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PREFACE.

How a brave spirit may not guly conquer obstacles, but
climb by means of them to unrivalled eminence and use-
fulness; how a mysterious providence originated a hard and
healthfu] discipline, and by it, wrought out its own benig-
nant purposes ; how deafness, privations, and disappoint-
ments could not ¢choke the life from out’ a tender__ and
menly heart; how the love of literature fed itself amidst
rags and wretchedness, and ultimately realised its boldest
dreams; and what pers'everance, armed with courage and
leaning on f;a,ith, can achieve,—may be lesirned from the
following biography.

Dr Kirro always purposed to write out his own life, end
unfold its great Jessons. When he first resided at Islington,
the plan was go far matured, that he proposed, in s letter
to Mr Harvey, October 17, 1826, to divide the sketch into
three parts—1. From Birth to the Workhouse; 2. From
the Workhouse to Exeter; 3. From Exeter to leaviug
England.. A month afterwards, he wrote to the same
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ﬁ'ieﬁd-:i‘wl‘érhaps there is sufficient of interest, I had al-
most said romance, in my past life, to render the narrative
of it attractive to the many ; and it will be my business to
employ that ettraction as I best can, for the glory of my
Masger’s name, and the real welfare of my readers” This
design was never executed, and though, in subseqilent
years, it was allowed to fall into abeyance, yet it was never
abandoned, and towards the close of his life, it was revived
in its original ardour. ‘In a letter to the Rev. Mr LaMPEN,
dated Woking, Novembel; 5, 1845, he says, in reference
to the experiment of writing some personal notices in his
little antobiographical work, ¢ The Lost Senses,” ¢ it has
sufficed to throw me back very strongly upon my previous
impressions, that a biography, such as I should ﬁish mine
to be, is a work which cannot now be efficiently executed,
or rather advantageously published, but should be reserved
for a later period of life, when more of the tasks of that
life have been accomplished, and more of its labour done.’
Lastly, in his dorrespondence with his Edmburgh pubhsher,
September 21, 1851, he repeats the avowal in these decided
terms: ¢the reception of % The Lost Senses,” and the de-
sire for further information which it has ewakened, have
confirmed me in a purpose I previously entertained, of
hereafter preparing or leaving materials for a fall sccount
of my early experience, my travels and sojournings, and
my literary labours since my return, I have reason to hope
there is yet much for me to do, which may render this
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memorial ef an eventful and laborious life, no unbecoming
intrusion on the public notice” ‘What Dr Kirro was pre-
ventedy alas! by an early death, from doing, we have en-
deavoured in these pages, to do for him ; though, certainly,
we could not hope to invest the work with those charms
and attractions which he, in his own style and way, would,
as’author and subject, have thrown aroung it. Still, Dr
Kirro told his story so often and to so many persons, and
so voluminous are the papers and correspondence which he
has left behind him, that from its free use of this wealth of
material, the following volume niay be regarded as virtually
an autobiography, with some comments interspersed for the
sake of connection and illustration.

‘We come into no invidious comparison with Mr Ryr.anp’s
full and‘ excellent Memoirs, the form and object, of our
labours being so different in their nature and design. Mr
Ryranp’s selections and unpublished transcriptions from
Dr Kirro’s Letters and Journals, have saved us much
trouble and time, and we accord him our hearty thanks.
It will be seen, however, that we have not only made an
independent use of such papers as our predecessor has em-
ployed, but have added, from other sources, numerous new
incidents, extracts, and illustrations of character. The
whole of Dr Krrro’s manuscripts were confided to us by
his fa.'mily, at whose request and that of the publishers of
the previous Memoirs, this work was undertaken. We
were also kindly favoured with the use of numerous parcels



s PREFACE,

of letters, which have been preserved by the various friends
to whom they had been originally addressed. Our object
has been, to tell the story, develop the moral, and récount
and estimate the labours of Dr Krr1o’s life, within a brief
compass; and if we have not wholly failed, the book will
be found to be one, not only of interest in the strange
vicissitudes which it pictures, but one also of profit in the
impressive teachings with which it is so signally fraught.

13, LANSDOWNE CRESCENT, GLAFGOW,
May 22, 1857.
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CHAPTER 4.

BIRTH AND BOYHOOD:

Jorn Kirrro, the eldest sbn of John Kitto and Elizabeth
Picken, was born at Plymouth on the 4th of December 1804.
So small and sickly was the infant, that but a few hogrs of
life were expected for it. Though nursed with uncommon
tenderness and assiduity, it was long before the child was
able to walk. This original fegbleness was never surmount-
ed. His stature was considerably below, the average height,
and his limbs were defective in vigour ; while a headache,
redurring at longer or shorter intervals, accompanied him
from his cradle to his grave. As this constitutional frailty
unfitted hjm, to a large extent, for the society of other boys,
and debarred him from their sports, it must have pre-
vented, or at lgast greatly retarded, a healthful -physical
development. Bodily exercise was his grand necessity
all his daws, but he never relished it, and, indeed, never
took it, till he had partially paid the penalty of neglect.
Distaste for it may have originated in his incapacity to
run and riot with his childish comrades; but it clung to
bim, and grew upon him'as he ad%.need in years—nay,
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led him, when charged by lns phymman to walk so many
miles a day, and when his life depanded on punctual com-
pliance, to seek, by various shifts and pleasantries, to lessen
the amount of his pedestrian regimen.

If & boy that has not sufficient strength and hardlhood
to keep pace with his fellows in their boisterous pas-
times, should be.often seen with his book behind a hedge,
or on a sunuy slope, or found quietly seated in his own
corner of the Womestic hearth, it would n&tmﬂy be con-
cluded that he hed been well educated ; that since he reads
80 much, volumes are freely 4t hig d;spo;s.l that he meets

with parental enconra.gement. that no misery preys upon
his heart ; and that there is no amdue -demand for laboar
upon his youthful sinews.  But "Kitto’s condition Fas
exdetly the reverse. e was not sent to school il he was
eight years of age; the majority ‘of his books were begged
or borrowed, by continnous and untiring* effort ; his home
was a scene of misery and degredation ; and, by the time
he was twelve years old, the dwarfed skeleton was yoked
to the heavy drudgery of a mason’s labourer. »

1t is scarcely possible ta estimate the amount of evil
influences that were thrown around Kitto from his_child-
hood. His parents, both in humble life, had married young
—the bridegroom, a mason by trade, and dolng busin®ss
on his own account, being in his twentieth year, and the
bride in her eighteenth. DBut alag! the gay &morning,
with gold the hills adorning,” was speedily overcast, afd .
there closed in a dark and stormy afternoon The young
husband and father soon fell into mtemperame, and his -
heart and home became & wreck. Character. wes.not only
lost, but the love of a good reputation died away w;thut
him, He. .was, a8 his son has said, of ¢the class of-
whom prosperity ruins;’ and from being a master;
sank into a servant, The curse of poverty-fell upon’ iis
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family, for what he earned he consumed upon his luste.
Swiftly pursning his reckless and downward career, he
found himself more than once in ¢durance vile, and at
length, and at a later period, a more serions misdemeanour
threatened such consequences, that his poor boy writes, in
the bitterness of his soul—¢ What will they now say of
Kitto, the felon’s son > To snatch the delicate child out
of this wretchedness, he was transferred, in his fourth year,
to his grandmother’s poor garret. She, ¢ ddar old woman,’
nursed him with more than a mother’s tenderness, and her
he regarded with inexpressible affection. She, too, had
been blighted by intemperance. Her second husband,
John Picken, though usually reckoned a sober man, had
gone from Plymouth to Bigbury, a distance of thirteen
miles; and spent the evening to a late hour with friends in
the alehouse; so that, as he was riding home somewhat
intoxicated, his horse trotted into a pond, and its rider
falling from its back, was drowned in his helplessness.
Kitto’s .mother was born a month after the melancholy
é¥ent. ¢ Alas!’ says her son, on a comparison of his grand-
mother’s and mother’s fate—* My mother has the sad pre-
eminence in misery.” For the shadow which bad fallen
upon her birth gathered over her wedded life in more
terrlble gloom. ‘Intemperance had made her a posthumous
cluld and now it made her an unhappy wife, and a broken-

" * 1% may be ndded, that Kitfo's uncle, who had got a superior education, fell &
Victim to intemperance, as well as his father. The uncle had some local fame as
an engineer, having econstructed the Upper Road across the Laira matshis Trom
Plymoyth towards Exeter, and embanked & great portion of this road from the
tide.'~Lost Senses, p. 7. Both brothers had come from their native parish of
Gwennap, in Cdmwall, to Plymouth, attracted by thb high rate of wages. Mre
Picken, with her two daughters, Mary and EHeabeth, lived in the same street with
them, and the result was, that'the two Kittos courted and married the two sisters
sboyt the same period. Kitto, in his Workhouse Journal, fills some pages with the

mry of his uicle, who was at length 80 reduced that he wrought on the Hoe
ass pauper, and he concludes by saying, * Druntkenness is the bane of our Mnlly
and the name of Kitto 13 synonymous with drunkard.! .
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hearted mother. Menial offices of the lowest form, she
was at length glad to do, working, as she once tells her bay,
‘from five in the morning to ten in the evening,’ that she
might have something to put into the mouth of her babes.

From his fourth to his eighth year, though Kitto enjoyed
& partial asylum with his grandmother, who °pinched
herself to support’ him, yet he got no schooling. True,
he enjoyed another kind of education, perhaps as essential
to_his welfare. He strolled through the fields and lanes
with his venerated relative, and gathered the flowers and
pluckpd the fruits, which grew around him in wild luxu- .
riance, his grandmother deftly usiog her staff to hook down
the clusters of nuts and berries which were beyond hig
reach. At other times they turned their course to the sea-
beach, and both were nerved by the breezes, which carried
the surf to the feet of the aged pilgrim and her tiny
charge. As they returned from these frequent’and happy
excursions, she usually supplied him liberally ¢ with ginger-
bread, plums, apples, or sugar-stick,’ her indifference to
the sweetness of the last article often filling his young ime-
gination with great amazement.!

At the age of eight Kitto was sent to school, and he re-
mained, for various periods, and at various places of
toition, during the next three years. The congenital
molady of headache wad perpetually attacking him, and
destroying the punctuality of his attendance. But there
was another reason for his irregularity. His grandmother
was too poor to pay the requisite fees, and his father either
would not, or could not, spare a few pence for the- ‘pur-
pose; so that when the fees could be saved from the ale-
cup, the boy attended school, and when not, he stayed at

The recard of his ahode with his grandmother is given at full length in a letber
by Kitto, dated Bagdad, June 25, 1832—ap interesfing plece of autoblography,
from which our knowledge of thus portion of his life is derived, so that the souree of
the subsequent quotations needs not bo again referred ta, .
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home.! Perhaps this circumstance may account for the
changes made in the schools he was sent to; for he was
<placed, for short and interrupted periods, at the schools of
Messrs Winston, Stephens, Treeby, and Goss.’® Probably,
at first, he lost as much in these forced recesses as he had
gained in the previous weeks of attendance. Still there
must have been great carelessness on the part of his parents,
¢for they might have availed themselves of the opportunities
which the many charity schools of the towr afforded, for '
the instruetion ‘of poor boys in elementary knowledge.’s*
But such neglect was inevitable—the father still drnk,
and. the mother was obliged to go out and char. Kitto
did not gain a great deal by this desuliory schooling; his
early attainments not extending further ¢than reading,
writing, and the imperfect use of figures.” The first speci-
mens of writing which we have, about four years after this
date, are legible, but by no means very elegant ; and as
the occasional blunders in spelling and syntax in the same
papers indicate, his English acquired at school was not to
be~measured by a very high standard. His ¢granny’
once boasted that he was the best scholar in Plymouth;
but he blushed at the untlerited honour, and rejected it, -
adding, however, as her apology, ¢she did if ignorantly,
but affectionately.’

Bt his real, as distinet from his formal, educntxon began
under his grandmother’s roof. The littla fellow, seated
quietly at her knee, was, for his amusement and occupation,
tanght by her % sew; and such was his assiduity, thet
he exulted in having done the greater portion of & ‘gay
patchwork® for her bed, besides having finished ¢ quilts and
kettle-holders enough for two generations.’” His fingers
might, indeed, soon fall out of practice with needle and

I Litter addressed to Str Walter Scott, found smong his papers
2 Preface to his first publication. 3 Ibid.
- B
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solssors, but he was unconsciously training to that retired
and patient industry which characterized his subsequent
life of seclusion and silence. Then, too, from his grand-
mother’s lips, he came first to know the current lore of
ghosts, hobgoblins, fairies, and witches ; -and a lively shoe--
maker, named Roberts, who dwelt in the same tenement,
added his contributien of nursery literature, and repeated,
with awl and cord in haund, the tales of Bluebeard and
Cinderella, Juck ‘the Giant-killey, and Beauty and the
*Beast. ¢ Assuredly,” says Kitto, in 1832; ¢never have I
sin¢k felt so much respect and adwiration of any man’s
talents and extent of information as those of poor Roberts.’
The young listener was ‘charmed. By and by, he found
out that such wondrous stories were not mere traditions,
to be heard only from the lips of his grandmother and the
cordwainer, but that they might be actually seen in print,
in Mrs Barnicle’s shop-window, ‘ay, and be had for a copper
trifle. ¢ This information,’” he says, ¢first inclined me to
reading.’ He was at once induced to buy them, as often
ay he could afford the small expense. The passion grew
upon him, and every spare penny went for the purpose. He
willingly denied himself the %ainties which "his doting
grandam would have provided for him—no confections so
witching as a picture-book, and no fruit so sweet as a
nursery-thyme. His desire of reading was indicated by
his growing love of quictness, and by his decreasing relish
for amusements- out of doots, while it was nursed by the
zealous watchings of his relative, who, when he was.per-
mitted to go out for a brief period to play, soon interrupted
‘him by her loud call from the garret window, of ¢ Johnng,
Johnny I’—a sound, he pathetically adds, more than twenty
years afterwards, ¢ which, notwithstanding my deafness,
rings in my ears at this moment.’ It wag surely a kind
Providence which was so dlsclplmmg him, that the work
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of his sabsequent life did-not necessitate a sudden and
violent change of habit. He was thus, 4t a very early
period, thrown much upon himself and upon books for his
amusement, & proof, as he was wont to argue, that his love
of literature was certainly not created, though it was ripened
and confirmed, by his subsequent deafness. The books in
his grandmother’s possession were speedily explored—¢a
Family Bible, with plenty of engravings; a Prayer-book;
Bunyan’s Pilgrim; and Gulliver'’s Travel®’ ¢The two
last I soon devoured,’ says he, ‘and so much did I admire
them, that, to increase their attractions, I decoratéd all
the engravings with the indigo my grandmother used in
washing, using a feather for a brush. Some one at lart
gave me a fourpenny box of colours, and between that and
my books, I was so much interested at home, that I retained
little inclination for play ;* and when my grandmother ob-
served this, she did all in her power to "encourage thosc
studious habits, by borrowing for me books of her ncigh-
bours. All the books in the street passed speedily through
his hands. Prior to his twelfth year, he had got into a
new world, and he was at first bewildered by its variety.
Nothing would satisfy hitn but book upon book. The
voracious student was not at all backward in maintaining
a supply by pen or tongue. IHis first efforts at composi-
tion were written to the kind and obliging mistress of a
neighbouring charity school, and were either requests for
the loan of a volume, or apologies for putting the lender
to so much Yrouple. ¢ Many of the old neighbongs,” he says,
‘“will remember what a plague I was to them in this respect.’
In fact, if he heard of a book being within reach, he pestered
everybody about-him till he got it. What he calls bis ¢first
literary effort,” was at this time also achieved by him, and he
has thought it of such importance, as to place it on record
himself. Nay, when looked at in the light ef his subsequent
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career, it might be regarded as a propitious- omen. The
following is his amusing account of the transaction :—

‘My cousin eame one day with a penny in his hend,
declaring his intention to buy a book with it. I was just
then sadly in want of a penny to make up fourpence, with
which to purchase the history of King Peppin (not Pepin),
so I inquired whether he bought & book for the pictures '
or the story ?* ¢ The story, to be sure.” T then said, that
in that case, I*would, for his penny, writeshim both a larger
and a better story than he could get in print for the same
sum, and that he might be still further a gainer, I would
paint him a picture at the beginning, and he knew there
were no painted pictures in pepny books. He expressed
the satisfactién he shpuld feel in my doing so, and sat down
quietly on the stool.to note my operations. When I had
done, I certainly thought my bousin’s penny pretty well
earned ; and ad, at reading the paper and viewing the
picture, he was of the same opinion, no one elge had any
right to complain of the bargain.” I believe this was the
first penny I ever earned. I happened to recollect this
circumstance when last at Plymouth, and felt a wish to
peruse this paper, if still in existence ; but my poor cousin,
though he remembered the circumstance, had quite for-
gotten both the paper and its contents, unless that it was
¢ something about what was done in England at the time
when wild men lived in it "—even this was further than
- my own recollection extended.’

