave of the prophet Samuel.
There is a rest, and then al l troop on to Ramalla,

the first stage of the p i lgrimage. I t is on ly midday
,

and further progress might be attempted
,
but there

are many miles to go before a place of accommoda

tion is to be found . Sens ible pi lgrims s leep out on

the h i l ls ide i f the weather is dry ; otherwise they

must take their places in the crush at the l i ttle
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mission church , or find a lodging with hospitable or

mercenary Syrians. The night
’s shelter is going to

be a matter of increas ing sorrow as the days of

t iredness add themselves to one another
,
and the

night’s refreshment is not given .

Next day betimes the caravan goes on . All the

pilgrims are astir before dawn , and on the road at

sunrise. N ight gives way to morning on the h i l ls ,
and the dark sky is fil led with l ight. The Palestine

dawns are wonderful,
’

for the morning becomes hot

so qu ickly . So strong is the al l iance of the Desert

and the Sun that the very sky, as it is gradual ly l i t

up ,
seems to have been damaged by the heat of the

day before , and to be a l ittle dusty. The roads are

deep in dust
,
and through the dust the pilgrims

hurry forward to cover as much space as possible

before the enemy begins to glare and burn .

At El-bireh there are ru ins of an anc ient church

founded on a touch ing legend such as peasant

pilgrims love : here Joseph and Mary, return ing

from J erusalem to Nazareth , are supposed to have

noticed the absence of their twelve -year - old ch i ld

when He
,
J esus , was in the Temp le teach ing the

people and confounding the scribes.

About an hour later the caravan turns as ide from

the high-road in order to v is i t Bethel , a l ittle collec

t ion of houses and ruins up in the hil ls . The pilgrim

enriches the harvest of h is experiences , for he looks

upon the place where Jacob had the v is ion of the

ladder from earth to heaven , the ange ls ascending
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and descending. The path cl imbs upward amidst

boulders and rav ines
,
and is as uneven as can be.

The pilgrims take rest frequently in the shadow

of the rocks or of the ol ive trees. The goal of the

second day ’s march is N ablous, anc iently Sychem ,

near which is J acob’s wel l, where J esus conversed

with the Samari tan woman— twenty - seven mi les ,
not much to walk in a day, but equal to th irty-five

i n level Russia .

At Nablous the who le troop is bes ieged by

beggar ch i ldren
,
dark-sk inned and naked , some wh in

ing for coppers , others bu l ly ing, some even stone

th rowing. The poor peasant d isburses farth ings

and half-farth ings “ for the love of God ,
” but does

not know how to deal with th is army of l i ttle rascals .
I
,
for my part, solved the problem by buying figs

,

three pounds for a halfpenny
,
and making the l i tt le

beggars scramb le.

The population of Nablous is exclus ive ly

Mahometan , so that i t i s not a very conven ien t

place for a Christ ian staying the n ight
,
but a m ile

beyond the town is a large Turkish barracks where

most of the pi lgrims find shelter.

Five m iles from N ablous is Samaria
,
a town on

a high hi ll
,
and now cal led Sebastia

,
and the p i lgrims

go out of thei r way to pray at the ru ins of the once

magnificent church standing on the spot where

J ohn the Bapt is t was buried by h is d isc iples
,
and

where by tradition the prophet E l isha was buried

also. These graves are the only shrines on the
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way to Burkin , the th ird n ight- station of the caravan.
The pilgrims trudge along as usual—some over

tak ing, others fall i ng behind, al l making new acquaint
ances

, talk ing over Russia , recol lect ing together,
reading their B ibles , and whispering ch i ldren

’s hopes

and fears about the rest of the journey to Gal i lee
,

rest ing beside springs or undercypress trees. Now

and then as they walk a view opens
,
such as the

val ley of Esdraelon and the sea beyond
,
or Mount

Hermon gl istering with snow.

Already at Burkin Nazareth is near
,
only a day ’

s

march distant. I t i s general ly a happy day among

the h ills. The pilgrims pass over the valley to the

battlefield where Sau l and Jonathan were kil led by

the Phil istines. They see Mount Tabor, thought

by many to be the height where Jesus was trans

figured in the eyes of H is disciples. They see also

the last stones of Jezreel , the c ity of Ahab and

Jezebel . Some pilgrims , instead of going d irect to

Nazareth
,
cl imb Tabor first , pass ing through Nain ,

where the widow ’s son was raised , and through

Endor
,
where l ived the witch who cal led forth

Samuel ’s ghost. A l i ttle pathway leads up the

Slope ofTabor to the sacred summit. The mountain

is covered with trees and shrubs, and in many places

are the ru ins of ancient houses and churches. I t i s

an hour’s cl imb to the church buil t over the place

where the monks say Jesus actual ly stood when He

was transfigured . Many ruins sti l l stand on the

cres t of the h i ll
,
as i f a fort had once been there
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or a town with wal ls. The pilgrims pray in the

church , and then repair to the Greek monastery

hard by for tea. Those who are ti red can Sleep

there
,
but there is l i ttl e accommodation

,
and the

journey is general ly continued to Nazareth and

the Russ ian hostel ry there .

I should say the p ilgrims are hospitably enter

tained al l the way, and pay noth ing for shel ter at

n ight
,
or indeed for the s imple food they obtai n at

the monasteries. I t is wel l that hospital i ty survives ;
no one is a loser thereby, even in a material way ,

for the peasant always remembers that the monks

have to l ive somehow
,
and bearing that in mind

he subscribes l iberal ly for prayers.

The l ittle town of N azareth , with i ts i l l-kept

Church of the r Annunciation
,
is perhaps a piti ful

looking shrine compared with that of J erusalem , but

the pilgrims do not regard mere material appearance .
“ Not by these measures shal l it be measured

,

not by these numbers shal l i t be counted , nor by

these weights shal l i t be weighed
,
O Anathema

,

” as

God says to Human Reason in one of Andreef s

mystery plays ,
“ for measure there is not

,
no

,
nor

number.

There i s a whole tender world of rel igious l i fe for

the p ilgrim to real ise at Nazareth
,
for woman as for

man : the mystery of the coming of the angel
,
the

b irth of the Child , the motherhood, the care of

the mother , the growmg of the Child, the young

and beautifu l l i fe and the world about i t ; al l
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that by tradition and one ’s own personal imagination

the l ittle Christ-Child did ; the father teach ing the

Ch ild in the carpenter’s shop
,
what i t was to be such

a father
,
the representative on earth of the ul t imate

Father, God. For al l hearts Nazareth has i ts l iv ing

story, and the pilgrims do not . walk th ither in vain.

The two or three days that they spend there are

passed in different ways
,
and mean differently to

di fferent natures : the pausing by the V i rgin ’s wel l ,
the knee l ing in the sacred church

,
the kissing the

house of Joseph and the places where J esus walked

and l ived in the days when he saw V is ions and knew

promises , but as yet stepped not consciously along

the hard and narrow road to the cross. The

peasants have s imple minds and are not troubled by

profitless doubts when the monks show pieces of the

actual dress which the V i rgi n wore or planks which

Jesus planed. The l i ttle ch i ld
’s soul in the peasant

l isps
,
and marvels , and wonders , and is blessed .



THE LAKE OF GAL I LEE

THE Imperial Orthodox Palestine Society has
contro l over the hos telry at Nazareth

,
and i ts

provis ion is part of the Society ’s good work ; i t has

also insti tuted schools for the boys and girls of the

d istrict
,
and has consequently a definite m iss ionary

influence. Russian is taught, there are Russ ian

masters and m istresses , and a great number of the

ris ing generation speak Russ ian as wel l as Syrian .

I t shou ld be mentioned that one - th i rd of the

population be longs to the Holy Orthodox Church
,

ei ther to the Russian branch of i t or to the Greek.

For the pilgrims there is free medical aid at the

Nazareth hostelry, and considerably more l iberal

hospital i ty in the matter of food than obtains i n

J erusalem . But the peasant does not fol low for the

loaves and fishes.

S trange to say , there is l i ttle idea of resting at
Nazareth . When the pi lgrim has worsh ipped at the

shrines of the l i ttle town he is eager to proceed to

Gal i lee. The shore of the Sea of Gal i lee is most
important. As Khitrof says i n h is exhortations to

2 12
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pilgrims, “ I f in J erusalem was consummated the

Great Sacrifice whereby we were redeemed
,
i f in

Beth lehem for our sake the Chi ld was born , i f in

Jordan we have seen H im baptized and been

afeard , then we shouldn
’t forget that with the Lake

of Tiberias is connected almost all the teach ing

activ i ty of the Saviour. Here He pronounced

great truths, here were accompl ished most of H is

miracles , almost the whole gospel was fulfil led on

the shores of the Sea of Gal i lee .” The pilgrim does

not forget it and is not l ikely to.

The lake, as all travel lers to the Holy Land know ,

is del ightful in the view of i t from the slopes ofMount

Tabor ; i t is the landscape of a beloved country, a

country that m ight have been beloved in any

century
,
and which was probably very dear to Jesus ,

though there is l i ttle to make one th ink so in the

wri ting of the Gospel . Jesus ’ tendernesses to H is

mother are not recorded, as how could they be !

We can only dim ly imagine what the famil iari ty of

the land meant to the Man J esus who grew up in i t.

The pilgrims come trooping over it now l ike real

New Testament characters
,
every group of them

l ike a picture of early Christians and disciples

standing together
,
and they bring s imple hearts.

S imon Peter
,
before he was cal led to be a disc iple ,

might almost be portrayed as a Russian peasant type .

I n my picture of Father Yevgeny discours ing there

is a pi lgrim l isten ing who looks a regular S t. Peter .

Perhaps the peasants are conscious of the l ikeness ,
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or perhaps their faces and appearance are in a way

a reflection of the faces and appearances in church

paint ings at home . In any case , the p i lgrim has a

l ive ly interest in the shore where the first disciples

were cal led ; he feels that the men called were l ike

h imself. A pilgrim in the hostelry told me one morn

ing a dream that seemed to me very touch ing ; i t

was that J esus had appeared to h im in h is native

v i l lage away in Russ ia , and cal led h im to be one of

H is disc iples. Perhaps he real ly was cal led in h is

v i l lage , on ly not then , but when he set out to

pi lgrimage .

The peasants v is i t Cana , where the water was

changed into wine— the mountain where the great

Sermon was spoken— Gadara, where the man was
cured by the devi ls passing in to the swine—Caper

naum
,
i n ru ins

,
where Peter’s mother-in- law was

healed— Magdala, where J esus met M ary Magdalene

and many another l i ttle town and v il lage on the

pOpq us shores of the lake .

There is a certain wistfulness in the peasant ’s

act ions, for instance, in the i r s i tt ing in compan ies and

eating bread at the place where the five thousand

were fed , i n the ir scattering fragments of bread

spec ial ly brought from J erusalem for the purpose

and p ick ing them up again
,
as i f p laying l ike ch i ldren

at the old miracle. I t i s enough to attract the

attention of the Great Father had He even forgotten

H is ch i ldren .







A CALAM ITOUS RETURN

THE way back from Nazareth and Gal i lee is gener

al ly harder than the journey out. The pilgrims are

definitely committed to the road ; they have often

exhausted both their food-supply and the l i ttle money

they think wise to take on their persons. Often

there is the necessi ty to reach Jerusalem by Holy

Week , and if bad weather sets in , the pilgrims prefer

to brave rain or snow rather than wait in a v il lage

and be late for the great festivals of the Holy City.

There is
,
unfortunately

,
no l i terature of the

pilgrimage , no col lected stories and anecdotes , no

novels on the subject. Russian cul ture has rather

despised the peasant and the pilgrim . I have

searched in vain the pages of modern Russian

authors for stories of the p ilgrims. I find nothing

that is h istorically of the sl ightest value. No one of

any l i terary abi l i ty seems to have ever journeyed

with the pilgrims and brought a story home. I t is

strange that an immemorial national pilgrimage

Shou ld have remained unsung. I t shows how

divorced is the interest of the Russ ian cultured
2 1 5
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c lass from that which is essential ly Russ ian . I f

we Engl ish had had th is glorious emblem in our

nat ional l i fe it would have been immortal ised long

ago.

Certainly
,
for a great Russian writer there is the

outward form and vis ible expression of greatness

lying potent ial ly in the pilgrimage. There is the

poss ib i l i ty of a great national epic that wou ld make

Europe ring. Of course i t needs a Russian to

wri te it— one can write a nat ional epic on ly for one
’

s

own nation.

What matter there is in the story of the in

div idual pilgrim
,
i n the story of the caravan , of the

c rowd upon the p i lgrim boat , or the congregation at

the Sepulchre !

I take a story,now quickly growing legendary, of
the calamities that overwhe lmed the Annunciat ion

caravan that set out for Nazareth in M arch j ust

twenty years ago. I t seems to have been the most

adventurous and terrib le journey i n recen t annals

of the pilgrimage. I have p ieced my story together

from what an old pi lgrim to ld me who was h imse lf

on that journey , and from what I have found i n the

printed records . I t i s a story of the pi lgrim ’s cross.

The caravan left J erusalem on the 4th of M arch

1 89 3 , i n warm and c lear weather. I t was formed

of five hundred and th irty -one women and two

hundred and th irty-three men
,
most of whom were

aged people , wasted by the strict fast, going on foot

the who le of the fortn ight ’s journey in accordance
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with the pilgrim custom . The caravan was accom

panied by the feldscher I vanof, a monk of the

mission of Father Gennady
,
a s ick -nurse from the

hospital , the Montenegrin pol iceman N ikolai

Bykovitch , a negro,
Dmitri

,
who spoke Russian wel l

and had been h ired temporarily by the Society, the

retired Turk ish gendarme Jogar
,
and two other

gendarmes ordered to accompany the caravan by the

Governor of J erusalem . I n the train of the caravan

were th irty-eight saddled mules to carry such of the

folk as should break down.

The caravan accompl ished the out -journey to

Nazareth without mischance. The weather was so

warm that at Nablous , by the wel l where J esus

talked wi th the Samaritan woman , al l slept in the

open field under the stars . Soon afterwards , how

ever, there was a change in the weather
,
and the

caravan left Nazareth for Tabor in a th ick mist.
The mist was cleared by a fresh wind , and changed

to a drizzl ing rain
,
which continued for some days.

At Tabor i t was decided to give up the journey to

the Sea of Gal i lee and return by the direct road to

J erusalem. But only a hundred pilgrims would agree

to th is. These left the main body and marched

home ; the weather was wet and they had a heavy

tramp , but they reached J erusalem safely ; the re

mainder stayed at Tabor and indicated their deter

m ination to go on to Tiberias .