As the hoy occasionally sanntered throngh %he streets,
and had so much time on his hand, he read all the play-bills
posted on the walls; and though he had never read or
seen a play, he resolved to get up one—the ° priece of ad-
mission being, ladies. eight pins, gentlemen ten.’ *Dresses
were prepared, such as ribbons and sashes, caps and
feathers, and the play was acted; the value of the pins
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collected amounting to three halfpence. The drama was
a tragedy, so sweeping in its mimic massacre, that,only one
little actress remained ‘alive at the end; agd the eudience,
consisting of fifteen boys and girls, were perfectly satisfied
with the performance. The whole affair was sufficiently .
childish, though Kitto was disposed to make his share—
the play-bill and'the plot—a proof of his literary progress.
1t is plain, from these statements, that Ki#to's early love
of reading was no whim, or mere childish*curiosity, but
that there was a craving for information awakened within
him. He rose gradually, even in his boyhood, to a more
select and useful class of -books. The cousin referred to,
and for whom the booklet was cxtemporized, was as fond
of books as Kitto, and could far more easily procure them;
but his love of reading soon passed away from him, and in |
his manhood he scarce turned ‘the leaf of anything, ¢save
a jest-book or a song. - With hiw, literary relish was
only a variety of juvenile caprice, and the ball and the
hook might, at any moment, change places in his fancy;
whereas in Kitto’s case, the thirst for knowledge had really
been excited, and, no matter how often baffled, it was never
to be repressed. Ile enjoyed, at the same time, some re-
ligious education, and could answer a few questions from
the Church Catechism. He also attended church so often,
a8 to have caught the manner of Dr Hawker the vicar,
and be able to imitate it, to his grandmother’s vexation,
when he read the Bible toher. Yet no serious impression *
seems to have Reen made upon him : ¢ After,” says he, ‘1
had studied the engravings, and read so much of the text
as seemed to explain these, I felt then no disposition to
study the Bible farther.” There was much in it to interest
him, bad he chosen %o read it—many scenes and stories
thet might have fascinated him both in the Old and New
Testament ; but the time had not yet come when he was
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to find it a refuge to the weary, and a balm to the smitten
in heart,«and when its illustration was to form the daily
business of his life.
« Baut the sky was gradually lowering around him. His
+ grandmother ccased, in 1814, to have any separate means
of support, while age and disease were:leaving their traces
" upon her. Reduced to poverty and attacked by paralysis,
she was forccl to go to live with her youngest daughter.
Under his fatiter’s roof again, Kitto soon felt the sadden-
ing change. The boy must do somethiug for his main-
tenance, and, in the spring of the year 1813, he was sent
as o species of apprentice to & barber’s shop. ¢Old Wig-
more,’ as his facetious anderling records, ¢ had practised on
board a ship-of-war, and related adventures which rivalled
Baron Munchausen ;’ had a face so ¢ sour,’ that it sickened
one to look st it, and ¢ which was beside all over red by
drinking spirituous liquors.’! 'While in Wigmore’s service,
he learned only so much of his art, as to be able to shave.
For want of better occupation, he seens to have practised
so frequently upon himself, as, by the age of sixteen, to have
induced a growth of no ordinary thickness on his upper
lip, while, by the repeated application of the scissors to his
eye-brows, they acquired also & similar premature ¢ bushi-
ness.” DBut, from this occupation, he was summarily dis-
missed. Iis master's stock-in-trade, or at least his best
razors, were put under Kitto’s charge, and taken home by: -
‘him every night. One morning, as he came up to the
shop, with the precious impjements of his ealling under his
arm, & woman in front of the unopened place of business,
professed to be anxiously waiting for Wigmore, and that
no timé might be lost, she induced Kifto to leave his pamel
with her, and run and call his master. As might have
been anttclpated, she was off before Kitto returned, and the

1 Wotkhouse Journal
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surly old fellow discharged the little craftsman on suspicion
of his being an accomplice of the thief. Kitto keenly felt the
imputation, for his mere simplicity was brapded as knavery.
And thus ended his first and curious engagement.

What, then, was the boy to do, but occasionally put of .
a smock-frock, and go out and assist his father? He
did 8o, both in town and country—the grieved witness ang
reporter of his parent’s profligacy. Wheneleft at leisure
at any lime, he usually took to wandering i the fields, and
among therocks. Ile felt himself growing out of harmony
with his home and the world around” him. As his mind
opened, he became more and more conscious of his un-
happy lot. He confesses that he first ‘knew what happi-
ness was, by his own exclusion from it He pined for
solitude with book in hand—

-

¢ Away, away, from men and towns,
To the wild woods and the downs i
To the silent wilderness
‘Where the soul need nof repress
Its moaning, lest it skould not find
An echo in another’s mind.’

In fact, morbid imaginations hegamat this time to gather'
.upon him. Having picked up a dog’s head, which had
been long bleached on the sands, he at once determined to |
make it a sort of symbolical memento, and having given it
.a more ghastly appearance; by reddening its jaws, and
replenishing ite eyeholes and mouth with artificial erbs
and tongue, he Qung up the grotesque teraphim at the foot
of hig bed. He had long sought in vain for a human skull,
that he might place it jn the same position. The abode
of his father was old and tall, and Johr’s dormitery, in
the very, apex of it, was of small dimensions, seven feet
by four. It was ventilated by an aperture that admiited
the wind, and could not exclude the rain, and was furnished"
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with & rickety table, framed originally to stand on three -
feet, but now sustaining itself with difficulty on two. This
dark oak table Was an ©ld heirloom, and highly prized
even in its decrepitude. The bed was in keeping with the
®sble, and was by turns a seat and a couch, according as
the strange inmate of the den wished to.work or sleep. A
chest was there, too, having its appropriate uses, with a
box of smalley dimensions, holding pebbles and shells, and
the other contents of his museum, and which was fastened
with a string, passing through a hufe and rusty padlock—
¢ g satire on security”” The walls were spattered with such
prints a8 he could afford to buy, and such drawings as
he was able to execute. Ilere was his library of a dozen
volumes, baving among them a Bible ¢ imprinted by Barker
in the days of Queen Elizabeth,” and here he continued,
so far as his interiittent toil allowed, his habits of mis-
‘cellancons reading. His spirit was gladdened, amidst all
his oppressions and wrongs, by sach literary vigils. "He
made indexes to his bobks, and éven then he delighted to
hang over the lines of Young and Spenser.  'We can easily
imagine the sorrow of his grandmother, at the changed
‘vondition and shronded prospects of her favourite. Per-
haps she regarded his position in life as fixed, and sus-
pected that, if his strength at all permitted, he would

" naturally follow his father’s occupation. Who, at that
moment, could have gainsaid such a prediction? But
Providenco interposed, and suddenly changed the entire
current of events.

. On the 13th of February 1817, the eldér Kitto was on-
gaged in repairing the roof of & house in Batter Street,
Plymouth His slim and ragged son was, about half-pnst
four in the afternoon, engaged in carrying up a load of
slates, and, when in the act of stepping from the top of the
ladder to the roof, he lost his footing and fell, a distance
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of thirty-five feet, into the court beneath. There lie lay
insensible, blegding profusely at mouth and nose. On
being lifted, about five minutes after, consciousness re-
tarned-for an instant, and he could not divine why he came
there, or why so many people were staring at him. For
more than a week, he continued in prostrate insensibility ;
for four months, he was obliged to keep his bed, and he did
not entirely rccover his strength, till other four months
had also elapsed. Dut the accident had.deprived him
wholly of the faculty of hearing. What injury was done
.0 the organ was never ascertained, and no possible form
of treatment could remove it. Ilc was subjected to every
variety of surgical torment and experiment, but all in vain.
The action of the auditory nerve was completely paralysed,

perhaps, as has been’ surmised, from the entire internal
apparatus bheing gorged with blood. The sense was not
simply dulled, it was extingunished. Ile became deaf, not
comparatively, as if he conld hear only g little, and that
even with cxtreme pain and difficulty, but absolutely, for
e could not hear at all. The base of the skull had also
«nstained some fracture "beyond the reach of detection or
reparation—a sad supplement to hisconstitutionalheadache.

. In after years, Kitto often reflected upon the accident,
and he virtually assigns no less than three causes for it.
His first account of it in his Workhouse Journal (1820),
enters into no such details, and the probability is, that the
reasons ultimately urged, had really little to do with the
matter, but are rather the siggestions of an inquisitive and
mtrospectwe mind, which tried to connect the fall with
some previous mental associations, through which he might
liave been thrown off his guard. The phenomenon has
happened too often-to be one of mystery. Any one may
stumble, after he has often mounted a ladder, under a
heavy burden—much more a fecble boy like John Kitto *
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"who never enjoyed great power of limb or firmness of step.
Tt does not need any analysis of his pregious thoughts
to account for his mistake. Ie had climbed repeatedly
with a portion of mortar and slateg during the day; and
familiarity with the pathway may have induced a momen-
tary carelessness. Or the frequent ascent may have 8o
wearied his sinews, that whtn he had reached the sum-
mit of the ladder, and a different muscular action was
required, he kad not the complete control of them. Or
his knee-joints, stiffened with the short and hard jerk of
so many steps up and down, repcated for so many hours,
may not have stretched so far as he imagined, when he
attempted to throw his foot on the eaves. In one ac-
count, he refers to the anticipation of a wonderful book,
which had been promised him by the town-crier for that
evening; and in another, to the prospect of a smock-
frock, on which his grandmother had been a long time
working, and which he greatly needed, for he was in
tatters, ‘out at elbows, out at shoulders, out at breast, out
all over;’ and, lastly, he seems to impute the accident to
the post mortem examination of a young sailor’s body, going
on in one of the rooms of the house on which his father.
was employed, the effect of which he had happened
to notice, as he was ascending the ladder, in the form of
bloody water spouting from the gutter. Were the last the
true version, there would have been a physical source of
unsteadiness—vertigo or momentary faintness, which, how-
ever, ho does not affirm, but speaks simply of & ¢ shock ;!
whereas the two former reasons adduced by him, counld
only have produced abscnce of mind. Besides, the third
hypothesis would supersede the other suspected causes;
which are purely mentel, and which, moreaxer, had been
_just as powerful during the whole day, as at the fatal o-
ment. All the three could uot well co-exist, and the cir-
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cumstance of a post mortem dissection could hardly affect so
deeply the nefves of one who had long tried, in various
ways, to get the skull of a human skeleton, for the guardian
symbol of his couch.

On being carried home, the stunned youth lay in a trance
of nearly a fortnight. At length he wakened up ¢as from
a night’s sleep,” and perceived that it was two hours later
than his usual time of rising, but he could not even move
in bed. Many an hour he spent in ¢ trying-to'piece together
his broken recollections,” so as to comprehend his position.
How he learned that he had become deaf, is thus par-
ticularly related by himself. There was profound silence
in the room in which the pathetic'scene took place, and alas!
that silence reigned around him ever afterwards.

¢I was very slow in learning that my hearing was entirely
gone. The #nusual stillness of all things was grateful to
me in my utter. exhaustion; and if, in this half-awakened
state, & thought of the matter entered my mind, I ascribed
it to the unusual care and success of my friends in pre-
serving silence around me. I saw them talking, indeed, to
one another, and thought that, out of regard to my feeble
condition, they spoke in whispers, because I heard them
pot. The truth was revealed to me in consequence of my
solicitude aboat the book which had so much interested me
on the day of my fall. It had, it seems, been reclaimed by
the good old man, who had lent it to me, and who doubt-
less concluded that I should have no more need of books
in this,life. Heeswas wrong, for there has been nothing in
this life which I have needed more. I asked for this book
with much earnestuess, and was answered by signs, which
‘I could not comprehend. * Why do you not speak?” 1
cried; ¢ Pray;y let me have the book.” This seemed to
craate some .confusion; and at length some one, more
clever than the rest, hit upon the happy expedient of writ-
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ing mpon a slate, that the book had been reclaimed by the
owner and that I could not, in my weak state; be allowed to
read. ¢But,’ Isaid in great astonishment, “ Why do you
write to me? why not speak? Speak! speak!” Those
who stood around the bed exchanged significant looks of
concern, and the writer soon displayed upon his slate the
awful words—¢ YoU ARE DEAR.”’!

A mord complete case of isolation can hardly be imagined.
Had it not been for the boy’s previous acquaintance with
books, into what misciy would he not have fallen? How
many, with such an infirmity, without education, and in his
rank of life, taunted as useless, and tormented as semi-
maniacs, would have sunk iuto objects of pity or contempt,
would have fallen into the dregs of society, and disappeared
in & nameless tomb—in the pauper’s or stranger’s corner of
the graveyard! Ilad there not heen a powerful principle
within him, nursed and sustained by his eagerness for read-
ing, he might, as has been thc case with not a few in his
social poqmon and with his defect, have become sullen and
discontented, out of harmony with himself, and in anta-
gonism with all around him—first a burden and then a pest.
His own idea was, that ‘such trials and deprivations have
“been generally found to paralyse exertion, and reduce the
mind to idiocy, inducing a mere oblivion of thought and
fecling.’ ’

What circumstances, then, could be so discouraging as
those of Kitto—a poor deaf boy, with none to care for him,
none to guide him, or stimulate him to healthful mental
exercise? Such an inmate of such a home—how Relpless
and how hopeless! He was able to do little for himself
before, and he could certainly do less now. The father
ight gain a penny from his son’ toils oncg, but now he
left him wholly to his own vaga.nes. His grandmother’s

)+ Lost Senses—Deafness.” By John Kitto, D.D. pp. 3,13
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resources were exhausted too, and not a farthing to buy a
book came inf® his possession. He resorted, therefore, to
what he has graphically called, a ¢ Poor Student’s Ways
and Means.” He went down to Sutton Pool,! where the,
¢ fishing trawlers’ and small coasters discharged their
cargoes, and, wading among its black and fetid ooze and
mire at low water, he groped, along with other boys, for
pieces of rope, iron, and other nautical fragments. Some
of his comrades could gather as much in a day} as amounted,
when sold, to threepence ; but Kitto was never very nimble
in his movements, and his weekly profits only swelled up
once to fourpence. But he happened, on one occasion, to
tread on a broken bottle, and such a wound put an imme-
diate end to this form of industry. Then he turned to his
box of paints, and bethought him of artistic employment,
wondering, all the while, at the vulgarity of his previous
occupation. Having laid out his capitalssum ‘of twopence
on paper, he set about a series of paintings—human heads,
-houses, flowers; birds, and trees. Grotesque they were,
according to his own account—¢faces all profiles, and all
looking the same way ;’ birds sufficiently weighty to ¢ bow
to the dust’ the branches on which they were awkward
perched ; and flowers, ‘generally in pots,” with a ¢ centre
in all cases yellow, and with any number of petals.’” But
in describing this handicraft, he subjoins, with a simple
honesty, ¢ Thus far I can now smile, but no further. I
cannot smile when I recollect the intense excitement with
which I applied pyself to my new labours, and the glorious
vision of coppers and reputauon which attended my pro-
gress. How knew I but, in protess of time, my pictures
might be pasted on the walls or over the mantel-pieces of
most of the pooms in the lane where I lived! This was

+ “The detafla are given by Kitto in two papers in the fourth volume of the Penny
Magasine, pp. 218 and 227. N
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the extont of my ambition ; for I do aver that I did never,
even in thought, aspire to the diguity ofbeing framed.
The boyish ambition that might thus be acquired among
my compeers, was, however, a perfectly secondary object ;
that which I wanted was money.” But his pictures were
painted for sale, and not for eriticism ; and being arranged
‘in all their glory in his mother’s window, he sat down
behind it, and anxiously awaited customers. Few were
attracted, fom few passed the court, and fewer came in to
buy. Yet, the average weekly income of the artist, from
this source, was about twopence-halfpenny. Then he re-
solved to have a ‘standing’ in Plymouth Fair, and wrought
hard to provide his stall with an adequate supply of goods.
The character of his wares attracted many spectators, and
it was probably for his comfort, that he could not hear
their remarks. Their staring curiosity annoyed him, but
he gained a-larger sum of money by this public sale, than
he had ever before possessed. Certain labels in the win-
dows of the lanes and outskirts of the town, had long been
an eyesore to him. . The spelling and writing were equally
wretched—* Logins for singel men,’ ‘ Rooms to leet en-
quair withing.” He prepared neat and accurate substitutes,
and took many a long and weary journey to dispose of his
productions. Oceasionally he succeeded, but as often he
failed from bashfulness. The boy’s infirmity sometimes
secured him sympathy, and sometimes led to a testy
rebuff; and his inability to talk about his articles made
his customers, in one place, kind and generous, and in
another, brief and surly in their dealings with him.
The money gained from employment so precarious, was
“spent ‘on books. Attachment to study might well have
been chilled in a stripling who seemed to himself the most
forlorn and helpless of human beings. Yet he read and
pondered, frequented Mrs Bulley’s circulating library, and
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contrived to‘plod his way through numerous volumes—
many, indeed,%f an inferior class, but others of a higher
stamp and excellence. Still he loved to stroll into the
country, or recline among the shelving crags with the surge
beating at his feet, and to create for himself, through his
reading and reverie, a temporary Elysinm. There was a
stillness around him, unbroken even by his own footfall.”
Wearied out after a day’s solitary wandering, heart-sick at
the misery and privation of his home, with bitter memories
of the past, and dreary anticipations of the future, his
only refuge was with his books, and in his little attic, where
many a tedious hour was beguiled, and where the growing
consciousness of intellectual strength could not but fre-
quently cheer and sustain him. He used, at this time, and
after being sent to the Workhouse, to go to Devonport,
once almost every fortnight, to visit a bookstall in the
market. He feasted among the volumes, and the keeper
not only did not disturb him, but gave him books at the
cheapest rate, in exchange for the few pence he had scraped
together.! This man he reckoned a prince in generosity,
and a perfect contrast to a ¢ sour old woman,’ and a ¢surly
little man,” by whom two other stalls were kept, and who
did not relish the sight of so ‘shabby® fellow’ handling
théir Literary wares. And he naively adds, ‘I bad another
more logical mode of reaconing on the matter, which
settled it in my mind beyond any possibility of dispute,
that my friend ‘of Devonport market, and others of his
kind in general, were, and must be, the happiest men in
the world. 1f, T used to say, they sell the books, they
are happy in the money they get : but if they do not Sell
them, they are happy in the books they retain.’* This