The morn ing of the 1 l th of March broke rainy

and windy . The weather was very chill . At eight
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o’clock
,
however

,
the sun came out and the caravan

moved forward . There was perhaps an hour’s

deceptive sunsh ine
,
and for the t ime being the

weather was very hot. The pi lgrims whose c lothes

were wet were glad to get dry, and were becoming

very cheerful
,
when sudden ly the sun disappeared

beh ind a bank of c loud a lmost as unexpected ly as an

hour before i t had broken out. A high wind came

across the mountains wi th spots of rain ; the spots

gave way to torrents , and then for two hours there

came such a storm of rain and hai l as the p ilgrims

can se ldom have seen in the ir l ives. The torrents

were bl inding ; the caravan came to a standst i l l , and

the people were al l shel terless. There was not even

a cave to hide ’

in . As for the road , the mud was

so deep that even the asses couldn ’t walk on i t
,

and they were left beh ind in the charge of

the mu leteers . The exhausted p i lgrims reached

Tiberias about s ix in the even ing , and were accom

modated in the m iserable Greek and Russian

hostelries there , al l wet , cold , sh ivering , and without

even the most ord inary comforts of l i fe. Here the

leader of the caravan informed the pi lgrims that he

shou ld await a change of weather before going

further. So , for two whole days and n ights , the

rain never stopping, the caravan remained at

Tiberias , that m iserable empty col lect ion of Arab

huts and ruins . Many of the pilgrims then asked

that they might be reconducted to Nazareth ; no

doubt several set off on their own account without
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wait ing for the main body. Some pilgrims sti l l

wished to go on to the shrines of Gal i lee , but they

were over-ru led
,
and the whole party set off once

more with sprawl ing mules and sl ipping feet to

Nazareth . The rain had ceased
,
and the caravan

made the journey without misadventure. At

Nazareth they waited some while
,
but on the

morning of 1 7th March decided to begin the

journey back to J erusalem .

The return was commenced in complete disorder.

Near the vil lage Khuvar a great gale sprang up ,
blowing in the faces of the pilgrims , the sky fi l led

with leaden -coloured clouds in which every minute

the wh ite l ightning fl ickered . The storm came up ,
darkening the day

,
the road was swept by bl ind ing

l ightn ing, accompanied by the most appal l ing de

tonations of thunder. What the pilgrims fel t,
especially the women , who bel ieve l i teral ly that

the thunder is the voice of God, must be left to the

imagination . From al l the mountains around , the

echoes grumbled
,
the l ightning darted from al l

imaginable quarters , and the great leaden-coloured

cumul i oppressed the air wi th their weight and the

senses with their darkness. The caravan was fil led

with terror. Most of the p ilgrims stopped of the ir

own accord and prostrated themselves on the h il l

s ide
,
and even wh ilst they d id so , after one final

overwhelming explosion of the thunder , the clouds

Opened and discharged themse lves in torrential rain .

Down rushed the rain impetuous.
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S t inging through the rain came large hailstones .
On al l the landscape there was not shel ter for a cat.

That was the least of the matter, however. I n less

t ime than i t is wri tten rivulets were born in the hi l ls

and they quickly became rivers the road itse lf

became a runn ing stream
,
and the pi lgrims stood up

to the knee and even up to the waist i n water.

I magine seven hundred Engl i sh o ld-age pensioners

i n such a pl ight
,
and you have a notion of the age

and frai l ty of the peasants
,
but add to that that they

were al l worn out with fast ing
,
t i red out wi th

tramping, and had cold in the ir bones from the

soak ing at Tiberias.

Many fainted , many fe l l down in the water ; some

were rescued
,
some drowned. The caravan was , of

course , at a standst i l l , and al l who had strength to

help gave their succour to the feeble
,
handing round

vodka and cognac, and plac ing whom they could

upon the asses
,
strapping on the faint ing and the

bodies of those who were dead . Those who reta ined

consc iousness sang hymns and crossed themselves

continuously.

At length , the storm pass ing and the water sub

S iding, the caravan moved forward over the s l ippery

mud, and i t gained the l i ttle v il lage of el-Lubban .

The weather had become extremely cold and wintry,
snow and s leet were fal l ing

,
and the w ind pierced to

the bone. Bonfires were l ighted in the Arab v i l lage.

The ch i ldren of the v i l lage and the stronger pilgrims

gathered the wood and buil t the fires , and the others ,
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soaked and sh ivering
,
or moaning and dying, were

placed around the cheerful blaze . Hot milk and

cognac were served to all
,
and every effort was made

to restore the fail ing. Many died . They gave

up their souls to God and were glad. There had

been terror in the moment of the storm ,
but now

peace was attained and none of the pi lgrims fel t any

fear. To them the experience was very strange and

wonderful they invested i t with a personal rel igious

s ign ificance. God had a special reason for sending

the storm and cal l ing so many of their brothers and

s isters to H im . Perhaps al l over the world at that

moment just as strange th ings were happening.

That day was a part icular one
,
not only in the l ife

of each ind iv idual pilgrim ,
but i n the l i fe of every

man in the world
,
for God was walking in the

heavens. The bodies of the dead pilgrims were laid

out in a shed and over them candles were l i t, the

l iv ing pilgrims never ceas ing to watch and to s ing.

Those official ly in charge of the caravan must

have fel t the burden of their responsibil i ty very

heavy. There was no telegraph , no means of

communication with J erusalem . They could do

no th ing but attend to the s ick , and hurry forward as

qu ickly as possible. El-Lubban was a miserab le

v i l lage
,
and i t was decided to move the caravan on

to the neighbouring settlement of Sindzhil, which

afforded better accommodation . Sindzhilwas not far

away ; those who had not broken down would not

find the journey too much for them , and the s ick
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and the dead could be brought on the asses and in

the v i l lage carts . But th is project was defeated by

the Arab muleteers
,
who blankly refused to allow

their an imals to go. Turkey is comparatively a free

country
,
as there is no power to be brought to bear

effectively on its people : i f a muleteer proves can

tankerous there is noth ing to be done . I n Russ ia

the official in charge of such an expedi t ion wou ld

have had these muleteers arrested very qu ickly.

Palest ine
,
however

,
is not subj ect to the al l—seeing

doub le-headed eagle
,
and the mu leteers saved the i r

mules and sacrificed the pilgrims. The s ick and the

dead were left beh ind at el-Lubban , and those who

cou ld walk set out for Sindzhil with the feldscher.

As they didn
’t know the way and i t was even ing

,

these were nearly overtaken by calamity once more.

As ev idence of the d isorgan ised state of the party
,

they actually found one poor old pi lgrim woman on

the road who had never
’

reached el-Lubban wi th the

rest
,
and when they al l reached Sindzhil they found

forty-four pi lgrims there already
,
a party that had

been lost i n the storm and had gone on by itself.

From th ls vi l lage the feldscher sen t the Turkish

gendarme J ogar to J erusalem with news of the

pl ight of the caravan.

Long before the news reached J erusalem however
,

there was anxiety and even consternation there.
The pilgrims had long been expected

,
and as from

the eleventh to the eigh teenth of March i t snowed

or rained without intermiss ion , i t was fe l t that the
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weather on the mountainous road from Nazareth

must be very bad. There were al l manner of

rumours i n the hostel ry
,
the most persistent being

that the caravan had been completely buried and

frozen in a snowstorm . Even before the gendarme

Jogar arrived the Palestine Soc1ety had sent out aid .

The two Montenegrins , Lazar Ban and I van

K niazhev itch were despatched w i th money, and

with an order to spare noth ing to bring the people

safely home. Fortunately money has more power

to persuade an Arab than any other argument.

The muleteers under its influence al lowed the mules

to go out to work again and carry the S ick and the

dead . There were not, however, sufficient mules to

be found , so that Lazar Ban sent to J erusalem for

forty more.

At th is point i t may well be mentioned that there

was now no caravan at all , but instead, a series of

straggl ing parties al l along the road from Nazareth

to J erusalem . All idea of order was gone. There

was no main party, there were no real headquarters ,
pilgrims fel l bythe roadside and died ; many bodies
were found afterwards with knife wounds , showing

that in thei r enfeebled state they had been attacked

by the nat ives and robbed , many bodies never were

found. Horses and mules , carts of bread and wine

and medicines were sent from headquarters , for as

the news of the extent of the calamity came through ,
the interest of a l l people at J erusalem was aroused .

Though the weather remained wet and dreary
,
many
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went out of the Holy C i ty to Ramalla to meet the

pilgrims , and they met hundreds of men and women

on the road
,
worn -out, bedraggled , and speechless .

The strange thing was that when the mu les were

brought , many of the pilgrims refused to take the

proffered aid , though they had to walk at the rate

of but half a mile an hour up to the ank le in s l imy

mud ; they refused to ride on the mules , saying that

i t was necessary to suffer, and that nothing wou ld

persuade them to ride where J esus had walked.

At Ramalla was a terrible state of affairs . I n

one shel ter lay a hundred women and ten men who

had fa l len by the way. A priest tel ls of the Greek

hostel ry where i n a stone cel l forty women sat about

a bonfire made of wet wood and keros ine, and the

room was ful l of suffocating whi te smoke . I n the

v i l lage church lay a long l ine of dead bodies wai t ing

for burial. Here one even ing the burial serv ice was

taken for twenty - five s imul taneously, an occasion

unforgettable for al l those who were present . The

pilgrims held cand les and sang with quavering voices
,

and kissed the dead faces with terrible emotion .

Help for the pi lgrims was concentrated at

Ramalla ,
where were sent several hundred pounds

of bread
,
clean l inen for a hundred people

,
and an

extraord inary amount of medic ine and wine . The

caravan was re-formed as the stragglers came in
,
and

at length several hundreds were formed into a

process ion and brought to J erusalem . They came
,

not with palms nor with ol ive branches
,
neither with
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hymns nor with cries
,
but with pale

,
silent faces and

tottering l imbs. Crowds went out from Jerusalem

to meet them and give a hearty welcome ; but the

pilgrims
,
l iv ing

,
not in the s ight of men but in the

s ight of God , fel l down upon the ir knees as the walls

of the City came into vision
,
and cried out, “ Thanks

be to Thee , O Lord , who hast brought us once more

to see Thy Holy City, and has not left us to perish

in the wilderness . Thanks be to Thee who hast

saved our bodies from the wild beasts and the

birds



THE JOYFUL RETURN

TH IS was the return of twenty years ago , but i t is

not to be thought that there has been such sorrow

on many occas ions. The return to J erusalem is

general ly one of great gladness, of songs and

triumph. Nowadays the caravan is a larger one ,
general ly exceeding fifteen hundred in number, and
the entry into the Holy C ity is made in grand style .

Greater precautions are now taken by the

Palestine Society to save the weak those in charge

have more power to spend money ; there are more

saddled asses . Two days before the arriva l i n J eru

salem , a consignment of bread is sent out to meet

the caravan , and a pound of bread is given to each

pilgrim . The bread is received with gladness, even

with tears ; not that the majori ty of pi lgrims are in

need of a pound of bread , but that they are touched

by the care of J erusalem for them .

On the day after coming home from J ordan , I

went out with a party of p i lgrims to meet the

caravan at the Mount of O l ives . I t was a glorious

morn ing, one of many perfectly sunny days , and i t
226
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was very pleasant s itt ing on rocks among the wi ld
flowers at the side of the road waiting with hundreds
of others for the arrival .

Only the pilgrims and the beggars knew that the

caravan was expected . The European and American

tourists who saw the spectacle by chance seem to

have been general ly of opin ion that the pilgrims

thus coming in were just arriv ing from Russia,
having walked al l the way. The impress ion of the

entry is so grand that one might wel l bel ieve that i t

was the crown of the long pilgrimage, the coming

in of those who had just reached Jerusalem after

three or four thousand miles journeying on foot .

About th is t ime
,
that is , just before Holy Week ,

J erusalem began to swarm with beggars and to

have triple and quadruple its usual number, attracted

from al l districts round by the rich concourse of

Easter. Now they began to show themselves in

force and truly their number, ugl iness , and divers ity

were appall ing as we saw them drawn up to plunge

upon the joyous pilgrims and get money from them

in the first emotional burst of the arrival at J erusalem .

A lready they began to cry

BaésAeesa,
624142234

P a -fia ,
ma -ma ,

uioa‘. No papa , no mamma.

Sp ree-eza
’Naza rez

‘

,
sp ree-eza

'N azaret. (
“We l

come from Nazareth
”

)
The crippled crawled in the dust , the diseased

displayed their sores
,
the ragged their rents. The

road was fi l led wi th al l the loathsome beggary of
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the East . When the advance-guard of the caravan

appeared at a corner of the road the beggars fairly

lost the ir heads .

Welcome to J erusalem ! Welcome , brothers !

Spree-ezdom, Spree -ezdom ! cry the p ilgrims who
are waiting

,
and they run towards the happy faces

of the throng. Here they come
,
al l carrying o l ive

branches and palms , here are the Montenegrin

pol i cemen
,
the mounted Turkish gendarme

,
pi lgrims

on asses , pi lgrims in carts , pi lgrims under immense

broad black umbrel las, phalanxes on foot , dust all

over, pack on back , [apii on the feet , staff in hand ,
and radiantly smi l ing. J erusalem once more !

J erusalem al l bedecked for Holy Week with a

glorious sun sh in ing over i t
,
and the crown of the

pi lgrimage at h and ! The pilgrims embrace and

k iss one another ; they fal l down on their knees and

give thanks they rise and kiss again .

But onward ! The l ine of the caravan must not

be broken. I t i s but a Sabbath day ’s j ourney to

the hostel ry. The beggars cry plaintively
,
whine

,

shriek , fal l down in the way , and the pi lgrims empty

from their sacks al l thei r crusts and waste ends to

them . We who have gone out to meet them march

by the s ide , and we bring them triumphantly to the

Russ ian settlement. Here once more a crowd is

waiting to meet them
,
the happy demonstrations are

repeated. But without much de lay the who le party

is brought into the gardens
,
and it s i ts down to

many tab les where J erusa lem gives a free dinner
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to al l thank ing God before and after for al l H is

mercies.

I n the dormitories and the pavil ions there is not

an empty place th is day. And Abraham , the

mysterious pilgrim
,
has special ly sanctified al l the

p igeon-hole beds , making the sign of the cross in

incense over them one by One. J erusalem now

holds i ts ful l complement of pilgrims.









THE APPROACH OF HOLY WEEK

J ERUSALEM began to overflow with pilgrims and
s ightseers , and also with mountebanks , showmen

and hawkers
,
and al l the parasites of the legit imate

crowd . Christ ian i ty in al l the garishness and

d ivers i ty of its Eastern adherence flaunted the eye.
The ord inari ly dressed European and American

whom one is led to regard as the Christ ian type is

in a minority at the Holy City. The speculative

looking Engl ish rector, the mild and self-contained

Cathol ic
,
the hotel- loads of commerc ial heathen

,
or

cousins and dependants of these heathen , form but a

sober and unarrest ing un it of the Jerusalem pageant.

The Holy City is del ivered into the hands of the

Russ ians
,
the Armen ians , the Bulgarians , and the

Christian Arabs and Syrians. Bu t beyond these

there are great numbers of Greeks , A lbanians,
Soudanese

,
there are I ndian converts

,
negroes

,
and

indeed representatives of almost every race of the

world
,
al l hustl ing and crowding one another in the

narrow J erusalem streets.

With the coming on of Holy Week the pi lgrim
233
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enters upon the final phase of th is serv ice of h is to

God . From the Saturday before Palm Sunday to
the morn ing of Easter he l ives the most arduous

and glowing l i fe that can be imagined. Rel igious

fire fuses h is whole being so that he becomes one

flame
,
l ike a lamp burn ing before the Holy of

Hol ies. Al l day and al l n ight l ife becomes a

continuous church service and eccles iast i cal pageant.

The J erusalem churches
,
and especial ly that of the

Sepulchre
,
are crowded from morn ing ti l l n ight ; one

great serv ice and process ion fol lows another a l l day

long. I n the numerous chapels and dim gal leries

of S t. Sepu lchre the sweet s inging never
'

dies away.

I n my experience I never saw such devotion as

that of the Russ ian peasants th is last week of the

great fast th is year. Worn out already by tramping

and by fasting, to say noth ing of the effect of such

exci t ing l ife on the ir h itherto quiet age
,
they were

yet ready to spend themselves to the last l im i t of

l i fe and care , sacrificing food, s leep , and the most

e lementary comforts of existence in order to l ive the

pi lgrimage out to the glorious end .

How many died these last days !

I n the hospi tal , as soon as Holy Week came near,
there was the utmost feverishness among the

patients. They found themse lves v irtual prisoners
—prisoners for their own sake . But they fel t they

wou ld rather d ie i n the streets than l ie i n the i r beds

gathering vulgar health when such doings were

toward in the ci ty .
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I met one of the doctors one day— it seems he

had been having a l ively time
,
being al ternately

coaxed and abused by al l h is patients in turn .

Here ’s a rouble for you,
said one old querulous

pilgrim . Just stir yoursel f . a l ittle now and get

me right.
“Write that I may get up now

,
was the general

You’re not in a fi t state , would be the reply.

A fit state
,
a fit state What does it matter to us

or to God whether our bodies are well . Write
,
write

wri te. God
’

ll pardon you for saying we are well .

I heard a pathetic tale at Easter how a poor,
broken-down old dame , who had been incarcerated

al l through Holy Week and its glories
,
brought out

a hot sh i ll i ng which she had been nurs ing under the

bedclothes al l through the night of Good Friday,
and she offered i t to the doctor with a whisper

I won ’t say anyth ing , take that and w rite that I

am well
,
and let me go out.

”

Yet the doctor refused.

To add to the ascetic ism of the pilgrims ’ l ives ,
they began now to examine themselves and curtai l

even their fast d iet so as to be in a condition to

receive Ho ly Communion on the night of Holy

Thursday . Prayers and rel igious exercises seemed

to be doubled in the hostelries, and even at two in

the morn ing there was the continual drone of

prayers
,
and the thump ings of old knees going down

upon the wooden couches.
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I f the lai ty were preparing, the clergy were not

doing less . On the Friday before Palm Sunday,
i.e. ,
on the day after the return from Jordan , the

Church of the L i fe-giv ing Grave was closed to the

pilgrims. I n preparation for Pass ion Week the

Sepu lchre had to be washed and adorned . Those

of us who v is ited the square of the church saw the

Arabs and lay brethren swil l ing and mopping warm

water over the stone floors , taking down old lamps

and putting up new
,
erecting places of vantage

,
and

stands for European and American s ightseers .

Many th ings were happen ing with in the temple .
About a thousand new lamps were hung ; the

ordinary ikons were taken away and rep laced by

representations
’

of the Pass ion of our Lord , pictures

embro idered on gold and v iolet coloured ve lvets .

The Ark of the Sepu lchre itself was also hung

with precious embroideries in which pictures were

made with pearls and rubies
,
and adorned with

flowers. The interior of the Ark , the Holy of

Hol ies , was carefully tended , scented with rose

odours , and decked with new-picked flowers. At

the entrance to the Ark was hung from the darkness

of the vaul t the prec ious five-wick lamp sent to

the Tomb by the Emperor N icholas I . Then also

on the al tar the priests placed precious c loths and

si lver cand lesticks . Above the great throne of the

al tar of Golgotha were hung lamps
,
and from the

lamps lovely garlands. All along the ikonostasis

new shapely cand les were erected , cand les as tal l as
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the priests themselves , some of them great white

cyl inders of wax. All day the long-haired monks

and priests moved to and fro i n stately garb
,

work ing wi th their wh i te
,
ringed fingers. One

knew they were preparing for the strange sacrifice
,

the offering of the embodiment of l i fe’s lovel iness

unto death. I t seemed that somewhere in the

background the young and lovely One H imself was

in durance
,
and that i t was the priests themselves

who would sacrifice H im . I t was on this day that I

read in S t . John how the priest Caiaphas prophesied

in spite of h imself
,
and became in a strange way

changed from the vulgar persecutor to the pre

destined hierophant of the mystery— “ Consider

that i t is expedient for us
,
that one man should die

for the people
,
and that the whole nation perish not.

This spake he not of himself : but being h igh priest

that year, he prophesied that Jesus shou ld die for

that nation (S t. John xi . 50,

What scandal
,
too, was talked about the priests

and their ways by new -come sightseers and free

thinkers. How frequently the pilgrims were called

upon by revolut ionary propagandists to desert thei r

rel igion because the priests were in a great conspiracy

to exploi t them
,
because the priests themselves

l ived ev il l ives
,
and even smoked and drank in the

Holy Places. There was comfort in the thought

that the priests themselves were l ike Caiaphas of old ,
made holy by destiny. What mattered at Jerusalem

was the ri te , the sacrifice , the J esus crucified in
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mystery in each man ’s heart. I ndeed , had the

p riests been tender and gentle as the v ict im H imself

they had never had the heart to carry through even

the rite
,
and even in symbo l ism to crucify H im over

again.

I told th is to Father Yevgeny , but be ing himself

a monk he d id not enter i nto the thought as readi ly

as other pi lgrims . But the popu lace also was

gui l ty,
” he cried out in his raucous voice

,

“ they

partic ipated in the gui lt , for they cried out for

Barabbas. I t was not only the ch ief priest and the

s cribes , but you and I , and al l of us . Even S t. Peter

was afraid.

“ But there
’ was S t . Joseph , said I ,

“
of Arima

thea , and the Maries and S t. J ohn , and many who

watched from afar with fear and tremb l ing in the i r

hearts , many also who l ike us had come to J erusalem

from afar.”

Yevgeny agreed . We even promised to re

member through Holy Week
,
when we came back

from the solemnization of the rais ing of Lazarus
,

that “ from that day forth the priests took counsel

together to put h im to death .

”







A
SERV ICE FOR THE REMEMBRANCE OF THE DEAD .

K o u t i a , Co m m u n ion Loave s , a nd L igh t ed Tape rs .





VERBA AND PALM SUNDAY

I WENT out with 4500 pi lgrims on the Friday
even ing before Palm Sunday, some of us to sleep at

the Monastery of the righteous Lazarus
, others to

spend the n ight in the V i rgin ’s tomb
,
others to be

shut i n the Garden of Gethsemane
,
and many

s imply to l ie and sleep under the open face of

heaven a mile or so outs ide the city on the road

toward Bethany. I took my chance with the last

named.

I t is a beautiful d istrict wherein to spend the

n ight—between the Mount of Ol ives and Bethany.

The great grey rocks cl imb in gal lery after gal lery

to the sky ; whilst i t is evening they breathe the

language of mystery , and when n ight cloaks them

they become the walls of a gigantic, dark , and awe

inspiring temple. As we lay , so far below the

summits of the rocks , we looked up at the lambent

roof of the sky al ight with the yel low flames of stars.

We slept
,
most of us, very we l l , but the n ight

was surpris ingly co ld ; one pi lgrim gathered wood

and made a smal l fire , wh ich , when I wakened now
239
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and then
,
I saw fl ickering poorly—the wi ld places of

the Holy Land do not abound in dry wood as

Russ ia does. Before dawn we got up ; some went

to the Lazarevsky Monastery to get tea, and others

cl imbed the Mount of Ol ives to jo in in the early

service at the Church of the Ascens ion . Liubomudrof

and I went to the grave of Lazarus, a cave with a

sharp descent of twenty - four steps at the bottom of

wh ich is a Roman Cathol i c altar. We kissed the

place where Lazarus stood up in the grave-garments
,

and then hurried out to the church of the meeting

of Martha with J esus , and we did reverence to the

chair where J esus sat wh i lst he waited some minutes

for M ary. A
’

service was being rendered in the

l i ttle church , and the peasants swarmed about i t

l ike bees. As the sun came up into the sky and

morn ing was real ised , crowds of new p ilgrims

appeared coming from the Mount of O l ives to

J erusalem . The road was thronged with mouzhiks

and oaoas walking in parade as on “ fest iva l day
”

in a large Russian v i l lage. As Liubomudrof re

marked , it was as if the v i l lage church at Bethany

were celebrating i ts dedication day
,
and the peop le

had come from al l the vi l lages round about for a

gu/auie.

For most of us i t was a gala day
,
not one of

arduous prayer and tramping
,
but of rest and happi

ness. We talked gai ly to al l and sundry whom we

met, strayed over the fields pick ing Jacob ’s ladders

and poppies , and break ing branches from the ol ive
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trees . Many of us bought palms from the Arab

hawkers. I n the afternoon we purposed to enter

J erusalem with flowers and palms as the populace

does at Moscow and K ief on Palm Saturday
,

bringing once more J esus to Jerusalem .

On our way back we cal led at Bithsphania, where

the apostles took the ass ’s col t , and we came strewing

petals of wi ld flowers and carrying our ol ive branches

to the Holy City once again. Those who had not

obtained date palms , and who preferred them to the

s imple ol ive branches
,
hastened to buy them at

J erusalem , in order that they might take them to the

great service in the even ing and bear them in

tr iumph on the morrow. Formerly the clergy dis

tr ibuted palms among the pilgrims gratis, but the

good custom has been al lowed to lapse and the

commercial Arab has stepped in .

For my part I went from church to church in

J erusalem
,
starting at the Troitsky Cathedral outs ide

the hostelry
,
and finishing with the Church of the

L i fe-giving Grave
,
and I l ived a moment in each .

Every one of the sacred bu ildings was fi l led with

peasant humanity, and above the heads of the close

packed crowd the palms waved l ike a maize-field.

The service at the L i fe-giving Grave was

magnificent. I t was taken by the Patriarch of

J erusalem ,
several bishops

,
and many monks , al l the

clergy in gorgeous vestments . The new crystal

lamps were l it
,
and innumerable wax candles ; the

black depth of the church was agleam with l ights
R
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l ike a starl i t sky brought down from heaven . The

S i nging was glorious.

Again next morn ing, Palm Sunday , the pageant
at the Sepulchre was glorious , and those who pene

trated to the fore of the terrib le crowd of pilgrims ,
s ight- seers

,
and Turkish sold iers , saw wondrous

s ights—many clergy in rich robes holding in their

hands
,
some boxes of re l ics , others l i ttle bright

painted ikons ; they saw bishops in thei r copes

carrying Gospels
,
priests holding bouquets of flowers ,

surpl iced boys with l ighted candles , many wi th

waving palms
,
strange

,
pale- faced

,
lank-haIred monks

with stove-pipe hats on the i r heads , and in thei r

hands the poles of painted banners and gi l t crosses .

One priest held an immense ol ive branch , say

rather an o l ive tree
,
al l hung with flowers and

ornaments l ike a different sort of Christmas tree.

With a great b last of s inging and wi th much hustl ing

by the Turk ish soldiers keep ing the worshippers

back , the great process ion commenced its threefo ld

march round the Sacred Grave. Not only the

choir, but al l the p i lgrims took up the hymn , and

even those in the surging mob without. The

Patriarch then read in a
’

loud voice the prayer for

the Christ ian kings and for the Su ltan— the Su ltan
won

’

t be left out. Then he led the way to that part

of the church dedicated to the Resurrection
,
and

standing at h is throne distributed the sacred bread.

The church was crushed to such an extent that

many lost their feet, and were borne up on other
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people
’

s S ides and shoulders. Every avai lable

eminence was occupied
,
if not by peasants at least

by Arabs , and the rough,
soldiery dealt with the

crowd menacingly. The great ol ive branch which

in old times the clergy
,
the Patriarch

,
and even

emperors and kings , went out to hew at Bethany
was now to be cut into b its in the church and

d istributed to the faithful . Lucky they who managed

to get a leaf to take home to Mother Russia.

Towards the end of the service and before the
d istribution of the leaves

,
I sought a seat in one of

the grand structures put up by the monks, facing

the entrance to the Sepulchre
,
and there watched

the end. Nominally the seats are free, but a hand

some oaés/ieesé is taken from the tourist who , of

course , manages h is bus iness through an interpreter.

Severa l Russian peasants had cl imbed up and taken

seats
,
no one saying them nay. I sat next to a

young lady from America ; she had her brother

with her
,
but he sat beh ind. They carried on a

very audible conversation . She sat in front in

order to take a snapshot when the people came

out of church . Her brother, who was a sel f

professed special is t i n national i ty , and could tel l

what each pilgrim was by a glance at h is face, was

not at al l abashed to cal l me some sort of a Russ ian ,
but d —n tall The girl had a pack of letters wh ich

she opened and re-read one by one. They were

ev idently congratulat ions as
,
by a gl impse I had of

one,
she had lately become engaged.