1 01d Aubrey, the antiquary, says of Hobbes, * He took great delight to goto the

bookbinders’ and stationers’ shops, and lye gaping on mapps.’
;‘Leﬁter to George I1arvey, Esq., January 19, 1827,
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period has been described by Kitto himself in the following
eloquent terms :—
¢For many years I had no views towardq, literature
beyond the instruction and solace of my own mind; and
. under Jthese news, and in the.absenéé of other mental
Stimulants, the puTsuit of it eventunlly became a passion,
which devoured all others. I take no merit for the in-
dustry and application with which I pursued this object,
nor for the ifigenious contrivances by which I sought to
shorten the hours of necdful rest, that I might have the
more time for making myself acquainted with the minds
of other men. ' The reward was great and immediate ; and
I was only preferring the gratification which seemed to
me the highest. Nevertheless, now that I am, in fact,
another being, haviag but slight connectioh, excepting in
so far as *‘the child is father to the.man,” with my former
self ; now that much has become a business which was
then simply a joy ; and now that I am gotten old In ex-
periences, if not in years, it does somewhat move me to
look back upon that poor and deaf boy, in his utier lone-
liness, devoting himself to objects in which none around
him could sympathlze, and to pursuits which none could
even understend. * The eagerness with which he sought
books, and the devoted attention with which he read them,
was simply an unaccountable fancy in their view; and the
hours which he strove to gain for wriling that which was
destined for no other eyes than his own, was no more than
an innocent folly, good for keeping him quiet and out of
harm’s way, but of no possible use on earth. = This want of
the encouragement which gympathy and appreciation give,.
and which cultivated friends are so anxious to bestow .on
‘the studious application of their young people, I row connt
"among the sorest trials of that day ; and it serves me now
as a meagure for the intensity of my devetement to swx
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objects, that I fell so much encouragement within, as not,
to need or care much for the sympathies and’encourage-
ments which are,.in ordinary circumstances, held of so
much importance., I undervalue them not; on the con-
trary, an undefinable craving was often felt for sympathy
and appreciation in_ pursuits so dear to me; bnt to want,
this was one of the disqualifications of my condition, quite
as much so as my deafness itself } and in the same degreé '
in which I submitted to my deafness as a dispensation of
Providence towards me, did I submit to this as its neces-
sary consequence. It was, however, one of the peculi-
arities of my condition, that I was then, as I ever have
been, too much shut up. With the same dispositions and
habits, without being deaf, it would have been easy to
ltave found companions who would have understood me,
and sympathized with my love for books and study, my
progress in which might also have been much advanced by
such intercommunication. As it was, the shyness and re-
gerve which the deaf usually exhibit, gave increased effect
to the physical disqualification; and precluded me from
seeking, and kept me from incidentally finding, beyond the
narrow sphere in which I moved, the sympathies which
were not found in it. As time passed, my mind became
filled with ideas and sentiments, and with various gnow-
ledges of things new and old, all of which were as the
things of another world to those among whom my lot was
cast. The conviction of this completed my isolation; and
eventually all my humén imercsts were concentrated in
these points, to get books, and, as they were mostly bor-
rowed, to preserve the most valuable points in their con-
tents, either by extracts, or by a distinct intention to
impress them on the memory.. When I went forth, I
counted the hours till I might return to the only pursuits
ingwhich I could take interest; and when free to return,
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how swiftly I fled to immure mysclf in that little sanc-
tuary, which I had been permitted to appropriate, in one
of those rare nooks only afforded by such old Elizabethan
honses, as that in which my relatives then abode.’

This condition, so well depieted, did not last long. It
was & cold gleam of sunshine in the last hour of a wintry
day. Nor was it wholly beneficial t® *Kitto. He was be-
coming too much the lord of himself, for he seems to have
been gratified in all his caprices that did aot involve pecu-
niary outlay. The sympathy so naturally felt for him by
his relations, inclined them to fondle and humour him.
Nay, the child author and artist, was in danger of being
admired ‘as a prodigy. But s severe and curative pro-
bation was before him. About the end of the year 1818,
his grandmother wes obliged to leave Plvmonth in order
to reside at Brixton. The darling grandchild could not
accompany her, and he was left alone with hie parents, and
entirely dependent on them. Ah! then did he suffer. His
father was unreformed : vice had turned his heart ipto a
stone, and he wasinsensible alike to his own disgrace, the
degradation of his wife, and the cries of his young ones for
bread. It was certainly no merit.of his that his famishing
children preserved their honesty, and did not stray into
thosg courses toward which temptation is ever pointing so
many in quest of food and raiment. For months was the
boy a pitiable spectacle—pinched with hunger, shivering in
rags, and crawling about with exposed and blgeding feet.
A picture of more abject wretchedness ceuld not be found,
‘than thid deaf and puny starveling. Every prospect was
closed upon him, and to screen him from ¢cold, and hunger,
and nakedness,” he was, on the 15th of November 1819,
admitted into the Plymouth Workhouse.® The sorrow

14 Lost Senses— Deafness,’ pp. 76 76,
1This workhouse, originally founded in 1630, was called the *Hospital of the
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and want of his home had been long notorious; the neigh-
bourhood was scandalized at his daily afld hopeless pri-
vations; charity was roused at length t6 interfere without
regard to his wishes and feelings ; and, therefore, as the
last and unwelcome resouree, he was sejzed and sent to the
common receptacle of aged and juvenile pauperism and
wretchedness.

Poor’s Portion.” A new one has now been erected in a different part of the town.
The old building stills stands, however, in its comparative dcsofutinn, as when we
saw it in the beginning of last year. It had been tenanted a short tume before by
about fifty Emuncipadoes fiom Cuha—negroes who had puichased their frecdom,
and who were on their way to Lagos and Abeokuta. Our fiiend Dr Tregelles and
his lady, with others, were very attentive to them.  Services in Spanish were held
with them every Lord’s Day, as well as many meetings during the week. The old
workhouse seemed alive again with its sable immates, and the Christian efforts did
not appear to be without fiuit,



CHAPTER II.
THE WORKHOUSE.

SoME stratagem was necessary to secure the lad’s entrance
into the workhouse, for he was wild and shy; and when
hé learned that he was in virtual captivity, his sorrow was
without bounds. But the wayward and defiant pauper
submitted, in course of time, to the salutary curb; and
he was in need of it, for he had long moved simply as it
pleased him, and acted under no law but that of his own
moods, which brooked neither challenge nor control. Not
only were the order and discipline of the workhouse of
essential service to him, but his fellowship with thé other
boys was also of immense advantage. It revealed to him
“various aspects of human nature, and tended to soften such
misanthropic asperitics as solitude is apt to produce. It
gavg employment also to his pen, and his facility of com-
posmon eventually drew attention to him. He had been
going down the valley of humiliation, and the workhouse
was the lowest step but one in the descent. :For there
was still another, and & deeper one ; bat it was the last,
and the next step beyond it commenced the upghill jour-
ney. Kitto’s desultory life, prior .to his entry into the
workhouse, would never have brought him into obser-
vation ; but now his_power was more concentrated, and
he gradually came into closer contact with the benevolent
Governor and the Board of Guardians, If he felt acuter
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misery, he had also acquired a keener power of telling it ;
and such a power in such a narrator, could not but excite
surprise. If he had to make complaints,-his fearless utter-
ance usually secured redress; and if he was obliged to
enter into self-vindication, the cleverness of ‘his advocacy
was at least as conspicnous as the rectitude of his conduct.

Mr Roberts, whe was governor of the workhouse at the

" time of his admission, treated him kindly, and permitted him
some indulgences, even so far as slecping at* home; and
Mr Burnard, his successor, was Kitto’s kind friend and
sympathizing correspoudent through his whole eventfal
career. The youth was set to learn the making of lList-
shoes, under Mr Anderson, the beadle, and he grew, in no
long time, to be a proficiefit in the business. Probably. his
friends were happy that now he might be able at least to
maintain himself, and that there was something between
him and abject penury. Within a year of his entering
the workhouse, he began to keep a Journal and this curious
and extraordinary document® is the *best record of this
portion of his life and progress. For this purpose, there-
fore, we shall freely employ it.

It might perhaps ¥e supposed that a lad, brought up as
John Kitto had been, in comparative pauperism, should be
a stranger to delicacy of feeling. It might.be imagined
that the hardship of his condition could not but blunt any
mental refinement, and that therefore now, within the walls
of a workhouse, he had more than ordinary reason for con-
tentment among hoys of his own years and class. What
is thus surmised might be true of many, perhaps of the
majority, in Kitto’s circumstances; but it was’certainly
not true of him. He was painfully conscious of his degra-

1 Kitto mantions, in a letter to Mr Bu.mnrd, from Bagdad, that he had found
some of his early papers, which had escaped the fiames to which, some time pre-
viously, he had committed hisearly MSS. The papers thus accidentally preserved,
seem to have been the Workhouse Journal
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dation. In spite of all he suffered, he never sank into
callousness. 'What he might have been ever stood out to
him in sad contrast to what he was, and his present con-
dition was out of all harmony with his ideal prospects.
He felt, and he keenly felt, so that in his Journal, when he
becomes sentimental or sketchy at any time, or describes
what enjoyments he coveted, or what amficipations feasted
him, he suddenly and testily checks himself, and ecries,
¢ But what Has a workhouse boy to do with feelings?” or,
¢ The word pauper sticks in my throat.’

The interesting quarto is styled, ¢Jounrnal and Memo-
randum, from August 12, 1820, by Joln Kitto, jun.” The
motto on the title-page, might have been ascribed to undue
self-appreciation, had it not beerf vindicated by his subse-
quent career—

¢Full many a gem of purest ray sercnc,
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear,

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And wasfe its sweetuess on the desert air.’

The volume is, ¢with reverence, inscribed to.the me-
mory of Cecilia Picken, my Grandmother, and the dearest
friend I ever had,” ete. It was an od# thing for a pauper
boy to think of such a project as keeping a diary. It shows,

* at least, that his mind was stirring, and that he was re-
solved to exercise pimsel}' in observation and in composition.
‘When was a journal compiled in such circumstances—
amidst such physical and social disadvantages—by a deaf.
Yoy in a poorhouse, of whom no higher estimate was
formed, than that he might be a passable shoemaker, and
for whom no loftier wish was entertained than that he
might be able to maintain himself by his eraft, and without
being an expense to the community! Compassion was felt
for him, but no hopes were cherished about him. Men
blamred the father and pitied thé child, and then thought
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no more of him, but as the vxctlm of complicated and re-
peated misfortunes. .

As to his motive in writing it, he says, that as he had
no time to finish his drawings, and they did not sell when
finished, and as he could not command a sufficient quantity
of books, so he thought that writing was a good substltute,
hoth for painting am® reading. He adds, too, that he
adopted the plan of a+jonrnal as a useful thmg—a@ some-
thing to instruct others years hence (if he should be spared),
in the misfortunes and rorrows of his early yeats, while he
admits that there may e a little bit of human vanity in
the resolution. But the Journal has realized its purpose. -
What, in fact, would the record of his early life be with-
out it ? .

The following is his description of himself—racy and
rather picturesque, though several features of the external
portraiturc were subsequently modified or toned down
by the higher physical cullure which he afterwards en-
joyed :—

* Yesterday I completed my sixtecnth year of age, and
I shall take this opportunity of describing, to the best of
my ability, my peggony in which description I will be no
egotist. I am four feet eight inches high; and, to begin
with my head, my hair is stiff and coarse, of a dark brown
colour, almost black ; my head is¥ery l_arge, and, I believe,
has a tolerable good lining of braiu within, My eyes are
brown and large, and are the least exceptionable pdrt of
1y person; my f forehead is high, my eyebrows bushy ; my
nose i3 large, mouth very big, teeth well enough, skin of
my face coarse ; my limbs are not ill-shaped ; my legs are
.well-shaped, except at their ends they have ra.ther too long
a foot; when clean, my hands are very good; my upper
fip is graced, or rather disgraced (as in these degenerate
days the premature down of manhood is reckoned a dis-
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grace —how unlike the grave and wise Chinese, who envy
us fortunate English nothing but our beards) with a beard.”
There was indeed something peculiar in his appeér-
ance :—
¢ March 30.—1 observe that my decorated lip exposes
me to, observation, and that when I walk along the streets,
all men, women, and children, do m® the honour to starg
me in the face. I got leave to come out this afternoon,
and shaved mgself with my father’s razor.” In a fragmen-
tary autobiography, dated June 26, 1823, he writes,—¢ My
manners are awkward and clownish. I am short in stature,
*stoop much in walking, and walk as though I feared I
should fall at every step, with my hands almost always,
when I walk, in my pockets.’
¢ October 7.—When I go any where, } am almost afraid
. to meet any of my own sex; there is, it seems, something
about me that exposes me to observation, and makes me
stared at; and I find, by experience, that the best way to
came off well, is not to avert the face, hut.to look uncon-
cerned, stare at them in return, and assume an impudéht
look. What a world is this, in which modest bashfulness
is contemned, and impudence caresstd
His deafness, ‘laboured asthmatic breathing,” and appar-
ent powerlessnéss, often made him the butt of the other
boys in the hospital, and he was obliged to meke sudden
and smart reprisalg
¢ October 12.—When afterward, in the evening, Torr was
making faces at me again in the court-yard, I could béar
it no longer, but gave him such a blow as made him fall
- dowp. You cannot imagine, Madam,! how this seeming
trifle provoked me.
¢ October 22.—1 to-day experienced the truth of themaxim,
that meanness is & meglal, the reverse of which is tnsolence.

‘Thedilryoﬂenuddmmmelde‘lw
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'When I was waiting under the porch till Mr Burnard
should pass by, to ask leave to come out, one of the blue:
coat boys, named Peters, kept making faces at me. At
first I treated his foolery with the contempt it deserved,
by taking no notice of it. But at last he provoked me
so far, by attempting to ffull my nose, that (though no
boxer, and not over courageous) I gave him a blow on the
forchead, with such good will, as made him recl to the
opposite wall, and brought the water into his"eyes. When
1 had done so, I fully expected a return of the favour, but
he, so far from resenting it, desisted from his foolery, and
soon sncaked off. .

¢ March 21.—At eight o’clock, as we were going to
prayers, Rowe gave me an unprovoked blow on the back,
and ran away. I pursued him, and hemmed him into a
corner, when, finding ke could not escape, he placed him-
self in a pugilistic attitude; but a few blows made him
stoop to defend his cars, and at the same time to pick up
a bone and a large cinder to throw af me. While I was
dlsa.rmmg him of those missile weapons, I was atfacked in
the rear by ten or twelve boys, who delight in mischief.
Having disarmed Wowe, I turned against my new opponents,
and, discharging a bore at one, tmd a cinder at another,
and some blows among the rest, put them all to flight.” -

Sometimes; when bhad boys were flogged, Kitto was se-
lected to hold their legs, probably because, from his ina-
bility to hear their cries, he was under no temptation to
slacken his grasp. The next extract is a reflection, in his
own style, upon his early disaster.

¢ October 9.—1 found, on coming to my senses, that I
had just been bled, and that by my fall I had lost my
hearing, and from that time to this there has

“Not to me returned . .
The sound of voice responsive, no feast divine
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Ofereason, nor the ‘flow of soul,’ nor sparts

Of wit funtastic : from the cheerful speech -

Of men cut off, and ‘ntercourse of thought

And wisdom.™ _
¢T did not entirely recover my sirength till eight months
after, four of which I kept my.bed from weakness, during
which time T had leeches applied to my temples and undert
my ears, also an issue on my neek, besides taking plenty of
nauseous phygic—all to ho purpose as to my deafness, for
T do not expect to hear any more. Ever since, after dark
or sunset, and in a great measure in the day, I have always
had en irregular uncven pace and a labouring gait, and
after dark I stagger like a drunken man. Thus, you see,
no sooner had youthful fancy hegnn to'sport in the fairy
fields of hope, than all my hopes anticipated, and present
pleasures and happiness, were, by this one stroke, de-
stroyed. O! ye millions, who enjoy the blessing of which
I am deprived, how little do ye know how to appreciate its
enjoyment! Man is of such a fickle nature, that he ever
slights the pleasures he has, to sigh for those he has not.
Towever, I will attempt to give you an idea of my de-
privation. Fair lady, how should you, like to forego the
ineense of flattery (so gratifying-lo female vanity) offered
you by the admiring throng? I believe, my Lord, you
would regret being deprived of the fulsome adglation offered
you daily by abject (pardon me, my Lord) sycophants.
Sir, who are you? "What arc those who extol you to the
skies? You are a wonder, I must own—a rich poet.
Yet, remember, it is not to your poetical or personal merit
they. pay homage, but to your wealth you owe it; mor
farget that such men as those who flatter you, could suffer,

* unmoved, an Otway, a Chatterton, and many others, to die
« unpitied "—I had almost added, unknown ”—the for-
* : ! Tnutated from Milton, by Miss Paliner.
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mer of want, and the latter of ——; but let me not with-
draw *the veil benevolence has thrown over his memory.
Should you, Sir, like to be deprived of this degrading
flattery 2 Ye men of genius, and of wit !. Ye patriots and
statesmen! Ye men of worth and wisdom! Ye chaste
maids and engaging matrons ! And ye men of social minds.!
Should you like to be

“From the cheerful <pocch
Of men cut off, and intercourse of thought
And wisdom?”
If not, guess my situation, now I am grown som‘ewhut.
misa,nthropic, with no consolation but my books and my
granny.’

He had passed through the fire, and the smell of singe-

ing was upon him. But he never sank into
¢ A grief without a pang, void, dark, and drear,
A stifled, drowsy, unimpassioned grief,
Which finds no natural outlet, no relief
In word, or sigh, or tear.