244 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS v 1

Present ly
,
with much shrieking and skirl ing from

the Orthodox Arabs
, who kept crying out in rel igious

frenzy
,

“ There is no God but God, the God of the

Orthodox Christians
,

” etc . , the dark cavern-door of

the Tomb began to vomit forth its dense crowds of

worshippers. The service was over. Out came

the huge o l ive branch . The c lergy had not suc

ceeded i n d ividing it up, but one worsh ipper had

snatched it and borne it away himself. He carried

i t h igh above h is head and shouted ; the other

pi lgrims cried with h im
,
and many tried to snatch

twigs and leaves. Then suddenly a l i ttle band of

red-capped Turks and be-turbaned Mos lems made

a loud whoop and struck their way with b lows

through the amazed crowd of worshippers, threw

themselves on the bearer of the ol ive branch and

gained possess ion of the trophy. No one could

stand against them . The soldiers cried out
,
and

we though t they wou ld fire as they did one year

previously , but the Mussu lmans ach ieved the

desperate deed , broke the branch to bits among

themselves , and ran off as quickly as they had

come, shriek ing triumphantly. The American girl

snapped her kodak .

The l i ttle scene was over i n a twink l ing. The

Christ ian Arabs swore vengeance , the mi ld Russ ians

spoke to one another indignantly
,
but the crowd

,
st i l l

surging forth of the gate of the Sepu lchre
,
soon

moved al l wou ld -be demonstrators on. I came

down from the stand and j oined the Russ ians who
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went down to the Golden Gate
,
that gate through

which it is prophesied that a great conqueror shal l

enter J erusalem , perhaps Jesus coming a second

t ime . The gate is that through which J esus

came when he entered in triumph long ago. I t

is now mortared up by the superstit ious Turks who
fear the fulfilment of the prophecy.
Every day during this last period of Lent there

were funerals of pilgrims , and this Palm Sunday in

the afternoon I witnessed the committ ing of two old

peasants to their rest in earth . I had returned from

the Golden Gate to the hostelry , and had hardly

made my dinner— a better one than usual
,
for

fish was al lowed that day—when a young monk

came and told me that the two dead ones were

being brought to the church . Already in the l i ttle

church of the monastery a great number of pilgrims

were gathered round about two s imple plank coffins

standing on deal trestles in the nave. The coffins

were very shal low
,
only just permitting the l id to

fasten down . At S ion , where the pilgrims are buried ,
i t is too much labour to hew out a sepulchre for a

large coffin . I came in close with the monk and

beheld the dead
,
for the faces were uncovered .

Both pi lgrims looked extraordinarily grand in

death ; on their heads were black mitre-shaped

caps with white tinsel crosses above the brows ,
round about the brows were bound ribbons on

which prayers were embroidered or printed , thei r

l ips were th ick and long and dul l under the now
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statuesque moustache
,
the ir sunburnt faces had a

look of exaltat ion even
,
one might say , of madness .

They had both d ied sudden ly, had both been to

Nazareth and back l iv ing on crusts of black bread ,
had both been to Bethany the day before

,
and

gathered flowers and ol ive branches. Their own

flowers were strewn in the coffins with them. They

were dressed in the ir J ordan -dipped shrouds, crosses

were in their hands and palms on their breasts.

We all stood around and stared
,
the dead al l encom

passed by the l iv ing. Presently , as was fitt ing,
candles were distributed

,
and we l i t from one

another, al l bowing toward one another in the

dim church , and the serv ice commenced . The

prayers were soon said and the candles extin

guished , and then one by one , or rather two or three

by two or three , the pi lgrims came up to the coffins ,
bent down and kissed the inan imate faces

,
and said

farewell . We al l crossed ourselves and s ighed ;
some shed tears, others said words of praise. All

fel t i t was wel l for the pilgrims to have died in the

Holy Land in the hol ies t days of their l i fe . There

was no thought that i t was far away to die. I t was

a great b less ing. M any piln ms reflected how good

it wou ld be for these on the day of the Resurrection .
“ And you know

,

” said one peasant to me
,
here

bodies don ’t corrupt . I t ’s not as i n Russ ia
,
where

your face is al l gone in a very short t ime ; here

there is hol i ness in the land
,
and that keeps the

bodies long after the processes of Nature are due.
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With what sounding kisses the peasant women

took leave of the dead ones and promised to meet

them in heaven ! I am sure every pilgrim in the

church came up and gave . the parting kiss. And

there was a strange fascinat ion in the faces of the

dead . All the time the service was in process they

seemed to say mysteriously
,

“ Come
,
come

,
come

and die
,
come and die.”

At last the final bless ing was given , and several

of the l iv ing pilgrims l ifted the coffins on to their

heads and bore them out of the church . All the

rest of us fol lowed with hymns , and we bore them

away through the Jerusalem streets and found them

sepulchres in S ion .



ABRAHAM : THE ETERNAL P I LGR I M

ONE of the most remarkab le figures of the pilgrimage

was Abraham , seventy-five years o ld , at J erusalem

for the twent ieth t ime. The old greybeard beggar

pi lgrim with wrinkled brows and opaque spectacles

was one of the s ights of the hostelry . He was

common ly to be seen standing with head and

shoulders thrown back
,
as erect as a ship ’s captain

scann ing the sea , a great wal let hanging from his

shoulders
,
and in h is hands a brass -bound

,
heavy

pilgrim ’s staff. He was the most pub l ic person of

us al l
,
though quite unofficial. All manner of l i fe

centred round him In the hostelries . He was, more

than the arch imandri te who drove to and fro , the

host of the p ilgrims. He welcomed al l newcomers

as i f they were h is guests. The numbers whom he

kissed and who chose »or even wanted to be kissed

by the old half- sain t were amaz ing.

Abraham is J erusalem ’s eternal pi lgrim . H is

whole l ife is a p i lgrimage now
,
pilgrimage after

pi lgrimage . He has no money or food or c loth ing

but what other peop le give h im
,
and yet he manages

248
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each year to reach the Holy City. For n ine

months of the year he is tramping in Russ ia
,
and

for the other three he is in the Holy Land or

on the pilgrim boat. H is life is a den ial in i tsel f of
all the modern conception of how one should spend

one
’

s days. From the common po int of V iew

Abraham and his l ike are dead waste
,
they are

doing noth ing , they are l iv ing on those who work ,
and contributing noth ing to the general store. But

Abraham is not only taking
,
but giv ing. For al l

those who have helped him on the way to Jerusalem

he prays when he reaches the city. Not only that ,
but he has hundreds of commissions for prayers and

a goodly quantity of money to give to the monks

and the priests in the names of peasants whom he

has met on h is pilgrimage , and who have asked h im

to pay for prayers for the health of the l iv ing and

the peace of soul of the dead.

A touch ing story is told of Abraham . When he

was a l i ttle boy his ears were fi lled with the tales of

the pi lgrims to whom his hospitable father gave

Shelter. At seven years old the l ittle Abraham

conceived the idea of starting for Jerusalem , and he

began to save his crusts and put them by in a sack .

One day
,
when he had a sackful , he started off

without tel l ing anyone
,
and toddled away up the road

a long which he had seen so many pi lgrims going.

Late in the even ing, footsore and tired, he met an

o ld waggoner standing outside an inn .

“Where

a re you going ? asked the latter. To Jerusalem ,

”
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the boy repl ied faintly. Then , said the waggoner,
“ you ’d better come along with me. Get up into

the waggon .

” The boy
,
noth ing loth , cl imbed into

the cart
,
lay down in the hay and fel l fast as leep .

And he. did not wake for a long while. At last he

was aware of someone shak ing and pok ing him .

“Wake up
,
wake up

,
said a fami l iar vo ice.

Where am I said the boy rubbing his eyes.

At the Holy City
’

of J erusalem ,

” said someone

gruffly.

“Wha-at ? ” said the boy , wha-at ?
” And look ing

round he saw his mother standing in the doorway.

The waggoner had driven h im home again .

From that
’

day to th is the peasant has had a

pi lgrim soul . He has v is ited al l the shrines and is

deep in al l the holy lore . For the last th i rty years

he has done noth ing but pilgrimage and “ find other

men ’s charity .

’ He has been a ho ly beggar, and

yet has not begged . Each n ight
,
when Abraham

arrives at a v i l lage and seeks hospital i ty at a strange

door, he does not cry out, “ Here comes an o ld

p i lgrim who craves your Christ ian chari ty
,

” etc. etc.

He prefers to l ive in the atmosphere of O ld Russia
,

where the refusal of shel ter to a p i lgrim is a more

imposs ible discord than curs ing in the M ass.

Abraham stops outs ide the door, knocks three times

with h is brass-bound staff, and cal ls out in deep

bass
“ I n the name of the Father

,
and the Son

,
and

the Holy Ghost.”
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How mysterious and wonderful the greeting is

when you hear i t from with in when the ikon lamp

is burn ing, the family is round the humming

samovar, and outside is the dark night, and the

unknown standing in i t waiting at your door w i th

face and aspect un imaginable. There is always a

feel ing it may be one of the ancient saints them

selves sti l l wandering the earth
,
not yet taken

up into heaven . There is a pause
, the family

cross themselves, then the good man of the house

says

Amen .

Abraham enters
,
the eternal pilgrim , with

wrinkled brow
,
grey ancient locks , opaque purple

spectacles
,
on h is back the pack of sorrows , in h is

hand his antique brass-bound staff.

He comes in With stories and with blessing ;
there is the odour of incense in h is garments and

intell igence of Heaven in h is features. He is the
“ bel l of the Lord ,

” the heavenly messenger go ing

to and fro on the business which is beyond the

grave. H is presence under your roof is itself a

b less ing. I n the morn ing he does not ask of you ,

he only receives. You give him money, bread, frui t

perhaps
,
you give h im a home-spun shroud to dip in

the waters of Jordan for you , you entrust h im to ask

the priests at holy shrines to pray for you , you send

h im to Nazareth and Beth lehem , and Guerassim, and

the Grave
,
and give h im copecks to offer for the

upkeep of the monasteries and churches where the
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monks and priests are praying. Then the old

pi lgrim goes on h is way once more.

Each year Abraham has rece ived enough money

to enable h im to pay for h is t icket to J affa on the

pilgrim boat—he never spends money on food or

lodging or clothes
,
so i t is easy to save. From

J affa he walks to J erusalem . He makes the arduous

pilgrimage to J ordan and Nazareth without turn ing

a hair and fu lfi ls al l h is commissions. He l ives in

the pilgr ims ’ l ives at the hostelry at J erusalem , and

is beloved of them
,
and then when Easter comes at

last and the l i fe of J esus is fulfil led in symbol
,
he

returns to Russia once more , laden with l i ttle tokens ,
— ikons, crosses , sacred pictures , bits of J erusalem

earth , bottles of J ordan water,— and he returns on h is

path to those who have helped him and shel tered

h im on the outward way. He distributes h is

bless ings , and then at the turn of the year turns

with i t to face the Ho ly C ity once again .

Each morn ing in Holy Week before dawn there

was a smel l of incense in the hostelry. By the dim

l ight of the paraffin lamp one saw the shadowy figure

of the aged pi lgrim shuffl ing from bench to bench ,
and carrying in h i s hand a home-made censer from

which a wh ite and
!

luscious smoke was ris i ng.

Most of the other p i lgrims slept
,
and o ld Abraham

came to make a cross of incense in the air above

each s leeper. I t was a voluntary act—an act of

grace, someth ing del ightful and tender. The

pilgrim brought to birth in each of us
,
i n the very
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morning before the ris ing of the noise and clamour
,

a sense of the hol i ness of each of these last days of

Christ ’s Pass ion.

But Abraham was open to al l , famil iarly ; though

he was mysterious he was by no means recluse.

He was fond of addressing endless questions to

p ilgrims , h is one comment on the answers being

Slur/a Teoye Gospody (G lory be to Thee , O Lord !)
or more commonly Spaseoo 7 227 2 Gospody (Thanks

be to Thee , O Lord !) He assailed me thus one
morn ing

“What is your name ?

S tefan , I repl ied.

Spasebo Tebye Gospody ! he rejoined , cross

i ng himself. “Which S tefan ? When do you keep
the day of your angel ?

The first martyr the 26th December.
‘ Spasebo Tebye Gospody

How old are you ?

Twenty-eight.”

Spasebo Tebye Gospody (cross ing himself).

From what prov ince do you come ? ”

From the Don Cossacks.
”

Spasebo Tebye Gospody (cross ing h imself)
and so on

,
asking if i t were the first time to

J erusalem
,
where I had prayed , whether I had been

to Jordan
,
and many other th ings , always thanking

God and cross ing h imse lf, so that we seemed to be

going through a sort of l i tany. He did not thank

God because I answered , but because of the ho ly

(cross ing himself).
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fact contained in my answer . To h im each l ittle

th ing in l i fe was part of God ’s wonderful prov idence .

That was the experience of the old p ilgrim .

There was a l i ttle bath - house in the hoste lry

yard where twenty-five pilgrims at a t ime had hot

baths
,
the men and women going in in alternate

relays. U nless one got there very early i t was

n ecessary to wai t hours— not that the pilgrims
minded . This bath -house was a favourite haunt of

Abraham
,
who not only sat and talked with the

mouzhiks, but also with the with whom he was

a great favouri te.

One morn ing I met a S iberian woman , a midwife

who had come ostensibly on a pi lgrimage
,
but i n

real i ty to see if there might not be scope for her

in her profess ion at J erusalem . She to ld me of

Abraham indignantly. She had been to the bath
,

a nd was horrified to see the o ld man i n the room

talk ing and S inging with the peasant women ; she

flatly refused to undress whilst he remained. She,
however, found herself i n a minority ; Abraham was

a half-sai nt, and no 6222 obj ected to h im .

The old p i lgrim was especial ly beloved by the

peasant women . They continually brought h im

c opecks and food, so that he could not poss ib ly

have wanted for anyth ing. He for h is part was

never happier than when he gathered a crowd of

them about h im , and conducted a l i ttle service of

hymn-s inging with them. He might commonly be

s een in the hostelry yard with a score or so of
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oaoas young and old about h im. He stood in the

middle and recited the verse that he wanted them

to s ing , and then sway ing h is body to and fro, and

keeping time with h is two arms
,
the one that was

empty and the one that held the brass-bound staff,
he would lead the tune in an ancient

,
sloppy ,

grand

mother
’

s voice, while al l the women jo ined in

un ison . I watched him one evening hold such a

serv ice for a whole hour. When he decided to

stop he took from his pocket a bottle of scented

water, and then blessed each pilgrim woman in turn .

He bade her cross herself, examined the way she

held her fingers
,
and if she had lapsed into unorthodox

habits, and did not, in h is opin ion , cross herself

rightly , he corfected her. Then he made the S ign

of the cross on the top of her head very del iber

ately
,
tapping with h is old fingers the crown and

the brow and the temple That done he fil led his

mouth with scented holy water and spurted i t forth

again into the peasant woman ’s face and then

k issed her checks al l trickl ing with water. This he

did al l the way round , and even by request twice

and thrice over again . The old women brought

h im farth ings.

I heard an onlooker say , “ There isn
’

t h is l ike in

J erusalem
,
no

,
not even in Russia , not even in the

world. He does for love what the priests should

do through duty. Who take the troub le to see

that the oaoas held their fingers properly but such

as he ?
”
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I fel t thri l led with agreement as I overheard that

remark , but I would not have made it so mysel f.

I t i s true that Abraham is wonderfu l , but i t i s no

reproach to the priests . Wild flowers are more

acceptable to God than the flowers of the garden
,

or to put i t in another way , Nature is a greater

gardener than man , and what is done in Abraham

could scarcely be done i n a priest.
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ALL who had not been to Jordan already journeyed

hurriedly th ither on Monday of Holy Week, j udging

the baptism in the holy stream an indispensable

preparat ion before rece iving the sacrament and

entering upon the mysteries of Easter. Many

pilgrims also went to Duba on the plains of Mamri,

where stil l l ives the oak under which Abraham

en tertained the three angels manifesting the Trin ity.

On the Wednesday I met my old man from Tobolsk

Government, the one to whom I gave S ixpence on

the pilgrim-boat. He had just come back from

Duba.
“ A tremendous oak ! said he . “ To think that

i t has l ived al l these thousands of years, and that my

unworthy eyes should survive to see i t !”

Other pilgrims went to Bethlehem , amongst

them the boy from the U ral ; he had five roubles

from people in h is v i l lage to give to the monks

there. Altogether there was an immense amount

of going i n and out, and the c i ty of Jerusalem was

l ike an ant heap swarming with ants.
257
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Yevgeny and I went to the cave of S t. Pelagia

once more ,
and the spot on which J esus is supposed to

have stood when he taught the d isc iples the Lord
’

s

Prayer. I t was here that the apostles set up the

first cross that was used as a symbo l of the Christ ian

rel ig ion .

How many mi l l ions of crosses have been made

s ince then
,

” said Yevgeny , crosses of wood, crosses

of stone
,
crosses of metal , crosses of spiri t, the

crosses which you make w i th your hand !

The old man removed h is hat and made the

s ign of the cross over h is b lack - robed chest.

Dear o ld Dyadya went with others and l ived a

n ight in the tomb of the V i rgin . Hundreds of

lamps were burn ing in the dark cave-temp le “ I t

was so sweet and comfort ing that I fel t j ust as i f

she had covered me with her sacred vei l
,
said

the gentle pilgrim .

Phil ip I found to be taking batches of peasant

women to booths opposi te the Armen ian Monastery

of S t. J ames , there to be tattooed on the arm by
n imb le Arab craftsmen s i tting on three- leg stools

and jabbing the bare flesh of cl ients with their

tattooing need les. Here figures of the Sav iour

were worked on the arm , also figures of the Mother

and Child, of N icholas the wonder-worker, and other

favouri te saints . Besides the l i ttle pictures most

pi lgrims had the word J erusalem printed , and the year

1 9 1 2 , and some ornamentat ion of flowers The

process was qu ick ly accomp l ished considering the art
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in the work , but all the same it was slower and more

painful than being vaccinated. One girl of seventeen

wept bitterly al l the while the operation was pro
ceeding. When the prick ing was done the Arabs

covered up the places with black plaster, and the ir

V i ctims were released with great black patches on

their arms . I n a day they might take off the plaster

and they would find the picture fixed beneath .

The Arabs took a shil l ing a time
,
and Phil ip h is

comm ISSIOn . I t was a shame , though , to deface

girls ’ arms in such a way. There would be too

much leisure to repent - a whole l ifetime perhaps .

What is worse
,
the picture is only clear for a year or

so
,
and then blurs to an ugly smudge and a dis

coloration . However
,
in defence I must add a note.

When I returned to Russia after the pilgrimage,
and was tel l ing an old Armenian woman of my

experiences
,
she turned on me with a

Show me the picture on your arm .

I could show her none , of course.

She looked at me with doubt and incredul i ty.

She wasn ’t going to bel ieve I had been to J erusalem

unless I had got the word branded on my arm .

Phi l ip told me in confidence that he was going

to pay a doctor five roubles some day to clear h is

arm of h is own old tattoo marks . He thought i t

bad to be marked for l ife with a smudge, but he

took the women al l the same. I d idn
’

t see much of

Ph i l ip in Holy Week except when he came past me

with h is sacks of purchases— he was a busy man .
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Of course commercial J erusalem grew happier

and happier as the c ity fi l led , and the final orgy

of keepsake-buying grew to a cl imax. The shops

were crushed from morn ing t i l l n ight .

A new feature in the hostel ry l ife was the

appearance of rows of sacred pictures, gigantic bead

embroidered Madonnas as b ig as house doors , and

sold with packing cases al l ready for transm iss ion

on board . These almost l i fe-s ized representations

of the V i rgin might have been thought to do some

shame to the sacred womanhood , but I did not

hear any objection on the part of the pi lgrims .

The p ictures were designed as gifts for V i l lage

churches
,
and were too big to accommodate in shops.

One peasant woman took one on trust
,
and sat bes ide

it al l Holy Week begging money to pay for i t.

By Good Friday she had obtained the price
,
and

i t was packed in her name for her l i ttle V i llage away

in Penza prov ince. To-day, no doubt, i t looks out

from a wal l of her V i l lage church
,
and she regards i t

with pride. She paid a lot for i t
,
too

,
I suppose ;

the p ilgrims pay heav i ly for al l the l i ttle th ings

they want. Some wou ld say they are swind led .

But pi lgrims never do anyth ing but gain by sacred

th ings. As Yevgeny said to me one day
,
pointing

to a crowd of hawkers and pi lgrims
,

“ Look at our

peasants ransoming the crosses and the ho ly th ings

from the J ews and the infidel.”

I f the Arabs were busy in the streets the com

mercial monks were busy in the courts of temp les
,
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playing their o ld shabby game of bless ing sel l ing.

Whenever the keeper of the hostelry wasn ’t looking
,

in popped an austere looking Greek monk with a

brief-case and a bag in his a rms. One came up to
me on the Tuesday afternoon.

“ You have a l ist of souls from Russia
,
no doubt

,

said he. Give i t to me and let our brotherhood

pray for them . So you w i l l enable us to build our

monastery of S t Joachim in the Desert.”

No souls
,
said I lazi ly

,
handing him a piastre

,

for I knew it was money he wanted.

Why so l i ttle ? ” said he in an authoritative
,

angry tone l ike a Russian official to a peasant.
“ That is not enough. Give me more !

”

I put out my hand and took the piastre back

laconically.

He waited .

I turned to someth ing else . When I turned back

he was st i l l standing waiting, so I asked h im what

more he wanted
“ The money, said he, painedly.

But you didn ’t want i t,
” said I . You gave it

me back .

“ Give me the piastre , said he.

Oh no
,

” said I , “ i ts too l i ttle for you . You

don ’t get i t from me now. I ’l l keep my piastre for

someth ing else .”

At th is moment he caught sight of the keeper,
and bobbed round a corner very unceremonious ly

and d i sappeared .
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On Holy Thursday, at the Grave , when the

Patriarch washed the feet of twe lve of h is clergy, a

number of pi lgrims were put into good places , and

they looked on happ i ly and s imply, and enjoyed the

spectacle
,
crossing themse lves and prais ing God .

What was the i r aston ishment when after the serv ice

they were confronted by a mi l i tary - looking Greek

monk who sudden ly cal led out, “ Get your money

ready.

” Poor mouzhiks , they had each to pay a

roub le for a compulsory blessing. I heard that

nothing less than a roub le would be taken
,
but I

suppose in some cases the monk took less
,
for “ ye

canna tak ’ the breeks off a Hielander.

” I t is a good

arrangement of the Palestine Society, that ten Sh il l ing

deduct ion which is made from the pi lgrim ’s money

on the day of arr ival i n J erusalem , and paid to h im

on the day when he departs . But for that the poor

peasants had sure ly finished up dest i tute.

There was plenty of incident i n the too-ful l

hoste lries during Holy Week . On Tuesday n ight

a great sti r was caused by a madman runn ing about

in h is sh irt and bellowing. Th i s strange fe l low was

a penn i less , one-eyed beggar who had begged his

way from h is nat ive v i l lage. At Jerusalem he had

not a halfpenny, and he was al lowed to sweep the

floors of our hostelry for h i s keep . We were al l

wakened up by his strange lapse and the overseer

was brought the o ld man was captured and prevai led

upon to l ie down again and s leep. As I had been

wakened up I came round and sat wi th the overseer
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by the old fel low’s bench . He was evidently

anxious as to what the madman might do next. He

thought such characters should not be al lowed in the

hostelries ; they were thought holy in their nat ive

Russ ian vil lages and did no harm
,
but here under

the influence of J erusalem excitement who could tel l

what might happen No
,
he didn ’t bel ieve that the

old man was poor. He might easily be frightful ly

rich. They are al l gatherers and misers
,
that sort ,

said he. “ Last year just such an one died in one

of the smal l rooms. She had locked herself i n and

no one could get to her for a long time. When

the door was forced the 22 52 was found dead . She

had died of starvation . And of how much money

do you th ink she died possessed ? You ’d never

guess five thousand piastres. There was a

whole pai lfu l of Turkish ha ’pennies alone .”

One morn ing a very queer character showed

h imself in the hostelry and began a propaganda.

He averred that after a year and a half’s meditation

he had been received into heaven for twenty - four

hours
,
and conducted through its wonders by an angel

officer, who told h im many th ings that were wrong

on earth and bade him set them fi ght. He was a

short peasant of midd le age, rather stupid- looking,
but hav ing a nervous affection that caused al l h is

features to jump and twinkle as he spoke.

I heard h im saying
,

“ Ah , then the ange l-officer

took me into a garden of heaven where were al l the

sou ls of ch i ldren under six years o ld, a garden ful l of
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green apples and l ittle birdikins .

’ When I came up

to l is ten he stopped in h i s harangue and pounced

upon my hand. There was a ring on my fourth

fingen
“ Take off that r ing, said he, and put i t on the

middle finger ; i t i s mortal Sin to have i t on the

fourth . So the angel-officer (augelséy 24222) in
structed me.

Several peasants obj ected
,
say ing that the th ird

finger was one of those used for crossing
,
and must

not be encumbered by earthly van ity. The old man

was obst inate
,
however

,
and ins isted that he had a

newer revelation than they, the angel-officer having

mentioned that poin t particularly . The ring was

very t ight on my finger and cou ld on ly be removed

w i th great difficulty , so I did not take the prophet
’s

adv ice . He offered to bless my th ird finger special ly

if I fel t any qualms, so I was obl iged to expla in that

the ring wou ldn ’t come off. That rather floored

h im . The ange l-officer hadn ’t prov ided for the

eventual i ty.

There were qu i te a crowd of p i lgrims round

about the prophet , some bel iev ing, others doubting,
a few trying to exp lain that the prophet meant he

had had a trance and seen a v is ion. The l i ttle o ld

fel low, who protested the truth of h i s experience and

the genu ineness of h is m iss ion
,
was rather a queer

spec imen of Russ ian human ity. I t could not be

said he was mad , and though he never looked

anybody in the face I scarce ly th ink he intended to
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deceive. L ike old Abraham he had a grandmotherly

voice—a tone explained
,
perhaps

,
in the Russian

phrase , “ S tupid to the point of sancti ty.

” He was

much pleased to have l isteners
,
and vexed when any

went away quickly. He continuously adjured the

pilgrims to give ear attentively and take h is words to

heart. Every now and then he wou ld buttonhole a

promis ing looking disciple and address h im in

honeyed accents
“ The angel -officer showed me how to pray thus

‘ J esus , Son of God , have mercy ; Jesus , Son of God

have mercy ; Jesus , Son of God , have mercy

The angel -officer told me the praying beads may

be abol ished the prayers can be counted just as wel l

on the fingers.

He began praying on his fingers with great

celeri ty. F ive hundred
,
said he

,

“ is a perfect

prayer. ” The pilgrims fel l out with h im because he

left out the words “ us sinners.” They declared

that the prayer should run
,

“ Jesus
,
Son of God , have

mercy upon us s inners
,

” and that the omission was

not orthodox . Thev suspected him of being a

Molokan sectarian and were qu ite angry.

The prophet changed the subject.
“ People should not go so often to church , but

should do more good works instead. We should

have more mercy. We should not condemn

drowners
,

stiflers, non - communicants , wizards .

Especially
,
you dear oaoi, do not condemn wanderers

and strange persons i n rags. The angel - officer
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told
?

me how you can save your house from evi l

sp iri ts without be ing inhosp itab le. Before you

l ight the fire in the morn ing cross the stove with

the s ign of the cross ; before you go to bed at

n ight cross al l the doors and al l the windows

in the name of the Father
,
the Son

,
and the Ho ly

Ghost. When you boi l potatoes cross the saucepan

and put the potatoes in three at a t ime. When the

potatoes are done, cross the pot again , and take

them out three at a t ime.
“ But when you take them out they are hot ,

objected a oaoa . But the man from heaven was

equal to al l such objections.

As Ph il ip Wi th a sack on h is back shou ldered

h is way through the crowd , I asked h im what he

thought of the prophet . “ On ne khorosh i ,
” said

he
,
no good . He is a monk who has had his hai r

cut off. He wil l make a col lection and to-night

get drunk.

However, Ph i l ip h imself had partaken plenti ful ly

enough of w ine , at least one day recently, and had

s lept l ike a log al l through the festiv it ies of Palm

Sunday.

To be drunk in Holy Week at J erusalem was

counted terrible Sin, and I must say that though

many of the peasants were heavy vodka drinkers ,
there was very l i ttle dri nking noticeable al l the time

of Lent. On Palm Sunday , day of relaxation , I saw

the on ly drunken man before Easter Day. He

was bawl i ng nonsense at one end of the hostelry ,
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and I went along to h im
,
sat beside him and stared

in h is face teasingly. He was talking discon
nectedly and absurdly of the saints , and did not

notice my stare for some Seconds . When he be

came aware of i t he seemed troubled and asked me

what I wanted . I continued to stare without saying
a word. Then , to my aston ishment, the old fel low

dropped down on his knees in front of me , and with

tears in h is eyes begged my forgiveness for h is s in .

Arab women found their way into the hostelry

in Holy Week despite the regulations
,
and sold

bottles of spiri ts to the peasants
,
bottles of gin

and cognac in preparation for the festiv i ties of

Easter day. Much l iquor was bought and put

solemn ly away
,
covered up and out of s ight

,
til l the

fast was over.