Strange it is to find the editor of the Plctonal Bible
thus recording of himself :—

T was to-day most wrongfully accused of cutting off the
tip of a cat’s tail. They did not know me who thought
me capable of such an act of wanton cruelty.

¢ June 2.~—1 am making my own shoes.

¢ June 9.—1 have finished my shoes—they are tolerably
strong and neat. .

. & August 14,1 was set to close bits of leather.

¢ August 15.—Said bits of leather that I'had closed, were
approved of, and T was sent to close a pair of. women’s
shoes, which were also approved ‘of.

« ¢ August 16.—I was most unaccountably taken from what
T had just begun to learn, to go to my old work (making
of list shoes), in which I am perfect as it is possible to be.
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8— who, without being acquainted with the structure
of a list shoe, dictates to us who are, without any autho-
rity but that of being a man (a very little one too), and
bids us, under pain of the stirrup, make a pair of shoes per
diem, which is particularly hard on me, who, besides doing
my own work, am obliged to teach the rest.

¢ November 14.—1 forgot ta mefition that, on Monday, I
had been a year in the workhouse, during which time I
have made sevénty-cight pairs of list shoes, besides mend-
ing many others, and have received, as a premium, one
penny per week.

¢ November 20.—Set to tapping leather shoes to-day.’

In striking contrast with thesc revelations about list and
leather, tapping and closing, waxing and sewing, occurs
the following entry, which proves that the mind of the
pauper shoemaker was not only busy, but stretching far
above and beyond the walls of the workhouse :—

‘I burnt a tale of which T had written several sheets
(quarto), which I called “ The I’robationary Trial,” but
which did not, so far as I wrote, please me.’

The discipline of the workhense was occasionally admin--
istered in profusion, and on a somewhat miscellancous prin-
ciple. Ile records that, on one occasion, having finished
his shoes, and when he was waiting for the soles ef others
to be cut out, he began to ¢ write @ copy’ for Kelly, and had
only written one letter, when the beadle came in, and
¢ gravely gave us a stirruping all round —idleness bemg
the alleged ground of the castigation. ‘

Among the most interesting entru;s in the Journal, are
those relating to his grandmother, who had nursed and
watched him with more than maternal fondness and self-
denial, and whom he regarded with more than filial affec-
tion. On the first page occurs the following entry, which
‘we copy a8 it stands :—
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¢1819.—Granny has been absent in Dock this 2 days.
'Tho’ but for so short a period I severely feel her absence.
If I feel it so acutely now, how shall I bear the final sepe-
ration when she shall be gone to that “undiscovered country *
from whose bourn no traveller returns?” She cannot be
expected to live many years longer, for now she is more
than 70 years of age. O, Almighty Power, spare yet a
few years my granny—the protector of my infancy, and
the . . . Icannotexpressmy gratitude. It is useless
to attempt it.’

His interviews with this relative are the epochs of his hfe
He carefully notes her gifts to him, is rejoiced when she is
pleased, and sadly dismayed when he hears of her being in
a ¢ fine taking ’ about any domestic occurrence. After nu-
merous incidental allusions, he writes :—

¢ April 16.—Granny is worse again. She seems almost
unconscious of everything ; yet she knows me, for she held
out her hand to me when I was going.

¢ April 17.—She does not know me !—she is speechless.

" Aunt tells me that the surgeon has given her over—that—
she is dying. 4

¢ April 18.—She is dead.’

This was the sensitive and affectionate boy’s first great
SOITOW.

¢ April 20, Good Friday.—DBeing now a little recovered
from the first shock, I have, after several attempts, sum-
moned courage to detail particulars. On Wednesday even-
ing, when I came out [from the workhouse], I trod softly
up stairs lest I shau]d disturb her repose. Useless pre-
caution! Aunt met me at the head of the stairs, in tears,
I entered ;—a white sheet over the bed met my view. She
was dead! Think you I wept? I did rot weep! Tears
are for lesser sorrows; my sensations were too powerful
for tears to relieve me. , The sluices of my eyes were dried !
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My brain was on fire! Yet I did not weep. Gall me not
a monster because I did not weep. T have not wept these
four years: but I remember I Zave, when a boy, wept for
childish sorrows. Then why do I not weep for this great
affliction? Is not this a contradiction? Am I hard of
heart? God forbid that tears should be the test, for I felt
—1I felt insupportable agony.

¢ Even to an indifferent person the sight of a dead per-
son awakens melancholy reflections ; but when that person
is connected by the nearest ties—oh, then—when I saw the
corpse—when I sawthat those eyes which had often watched
my slumbers, and cast on me looks of affection and love,
were closed in sleep gternal '—those lips which often had
prest mine, which often had opened to soothe me, tell me
tales, and form my infant mind, are pale and motionless for
ever!—when I saw that thqse hands which had led, caressed,
and fed me, were for ever stiff and motionless—when I saw
all this, and felt that it was for ever, guess my feelings, for
I cannot describe them. Born to be the sport of fortune,
to find sorrow where I hoped for bliss, and to be a'mark
for the giddy and the gay to %hoot at—what I felt at the
deprivation of my almost only friend, the reader can better
conceive than I can describe. Yet that moment will ever
be present to my recollection to the latest period of my
existence. Gone for ever! that is the word of agonizing
poignancy. Yet not for ever—a few short years at most, .
and.I may hope to meet her again—there is my consolation.
Joyful meeting! yet a little while to bear this

“Fond restless dream which idiots hug,
Nay, wise men flatter with the name of Life,”

and we may meet again, Already I anticipate the moment
when, putting off this frail gatb of mortality, and putting
on the robe of immortality, of celestial brightness and
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eplendour, in the presence of our«God we may meet again ;
—megt again, never to part ;—never again to be sub_]ect
to the frail laws of mortality—to be above the reach of
sorrow, temptation, or sickness—to know nought but hap-
piness—celestial happiness and heaven! Accursed be the
atheist who seeks to deprive man of his noblest privilege—
of his hopes of immortality—of a motive to do good, and
degrade him to a level with the beast which browses on the
grass of the fields. What were man witholit this hope ?
I knelt and prayed for her departed spirit to Him in whose
“hands are life and death, and that He would endue us
with resignation to His decrees, for we know that fe had
a right to the life which Ze gave.! Her countenande is not
in the least distorted, but calm and placid, like one asleep.
¢ April 23, Easter Monday.—The day before yesterday
being the, day prior to my grandmother’s funeral, and not
being certain that I should be able to come out early
enough to be present, as it would take place at nine
o'clock, I determined to take what mfght eventually be a
last view of the revered remains. I raised the cloth—it
was dusk—the features were so composed that I was for
a few moments deceived, and thought it sleep. I pressed
my lips to her forehead; it-was cold as monumental mar-
“blel—cold for ever! A thousand recollections rushed
upon me, of her tenderness and affectionate kindness to
me. She, who '‘was now inanimate before me, was, a short
time since, full of life and motion; on me her eye then®
beamed with temderness, and affection dwelt in each look.
When I was sick, she had watched my Yeverish pillow,
and was my nurse; when I was a babe, she had fondled,
caressed, and cherished me; in short, she had heen more

"

* This language 18 only, in Kitto's case, the veh t exp of
and sorrow. It meant little more than an earnest hope that his gnndmoﬂxer had
gone to heavenly glory.
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than a mother to me. -And this friend, this mother, I
never was to behold again. A thousand bitterly pleasing
instances of her kindness to me occurred to my recollection,
and I found a kind of melancholy pleasure in recalling
them to remembrance. I gazed on each well-known fea-
ture. T kissed her clay-cold cheek and pallid lips. I
remembered how often my childish whims had vexed her.
I remembered bow I had sometimes disobeyed her earnest
and just gommands. T mentally ejaculated,

O that she wonld but come again !
I think I'd vex her so no more.”

Fruitlegs wish! Wil the grim tyrant death.give up his
prey ? Will the emancipated soul return to its dreary pri-
son? Ought I to wish it? “No!” %aid reason; “No!”
said religion : such a convincing “ No!” they uttered, that
I blushed for the wish. *Shall I, & frail mortal; wish that
undone which my Maker has done, and by implication
censure His decreeg? If (as we may hope) she be happy,
will she not grieve to see us repining at her bliss? I will
try to be rvesigned. I thought of all this; but yet I did
not weep ; f'or ’twas not a tear—my eyes water sometimes ;
I did not weep; it certainly was not a tear that fell from
my eyes as I leant over the open coffin, but it was pro-
bably caused by my looking stedfastly at one object. I
continued bending over the coffin till darkness, hid the

+ features entirely from my sight, and then tore myself
away.’ .

Who would, surmise that these paragraphs, so flnent
and correct, so vivid and tender, were written within the
walls of a workhouse, by a deaf and disabled stripling,
almost wuneducated, wholly unpractised in composition, and
seated, in pauper livery, on & tripod from morning fill.
night, working at a list shop on his lap? , ;.

Don L, waEn
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¢ April 24.—About & quarter past eight qn Easter Sun-
day, my father went to Mr Burnard, and.got leave for me
to come out. Crape was put round my hat. . . How.
unable are the trappings of woe to express the sorrow
doubly felt within! I looked once more and for the
last time on the corpse, once more and for the last time
pressed her cold lips, and then she was shut from my view
for ever! I felt a something et my heart that moment,
which baffles description. I felt as though I'could have
freely given my life to prolong hers a few years. What!
had I viewed for the last time her who was my only bene-
facter, parent, and friend, and was I never to see her
more? “No!” whispered doubt; “ Yes!” said faith ; and
she was right. . . At the appointed time we walked in
“sad array ” behind the coffin—first, Uncle John and Aunt
Mary. . . There were about forty persons present :
the service was read by Dr Hawker’s curate; the coffin
was deposited in the grave and covered with earth.
The moment in which the coffin which contains the re-
mains of a beloved relative, is hid from our 'sight, is, per-
haps, a*moment of greater agony than at.their demise,for
then we have still the melancholy consolation of contem-
plating the features of the'beloved object ; but when that
sad and gloomy comfort is taken from us, the feelings of
our loss occur with accumulated force; we consider what,
a short time since,.the contents of the coffin were, and
what, in a short time, they will be; we consider that, in
our.turn, e shall be conveyed to a similar, if not to the
same place, and in our turn be wept over with transient
tears, and soon be, forgotten I thought the. man almost
guilty of sacrilege, and could have beaten him, who threw
the earth so unconc¢ernedly on her remains. “ Why does
he ot weep?” I interndlly asked. " *“ Why does not
ﬂﬁ!’y bhumgn being join wiﬁtmnlamenhng her loss 1"

D
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But I shall got attempt to describe my feelings; they
were such, that the moment when I stood on the brink of
-the grave, eagerly looking on the coffin till the earth eon-
cealed it, I shall never forget till the hand that writes this
shall be as hers, and the heart that inspires it shall cease to
beat. When we came home I felt a kind of faintness com-
ing over me, and if Aunt Mary had not timely rubbed my
temples with cold water, I should bave fainted. Grand-
mother is bhiried on the left hand side of the aisle, opposite
the steeple, near the church door (Charles’ Church), be-
neath the headstone erccted to the memory of her grand-
children.’

Still Kitto conld freely criticise the perfunctory manner
in which he thought the funeral service had been gone
through. But the next entry reveals the lacerated state of
his heart, and opens up a glimpsc of his unhappy home.

¢ April 27.—In consequence of the loss of this revered
relative, I already begin to feel a vacuum in my heart,
which it is impossible to describe. Who shall supply
her place? Nature points to my mother. . . While she
(grandmother) lived, 1 had no cause to regret the"want of
kindness in any other person. But now, alas! she is gone,
and I feel myself an isolated being, unloving and unloved ;
for whom this world, young as I am, has few charms. . .

¢When I return from the restraint of the workhouse,
the rooms look desolate, for she is mot there. She who
greeted me with looks and smiles of affection i is not there !
She who prepared my tea, dnd rejoicgd if she had some
little delicacy to offer me, is not there! She who chode
me if I left her even a short time, is not there! In short,
she who loved me, is not there! Who shall supply her
place? My mother, or my aunt? My mother! it must
be s0, it shall be so. To do her justice, she has been very
kind tp me since the sad event, and so &ias aunt. Yes,
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mother has been very kind. She knows, amongst other
things, that my grandmother’s death would deprive me qf
the means of getting almost the only thing I value—books: "
therefore, with great kindness and consideration, my father
wrote, by her direction I suppose, “I will give you the
money to get the books.” ¢Indeed,”I said, *but do yoa
know how much it will come to?” “No.” ¢ Why, you
know,” I said, “I have got a penfly per week af the work-
house, and 1 change my books (two vols. small, or one °
large vol.) three times a week, and pay a penny each time;
that penny will pay but for one of those changes.” Father
wrote, * You shall never want twopence the week.” Was
not this kind ? very kind, I think. I shall have no occasion
to put their kindness in this last instance to the test as yet;
but will this kindness last? Will they not, when they
think the edge of my grief is blunted, relapse into their
former indifference ? I expressed this doubt to my mother.
She assured me of her continued kindness, and that she
would see this last act of it duly performed. I would have
said, but did not—O, my mother! represcntative of the
dear friend I have lost, would that I were certain that this
kindness would continue ; would that I were certain that
your present kindness would never cease, and that while I
am in need of your aid, you will continue to accord it to me;
and then, when manhood shall have nerved my arm, and
age have enfeebled yours, and you will need the aid of your
children, how happy shall I be, and how shall I exult to
be able to step forward and say, “ My father, and my
mother! while I was yet a boy aud needed your help, you
granted it me; then, O my pargnts, how I longed for
opportunity to show my gratitude! The time is come, and
now you need it; as you once offered me your aid, so now
I offer you mine, henceforth let all mine be yours.” .

I think I could Mve my mother almost as well as I did love
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my grandmother And in his mother’s old a.nd infirm
days he did verify his wish.

¢ June 10.—I have been to aunt’s ; was recelved kindly;
before I came away uncle wrote, * You must come out
bere as often as you can, for it was the dying request of
your grandmother that we should be kind to you.” And
did she think of me! to the last anxious for me—interested
even in death for my weffare! and making friends for me!
My only friend! my revered benefactor! my dearest grand-
mother! in death didst thou think of me! Oh that T had
been present! Yet, no, I could not have borne it. Father!
receive her soul into Thy mercy, and guide my steps in the
intricate paths of human life, beset as it is with thorns and
briars, with temptations snd sorrows: and if it be Thy
pleasure that I should drink the cup of human misery and
affliction to the very dregs—even then, Lord, in the midst
of all, grant me strength that I may not swerve from Thy
will, nor murmur at Thy decrees; for well I know that
whatsoever Thou doest is just and right, and that, though
Thy commandments teach me to resist the dominion of my
senses, they, in the end, lead to the eternal mansions of the
blessed. I humbly pray Thee, my God, that there I may

. at last arrive, through Jesus Christ, and there meet her who
hag gone before me.’

He had sad doubts that thé affection now shown by some
of hisnearest relatives would soon cgol, and he felt that then
he should be desolate indeed. Thus he sobs—<Why do I

feel? why dare I think? Am I notea workhouse boy
My father, if you could but imagine what, throngh your
means, I suffer, you would——Begone pen, or I shall go mad.’

Whatever appealed to Kitto's eye gratified him ; end
among his ocular amusements, the ¢ shows’ at Plymnuth
fair occupied a prominént place. A fair was great or sinall,
in his boyish estimation, in proportion t#the number'and
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splendour of such exhibitions. 'What he saw he describes
in his journal with picturesque minuteness: the transpa-
rencies and pictures; an ¢ill-looking pock-marked dwarf,’
or a giantess 8o plump and fleshy as to ¢ make the mouth
of an anatomist water.” The various devices and blazon-
ries, stars and fireworks, first on the conclusion of Queen
Caroline’s trial, and then at the King’s coronation, were a
special treat to him. But his deafness occasionally filled
his soul with sad regrets. The constables hadl on one oc-
casion collected into the workhouse all the unfortunate
women of the town. Kitto gazed on the scene with melan-
choly, and moralized upon the lost creatures ¢ covered with
shame, abandoned by friends, shunned by acquaintances,
and thrown on the wide world—insulted with reprogeh,
denied %the privilege of penitence, cut off from hope, im-
pelled by indigence, and maddened by despair.” After ser-
vice, ‘one of the best gentlemen in Plymouth addressed
them, so that many of them wept, as well as five-sixths of
all the people in the room. Even I, he adds, ¢ had almost
wept from sympathy.’ In recordmg "this, there came upon
him at once the overpowelmg sense of his own desolation.
And he writes, October 15, in touching moans:—¢ Yet I
alone was-insensible to the inspitation that flowed from his
lips. To all, insensible! Devotion! oratory! music! and
eloquence ! To all of ye alike insensible !’

In a similar cheerless spirit he soliloguizes :—

¢. . . T should be inconsolable under iy great mis-
fortune, were it not for the conviction, that it is for wise
purposes the Alm:ghty Power has thought proper to chas-
tise me with the rod of affliction. And dare I, a worm,
the creature of His will, to repine at His behests? Besides,
He has declared, *“ Those whom I love I rebuke .and
chasten,” But whither do I wapder? Dare I to think
that an accideq) was His infliction? Dare I to hope that
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the Omniscient will deign, when I pray, to attend to my
supplications? I dare not—’twere presumptiom—"twere
almost impiety—to think He ‘would incline His ear to such
a one as me—me, of all my species created the inferior—
me, whom each eye views with contempt—who am mocked,
buffeted, and despised. And why am I thus treated with
contumely ? * Because I am—unfortunate! And does mis-
fortune render me inferior in Thy eyes, O my God? No,
for Thqu best said, Thou art no respecter of persons.
Thou hearest alike the king on his throne, and the beggar
on his dunghill. Though man treats me with contumely,
Thou wilt not be less merciful. JPardon my doubt, which
had dared to prescribe limits to Thy mercy, and endue me
with remgnatlon to kiss the salutarygrod with which Thou
(T dare’almost say it) chastisest me. . . Ifear Iam de-
plorably ignorant in religious matters.’-

The langnage employed in the preceding and succeedmg
paragraphs is scarcely thajpof u quiet resignation, but rather
of a stubborn acquiescence. The youth who had suffered
such degradation from a father’s intemperance as now to
be a pensioner on a public charity, and who had, by a
mysterlous Providence, been suddenly bereft of a precious
faculty, succumbed, indeed, to his lot, but at.first with
seeming reluctance, and with & §tra.nge curiosity to ¢ cast
the measure of uncertain evils.’

¢ 1821, January 1.—Welcome 1821 ! Though thy greet-
ing is but rough (uncommonly cold), boding a year of es
great events as thy predecessor, I pray, God that, as I am
conscious I have but ill performed my ddty as an account-
able being the preceding yeary and thet my lot in life is
but low, He will deign to look on the most humble of His
cregtures, and blot out of the book of His remembrance
the sins I have éommitted heretofore; to endue me with
fortitude to bear with resignation whatsoeyer misfortunes



QUEEN CAROLINE'S TRIAL. 56

may yet assail me, and to enable me to resist temptation,
the allurements of vice, and even my own thoughts when
they lead to ill ; and to enable me, if it be His pleasure, to
drink the cup of misfortune to the very dregs, without
repining ; and, finally, through all my life to make me bear
in mind that this life is but a probationary trial, to fit us
for a greater and a better state hereafter.

Kitto’s powers of composition were in the meanwhile
improving, and he criticises puBlic characters i a free and
independent style. The first sentence of the following
description is felicitdus. It was inserted in his diary on
learning the Queen’s acqgittal. Many glowing sentences
wgre written at the period : the eloquent declamation and
satire of Brougham and Denman thrilled the nation ; but
the hearty atd stirring tribute of the obscure workhouse
cobbler has never been printed before.

¢ November 14.—Bells ringing, flags flying, and almost
every person rejoicing, on the mccasion of innocence and
the Queen being triumphant ; for the bill 'of pains and
penalties was withdrawn on Saturday, November 10th, by
the Earl of Liverpool, from the House of Peers. The day
on which the Queen was victorious over slander- and re-
venge will ever claim a distinguished place in the gnnals of
this country—a day on which slander, perjury, and guilt
‘were vanquished by innocence and truth. This trial has
been such a onc eontmued scene of iniquity as has not been
equalled ;pince the time of the Tudors (except in the in-
stange of Charles I. and Louis XVI.) Last week has
shawn these are not euch days as those unenlightened days
in which the tyranmic Henry swayed despotically the sym-
bol of mercy—those days when Britons could tamely see
an innocent Queen (Anne Boleyn) led to the scaffold on &
pretended charge of adultery. No! Such days are over;
and now the generous .character of Britain will not saffer
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an unprotected female to be persecuted with impunity.
Not unprotected neither! She cannot be called unpro-
tected who has the hearts of two-thirds of all Britain
warmed with enthusiasm in her cause; and experience
has shown that their hearts are no despicable protection.
The conclusion of this iniquitous transaction has over-
whelmed the enemies of the Queen with shame and con-
fusion. Greater part of Britain will.be illuminated in the
course of the week—Plymouth on Wednesday.

¢ 16th.—Plymouth was illuminated last night.’

The next excerpt, in a different strain, is a meditation
on the death of Napoleon. It Mbtokens the interest taken
in pubhc matters by the young recluse, who never ¢ sa,wm
newspaper to read till he was nearly twenty years of age.’

¢ July 6.—Learned that Napoleon Buonaparte died on
the 6th of May, of a cancer in hiz stomach. He was ill
forty days. I doubt not but that the public journals,
newspapers, etc., have d#ailed all the particulars of his
exit from the theatre of the world, in which he has shone
as 8 meteor—a ‘meteor of destructive influence ; and I shall
only give a few observations on his character, according
to my idea of it.! That he had talents, no man who has
attentivaly considered his conduct and character can doubt;
but such talents! He was an innate tyrant—he introduced,
himself to notice by his eminence in adulation and cruelty.
That he was a cruel man, his cofyduct has always shown.
Witness the dreadful Bridge of Lodi, the massacrs of Jaffa,
and the poisoning his own sick soldiers. He was more
than suspected as the murderer of the Duke d’Enghien.
I consider him as a man who, from the earliest period of
publie life, was resolved to let no considerations of hodeur,
religion, humanity, or any other consideration, to interfere

1 The page is adorned with & portralt of* Napoleon, done in glarink coloury, and
looking rather fierce, and is said by Kitto to be copied from & plate in Barre's
Rise, Progress, etc., of Buonaparte’s Empire.
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with his advancement. Nor did they interfere. He cer-
tainly had not always thoughts of obtaining the sovereign
power ; but his ambition for sovereignty arose from cir-
caumstances, step by step. After the abolition of royalty
and nobility, and the declaration of equality, he was re-
solved to admit of no superior. That he was ungrateful,
may be seen by his treatment of his former patron.’ One
or two centuries hence, and even now—if we knew not its
reality—it would be considered as an improbable fiction,
belonging to the ages of romance, that a man of obscure
origin should thus become the ruler of nearly all Europe—
thus realize the visions *f Don Quixote, and reward his
Sanchos with kingdoms at his pleasure—thus spread deso-
lation, fire, and sword, where nought but peace was known
before ;! that a man—a simple man—an unsupported man
should thus make princes crouch at his footstool, and
should have his will obeyed as a law. How many thou-
sands of widows and orphans bfls he not made? A lesser
villain would have been hanged for the thousandth part of
+his crimes; yet he has his admirers. Notwithstanding
what has been said by many to the contrary, I allow him
“the meed of personal courage, and that he was grateful
when he could gain nothing by being the contrary. He
was an hypocrite and an infidel ; for he has different times
been of almost all religions, Mohammedan included. He
wag generous by starts—condescending when Emperor—
irritabley hasty, insolent, and choleric. It will not be con-
sidered as the lesy extraordinary part of his story, that, in
the end, he was unfortunate — obliged to abdicate his
throne, and was twice banished ; but, above all, that this
man—this Napoleon Buonaparte—died in his bed of a
canicer, while the great and the good Henry died by the
hand of an assassin, anid the meek Louis died on a scaffold !!
1 smm:d.
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On the whole, it may be said of Buonaparte; that he was
a glorious villain !!°*

And yet, amidst all the youth’s dejection, there were
forereachings of spirit, anxious anticipations, the pfetur-
ings of possible propitious circumstances. His highest
ambition at this time was to have a stationer’s shop and a
circulating library, with twelve or fourteen shillings a week.
His anxious question was, ‘ When I am out, how shall I
earn a livélitood 2 Shoemaking could yield but a slender
remuneration ; and as he had been tanght to make coarse
shoes alone, he could only expect small wages. Yet he
thought that he might travel, and that some kind gentle-
man might take him, even though it were in the humble
capacity of a servant, ‘to tread classic Italy, fantastic
Ganl, proud Spain, and phlegmatic .Batavia’—nay, ‘to
visit Asia, and the ground consecrated by the steps of
the Saviour. This odd anticipation of Asiatic travel was
wondrously realized, for a ‘kind gentleman’ did after-*
wards take him to the banks of the Tigris.

The long and heavy affliction of Kitto had brought hims
under religious impressions. He had felt the Divine chas-
tening, and stooped to it. It was a necessity to which he®
was obliged to yield, and, as he could not better himself,
he bowed, though he sometimes fretted..

¢ O nature, he exclaims, ¢ why didst thou create sme
with such feclings as these,’ which spring from ¢ superiogjty

1 It would seem that Kitto had been reading a well- known pmacé in mlton.
one of his fuvourite poets :— A
*Might only shll be admired,
And valour and heroic virtue called;
To overcome in battle, and subdue
Nations, and bring home spoils with infinite
Manslanghter, shall be held the highest pitch
Of human glory, and for glery dene A
Of triumph, to be styled great conquerors,

Patrons of manking, gods, and sons of gods. .
Destroyers rightiier ealled, and plagues of men.’ «
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of genius?’ ¢ Why didst thou give such a mind to one
in my condition? ;Why, O Heaven, didst thou enclose
my proud soul within so rough a casket? Yet pardon my
murmurs. Kind Heaven! endue me with resignation to
Thy will’ '

But a.quieter emotion gradually acquired the ascend-
ency within him, and he strove to fecl ‘that it was the-
hand of God his Father which had placed him beyond
the reach of sound or echo. His knowledge'of the Bible
began to produce its quickening results, and spirit was
infused into the forms of religion. He wished earnestly
to be confirmed, and made the necessary application. He
was found to be deficient, when first examined, in some
portion of the Catechism ; but he adds, ¢ I learnt the Cate-
chism perfect,’ and pe was then approved by Mr Lampen,
the officiating minister of St Andrews. Yet at the first
occagion on which he attended, he was not confirmed ; the
wishop, .and ¢the man with the gold lace cleak,” with the
crowds about him, divided his attention, while his want of
hearing prevented him from understanding and following
the order of the ceremonial. :

Mr Nugent, teacher of one of the schools in the hospital,
began at this time to pay special attentian to him, wrote
out some theological questions for him to answer, and
pramised to be his friend. Mr Burnard’s interest was also
increased Ly reading certain papers of Kitto’s, suggesting
a plan of judicature among the boys. He proposed to
the thoughtful projector, a short time afterwards, to write
lectures to be read to them, ©respecting their duty in the
house, and their future conduct’ This proposal agree-
ably surprised Kitto, and he could not contain himself:
*You can scarcely imdgine, my friend, how this letter
delighted me, and, set me a walking up and down the
court with uncommon quickness,’eagerly talking to myself.
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Take a bit of my soliloquy: “ What! I, John Kitte, to
write lectures to be read to the boys!  Mr Burnard seems
"to think me competent to it too !” rubbing my hands with
great glee.” The youth was filled with gratitude to both
these gentlemen, formally adding Mr Nugent to the list of
his benefactors, and saying, in the fulness of his heart, of
‘Mr Burnard, ¢I wish, I wish his life was in danger, and I
could risk my own to save him. That won’t do either—
too much danger for him.” This feature of Kitto’s cha-
racter grew with his growth, and in his last work he lays
down the true doctrine: ‘He who most clearly sees God
ag the source of his blessings, is the man who will be most
grateful to the agents through whom these blessings come
to him’! Kitlo, on one occasion, hints that he did not
like to sce Mr Burnard whipping the Joys, for it was so
unlike his generous nature.

The boys used to tcaze Kitto & good deal, when the
eye of their spperiors was withdrawn, till his patience waw
at length exhawsted, and he made a formal complaint to
Mr Burnard. The ‘frisky letter,’ as one of the accused
styled it, was at once acknowledged, and his tormentors were
severely cautioned as to their misconduct, and prohibited
from indulging amy longer in such wanton cruelty and sport.

He was becoming, as we have said, more and more
anxjous about his religious duties. He speaks, under date
of October 12, of its being one of the inconveniences of
the workhouse, that he was not able to kneel when prayers
were publicly read, but resolves to begin on tha} day to
pray ¢ with himself’ in the morning, ‘{nclining one knee
against a chest’ which was under the window. . )

Kitto’s deslings with his father are much to_his eredit.
We give two extracts, the first a gpecimen of }mmour, and
the second of integrity : — o

1 Daily Bible Hiustmtions, vol. L, p. 883.; -
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¢ February 17, 1821+—The week before last, father wrote
on the table with chalk, “ You never gave me anything to
drink yet.” <I went, gravely, and emptied out a cup of
water, and gave it to him, and said, *There—drink.”
He blushed deep at this pun, and said no more about it.’

¢ October® 7. —*F'athe? wrote a paper as follows, and
wanted' me to give it to Mr Burndrd :—¢ Sir, T should be
much obliged to you if you will he so good as to give a
ticket for a shirt, as I am out of work.—Jun. Kitto.”
“Father, thou sayest the thing that is not—you are not
out of work.” “You must glve this paper to Mr Burnard.”
“ Are you out of work, father?” ¢“No.” ¢ 'Then, do you
think that I will deceive my bencfactor, and permit you to
say, through me, that you are? I will not give it to him.”
So I seid, and so’L did. . . . Iam inclined to think
that I was right. My duty to my parents shall never
interfere with that to God.’

Though Kitto felt the restraint of the workhouse, he
had become reconciled to it. He was at times, indeed,
anxious to quit it, and at other times willing to remain
when liberty was offered him. His father on one occasion
held out some hopes to him, and, though he refused at first .
to leave, yet he soon altered his mind, and became very
desirous to get out. But his father had changed his pur-
pose, if ever he had seriously entertained it, and the lad
was sorely disappointed. The father pgt forward a variety
of objections, but the excited son rebutted them all in suc-
cegsion. ¢Liberfy,” he cries, ¢ was my idol—liberty, not
idleness. If it were not for the bounty of the kind Mr
Burnard, the workhouse would be insupportable. Methinks
when T am out of the house, I brqathe almost another air.

V- Like the wolf in the fable, I would rather starve
at liberty than grow fat under restraint.’ Believing that
his father was only ‘seeking causes’ against his getting
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out, he waxes warm, and tells him, ¢ There is no fear of my
starving in the midst of plenty—I know how to prevent
hunger. The Hottentots subsist & long time on nothing
but a little gum ; they also, when hangry, tie a tight liga-
ture round them. Cannot I do so too? Or, if you can
get no pay, take rge out without} and then I %ill séll my
books and pawn my netkerchiefs, by which I shall be able
to raise about twelve ghillings, and with that I will make
the tour of "England. The hedges furnish blackberries,
nuts, sloes, etc., and the fields turnips—a hay rick or barn
will be an excellent bed. 1 will take pen, ink, and paper
with me, and note down my observations as I go—a kind
of sentimental tour, not so much a description of pla¢es as
of men and manners, adventures, and feelings. Finally,
me and father said much more” The debate was resumed
a couple of months afterwards, and Kitto still thought
himself ill-used, his father having raised ¢ false hopes’ within
him. He admits, that, in displaying such pertinacity, he
was in the wrong ; ¢ for, upon the whole,” he writes, ¢ I ath
not dissatisfied with my present condition.’ But he drew
up what he calls ‘articles of capitulation,’ and presented
. them to his parents, insisting that his father, when he
sgreed to any of them, should write ¢ granted’ opposite to
it, while his mother was to make a cross to signify her
assent. The principal heads were—that lte should be
taken out on the 1t of April 1822, or sooner if he was
‘maltreated ; that his boxes and papers were not to be
rummaged at home ; that he was not to be interruptedsin
his studies ; and that, if he died, his body was not to be
taken from the workhouse to the grave, but first carrled
home, and thence conveged to the place of interment, ‘in.
New Charehyard, beside granny.’ The last of the stipu-,
lations reveals his suspicions, for it is, ¢that you bg kind
to me’ To all these articles the parents sgreed. The
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curious document thus solemnly concludes: —*We, the
undersigned, do hereby promise to abide by what we have
in the above promised to perform, and if we in the least
tittle infringe it, we do consent that John Kitto, junior,
shall do as he has said; as witness our hands this sixth
day of August, in the year of our Lordeone thousand
eight hundred and twenty-one. On the part of John

Kitto, junion Jonx Kirro, Jun.
On the part of J. and E. Kitto, seniors. *
Jn. Krrro.

+ Brizasern Kirro, her mark.’

He adds, however, that by this formal arrangement he
“gained nothing more than before” But he was soon
released in a manner, and with a result, that he little an-
ticipated.

It was quite common with the guardians of the poor-
house to apprentice the boys under their care to tradesmen
in the town. They were anxious, as Mr Burnard expresses
it, that Kitto should ‘learn a trade, so that he might be
able to supportehimself without parish relief.”* This was
a kind and considerate motive on their part. It was, in
fact, the only design which they could legitimately enter-
tain. That the lad should not be a burden to society or
to them, that he should be able 40 maintain himself by
honest handieraft, that at least he should not return to
them and be a pensioner on their bounty—was the loftiest
purpose they could form for him. Therefore Anderson,
the beagle, ta,ught him shoemaking, and he made great
progress. To perfect him in his trade, he was then inden-
tured, on the 8th November 1821, to one John Bowden,
who had selected him for his proficiency, and in spite of
his infirmity, He was to remain under this engagement
till he was twenty-one years of age, and he was now about

.2 Letter to Mra Kitto, written after Dr Kisto's desth.
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geventeen. The guardians probably congratulated them-
selvds that they had done their duty to their ward, John
Kitto, and that they had fitted him to be & useful member
of society. They had .got him capricious and wayward,
and now they turned him out a quiet and thoughtful youth,
who had showg some mental power, was inordinately fond
of reading, and had subjected himself to an excellent moral
discipline. Probably they lamented, af the same time, that
his deafness* would exclude all rational hopes of elevation
and progress.