Another feature of the hostelries at th is time was

the reinforcement of the beggar army. We were

infested with holy beggars—orthodox Arabs and
Syrians cross ing themselves , pattering Russ ian and

showing their sores. Their clamour at dawn when

the pi lgrims were in great numbers in the hostel ry

yard was aston ish ing. They behaved very di ffer

ently from the beggars the Russian loves to en

courage at home. The true Russ ian beggars never

tyrannise over passers -by, but the Arab is a regular

paras i te. All the time he begs he hates you ; and

wh ils t you give he despises you .

Two of the most in teresting beggars in the

hostelry yard were a wel l-dressed dwarf and an
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errati cal ly wandering bl ind man . The dwarf ob

tained an extraordinary amount of money. Al l the

peasant women had pity on h im .

“ How cou ld

such a l i ttle man l ive they asked , and they gave

him alms with conv iction . Not only d id they give

h im but they brought the ir crusts of bread

for h im also . The wily Syrian never refused any

th ing
,
though

, of course , he had no use for hard

black bread going mouldy.

The b l i nd man was always walking i rrelevantly ,
and cal l ing out at random even when there were no

passers -by. He had a rasping voice
,
and he cried

i n an abrupt s taccato

K rista raddy ! K rista raddy a making Syrian

of the beauti fu l Russian cry , “Rodi KAr isz‘a
”

For Christ’s

One morn ing a s i l ly old oaoa brought to the

neat l i ttle s impering dwarf a whole armfu l of bad

cabbage leaves , yellow and wi lted. I watched the

beggar rece ive them and thank her
,
crossing h imself

and thanking God . The 5262 went and the dwarf

remained with a contemptuous express ion in h is

eyes. I n h is arms was th is unp leasant encumbrance

of cabbage leaves . Sudden ly he had a happy

thought. The poor old b l ind man was j ust walk ing

into the church wal l , and cal l ing out as ever, K rista

raddy ! K rista raddy !” though no one was near.

The dwarf tripped over to him very solemn ly and

deposited al l the cabbage leaves in h is arms.
57 2 1222 Tooye Gospody 5722 1242 Tebye
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Gospody ! said the bl ind man ecstat ically
,
for he

knew not what he was receiving. Meanwhi le the

artfu l dwarf tripped back to h is place by the main

stream of passengers.

The dwarf and the bl ind man were gentle

beggars ; i t must be said they were angels beside

the majori ty of Easterns . Fortunately no Arab

beggars were al lowed inside the dormitories of the

pilgrims. There a d i fferent sort of beggar obtained .

Every morn ing good women came with sacks asking

for any crusts we could spare to give to the desti tute

and the starving. Then also at dawn poor old

62 42 : came and begged to wash our shirts for us

at a farth ing apiece . Farth ings meant much to

them
,
and for our part Easter was coming on ,

and al l our l inen must be clean on the n ight of

going to communion . I n the yard on Tuesday

and Wednesday might be seen scores of women

wi th tubs full of soap-suds and washing , and on l ines

joined from roof to roof and coping to coping, long

strings of shirts of al l imaginable hues.





V I I

THE P ILGRIMAGE CONCLUDED





COMMUN ION

ON Wednesday evening many of the pilgrims went

to the monastery of S t . Constantine and S t. Helena

to take part in the consecration of the holy oil. On

Holy Thursday
,
the day of their Easter communion ,

the pilgrims went and wept at Gethsemane
,
and

followed down the road by wh ich the soldiers led

J esus to the house of the high priest Annas. From

the house of Annas they went across the way to the

house of Caiaphas. I t is near S ion , and an

Armen ian monastery is bui lt there now. I n the

court of the monastery the pilgrims showed one

another the vine
’

which grows on the spot where S t.

Peter den ied Christ, and then they went along

the right hand side of S ion to the cave where the

apostle wept bi tterly. Many of us went once more

to the Pree torium and the Church of Christ’s

torments
,
and saw where the Saviour was scourged

,

where He was arrayed in purple and crowned with

thorns.

At five o ’clock in the afternoon the Patriarch left

the patriarchate in solemn state and came to the
273 T
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crowded Sepulchre
,
kissed the S tone of the Anointing

and the Sacred Tomb , and then mounting to h is
throne in the Church of the Resurrection , b lessed

the people of the Christ ian world gathered there

north
,
south

,
east

,
and west. The great serv ice

of Christ ’s sufferings commenced . A deacon was

blessed by the Patriarch and began read ing a psalm,

whi lst another consecrated the church w i th incense.

The church was fu l l of bishops and archbishops and

priests
,
who,

after the Patriarch had read the first of

the “ Twelve Gospels
,
took i t in turn to read the

others
,
i n all the languages of the East—Greek ,

S l avonic
,
Turkish

,
Roumanian

,
etc.

,
etc. Two

deacons brought vestments for the Patriarch , two

o thers brought doub le and treble branched candle

sticks with cand les burn ing, and two more brought

the B ible , wh ich they held in the ir hands as in some

Angl ican churches
,
and the Patriarch read

,
stand ing

on h is throne. When he had fin ished he stepped

down with gold-chained censer and sanct ified the

Sepu lchre and the people with incense.

There were many Russ ians at the Church of the

Sepu lchre , but more Greeks and Syrians and Arabs.
The peasants preferred to take the communion

service at the Russ ian Cathedral where the c lergy

al l spoke Russian
,
and everyth ing was done in a

language comprehensible to them . I n the old days

the serv ice took place with greatest pomp at S ion ,
and the True Cross

,
with an extraordinary representa

t ion of the bleed ing and suffering J esus
, was set up
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in the church. But for convenience the Greek

clergy have central ised everything at the Sepulchre.

They have made of it a church that can be used for

any purpose and on any day
,
instead of reserv ing to

i t i ts especial s ign ificance and function . I n doing th is

they have erred in instinct or have been betrayed

by cupidity. The whole orthodox idea of the special

sacredness of special places tends to be lost by this

barbarism. Perhaps al l wil l be put right some day.

Already there is a strong feel ing of difference in the

Russian branch of the Greek Church. Russian

Christian ity is l iv ing and growing whilst that of the

Greeks is dying and corrupting. The Greek clergy

do not recognise that fact ; the contempt which they

mete out equal ly to their own Greek peasants and

to the Russian peasants is qu ite absurd in the latter

case. The Russians have supersti tion , they are

s imple
,
they can be deceived , but they have l i fe ,

they have some indiv idual and real revelation which

came, not as spoon meat from an idle priest, but as

vis ion from the L iv ing God. I f the Russian nation

continues on the upgrade in the Powers of Europe

the Sepu lchre may fal l into their hands, and indeed

al l the power of m inistration at the shrines of

Palest ine. From the point of V iew of Christian ity

such a change would benefi t every one.

A l l the pi lgrims I knew, even commercial Phi l ip ,
even many of the feeble people in the hospital

,

communicated on Thursday n ight, on the very day

of the year and at the very J erusalem where the
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beautifu l ri te of communion was given first of al l.

To the peasants th is service had a great sign ificance

they fel t in a more real and mysterious way their one

ness in Christ, the mystic fel t the transubstant iation

of the elements more v ital ly , the superstit ious more

material ly and awfu l ly. Greatest of all re l igious

treasure brought from Jerusalem they accounted the

fair white loaves wh ich were b lessed on the Eve of

Good Friday and returned to them on the morrow.



TH E ARMEN IAN GRANDMOTHER WHO ASK ED ME I F I HAD TH E
TATTOO MARK ON MY ARM





BR I NG I NG OUT THE HOLY SHROUD

ON Good Friday in the outer Jerusalem world

began the hurly burly of Easter. I n the hearts of

indiv idual pilgrims were hol iness and peace
,
but in

the l ife of the thousands trooping the cobbled

streets began clamour and confusion without

remiss ion. The noisy have it al l their own way in

th is world, a hundred noisy ones in a quiet c ity

make a city noisy , and here at Jerusalem those of

no isy soul numbered thousands rather than hundreds.

The s imple peasants were called upon to l ive a l ife

of complete ecstasy in the heart and uttermost con

fusion in the mind . Nominally the pilgrims were to

go to h igh vespers at 2 RM to the all n ight service

at PM to the rece iving of the Sacred Fire at

noon on Saturday , and to the Easter Vespers on

Saturday night
,
but many a mouzhik set out on

Friday afternoon for the L ife-giv ing Grave, and was

comp letely lost, nOt only to the rest of us , but to

himself
,
wedged in the crowd of al l the nations at

the Sepu lchre. Others with express purpose took

up their stand in the great church , intending to
277



2 78 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS V11

remain al l the t ime. For al l
,
except those long

fami l iar with the ri tual
,
the services were more

mysterious than in te l l igib le. I t was rather hard on

those who wished to be at Golgotha on Good

Friday, to put their fingers in the holes in the cross

where the nai ls had been
,
to k iss the flower-strewn

shroud , to see the fire actual ly burst forth out of the

rock on Saturday , and to see the Patriarch when he

came forth on Easter n ight te l l ing the world that

Christ had risen indeed. So great was the crowd
of pilgrims , and so uproarious the more Eastern of

them , that the priests themse lves were unable to

fu lfi l al l the prescribed ri tes . Much that can be

seen at the ordinary churches of Greek Christ ian i ty

was necessari ly omitted owing to the crush and the

read iness of the Turkish troops to fire on the people

at the least provocation . But perhaps i t was on ly a

rumour that parts of the serv ice had been omitted

there were hundreds of short l i ttle men and women

wedged in the crowd for whom al l migh t have been

omitted, and they wou ld have been j ust as wise . I f

these did not grumb le they led a l i fe of faith .

At nine o ’c lock on Good Friday began the

reading of the Great Hours , and at two in the after

noon H igh Vespers commenced. The Church of

the L i fe-giving Grave was crammed to the despera

t ion point with p i lgrims who had taken up the p laces

wh ich they d id not in tend to forsake t i l l the fire

burst forth on Saturday afternoon. I found a

pos it ion near the S tone of Anointing , now rich ly
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draped and adorned , and if I d id not see al l that the

purple robed clergy accompl ished I cou ld at least

console myself with the thought that I had friends

in every part of the cathedral
,
each seeing the

ri tual from a different point of advantage or dis

advantage .

We heard the sonorous ch iming of the bells and

the sweet s inging of the choristers
,
breathed the

incense , and sang the al lelu ias and amens, and calls

for mercy , and we tried to cross ourselves at the

appropriate points. Many men and women got

down on their knees despite the crush , and remained

down among other people ’s legs abasing themselves

and praying with intense fervency.

The service was but a prel iminary one , and we

were left to push and jostle one another ti l l half-past

e ight. All the Easterns began to shout and sing,
and try to make elbow room , with such clamour that

it m ight have been a town hal l mob waiting for an

e lection resu l t ‘rather than the worshippers at the

Ho ly of Hol ies . The Russians, however, stood

motion less and tac iturn . They knew how to wait, to

be s ilent, and endure.

There was a hush when the clergy reappeared
,

and I shal l never forget the thri l l ing strangeness of

the scene , the sea of wh ite faces l ike those of so

many corpses risen from the dead , the dim l ight of

many coloured lamps and innumerable candles, the

extraord inary melody and mystery of the chiming of

the bel ls above us. When the crowd ceased to talk
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and shout, to l isten to the bel ls , i t was as if we

strained our ears for intel l igence of heaven.

The service went forward in pomp and order, a

labyrinth ine procession with the swaying of censers ,
stately movements of the priests and the monks

,

blasts of heavenly S inging from the choi r
,
and

sepulchra l pronouncements in unearthly voices from

the priests. Two by two we saw the arch imandri tes
,

the priests and the deacons
,
and indeed al l the lower

clergy, go up to the Patriarch to receive h is bless ing

before putting on their processional robes of ve lvet .

We saw the deacons robing the Patriarch h imself,
and the whisper went round that the Sacred Shroud
would now be taken in procession .

The clergy began to issue into the body of the

church , three hundred of them with crosses and

banners , s i lver c lubs , candles, heav ily bound Gospels.
The Patriarch came forth carry ing the Gospels in

one hand and h is staff in the other, and two deacons

waved incense toward h im unceas ingly. From the

choir in the gal lery above and from many pi lgrims

came a sweet volume of song.

After slowly circl ing the ark of th e Grave the

Patriarch and h is clergy mounted to Golgotha
,
where

on a table under the place where our Lord was

crucified
,
lay a shroud of wh ite hand-spun l inen

,

embroidered in many co loured s i lks with a re

presentat ion of J esus ly ing in the Sepulchre. The

shroud was also covered with freshly picked flowers

that had been scattered upon it by the monks
,
and
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which would be scrambled for later on by the crowd

eager to take home tokens of almost miraculous
power.

As the procession came up
, those who had

Gospels placed them on the Shroud, and then the

Patriarch read the last chapters of S t. Matthew. A

prayer was said for the various orthodox kings , and

the choir began s inging an oft-repeated “ O Lord

have mercy .

”

From Golgotha the procession came down to the

S tone of Ano in ting, and I saw four bishops carry ing

in the ir right hands B ibles and l ighted candles
,
and

in their left hands the precious shroud ful l of flowers.

They held the shroud by tassels
,
and carried i t three

t imes round the S tone before placing i t final ly upon

i t F or the pilgrim in h is heart i t was J esus

H imself that the flowers symbol ised
,
Jesus taken

down from the cross , and now to be buried in the

Sepulchre . When the priests sprayed rose water

upon it and poured sweet-smell ing o intments , i t was

as if the body of J esus were being again ano inted .

What a crush there was about the S tone ! We

could scarcely breathe. I heard several gasps and

cries from old folk inj ured in the press.

Here at the S tone was a further reading of the

Gospel
,
prayers

,
the s inging of canticles

,
and a short

but s imple sermon , to the effect that Christ had

suffered for our s ins and that H is precious body

had been anointed with sweet o i l and wrapped in

fai r l inen. The sermon ended , the shroud was
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upborne once more and carried in process ion three

t imes round the ark of the Grave. The same four

bishops then carried i t i nto the sacred interior and

placed it in the hol low of the rock where original ly

J esus ’ body was laid.

When the bishops came out once more the

Patriarch
,
tak ing a censer in h is right hand , h im

self entered and began a lamentat ion in a loud and

trembl ing bass. I t was the signal for great emotion

throughout the church , cries in a l l languages , moans ,
shouts. Then the Patriarch came out again , and

in clouds of incense swung h is censer toward the

worshippers and marched round the ark Once

more.

Sermons and prayers fol lowed in variou s

languages and much wonderfu l s inging. Then all

the clergy went in to do homage at the Sepulchre ,
al l i n thei r r ich purples

,
with their pale strange

faces
,
and with their long hair hanging over the ir

shou lders. Their aspect was what might have been

a dream of J esus sleeping in the grave .