By this time, as we have seen, Kitto had subdued his
spirit to the routinevand degradation of a poorhouse life.
He was even comparatively contented among his pursuits
and associates. And yet, though he had found such an ap-
preciation of his talents as might have ministered to his
youthful vanity, and vot a few indulgences were given him,
still he seems sometimes tv have regarded the hospital as a
species of Bastile, and le rejoiced in the idea of quitting it.
He was periodically anxious to be gone; grumbled that
his father had not kept his word and.-takem him out; nay,
he' threatened again and again to run away, though he
usually laughed to himself at such a clumsy mode of exit
and escape. The first offer to remove did not tempt him, o
for it presented, in facty few inducements ; so that he hesi-
tated, but afterwards consented. And then the idea of
finally quitting such a domicile filled his spirit with exulta-
tion, and, with a flourish of his pen—not elegant, indeed,

but expressive—he wntes — .

C/\ EPOCHA. —~\1) \
¢I am no longer a workhouse boy—I am an apprentice.’
He felt that he had risen a step in society, that he bad
ceased to wear the badge of serfdom, and that he was once.
more master of himself, save in go far as he was bound by
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the terms of his indenture. What we have said is qgite.
consistent with his indifference when the proposal was ori-
ginally made. He said ¢ No’ to Bowden’s first invitation ;
but some of the boys, ¢aside,” held out the inducement * of
food, clothes, money, and freedom;’ ¢I pleaded deafness.’
¢TI do not care,” he replied to repeated questions, ¢ I would
* as soon stay as go.” Some time was spent in negotiations,
and at last his coy reluctance was overcome. He never
was easily induced to change his habits, and this inflexi-
bility of nature did, for the moment, almost conquer his
oft-expressed desire to get out of confinement. Ilis own
exclamation, however, leaves no doubt of his rapture—¢1
am no longer a workhouse boy!” The going home at
night, the possession of his evenings for himself, the power
of reading in his own garret without molestation, the drop-
ping of the poorhouse uniférm, food in plenty, and good
clothes—these formed an irresistible temptation. ¢ There-
fore, on Friday 2,” hd records, ‘I gave a paper to Mr
Burnard expressing that desire, and soliciting his aid to
my being apprenticed.’

The only objection to Kitto’s leaving the workhouse was
madé by Anderson, and that was because the hospital eould
not aﬁql‘fi to dispense with his services, since he was the
only boy perfect in the making of list shocs. Nay, Ander-
son afterwards wished to get him back for the same reason,
but Bowden was too shrewd and selfish to part with him.

Kitto had, during his residence, become attached to many
things about the wprkhouse; and, in the prospect of quit-
ting it, he relates—¢So I went and took a farewell look of
the bed on which I used to sleep, the tripod on which I had
sat so ma#ny hours, and the prayer-room. I shook hands,
in idea, with the pump, the conduif'at which I washdd,
the tree against which I leaned, nay, the very stones on

which' T walked. . . I then took a final leave of the
E
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hospital, and we went to Mr Bowden’s house again, when
I was aproned and seated, and sct to rip off the old tap of
a boot.’

But the hopes of the buoyant apprentice were soon and
terribly blasteds His next year’s journal opens in a tone
of hopeless anguish. He had been delivered into the hand
of a brutal tyrant—one who hoped that the infirmity of his
apprentice wonld disable him from making any complaint,
and preveni him from obtaining any redress. Bowden’s
previous apprentice had also been deaf, and we cannot

"suppose that his treatment differed from that suffered by
his successor. DBut the poor creature had not a tongue to
tell, nor a pen to reveal his woes. Bowden, on looking
round the busy inmates of the hospital, sclected John Kitto,
not simply because he discerned him to be the hest work-
man in it, but becanse he imagined that his deafness, like
that of his predecessor, might eneble his master to work
him beyond right, and punish hinwithout limit, and yet
run no risk of heing himself detected and exposed. - A
speechless apprentice he had fouud to be a helpless victim,
who counld neither mnrmur under exhaustion, nor appeal
against stripes. The six months of his apprenticeship with
Bowden formed the most miscrable period of Kitto’s ex-
istence. He groans mournfully indeed :—

¢ January 19.—O misery,- art thou to be my only por-

- tion! Father of mercy, forgive me if 1 wish I had never
been born. O that I were dead, if death were an anni-
‘hilation of being ; but as it is not, teach me to endure life:
enjoy it I never can. In shoxt, minc is a severe master,
rather crucl” The retrospect of two months is sad as he
gi.ves it. Bowden threw a shoe at his head, bteause he
had .mgde a wry stitch, struck him again and again—
now a blow on the ear, and now a slap on the face. He *
wept at this unkind usage. ‘I did all in my powet.to
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suppress my inclination to weep, till I was almost suf-
focated: tears of bitter anguish and futile indignation
fell upon my work and blinded my eyes. I sobbed con-
vulsively. I was half mad with myself for suffering him
to see how much I was affected. Fool that I was! O
that T were again in the workhouse!
¢ December 12.—My head ached, and yet they kept me
to work till six o’clock, when they let me come away. I
could eat nothing. .
¢ January 14.—He threw the pipe in my face, which I
had accidentally broken; it hit me on the temple, and
narrowly missed my eye.
¢ January 16.—1 held the thread too short ; ; instead of
telling me to hold it longer, he struck me on the hand
with the hanimer (the iron part). Mother can bear wit-
ness that it is much swelled ; not to mention many more
indignities I have received—many, many thore; again,
this morning, I have wept. What’s the matter with my
eyes ] :
¢1 here leave off thls Journal till some other change, or
extraordinary misfartune takes place!’
Such is the melancholy end of the Workhouse Journal.
He did not know what awful thing was to happen him,
for he had been tossed about like a ball, and he could not
predict where next he should either alight or rebound. He
could not bear up. He had already “suffered much. He.
. had felt in former days the pang of hunger and the cold. of
nakedness. But mow he was oppressed, overwrought,
and maltreated,—for sixteen and often eighteen hours of
the twenty-four, did his master force him to drudge, and
all the while strike and buffet him without merey. Work-
house boys have few to look after them, and fewer still to -
interfere for them. And why should Kitto be any ex-
ception? The slavery could not be endured. He had been
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all the while devoting his spare hours to mental labour—
and even this luxury was at length denied him. To keep
himself awake for study, he had to torture himself by several
Eunning appliances. He was willing to have wrought
twelve hours, so_to have some time for reading, thankful
to snatch a brief period for sleep. But to toil from six
in the morning to ten at night left him so exhausted, that
only by a painful effort could a little space be given to
sreading and thought. This tyranny preyed upon his
mind, such castigations galled bLim, the long hours of
labour, and the short iutervals left for study, oppressed
and fretted him. His nervous system was sha.ttered
trains of morbid reasoning usurped supremacy over him,
conscience was’ perverted hy sophistical ingenuities, and
his spirit, weary and worn out, looked to suicide as its
last and justifiable refuge. The' crisis came; but, as in
the case of®Cowper, a watchful Providence interposed,
and Kitto lived. In the volume of cssays which he
published on leaving the workhouse, there are two papers
on suicide. In the first, the sin is set in its true light;
in the second, it is described more 'leuiently, and much in
the way in which, in the period of his misery and gloom,
-he had gradually brought himself to contemplate it. In
illustration of his remarks, he gives, under the assumed
name of William Wanley, a portion of his own biography,
detailing his dafk sensations, how he formed the purpose
of self-destruction, justified it, and resolved to carry it out.".
But the attempt failed. The valuaple life which was
about to fall a sacrifice to wretchedness and despair, was
preserved for higher ends, and did work them out, til
God’s tjme came for its final release.
The Life and History of Wanley were his’ own, and he
forpmally identifies them.. He tells Mr Woollcombe, some
£ afterwards (December 1825), that ¢his' miwd: was
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darker and more wretched than anything he had ever
read of —that ‘the letter of Wanley was no posterior fab-
rication, no picture of imagined anguish, but emanated
from & warm and loving heart, every vein and fibre of
which seemed lacerated with misery too highly for the
highest powers of language to express.” In sending the
Essay and Letter of Wanley to Mr Woollcombe, prior to
their being printed, he wrote this admission :—

" ¢ January 8, 1824.—You will experience no difficulty
in discovering the identity of-Wanley. Though he is
happier, very much happier, now than at any period dur-
ing the last half of his life, all his endeavours cannot pre-
vent the occurrence of that melancholy which predominated
once so absolutely over him. . .  The event which I
have narrated is one which he now contemplates with
grief, 'and on which he looks back with the greatest re-
pentance.” In a brief sketch of his early life, written just
before he left the workliouse, he confesses more explieitly—
“The life of misery I led reduced me to such a state of
despair, that I twice attempted my liberation from his
[Bowden’s] tyrauny by a means that 1 now shudder to
think of.’

The complaints of Bowden’s apprentice against his
mnaster became at length the subject of judicial inyestiga-
tion. The trial was adjourned in the ‘first instance, and
one of those times of *despais,’ to which Kitto refers in
the previous sentence, happened in this interval of sus-
pense, when, misunderstanding the forms of procedure, he
believed that he had been formally conderned to be
sent back to undergo, without hope or respite, Bowden’s
cruel and lawless oppression. DBut at length he obtained
redress, The instrument of his slavery, ¢with it¢ formid-
able appendage of seals and signatures,” was cancelled, after
his case had been fully heard before the magistrates, with
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whose sanction he had been originally indentured. 1In his
appeal to them Kitto acquitted himself to admiration. He
wrote so fluently and so correctly as to astonish the bench.
His pen delivered him from bondage, and gave him the
conscionsness of possessing an yndeveloped power. He
became aware that he could not only think but express
his thoughts—that he could not only feel, but give fitting
language to his emotions. The gentlemen, who tried the
case, wondered, questioned, sympathized, applauded, and
set him at liherty, but did not trouble themselves much
more about him. They must have thought him a bold
and bright little fellow, who was armed with a rare power
« of self-defence, and would not be easily put down; but,
while they delivered him from the tyrant, they took no
steps to improve his condition. They had only a very
partial acquainiance with him. and probably judged that
the workhouse was his happiest axyluin.

Thus Kitlo returned to the hospital, and was set down
again to his former occupdtion to be perfected in it—still
for the avowed purpose of enabling him to earn an honest
livelihood. He received many minor priyileges, for which
he was thunkful. Bright visions of the futdre began, how-
ever, to cheer him. He thought himself destined to some-
thing.  What might he not do? Might he not write or
compose a work?" Be it in poetry or in prose, might it
not immortalize Lis name¢? What should hinder the
achievement? Might not every obstacle be surmounted,
and John Kilto become an author known to fame?
Thanks to- Bowdes outrage. It st.ung him into life.
He began to criticise some things he had written, and
pronounce them trash,—the first sign of growing taste and
judgment. He had proposed a higher standard for himself,
and now laboured to come up to it. His reading bed en-
abled him to judge of style, and had supplied him with
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many illustrations. His awakened power longed Yor exer-
tion, but he knew not as yet where to find the proper field
for it.

The experiences of this period are thus dejineated by
him :—¢ I had ledtned that knowledge is power; and not
only was it power, but safety. As nearly as the matter
can now he traced, the progress of my ideas appears to
have been this—Firstly, that I was not altogether so
helpless as I had scemed ; secondly. that, not vithstanding
my afflictectstate, I might realize much comfort in the con-
dition of life in which I had been placed; thirdly, that I
might even raise myself out of that condition into one of less
privation ; fourthly, that it was not impossible for me to
place my own among honourable names, by proving that
no privation formed an insuperable bar to useful labour
and self-advancement. . . . To do what no one under
the same-combination of afflictive circumstances ever did,
soon then ceased to be the limit of my ambition.”?

But he must, in the meantithe, learn his craft, to please
Mr Burnard and commend himself to the guardians. Ile
and they, however, were fast diverging in purpose. They
thought of him as a shoemaker ; he pictured himself as
an author. They saw him on ¢ the tnpod * he beheld hlm-
self at a desk. They strove tosgive him the abllxty of
making a shee; he dreaméd of the power of producing a
book. But immediate duty must be attended to, and
Kitto passed more months in the workhouse. Again and
again did he enjoy his solitary walks—a favourite scene of
recreation being the Hoe, a magnificent parade, with
the sea and breakwater before it, the ships and docks on
ofie side of it, and, to the right, the classic groves and
shady retreats of Mount-Edgecumbe.

The style of his correspondence at this epoch indicates

' Lost Sennu—-Deumess, Pp. 82, 83.
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higher moral health, and a more refined taste. The cloud
was pa,ssmo' away, and his mind was possessing itself ¢in
patience.” His fevered brow was cooler, and the dew had
fallen on hig parched heart. He knew not what was be-
fore him, but he was becoming equal %o anything that
might occur. Though he was conscious of talent, there
was no inflatiou of pride, for he was resolved to refuse no
offer that might promise to be of advantage. e knew
that only step by step could he reach the summit ; nor did
he seem to be devoured by eagerness for elevation. Pro-
bably, however, he was disappointed that nothing fusther
was done for him. But he had awakened interest on
his behalf—such interest as sufficed, when a project was
started for his benefit, to crown it with success. His
case was matter of wide notoriety; yet no one stepped
forward to lend a helping hand to the deaf and lonely
aspirant.

But Mr Harvey came at leugth to the rescue. This famed
mathematician and man of science had observed Kitto’s
demeanour in a bookseller’s shop; and anxiously inquired
about him. Learning his history and gjrcumstances, his
benevolent heart knew no rest till he had interested others
on Kitto’s behalf, and induced them to contribute something,
either money or stationesy, to the studious youth’s assist-
ance. . Mr Nettleton also, of the ¢ Plymouth Weekly Jour-
nal,’ inserted some of his compositions in that paper. So
that Kitto became known, was more and more asked
after, and a deeper anxiety being excited, a few friends
issued a joint circular on his behalf, the ]a.ngua.ge of which
shows the favourable impression which his charactet and
talents had created. . The following js the circular re-
ferred to :—

¢ The attention of the public has lately been drawn, by
some Essays published in the Plymouth Weekly Journad,
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to the very extraordinary talents of Jomn Kirro, who is
now a pauper in the Plymouth workhouse. He is about
eighteen years of age, and has been nearly four years in
the workhouse, to which he was reduced by the inability
of his parents to6 maintain him, after his having lost his
hearing by a fall from & house in Batter Street, where he
was employed as an attendant on the masons. This loss of
hearing has been accompanied with other hodily infirmities ;
but he has been thus so entirely thrown on ‘the resources
of his mind, that he has cultivated his intellectual faculties
with singular success, and gives promise of making very
considerable attainments. An inquiry into his conduct
and general character has proved most satisfactory to the
undersigned, who arc thus led to believe that he must
greatly interest those who feel for the difficulties under
which virtue and talents labour when they have to struggle
with poverty and misfortune. He has of late been em-
ployed as a shoemaker in the workhouse, and in that
capacity he has given proofs of great skill and industry ;
but it seems desirable that he should be placed in a situa-
tion more consistent with his feelings and abilisies, and to
which his deafness might not render him incompetent.
It has been suggested that, as & temporary measure, appli-
cation should be made to the Committee of the Plymouth
Public Library, to emplof him as a Sub-Librasian; and
that a sum might be raised, by small subscnptxons, to enable
him to obtain board and lodging in some decent family, .
until somethmg pgrmanently advantageous should be sug-
gested. In the meantime, althongh he could not be in
the receipt of a salary, ho would have opportunities of
improving himself, and would be enabled to ditect the
powers of his mind to those pursuits in which he is so
well qualified to excel, and in which, perha,ps, the world
may find his usefulness, and he himself & merciful and
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abundant compensation for all his deprivations. Great re-
liance may be placed on his industrions habifs, and it is
confidently believed that small contributions from several
individuals would enable him to get over the chief impedi-
ments to success in a way for which he seems so peculiarly

well qualifiéd. The undersigned, who have carefully ex-
amined into his characfer and acquirements, are anxious
to give the strongest testimony in his behalf; and will
receive, with®great pleasure, any contributions, pledging
themselves to use the utmost discretion in their power in
the application of any-wmoney that may be thus intrusted
to their management. Jonn Hawker, HeNry WooLL-
coMBE,! WiLLiam Eastrake, Tuoymas Stewart, Jonn
TiNccomBE, GEorRGE Haurvey, Roserr LAMPEN.— Ply-
mouthy 26th June 1823.

This modest narrative and appcul were successful, and
the governor and guardians of the workhouse subscribed
five pounds to the fund. On the 17th of July, the follow-
ing entry is found in the workhouse Minutes :—¢ John
Kitto discharged, 1823, July 17. Taken out under the
patronage of the literati of the "town.’ Kitto was then
boarded with Mr Burnard, and had his time at his own dis-
posal, with the privilege of using the public library. A
great point was thus gained for him. He was released
from manual labour, and had al®his hours for reading and
"mental improvement. He must hgve been aware that efforts
were making for him; and this knowledge, acting on a san-
guine temperament, seems to have originated and moulded
the following dream, as he calls it, and which, though pro-
bably a waking reverie, is very remarkeble as a true pre-

1 Mr Woellcombe, whose early and continued attentions to Kitto were as stimu-
lating as they were kind, was the founder of the Plymouth InsMtution, a promotet
of literature and the arts, and connected with all the philanthropic movements and

socicties of the neighbourhood.  He was a highly respectable solieitor, and an nldu‘-
man of the borgugh, % which he had great and merlted lnﬂg.ence.
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sentiment——a correct delineation of his subsequent career.
It is dated three days prior to his discharge, and otcurs in
a letter to Mr Tracy :—

¢ Methought (this is the established language of dreamers
I believe) I was exactly in the same situation in which T
really was hefore I slept, and indulging the same reflections,
when there suddenly appeared before me a being of more
than mortal beauty. He was taller than the sons of men,
and his eye beamed with celestial fire; a robe of azure
hue, and far richer ghan the finest silk, enfolded his form,
a starry zone of glittering gems encircled his waist, and in
his hand he bore a rod of silver.