When al l had kissed the shroud and come out

aga in there was a pro longed singing of cant ic les .

The l ights i n the ark were put out and the doors

closed. A Turk was given wax , and the lock was

sealed with four seals
,
and an Arab so ld ier with a

gun was put on guard at the entrance.

At three o ’clock at n ight the serv ice ended the

clergy were disrobed, and the l ights were put out.

Great gloom enve loped the church
,
a gloom on ly



v 11 BR I NG I NG OUT HOLY SHROUD 283

in tensified by the smoky l ights of the many tal low

candles in the hands of the pilgrims and the church

servants . The inferno of noise re-asserted itself, to

cont inue without interruption ti l l two o’clock in

the afternoon .



THE SACRED F IRE

THE receiv ing of the Sacred Fire is not primari ly

an object of Russian pi lgrimage. For the Greeks

and the Orthodox Arabs and Syrians i t is the crown

of the pi lgrimage , but the Russians are often adv ised

by their priests to regard the ceremony as um

important. It certainly is not b ibl ical , i t i s not an

emblem of Chri st ’s l ife upon the world . I t i s

something accidental and addit ional , a heri tage of

pagan ism
,
and a mountain of supersti tion .

I n the first century of Christian ity the Patriarch

Narcissus, finding the lamps in the Sepulchre short of

oil , went to the brook of S i loam for water and fi l led

the vessels of the church therewith . Fire came

down from heaven and ign ited the water so that

i t burned l ike oi l
,
and the i l lum inat ion lasted

throughout the Easter serv ice. Every Easter

Saturday since then fire has appeared from heaven

at the Sepulchre.

The m iracle is not a new conception. I n the

Old Testament days fire came down from heaven

and consumed the agreeable sacrifice. The Sacred
284
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Fire of Holy Saturday is sent by God as a S ign

that the sacrifice of H is Son has been acceptable to

H im . Perhaps in its origin the miracl e was a way

for the F ire-worshippers to pass over into Christian ity

without Shock . I t is even to-day a great pagan

festival , and there are as many Moslems as

Christians eager to l ight their lamps and candles

from it on Holy Saturday afternoon .

Every J erusalem Moslem bel ieves in the Holy

F ire— it i s the angel of h is home he l ights the fire

on his hearth from it and bel ieves that i t gives h im

fortune. J erusalem in a strange way identifies i ts

prosperi ty with the miracles of the Sacred Fire
,
and

its inhabitants know that but for the influx of visitors

to see i t from all the country round , and from even

the ends of the earth , they would al l be much poorer.

I have said that the Russians rather sl ighted it
,

but that does not mean that many did not regard it

as an extraordinary wonder, a miracle absolutely

authenticated.

I had a long talk with Liubomudrof. He held

that the Sacred F ire breaking out was the s ign sent

from God that out of death would spring l ife, that

J esus had died
,
but that He would conquer death .

I held that the priests produced the fire chemical ly,
and that they understood it as a symbol and a rite.

That is worldly wisdom
,

” said he in his

oracular way,

“ the cunn ing dece ive, and the

s imple are dece ived . There are , I know , frauds ,
priestly sleight-of—hand , juggl ing tricks worked by
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the dev i l and exposed by man . Who is there to

bel ieve ? What is there to bel ieve ? There used

to be faith by which mountains cou ld be removed ,
but the only person who had faith enough to do i t

was the dev i l
,
and he is always doing i t. But I

have always understood that at the Sepu lchre on

Ho ly Saturday God gave a palpab le s ign. Though

al l other mirac les were frauds , invent ions , sleight-of

hand
,
yet the Sacred F ire was a heaven ly manifesta

t ion on earth.

I tried to point out that al l events were real ly

miracles
,
therefore ful l of mystery. That our l i fe

was noth ing but mirac les, that we were borne up on

miracles l ike a ship on the waves of the sea , but

that did not p lease the Comic at al l . He was out

to see a defin itely explained infraction of the har

mony of nature , a real impinging of the after l i fe

upon the present l i fe , heaven upon earth , and he

had in readiness a lamp with two wicks which he

intended to l ight with “ the l ight that never was on

sea or land , and take back to Russ ia to h is cottage

and h is church .

Before leav ing J erusalem I gave to Liubomudrof

as a parting g i ft a l i ttle Gospel
,
and I wrote with in

i t the aphorism , True Rel igion takes i ts rise out

of Mystery, and not out of M i racle.
” I n Liubomu

d rof
’

s ever-revolv ing whimsical mind such a thought

might wel l find ground to grow and b lossom . I n i t

l ies salvation in the hour of doubt.
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The Church of the Sepulchre , of Golgotha, and
of the Resurrection, was crowded even to the point

of sacrilege
,
and a l i ttle army of Turkish soldiers

forced the crowd back , and kept space for the

Patriarch and his clergy tak ing the service. P racti

cally every pilgrim in J erusalem was standing some

where either without or with in
,
and some were

waiting in quieter corners even a few streets off

look ing towards the Sepulchre
,
and feel ing that

though they saw nothing, yet they were tak ing

part and were actually present. All had the ir

candles ready to l ight when others more fortunate

should burst out of the crowd carrying the sacred

flames. Many had the lanterns in which were

enshrined l i ttle ikons and lamps . These lanterns
,

with lamps l i t from the Sacred Fire, the peasants

hoped to preserve til l they got back to Russia
,
to

carry in their hands even as they walked from

Odessa home
,
and to treasure as they wou ld the

water of l i fe or the philosopher ’s stone. Alas ! i t

was often a difficult matter keeping the lamp

a-burn ing al l the way, through rain and tempest,
and through stress of c ircumstances on the road .

Some Russian writer wil l perhaps col lect one day

stories of the adventures of the Sacred F ire ; i t

would be a piece of national l i terature.

About two o’clock in the afternoon the shouts and

shrieks of the worshippers were hushed at the

appearance of the Patriarch and his clergy and the

commencement of the great l i tany. The Patriarch ,



288 W I TH THE RUSS IAN P I LGR I MS V11

twelve arch imandri tes , and four deacons were al l

dressed publ icly i n sh in ing wh ite by the servants of

the church . That done a process ion formed of

surpl iced c lergy carrying banners depicti ng Christ
’

s

sufferings
,
H is cruc ifixion

,
burial

,
and glorious

resurrection . These c lergy walked in pairs , and

after them also in pairs came others carrying wonder

working crosses
,
then appeared a great number of

c lergy in pairs
,
many of them carrying sheaves of

candles (th irty - three candles in a sheaf, one for

each year of the l i fe of J esus). Directly the Sacred

F ire appeared the clergy wou ld l ight their sheaves

of cand les and distribute them to the pi lgrims.

Behind al l came the Patriarch carrying h is staff.

Three times they went round the ark of the G rave

with hymns
,
and then standing outs ide the door of

the Sepu lchre the Patriarch took off h is m itre and

al l the emblems of h is earth ly glory before entering.

A dragoman broke the seals with wh ich the door of

the Sepu lchre was sealed and the Patriarch was

al lowed to go in. Before entering deacons gave

h im armfu ls of candles to l ight when the fire should

appean

The disrob ing of the Patriarch before h i s

entrance to the shrine of shri nes is by way of pro

testat ion that he takes no chemicals—or at least

the simp le understand it so. He went into the

chamber in a state as near to nakedness as decency

permitted, and when he had entered , the door was

immediately shut upon h im again . The throbbing
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mul ti tude was fi l led with a strange si lence
,
and the

m inds of many people occupied with conjectures as

to what was happening in the Holy of hol ies into

which the Patriarch had d isappeared
,
and from

which in a short while would appear the S ign from

heaven , the one slender sign for them of God
’s

interference in a prosaic world.

The suspense was awful , the outbreak of the

heavy bel ls above us someth ing unearthly . Every

neck was craned just as every l imb was squeezed

and crushed in the great “ passion towards the

Sepulchre .” I n those minutes of “God’s hesitation ”

there passed in the minds of the bel ievers ages of

exaltation mingled with doubt.

At last from the wal l of the north side of the

Ark of the Grave burst a great blaze of yellow light

i l lumin ing the heads of the throng , and spread ing

with strange rapid i ty
,
as candle was passed to candle.

From the interior of the ark Sheaves of candles al l

l ighted were handed out by the Patriarch , the

sheaves hav ing
,
as I said

,
th irty- three candles in

each— the years of J esus ’ l i fe. ! uick as thought

the years and candles were distributed , clutched ,
hung overhead on ribbons, dropped to the close

wedged crowd . On our faces and our clothes hot

wax kept dropping, and now and then flames singed

our ears . “ Never mind , said one pilgrim to me ,
“ the sacred fire cannot hurt any one for the first

half-hour after i t has come . Exalted Easterners

took whole sheaves of l ighted candles and plunged
U
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them into thei r bosoms to extingu ish them ; many

wil fully appl ied the flames to their bare flesh and

cried out in joy and ecstasy . Hundreds of pi lgrims

produced their black death - caps fi l led wi th sweet

scented cotton -woo l
,
and they extingu ished the

candles in them . These death - caps embroidered

with bright s i lver crosses they proposed to keep

to the ir death days and wear in the grave
,
cotton

wool and al l . Other pilgrims carefully preserved

their Sacred F ire
,
and getting out of the mob

as qu ickly as they could carried i t to the hostelry,
protect ing i t from the wind with thei r open palms .

Others
,
more provident , l i t the wicks in their double

lanterns .

As for the crowd, as a crowd i t was to al l appear

ance mad with ecstasy as if under the influence of

some extraordinary drug or charm. The peop le

shouted
,
yel led

,
sang, danced , fought,

’

with such

diversity of manner and object, and in such a variety

of dress and language
,
that the calm onlooker

thought of the tale ful l of sound and fury to ld by

an idiot and signifying noth ing. There was one

gu iding cry
,
however

,
that one taken seemingly“

.

from the l ips of the Patriarch , and repeated in every
language of the Orthodox East , -Kyrie eleison ,
Christos Voskrece , Christ is risen , and ! as 1

‘on

Easter Eve in Russia the happy Slavs ki ssed one

another in rapture , finding themselves once more in

the moment of revelat ion brothers and sisters i n

Christ and ful l of love for one another.
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I t was the trial of their l ives for the l ittle khaki

c lad Turkish soldiers , and it seemed to me from

what I heard that they fai led to keep the crowd

back . When the Patriarch appeared to bless the

people there was a regular stampede towards h im ,

and desp ite the whir and crack of whips , and un

gentle pounding from butt ends of rifles , the orthodox

Arabs burst through
,
and picking up the frai l l i ttle

greybeard of a Patriarch carried h im In triumph to

the al tar. The crowd , however , began to move out ,
and few of us had any choice of road ; we just

walked in the direction in which we were pushed.

I for my part was very glad to reach the hostelry

again .



EASTER

WHEN are you going home was the commonest

Wh isper in the hostelries on the afternoon of Holy
Saturday.

“ On t he first boat I can
,

” was the

commonest reply. The Consu l was besieged by

pilgrims ask ing leave to start on the morrow, and

the general office of the Palest ine Society was fi l led

with pilgrims seek ing to take out the ten sh i l l ings

deposited against their homeward journey.

The streets and the shops were packed with

peasants buy ing keepsakes , ikons , and memorials to

take with them home to their native V i l lages. On

Holy Saturday
,
and indeed throughout Holy Week

the owners of trunk shops did a great trade
,
and

many were the newly varnished cedar trunks that

appeared in the hostelry, holy trunks which were

taken to the priests to rece ive blessing
,
and on wh ich

was written in big letters , “With the Benedict ion of

the Holy C ity of J erusalem .

” S ince the peasants

cou ld not wri te
,
a great sale was done in ready-written

letters wh ich wou ld do to send to any friend in

Russia
,
letters ful l of h igh - sounding phrases and

292
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pious opin ions al l written with superb flourishes of

cal igraphy in gold-coloured ink. Many thousands of

such letters were posted
’

in J erusalem at Easter
,
but

,

I fear, very few reached their destination. At least

I sent one of them to a friend of mine in Russia and

i t never arrived there. I rather suspect that as

many addresses were indecipherable
,
some one in

charge got rather a fever for glean ing unused stamps,
but perhaps in th is I am uncharitable.

For the rest the pilgrims fil led their cedar chests

w ith the most interesting holy ware , —death-caps ,
shrouds , rizas , myrrh , frankincense, baptism crosses ,
thorn - crowns, l i ttle pictures of sacred places ,
panoramas , stereoscopes , pictures of the Mother and

Child cut on tablets of mother-of-pearl , pictures of

the Crucified One out on l i ttle wooden crosses, cakes

of Bethlehem clay , paper bags ful l of Jerusalem

earth , other bags contain ing lumps of Aceldama,
bottles of holy water, Jordan water, Gal ilee water,
bottles of special ly prepared holy oil to be used to

burn before the ikon at home , pil low-cases full of

sweet-smell ing herbs of miraculous heal ing power,
Sheaves of ol ive branches, cedar branches and palms ,
bunches of withered flowers from Bethany and

Nazareth . There were praying-beads in mul ti farious

variety
,
rosaries of ebony , of cedar, of imitation

amber
,
and of vulcanite

,
of bright china or glass , even

of ol ives that had been taken from Jerusalem trees

and dried . There were ikons in plenty, large and

smal l , representations of the saints in gilt frames ,
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pictures from the B ible story and from the l ives of

the Fathers
,
pictures of the great shrines. Every

pi lgrim took pictures back to Russia to put up on

h is cottage wal ls— pictures are very prec ious to

those who cannot read.

As I said
,
the vendors of al l “ holy wares did a

l ively trade th is week , but as Easter day approached ,
and the breaking of the Great Fast into rejoic ing

and fest iv i ty
,
a new type of hawker appeared in the

streets and in the purl ieus of the hostelry— the Arab

peasant woman with ch ickens for sale and the wily

Turk with bottles of brandy. There was more

2 7 2 1242
1 sold i n J erusalem on Holy Saturday than

in the rest of Lent put together. And the pilgrims

demanded it . I noti ced an old stalwart being

pestered by a Turk ish del ight man as we came from

the receiv ing of the Sacred Fire .
“ That’s al l right

,
said he , “ tasty, no doubt , but

araéeez
‘

e/iéa ,
have you got a bott le of arakeetchka ?

No ? Akh then
,
away with you !

The pilgrim waved h is hand in d isgust.

Of course scarlet pace—eggs appeared everywhere

and the pi lgrims told one another the story of how

S t . M ary Magdalene , being too poor to make a rich

present to the Emperor Tiberius
,
took h im a red

varn ished egg
,
saying

,
Christ 15 rlsen ,

” an act which

so aston ished the monarch that he ceased persecuting

the Christ ians , and ordered Christ to be numbered

among the gods. At the Sepulchre we al l saw the

1 Turkish vodka.
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picture of S t. Mary Magdalene offering the egg to

Tiberius, and it gave a new real i ty to the custom of

the Russians of giving one another blood-red eggs

on Easter day, saying to one another the while ,
Christ is risen !

I saw that many pilgrims took as many as a

dozen eggs , which they proposed to give to their

home folk when they got back to Russia. Some

packed the eggs carefully with paper in boxes,
others put them in a bag at the bottom of their

sacks— alas

On Saturday also appeared the Easter cakes ,
almost as in Russia, cakes which were taken to

church to be blessed
,
and in which l ighted candles

were stuck . All p ilgrims had éu/iteé and paséka

as in Russia, even the poorest, and of course they

laid as ide bits to take home also. Then many

bought baskets of Jaffa oranges
,
even pedestrian

pilgrims , forgetful of the fact that they had at least

to carry them from Jerusalem to Jaffa : once on the

boat the baskets would speedily be l ightened.

All Saturday night the hostelry was l ike a seeth ing

ant-heap
,
pilgrims going out and coming in with cakes

to be blessed
,
and all manner of Easter purchase .

Some heard the Easter service at the L i fe-giving

Grave
,
and more perhaps at the Russ ian cathedral .

No matter what ordinarily dark and deserted street

of the Holy City one traversed, i t was on Easter

n ight mysteriously populous. As dear old Dyadya

said to me
,

“ On ly the Jews are asleep.
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At midn ight at the Grave the Patriarch , with h is

priests and twe lve surpl iced boys carry ing candle

sticks
,
moved in solemn procession thrice round the

Grave
,
s inging

,

“ Of Thy ris ing, O Christ our

Saviour
,
the angels i n the heavens are s inging !

”

Once more the Ark of the Sepulchre was enveloped

in clouds of incense
,
and a voice came forth to the

thousands of p i lgrims
,

“ Rejo ice ! Christ is risen.

Then we al l sang the famous hymn , Cur isios

Voréreee, and kissed one another. The Patriarch

took an arm-chair i n the church of the Resurrection ,
and the worsh ippers surged towards h im to give

the Easter kiss.

Then at one in the morn ing we passed out, and

thronged into the Russ ian cathedral , now joyous ly

i l luminated with coloured l ights
,
and we heard the

service in fami l iar church S lavon ic. And we all

k issed one another again . What embracing and

k iss ing there were th is n ight ; smack ing of hearty

l ips and tangl ing of beards and whiskers ! The

Russian men k iss one another with far more bearti

ness than they kiss thei r women . I n the hostelry I

watched a coup le of ecstatical old greybeards who

grasped one another tightly by the shoulders
,
and

k issed at least a score of times
,
and wouldn ’t leave

off.

When I came into the hostelry about three in

the morn ing there was a savoury smel l of cooking
,

many oi l stoves were al ight
,
many benches were

spread with meat and wine for the breaking of the
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fast. I n the refectory
.
the tables had al l been

spread long s ince , and priests had sprinkled holy

water there, and blessed the Easter meal. Yevgeny

took me into the Spiri tual M iss ion
,
and I found the

Easter tables more gloriously heaped up with v iands

than in the refectory. Every monk or priest I met
s aluted us with , “ Christ is risen !” and we repl ied

,

“ Yes , He is risen ! and kissed one another.
There commenced a day of uproarious festiv ity.
The quantity of wine

,
of cognac

, and ‘

arakha con

sumed at the Rasgooeuie, the breaking of the fast
,

would no doubt appal most Engl ish. And the

d runken dancing and singing would be thought
rather fore ign to the idea of Jesus. But I don ’t

know . To my eyes it was al l an expression of

genuine joy
,
an overflowing of the heart— the true

answer to the tidings , “ Jesus was dead, but behold

He is risen
,
and is al ive for evermore !

I t was a most affecting festival. Never shal l I

forget the tear-runn ing, exal ted faces of the pilgrims

I saw at the Sepulchre later in Easter day
,
bowing

themselves once more at the hollow in the rock
,

and b less ing God that they had l ived to celebrate

Easter at Jerusalem itsel f. At the thought of al l

the ir p i lgrimage behind them , and of the glorious

Easter morn ing at last ach ieved, something mel ted

in the heart of every pilgrim. Their faces caught

the radiance of a vis ion , the gleam which shows

i tself on the countenance of the dying when they

catch a gl impse of someth ing of heaven . I n every
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man ’s l i fe there is a melt ing moment. I imagine

that when the prodigal son came 1n s ight of his

father’s house tears began to trickle down h i s face,
and when he saw his father running to meet h im

the tears poured down in floods . So is i t with the

p ilgrim .
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THE ARCH IMANDRITE ’

S FAREWELL

DEAR compatriots , beloved brothers and s isters in

the Lord Let us give thanks unto the Lord !

Long did we have the wish to come to th is

Holy Land and see with our own eyes the places

where our Lord J esus Christ l ived and died
,
the

wish of every orthodox Russian Christian . But the

way was long and hard , and there were seas to

cross
,
and many of us were so old that we could

hardly dare hope to succeed. But see
,
beyond

every expectation and hope we have actual ly found

the Holy Land, have been in Bethlehem where the

Child was born
,
and in Nazareth where He l ived

th irty years. We have washed our sinful bodies in

the holy Jordan streams where He was baptized
,

have cl imbed Tabor where He was transfigured ,

showing H is godly glory to H is disciples. We

have been on E leon where He was taken up into

heaven ; we have l ived and walked in Jerusalem

where He was crucified , buried , and raised from

death . The names of the places in which we have

prayed have made our very hearts tremble. We
299
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have walked the road that He walked , breathed the

s ame air, looked at the same mountains, h i l l s ,
val leys

,
and rav ines . We have seen the garden of

Gethsemane
,
where the Lord loved to be alone , and

where before H is crucifixion He prayed in agony.

We have seen where the temple stood , and whence

were driven out the money-changers . I n a word
,

we have been to al l the sacred p laces we cou ld find

and have prayed in them . We have fol lowed in

the footsteps of J esus Christ from Beth lehem to

Golgotha . Great has been the mercy of God
,
and

whi lst we yet l ive we ought constantly to thank

H im and pray for those who have he lped us on the

road. We have had b lessing that Is den ied to

many far better than ourselves . And don ’t forget

that to whom much is given of h im much is asked .

When we go back to Russ ia we must never forget

our V is ions . Remember, dear brothers and s isters ,
that from us palmers much more is demanded than

from o thers

Do you remember, brothers , that on the way

when we had to cross the sea there arose a great

storm , and we said to one another that we shou ld

never l i ve to pray at the Sepu lchre ? We ll
,
see

God has enabled us to pray at al l the Holy Places
,

to l ive qu ite a long time in J erusalem
,
and to gather

at last to go home again . Glory to God
,
G lory to

God ! Blessed is the Lord God of Z ion l iv ing in
J erusalem !

“ I t is true that i t i s partly owing to the fatherly
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kindness and care of the gentleman most worthy to
honour, our Emperor, that we have been enabled to

pilgrimage hi ther, and also to the Grand Duchess

El izabeth F edorovna . We must remember that but

for their care we might have fared hardly in th is

land where our tongue is not spoken . This is not

hospitable and stranger- lov ing Russia. Here no

one gives anyth ing except for money. Here also
are the enemies of Christian i ty

,
Mahometans

,
and

Jews, and not only they, but the enemies of Russia,
the foreign and unorthodox Christ ians. God has

i nspired the Tsar to make a very lov ing provis ion

and protection for us. So , glory be to God , all is

happily ended and
,
we have l ived as in a dream.

The time comes for us to return home to Mother

Russia once again . Let us not forget to pray God

earnestly to preserve us from the peri ls of land

and sea.

One word more
,

clear brothers and sisters ,
pilgrims and pilgrimesses ! Some of our brothers

return ing from the Holy Land have thought that

they have done al l earthly, that they have attained

to sainthood , and that noth ing more is asked of them

below. P lease don ’t act so ! Remember what the

Lord said : ‘ So l ikewise ye , when ye shal l have

done al l those th ings which are commanded you ,
say

,
We are unprofitable servants : we have done

that wh ich was our duty to do ’

(S t. Luke xvi i .

Let us , be humb le , counting ourselves the last , the

worst of al l . Who can say why it was the Lord
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God enabled us to pray at holy places ? Perhaps

i t was because we were in such danger
'

of s in ,
perhaps as a last means of sav ing us from sloth

and wickedness.

Then again
,
we have seen much that is ev il in

the Holy Land . Do not let us
,
therefore , take home

tales of evi l th ings seen and heard there . Forget

that which was not good . Do not l ie about the

sacred places
,
and don ’t make up stories and fables.

Say on ly what you yourselves have personal ly known

and fel t. Especial ly must I say to you , dear s isters

and pilgrimesses , hold your tongues . I n much

speaking l ies not salvation . How often after we

have spoken do we not shed tears and wish we had

been s i lent. And may God of Z ion , Maker of

heaven and earth
,
bless you and lead your steps i nto

the way of truth , and enable you to see the b lessed

J erusalem , not th is earth ly , but the heavenly one .
”

So the pi lgrimage was over, and a new pi lgrimage

commenced
,
the 7000 had to make their way home .

I t was difficu l t to accommodate more than 1000 on

a boat
,
and so , many pi lgrims had to wait a long

while. I n the interim some went to Nazareth
, and

others to Egypt and Mount S i nai . Phi l ip was

wait ing for the th i rd boat, a better one than the

o thers . Liubomudrof went to Mount S inai on a

camel. Father Yevgeny left on the Monday in

Easter for Mount Athos. Before tak ing leave of

m e he invi ted me to come and stay with h im at the
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Pantaleimonsky monastery as long as I l iked . Dear

old Dyadya was taken il l and lay in the hospital on

Easter day. I fear that perhaps he died at

J erusalem , and that the cross he bought at Golgotha

he could not bring to his
’

V i l lage church after al l .
I for my part left Jerusalem by train and got on

to the first boat, determined to get to Russia before

the clos ing of the seas by war. I left Jerusalem on

Easter day
,
and as few pilgrims cared to do that

I had a less troublesome passage than most. Poor

o ther pilgrims ! Most of them had to wait a whole

month at Mount Athos because of the war. My

boat
,
the Tsa r iz

‘

sa ,
was the last of the Russian vessels

to get through the Dardanelles before the S traits

were closed. Every one was talking about the war.

A monk expressed the Opin ion to me that there was

only one reason for the Turkish- I tal ian war—the
nations were beginning to fall upon one another

without cause , in antic ipation of the Last Judgment .

This year Tsargrad (Constantinople) would fal l , as by
prediction

,
Easter and the Feast of the Annunciation

co inciding th is year ; next year by the Dead Sea

the dreadful Judgment would take place. I thought

how triumphant he would be when the coming ecl ipse

of the sun took place and what the pilgrims would

th ink.

As we neared the strai ts I tal ian warsh ips passed

us . All day we specu lated on our chances of getting

back to Russia before a blockade of the Dardanel les.

Even the captain was doubtful. Early in the
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morning we came to the Hel lespont and the faded '

white and yellow settlement cal led the port of the

Dardanel les. We shut off steam and waited , waited

al l day
,
and with us a continual ly increas ing crowd

of other vesse ls—passenger steamers , commercial
steamers

,
a black col l ier, a deserted-looking German

boat heaped up with t imber
,
a sai l ing vessel from

Greece . Hour after hour went past. We heard

cannonading behind us
,
and stared at the horizon

vain ly trying to understand i t. We watched the

Turk ish sold iers al l in khak i march ing on the shore

from earthwork to earthwork and pictured the

ensu ing war. At last many sold iers came on

board and an officer chatted with the captain .

There was a buzz of French al l around us and many

smiles . We were to be taken through . A pilot

came out once more ; the wait i ng vesse ls , fifteen of

them , formed into s ingle fi le
,
and in a strange

procession fo l lowed up the h istoric strai t between

seemingly impregnable forts . We were free to go.

on to Russia and how glad !

We at least kept burn ing our sacred fire
,
for we

had calm weather , but what of al l those other

pi lgrims who fo l lowed us in storm and rain only

to find the way barred by war ? I searched the

columns of Russian newspapers in vain for in
telligence of their fate . Alas, few Russians even

know that there are pilgrims making th is remarkable
j ourney ; the papers only recorded the losses of the
grain merchants and the sh ipp ing compan ies. But
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I heard afterwards the men p ilgrims were put

ashore at Mount Athos
,
the women remain ing on

board , for at the Holy I sland noth ing female is

al lowed , not even a hen.

We went on to Odessa over grey seas reflecting

grey skies. I suppose poss ibly there wil l be snow

in Russia
,

” said a pilgrim to me doubtful ly, “ there

is general ly snow at this t ime of the year though the

spring is due .”

“We ourselves are carrying the spring , said I ,
pointing to the swallows which were darting in and

out of the cordage.

The pilgrim was affected.

Where did they come from ? ” he asked.

From the south , said I . They slept on

deck last n ight. Come , I
’l l Show you their l i ttle

home .
I took him to a coping over a tool -room and

wash -house
,
and there

,
sure enough , were five or

s ix even now perch ing del icately and l ifting their

l i ttle tai l feathers .
“Travel l ing Z aie/ioiu without paying for a ticket ,

said the p ilgrim with a grin .

When we came in s ight of Russ ia the pilgrims

l i fted thei r hats and kissed one another again , and

sang praises unto the Lord. Then Odessa rece ived

us
,
and when we had passed the Custom -house we

went from the dock to the churches to give thanks

and rece ive b lessing. We went out into the

c i ty
,
some to the monastery hostel ries , others to

x
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beer - houses and restaurants , some started their

tramp home to the i r native v i l lages , others went to

the trains. The everyday commenced , ful l of triv ial

interest. I t was strange to hear people al l about us

talking of wages and work
,
and the pri ces of th is

and that . We seemed very far away from Jerusalem .

We were , i ndeed , the furthest poss ib le , for we were ,
I th ink , j ust start ing on a new pilgrimage and in a

new way.

I said Good-bye to them all , and went away to a

l i ttl e town in the Caucasus , to take from J erusalem

a stout l i tt le cross for an old grandmother to hold

in her hand when the time should come for her

to die. She had asked me to bring i t for her. And

I took her a holy Cross-marked p il low-case on which

to rest her head at n ight and give her v is ions of

J erusalem in her dreams.

THE END

P rinted 63/ R. 81 R . CLARK ,
L IM ITED Edinbu rgh .
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