¢ He touched me with his rod, and gently bending over
me, he said, “Child of ‘mortality, I am the Angel Zared,
and am sent to teach thee wisdom. Every man on his
outset in life proposes to himsell something as the end
and yeward of his labours, his wishes, and his hopes; some
are ambitious of honour, some of glory, and some of riches.
Of what art thon ambitious, and what are the highest ob-
jects of thy earthly hopes?” .

¢I was astonished at the visit and the words of the angel,
and replied not to his demand.

¢ «Thou canst not readily find, O child of the earth,
words to express the scencs which thy fancy has drawn., It
matters not ; I know thy*wishes, and will give thee pos-
session of the state that gs the highest of Whlch thou art
ambitious.”

¢He touched pe with his rod, and my form expanded
into manhood; again he touched and then left me. On
looking eround me, I found myself seatdd in a room, two,
of the walls of which were entirely concealed by books,
of which I felt myself conscious of being the owner. On
the table lay Jetters addressed to me from distant parts of
the Island, frem the Continent, and from the New World:
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and conspicuously on the chimney-piece were placed
several*volumes, of which I was tonscious that I was the
author, and was also sensible that the house wherein I was,
was mine, and all that was in it. I went forth into the
street. Ridicule no longer pointed her finger at me;
many whom I met appeared to know and esteem me, and
I felt conscious that I possessed many sincere apd dis-
interested friends. +I met a blind fiddler, and placing my
hand instinctively in my pocket, I found that it lacked not
money. I returned, and exclaimed, gs I took Cemsar’s

Jommentaries, in their original "language, from'the shelf,
“Now at last I am happy!” butbefore I had concluded
the word, the Angel Zared again appeared before me, and
touching me with his silver.rod, festored me to the state
in which he found me.

¢I felt a momentary sensation of disappointment and re-
gret at the transition, till the angel spoke to me, and said,—

¢ “Listen to my words, O child of mortality, while I
withdraw, as fur as I am permitted, the veil of thy future
destiny. Thou hast been afflicted with misfortune, and
taught in the school of adversity. Think not that Hx
who made thee and me also, regards with displeasure
those whom Ife purifies by sorrows, or that those are His
peculiar favourites who are permitted by Him to enjoy
the good things of this world.” Whenever thou findest
thyself inclined to murmur at the dispensations of Pro-
vidence, recollect that others, greater, better, and wiser
than thou art, have suffered also,—haye suffered more
than thou hast, or ever wilt suffer.

¢ “The time approaches when thou shalt attract the
notice of thy superiors, who shall place within thy reach
the means of acquiring that knowledge for which thou
thirstest. They will transplant thee into a soil fit for thee,
and if thou attendest well to the cultivation- of thy intel-
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lectual and moral faculties, thou mayest perhaps become
B permanent occupant of a station like that which I have
permitted thee to enjoy for a moment. I say, perhaps,
for only He knows, in whose breast is-hid the fate 4of
worlds, whether thou art to live beyond the day on which
I visit thee; but of this I am permitted to assure theé,
that the period of thy sojourn on earth will not be, at the
furthest, very many years.

" ¢ «“Be not, O son of earth, dejected, if thouagain meetest
with disappointments and misfortunes; neither suffer pro-
sperity too highly to elate ,thee; and, in every situation,
and in every moment of* thy life, remember that thou art
mortaleand that there is a God and a hereafter. So live,
that thou mayecst not fear death, at whatever moment he
may approach thee; and if thus thou livest, thou wilt have
lived indeed ——.” Zared peérhaps would have spoken
longer, but a book falling from the shelf upon my head, 1
awoke, *and, as honest John Bunyan says, behold it was a
dream !*

One might say to such a wondrous dreamer—
¢ Tlimy life lies spread beforethce as a sheet
Of music, written by some gifted hand,
Unsounded yet: to longing, listening hearts,

Translate its small mysterious silent notes

Into full thrilling chords of life agd po.wer.’
.

He was now afraid ¢f being overrated, and to show
that he was not unduly lifted up by his good fottune, we
may quote what he says to Mr Harvey :—

June 15, 1823.—¢ I sometimes doubt the efficacy of any
thifling abilities 1 possess to retain thdt patronage with
which you honour me, I have not mentioned my unattrac-
tive person er clownish manners as likely to operate in the
least with a gentleman of your good sense to my disfavour.’.
Or again, he writes*to the same correspondent, Sept.
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30, of the same year, ‘I apprehend that you are not
disappointéd on discovering that I_ am not one of thost
meteors which sometimes emerge from darkness, and illu-
mine the hemisphere of science with their bldze. On two
subjects I am not indifferent. I wish to be known in the
world. I wish to get myself a name, and to be esteemed
by the wise, the learned, and the good. ‘But even this
wish is inferior to that which I have to extend my know-
ledge, and to' compensate, by literary acquirements, for the
deprivation under which I labour’ On June 23, he
chides Mr Burnard, for having altered his style of address
to the pauper boy who had risen in rank:—¢ Will you
permhit me to find fault with the address, ¢ Mr John Kitto?”
—how cold and formal! ¥rom any other person I might
not object to it, but from yowu, my earliest and best friend,
it must not be. Cell me, T entreat you again, plain John
Kitto, or, if possible, by some more affectionate appellation.’
His hopes were not yet very high, and this is hig humble
solace—I am perfect in my trade; and should® circum-
stances send me back to the workhouse, I hope in Mr
Burnpard for all his former kindness and attention.’

Kitto’s mind was at this time specially sensitive, and
somewhat irritable. There was the prospect of relicf, but
it might not be realized ; the blessing of elevation was cl
upon hjs grasp, but yet not within it? A few of his Essays
had appeared in the papers, and some people suspected that
he had been assisted in their composition. On this point
he was exceedingly tender, as the following letter to Mr
Burnard indicates : —

¢ July 22.—Public Library.*

¢ Str,—1I am not happy : I am very ineasy—more than
uneasy, or I should not now write-to you. Pardon me,
sir, if I write ineoherently, for I address you under the
impulse of feelings that have recently been wounded to the
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quick. Those* gentlemen were in thé right who foretold
that I should meet with disdppointments. I went down
stairs to read last evening, when it grew dark. I had not
been there long before a gentleman came in, who, after
having read a few minutes, asked me whether I could hear
loud sounds? My answer to this, and other interrogations
much more disagreeable, were peruscd with so evident an
inteption of finding fault, that it mortified me in the
extreme. The pencil was slowly traced benehth the lines;
each word was weighed in the scale of grammatical nicety,
and one was found to be improper. I observed, in answer
to one of his questions, that I had not, till within these few
days, begun to study grammar, and that I did not think it
' fair that I should be judged by rules with which I was un-
acquainted. He replied, “ You are in the right, I believe;
but how came you to write so correctly in the Essays in
the newspaper? Did any one correct them for you?” I
leave you to judge, sir, whether this was a proper question
for a gentleman, and a stranger, to make. I replied in the
negative, adding, ‘that “I repeatedly transcribed them,
*improving and correcting them each time, till I thought
them sufficiently accurate. In the two first Essays, how-
ever, the editor corrected some errors i punctuation, and
g prefixed the quotation from Anon, to my Essay on
ome; but, in the Hssay on Contemplatiqn, hé, at my
dedtre, made no corfection or alteration whatever, further
then adding three lines from Shakspere to it as & motto.
Yet. I believe that Essay is the best. Do you not think se
too, sir? .- . . - It was very evident, by hls triumphant
exhibition of a grammancal error and other circumstances,
that he was, beforehand, determined to find fault, and that
he-departed with a very contemptuous opinion of me and
1y abilities, 'Whatever was his intention, it is certain
that he has made me very uneasy, and greatly discouraged
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me; for, undoubtedly, ¢ the scoff of pridé” is not cele-
brated for its powers of stimfulation.”

At this juncture, and while his plans of life were still
uncertain, a proposal was made to publish a volume of his
Essays. But he scrupled at the censorship of his friends,
and wished the papers to be left wholly to his own taste
and selection. He had no objection that Mr Lampen
should read and revise them, provided that he himself
might finally bestow upon them ¢ additional corrections and
improvements.” But before the volume was. published
another change had taken place in his social posmou, and
he had mounted another step upwards.

His time, meanwhile, being fully his own, was principally
spent in the Public Library, and he was not less miserly in
the distribution of it than formerly. Ife devised various
means of economising it, such as forming a diagram of
method, marked with different colours ; lamented that of
late he had been in bed full seven hours, while six were
quite sufficient; resolved against heavy dinpers; would
like a little ale, but would prefer a small quantity of wihe
to his frogal and solitary meal, and so hoped to be able to”
read or write, with little interruption, from nine in the
morning till five in the afternoon. Conscientiously did he
occupy his leisure. 'While he was free to choose any line
of study, he decidedly preferred literature to science.
Opening his mind to Mr Harvey (Juné 1st), he declares of
Natural Philosophy, I have no desire to make any par-
ticular branch of it my study. As I have but few hoursin
the day at my own disposal, and when I attain to manhood
am likely to have still fewer, it would be absurd in me to
hope to succeed (even if I had.the inclination) in such
branches of philosophical and scientific research, as geome-
try, chemistry, electricity, and others equally abstruse,
which are calculated only for men of great talents, and those
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who have been blessed with a liberal education.’ ‘Mine,'
he explains to Mr Woollcombe (Sept. 25), ¢is a mind not
adapted to scientific pursuits. ~Man, I have repeatedly
said, and that which relates directly to him, shall be the
chief subjects of my research. Let chemists analyse the
elements in their alembics, but let me analyse the passions,
the powers, and the pursuits of man in the alembic of the
mind.” Accordingly he gave himself to reading chiefly in
metaphysics. ¢ The novels, thespoems, and the periodicals
slept quietly on the shelves.’ History, also, occupied a
portion of his time, and he retained through life his liking
for it. But the metaphysical theories with which he came
in contact, nltimately perplexed him, and he abandoned the
pursuit. Yet, before he laid it aside, he had gathered
from it ¢some useful knowledge, acquired some useful
habits, and drawn some useful conclusions’ His mind
liked to store itself with information, rather than penetrate
into profound questions, or range among subtile hypotheses.
His intellectual nature was not fitted to deal with such
subjects, and his metaphysical studies were pursued, not
for the, love of mental science, but for the sake of general
knowledge. Instinctively he valued the palpable more than
the abstruse, and immediate utility outweighed, in his esti-
mate, every form of speculation. He was, indeed, in danger
of being injured by the desultory nature of his exercises,
for when any mental pursuit ceased to delight him, he was
at once inclined to abandon it. He did not relish mathe-
matics, for ‘he pursued the steps to the demonstration
without pleasure of curiosity.” He resolved to go through
Euelid, but was easily seduced from the task ; and at length
confessed, that whenever he ventured over the Asses’ Bridge,
‘he usually ¢fell into the water.’

But he thought of ¢ beginning Latin,’ and of ¢ possessing
the Greek language also” Though he had been, and was
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still, so voracious a reader, he knew that the mere perusal
of books was not to be identified with intellectnal improve-
ment. He puts the case strongly :—¢ Were it possible
for one man to read all the books avhich have been printed,
from Caxton to Bensley, that man might still be a block-
head. For reading the thoughts of other men will not in
itself enable us to think justly ourselves, any more than
the wearing of a Chancellor’s wig woulg endue us with the
legal knowledge of a Lord High Chancellor.”?

He had not been long boarded with Mr Bwrnard, when
his constitutional monitor spoke to him, as it afterwards
did, periodically, till his death. In a letter to Mr Harvey,
August 13, he laments : — . ‘

¢Since Tuesday night I have experienced more illness
than within an equal space of time since my fall. Sick-
ness is well calculated to produce wise reflections and con-
clusions in the mind. In the ferveur of my hopes, and in
‘the anticipation of future attainments and subsequent use-
fulness, I had almost forgotten that it was in the power of
death to prevent their fulfilment. '

¢ You may, perhaps, sir, also say, that my trifling ill-
ness does not justify an anticipation of early dissolution.
On such a subject no one can speak with certainty ; yet I
may be permitted to say, that I believe my demise will be
at no distant period; and, indeed, I think that, at no other
time, it could be more eligible than now. Were my de-
cease to take place at prescnt, sympathy might shed a tear
over my grave, and I might be lamented by the benevo-
lent, the pious, and the learned, as one who, had he lived,
might have been a useful member of society. In after life
I may be exposed to criminal temptations, which I may
not have power to resist. I may form ties which it wounld®
be agony to tear asunder ; and I may have mjseries to en-

1 Essays, p. 209,
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dure of which I have now no conception, &ll of which my
demise now would prevent. I imagine you pause here,
and take up yonr pen to ask me, ¢ Are you then tired of
life, and do you wish for death?” Oh no, sir, I wish to
know, and to communicate my knowledge. I would live,
could I command it, till time shall have covered my head
with hoary hogours. I would live till I had learned how
to die with a well-grounded hope of future bliss. The
reasons above alluded to are by no means suclf as to make
death desirable. It would be absurd to wish for death in
order to avert cvils, the occurrence of which is no more
than probable. However, the frequent thoughts of death
will certainly render his a,pproach less terrible when he
ultimately m‘rﬂres

¢ Considered abstractedly from the probabxhty of my
early, dissolution, I think my.future prospects very invigo-
rating indeed. Henceforth I shall not look too anxiously
on the future, but rely on that Great Being who has been
so merciful to me, and hope that He will enable me to be
happy in any condition which I may be called to occupy.’!

With all his high prospects, a feeling of gloom occa-
giopally stole over him—the shadow of his earlier sensations.
To such despondency he makes frequent allusiog. He was
tormented by fears, and he wisely advised himself to take
long walks, and unbeng his mind, by partaking of any barm-
less amusements.? But, with all his dark tendencies, his
gratitude was great. When he looked on what he had been,
felt what he had become, and hoped what he might yet be,
his spirit was filled with thankfulness; and he describes his
emotions, in a letter, published in his earliest volume :—

TO ME WILDE.
Plymouth Public Library, Oct. 16, 1823.
¢ DEAR Srr,—With much pleasire I avail myself of the
1 Essays, p. 30. *Essays, p. 48.
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first opportunity of returning my grateful acknowledg-
ments for the attention you have shown to my accommoda-
tion and comfort in the library ; and, at the same time; of
saying something about myself. When I recollect (and
can I ever forget ?) how miserable I once was; how I was
exposed 1o ignominy, to insult, neglect, and oppression,
my joy is great to have escaped such evily and my heart
expands with gratitude towards thos&disinterested indi-
viduals whé have rescued me from thent.

¢In the most enthusiastic of my reveries, I never imagined
that I should ever be as I now am, or that I should at-
tract that attention which has been, and is directed towards

me. I wrote; I endeavoured to acquire knowledge, be- -

cause my deafness had divested me of all relish for common
amusements, because I could find no other enjoyment or
occupation equally interesting, and because the employ-
ment of my few leisure hours and moments gave me the
satisfactory consciousness of spending my time well, with-
out having the most distant idea that this occupation of my
leisure would lead to the beneficial results to which it has led.
¢ An unprepossessing exterior, and deportment somewhat
singular, made me to be persecuted and despised by my
equals and superiors in age, who knew me no further than
as they saw me, or thought me a bcmg not far removed
from idiocy. Misery, sir, had gather quickened than
blunted the native seusibilities of my heart; and great as
my sufferings were, I probably felt them more acutely than
many others would have done in the same circumstances,

¢ Amidst all these froubles, however, my thirst for know- .

ledge was not destroyed. My closet was my only refuge;
and a book, when I could, procure it,.my only consoler ;
for there were none to enter into my feelings or sympathize

with me, and by deafness | was cut off from social inter-
course with every human being, S,

.
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¢ Thus unhappy a8 I wag, if you can form an idea of my
situation, you can also conceive the satisfaction which I
felt when I suddenly became an object of attenjion add
commiseration to those who have assisted to rescue me
from the state in which they found me, and placed me in
that which I now occupy. I, the lowly being who, a few
days before, was unnoticed and unknown, now became an
object of curiositygnd wonder to persons who would never
have become acqg’inted with my existence, or have heard

.my name mentioned, if some trifling circumstances, which

I should dendminate accidents if I had not been accustomed
to trace the finger of an overruling Providence in many
of those eveuts which the irreligious, the ignorant, and the
careless, call by the name of chances, had not introduced
me to the notice of those who have made me known to
others. ;

¢It must be evident, however, that this is not my final
destination ; ahd I feel no other anxiety or uneasiness than
ag it respects futurity. The vdst ocean of human life lies
before me, and my only wish is that my little bark may
in fature escape those dangers by which it was once as-
sailed, and that it may proceed in peade and comfort, un-
disturbed by the blasts of adversity, till it ultimately rest
in the quiet haven of she grave.’

One can scarce woyder at the following wish, expressed
by such a child of misfortune and poverty, who had never
handled a piece of money of any value. It occurs in a
Journal that dates from February 19, 1824, to April 8 :—

¢T have some time been desirous of consulting my kind
and zéalous friend, Colonel Hawker, on the propriety of
my desiring to have at Whitsuntide and Christmas, or
any other two periods of the year, a sovereign, but I have
been loath to mention it to him, for he has lately, and
indeed always, been so attentive to my wishes, that I am
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unwilling again to make so great a claim on his considera-
tion. I do not think that Mr Woolicombe or Mr Lampen
would mpke much if any objection to it; but, perhaps, Mr
Hawker might, and 1 am not willing to make a propesal
which there is any probability of his rejecting, for if he
disapproves of it, I shall hot mention it to any other per-
son. I should not be so reluctant, if it were not for the
great increase which has been kindly gnd spontaneously
made to my weekly stipend. Well, and"what do you want
with twenty shillings twice a year? Why, as to that, it is
partly a wish of having what 1 never had before, for I
never touched a note in my life, nor a piece of gold coin,
but once, which was ten years ago, when I was permitted
to hold a seven-shilling-piece in my hand for a few seconds.
I wish also to have a small sum always at hand, to answer
any particular want whichmay occar. I should also, with
part of it, purchase some old books, and thuf gradually
increase my little store. 'With half of it, ten shillings, I
have no doubt of being ‘able to purchase, at my old
acquaintances, ten or twelve volumes of books, I

also supply myself with some minor articles of-c 3
out of it, and thug prevent the necessity of too fréquent
applications to Mr ITawker and the other gentlemen on
that account.’ .

Amidst all this anxiety for himself, his wants, and pro-
spects, it is pleasant to find Kitto ¢looking on the things
of others” His favourite subjects of composition had been,
and still were, childhood and affliction.! He wrote of the
former with a kind of melancholy pleasure, and of the latter
in @ tone of earnest' commiseration. His life had bean s
companionship with gricf, and such an experience taught
‘him fo enter readily into the trials of ¢brethrdii in tribu

1 A series of brief essays on * Childhood * were addressed by to Mr Woell
combe, und many of hh eurlier cowmpositions take the form of or addressep
to the affticted. oo
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lation.! - Sickness had often visited him, and death had
once come nigh unto him; nay, had laid in the tomb his
aged and beloved grendparent. IHe had often craved for
sympathy toward himself, and therefore he was forward
to express his condolence with those who sorrowed, and -
mingle his tears with those who wept. He records in his
Journal the death of Mr Burnard’s son, and adds, under a
twinge of despondgney, ¢I consider his fate as enviable; and
nothing but the c(gsciousness that it is my duty to support
the life which my Creator guve, prevents me from being
absolutely® weary of my existence, and anxious to quit it.’
But he who had called himself ¢John, the Comfortless,’
essayed to comfort the bereaved mother :— )
. ¢ April 29, 1824,

¢ DEar Mapam,—That at the present moment I write '
to you with reluetance on the subject you suggested, I must
candidly acknowledge. At an earlier period it would have
been more proper than now, and I should at such a period
bave written, had I not been deterred by the reasons I

entioned to you. The natural effect of time is to soften
‘W;'ief which evesy afflictive occurrence inspires; I
“should therefore have deemed it a duty to avoid the men-
tion of any circumstances likely to revive that intensity of,
sorrow which time must necessarily in some measure have
ameliorated, had you not expressed a willingness to recelve
any communichtion on the subject I might make. That
your son should be lamented by you, is natural—perfectly
natural. Robert was a son of whom any parent might he
proud ; and had helived, and enjoyed health, therp could be
no doubt of his proving a blessing te all connected with
him, and an honour to human nature, if, as nobody denies,
humen natlire can be adorned by piety, talent, and virtue.
These are just caunses for the sorrow you felt and continue
to, experience; but I caunot persaade myself that any
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causes cap justify unjust repinings, overstrained lamenta-
tiong, and rebellious murmurings at the dispensations of
that Almighty Providence which never acts but for the
good of its creatures. Let it not be imagined that I sup-
pose you feel in this manner. Far fromit! you feel only a
just and natural grief. Bat if I indeed thought so, I would
say so. Recollect the state in which he spent the last year
of his life, and say whether you should, have preferred to
have had Him live for years in this siate of mental and
bodily anguish? for, doubtless, independent of his personal
sufferings, he endured much in being cut off from nearly
all the gratifications and enjoyments which render life de-
sirable. Do you believe him happy? Undoubtedly. Well
_then, is it kind to repine at his happiness? Supposing, and
‘there is no absurdity in the supposition, that his immortal
part be conscious of your actions, can it be thought that
his felicity receives any increase from seeing the relatives
whom he loved, lament as those who have no hope, and
murmur at the dispensations of that Gracious Being who
has mercifully secu fit thus early to reward his virtuegy by
taking him from o state of anguishs to one of unuttefable *
felicity? Far from it; on the contrary, I conceive this
consciousness, if it be indeed possessed by disembodied
8pirits, to be the only alloy of which their present happi-
ness is capable; and, therefore, if it were possible that any
being should have rejoiced in the death of*your son, that
being would be in reality less his enemy than you who
thus bewail his loss. Loss! Who has lost? What is
lost? Has he lost anything? Yes, he lost mortality, he
has lost pain, he hag lost alt the miseries of human life,~—
these are his losses; but he has in compensation for these
losses, gained,—but his gains I will not attempt to enume-
rate, for only a disembodied spirit can descrihg-those plea-
sures, which only a disembodied spirit can enjoy. And
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you, have you lost anything? No, nothing has heen lost,
your son has gone a journey, and you know that he is
happy, eminently happy, in the country which he inhabits.
You know also that a great many years cannot elapse be-
fore you will be sent for to the same happy regions, where
you will dwell for ever with him, without fear of further
separation. But supposing for a moment that you had lost
anything by the demise of your son, you are certain that ke
has gained ; and could you in that case be sd selfish as to
repine at your own individual loss, when the same cause
has rendered your child so supremely happy? If you could,
it would not beacting the part of a mother and friend.
»Such, my dear madam, are some of the reflections which I
would have suggested to your consideration, if I. had sup-
posed that in your instance they had been requisite. As
my own sentiments respecting death are pretty well known,
I shall not now intrude on you any longer than to assure
you that I am, yours most respectfully,’

. ¢ Jonx Kirro,’
¢To Mrs BurNARD.

Kitto’s continued and prayerful study of the Bible, with
the assistance of the best Commentaries which he could
procure, was greatly blessed, for there seems to lmve been
all this while the steady growth of religious principle within
him, .
¢ April 2.—1 am in a state which I cannot €xactly de-
scribe. I become every day more sensible of my own ne-
glect of the duties due to the Almighty, and of my offences
against His commandments, @I have not that due sense of
His merey, His love, and His benevolence, which I ought
to have. T do not form a proper estimate of the vanity of
human hfdmmd the contemptlble nature of human pursuits,
compared with those of a spmtual order. T have not that
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overwhelming sense of my own religious and moral erimi-
nality which I ought to possess, nor have I that efféctnal
and lively faith in Jesus Christ without which everything
else is of no value. It is true that I believd Jesus Christ.
to be the Son of God, that He existed with the Father
from all eternity, and that it is only through His atoning
blood that we can hope for mercy and forgiveness; I be-
lieve all this, but. this theoretical faith I feel to be utterly
insufficient, unattended by practical results, and these prac-
tical results I do not experience. There is an internal
monitor Within me, independent of the written words of in<
spiration, which makes me fully assured that of myself I
can do nothing—that my own efforts are contemptible—
and that through a Mediator, and a Mediator only, I can
hope for salvation. That Mediator is Jesus Christ ; through
Him I may obtain mercy and pardon, and His righteous
blood can wash away my sins. DBut I do not feel myself
sufficiently gratefulto- Him, having sufficient faith in Him,
sufficiently desirous of living only for Him and-to Him, or
feel Iim absolutely necessary to me. Should I not pray
for all this? I have—I have—but I cannot pray as I
ought to pray. I caunot draw nigh to God in spirit and -
in truth. I do not approach Him with a humble and con- -
trite spisit, and with that awful veneration which I ought
to experience. The busy thoughts of the world and lite-
rary subjects intrude, and call off my attention from the
solemn ofcupation in which I am engaged, and thus I
rise from my kuees more guilty «than when I began to
kneel. O my God! Enable me dxstmctly to discern the
path in which I should walk, and give me strength to.
pursue it

"He reveals also to Mr Burnard, April 9, the natare of
the emotions which gave birth to such sentiménts. ¢ My
uneasiness is not the cause, but the effect of the humlh&tmg
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sense under which I labour, of my own moral and religious
imperfections.’” ¢It originates in a lately awakened sense
,of my unworthiness. Iam afraid that mine is a cold theo-
retic belief, rather than an effectual and saving faith.’

This anxiety of soul quickened him, taught him from ex-
perience the vabue of prayer as a means of relief, and led
him to read the Scriptures with still greater relish and
consmncy The idea of becoming a missionary struck a
chord in his bosom. When he heard the question thrown
out, ‘Might not Kitto become a useful missionary, if he
studied with effect the only book of sound principles and
perfeet science ever written 2 he caught at the suggestion,
.and nobly expressed himself on the character and aims of
the missionary enterprise, in a letter to Mr Flindell on the
subject.! Nay more, he was on fire at the thought of be-
coming a minister. In his Diary, March 81, we note this
meditation—

¢ Apropos of Kirke White—TI learn that his deafness was
one of the reasons which induced him to relinquish the
study of the law for the clerical profession. Till 1 had
learnt this, I had understood that a defect of hearing was an
insurmountable bar to entering into Holy Orders. , Were
it possible, O my God! that I could become a minister of
Thy Word; that I could be permitted to points out to
erring sinners the paths of peace and salvation, what more
conld I desire of Thee? If an ardent zeal for the salva-
tion of souls, if an unshaken belfef in the faith promulgated
by Jesus Christ and His apostles, if a fervent attachment
to the Scriptures,’and if a deep sense of the natural de-
pravity of human nature, are qualifications for the ministry,
then I am so qualified. How truly happy should I be in some
retired and obscure curacy, where I should have no other
business but: the delightful one of instructing others in their

PO 1 Essas and Letters, p. 49,
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duty to God and their fellow-men, and in which I should
have safficient leisure to read, to study, and to write!’

Gate of the Hospital of the Poor's Portidn. *



CHAPTER IIl
];‘;XETER.

WaiLe his mind was in this propitious state, Kitto was
fntroduced to Mr Groves, a dentist, residing at Exeter.
Mr Harvey had hinted at & University education for him,
and believed that he had sufficient interest to obtain a
fellowship. But Kitto’s other friends would not entertain
such a proposal. He was, therefore, left free to form an
‘engagement with Mr Groves, who had heard something of
his history, and had judged favougably of him, from having
seen one of his letters to Mr Flindell, editor of the Western
Luminary., Mr Groves offered to instruct Hitto in his
profession, to board” him, and give him for his services,
£15 the first, and £20 the second year, with prospect of
higher remuneration. XKitto accepted the offer, and this
engagement was the turning point in his career. It
deepened and sealed his picty, and ultimately led himr-to
the East, in preparation for the great work of his life.
He had already written a paper on the Antinomianism of
Dr Hawker, which shows some familiarity with Scripture,

ough pot & very distinct coneeption of some portions
and aspects of the scheme of grace. But the example of
Mr Groves quite electrified him, and every fibre of his
heart vibrated under the living impressiom A vital and
decided change passed over him,—the result of long pre-
paration and prayer, ‘
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His mind had been always susceptible of religious im-
pression, but it had not yet quickened into life. The
blade had shot up, but there now began to appear the
¢full corn in the ear’ He had pht on record, before he
left the hospital, a specimen of his prayers, in a style of no
ordinary magnificence—a specimen which becomes a moral
and intellectual wonder, when we consider the upbringing
and the circumstances of him who wrote it—a boy, ren-
dered totalfy deaf by an accident, suffered to grow up
uneducated, made a pauper by his father’s vices, and now’

learning an humble trade in a workhouse :— .

¢ MORNING PRAYER.

¢King of the Universe! 1, an atom of that universe,
dare humbly pray Thee to incline Thy ear, while at Thy
footstool I confess that I am a wretched sinner; that I
have broken Thy lawssand Thy commandments T have
trodden under my feet; that I have slighted Thee, my
Maker ; that I have not done my duty to Thee, my neigh-
bour, or myself; that 1 have deserved nothing at Thy
hands but Thy displeasure. I have wasted thé precious
moments which Thou gavest me-to improve. I have
nmurmured at Thy decrees, because Thou, in Thy merey,
wast pleased to afflict me, and becaase Thou gavest me to
driuk of the cup of affliction. I have not loved Thee as
Thou ougitest to be loved. I have suffered impure desires
and evil passions to influence my act;ons. In short, O
Lord, I am a miserable self-convicted sinner. .I haye
deserved Thy wrath and fearful indignation ; and I do not
remember one good action that ever I did, which makes

me know that Thou alone canst save me. Therefore,
Almighty God, overburdened as I am with sin, I dare
humbly sue Thee to pardon my sins ; remember not against
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me my iniquities, but blot them from the book of Thy
remembrance, and erase them from the tablets of Thy
memory. Hear me, O God, when I cry to Thee for that
mercy I do not deserve. (ive me, most merciful Father,”
the gifts of Thy grace. Give ine repentance, for, without
Thy aid, I cannot repent of my sins nor abide by 'my
purpose of leading a new life; without Thy aid I eanndt
know myself. Give me, Eternal King, faith, thaf no
doubts may obtrude themsclves, that I may believe in
Jesus Christ, and keep Thy law. Do Thou also grant
unto me, O Lord, content, that T may be satisfied with
whatever situation in lif~ it he "'l pleasure to assign me,
and that I may be convinced that whatsoever Thoun doest
is for my benefit; and that I may thank Thee even for the
rod with which Thou dost chastise me.

‘T most humbly entreat Thee, Omniscient God, to grant
me strength to resist the allurements of sin, Satan, my
own flesh, and minc own thouglgs, that T may not give
way to temptatiou, bat resist' it. Take from my breast,
O Lord, this heart—harder than adamant, black with
impurity, and stubborn—and, O Lord, substitute in its
place a heart purified in the blood of Jesus.

¢ Ingpire Thou those under whom I am placed with
kindness unto me, and give ne, O Lord, power to please
them. Shed over me I'hy grace, and reveal Thysclf unto
me, through Jesus Christ, in whom alonc we can know
Thee, and that T may become a new being, casting off all
evil habits and unholy feelings, and conduct myself as be-
seemeth a being whom Thou hast redecmed. Guide Thou
my steps in the way which, though to mortal eye it is
rough and unpleasant to the sense, leads to everlasting
life. And do Thou, Almighty Power, give me strength to
avoid the road which appears to abound with unalloyed
pleasure, but which leads to eternal death.
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¢If it be® Thy pleasure to give me hereafter affinence,
grant that I may not abuse Thy bounty ; if poverty, grant
that I may not murmur ;—but I pray Thee, O Lord, grant
*me not riches nor poverty—yet not my will, but Thine
always be done, for Thou knowest what is for my benefit
better than myself.

¢Bless, O God, my benefactors, relatives,.and friends,
Tedch me how to pray unto Thee, in spirit and in truth.

¢ Grant me, O Lord, I humbly entreat Thee, grace that
I may so conduct myself here on earth, that when it is
Thy pleasure o take me lence, I may die with the con-
viction that my sins are pardoned, and that at the last I
may be able to exclaim, O death! where is thy sting ?
O grave! where is thy victory 2”

¢Lord! be merciful to me, a sinner, and grant that I
may be one of that happy number to whom it shall be
said, “ Well done, good and faithful servant, enter,thou
into the joy of thy Lork” I ask from Thee not, O Lord,
worldly blessings. I ask of Thee neither fame, nor riches,
nor honours, but, Lord, I ask of Thee a pure and contrite
spirit. T ask of Thee patience, to bear with resignation
whatsoever afflictions Thou art pleased to send me.

‘I thank Thee, O Father, for the manifold favours I
have rcceived from Thee. I thank Thee for life, health,
frionds, connections. I thank Thee that Thou hast for-
bore hitherto to punish me as my sins have deserved. I
thank The¢ for all the good I have enjoyed, or may enjoy
hereafter ; particularly for the protection Thou hast af-
forded me heretofore, especially in the past night; and
I hambly pray Thee to continue my Protector through
the coming day, and grunt that at the end thereof, I may
look back on & well-spent day. These, and all other
favours, which are for my good, I pray Thee grant in the |
name of Thy beloved Son, Jesus Christ, Who loved our



PROGRESSIVE PIETY. . o1

C &
souls so well, that He took upon Himself our sinful ndture,
bled for our sins, bere Thy anger in our stead, and suf-
fered death for our iniquities, and Who taught us, in the
perfect form of words, to say, ¢ Our Father thch art in
heaven,” etc.

¢ The above is not all that I pray for, only a bnef view
of the principal heads. What say you to it, dear Harry?
Not worthy the Being to whom it is addressed ?’

Bat in Excter a great spiritual advance had been made,
experience had ripened, and he discloses Himself to Mr
Burnard, June 1824 :—

¢ When I look back, I am surprised at the very
great change which has taken place in my views since I
came hither—a change which 1 had never anticipated—a
change which clearly convicts me, in many former instances
of my life, of folly and impropriety—and a change which,
I hope, will ultimately, under Divine teaching, make me
wise unto salvation, and cnable me#to bec ome a Christian,
and an useful member of socicty. To what is this change
to be imputed ? Perhaps to a more exclusive contempla-
tion of Divine things, to a more attentive study of the
Word of Life, to abstraction from many temporal things
which at Plymouth too deeply interested me and engrossed
my thoughts, to my intercoursc with Mr Groves; but
chiefly, I conclude, to the grace of God, who has at length
permitted that ¢ day-spring from on high” to aEse, for the
appearance of which I have long prayed, and which, when
fully risep, will enahle me to behold the heauty of ho]mess
in all its glory and perfection, and by the strengthening
influence of the Holy Spirit, to pursue that light which will
then be revealed more completely than at present.’

Agidin, writing to the same correspondent, in September,
he reverently marks his first sacramental enjoyment :—

‘Sitice I wrote last, I have for the first time partaken of

e’
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the Communion, and the day in which I did so was one of
the most pleasant in my life—most partigularly was it
distinguished by that absorbing #and sublime devotional
feeling which it is my most earnest desire may ultimately
become the continwal feeling of my daily life, repelling
worldly affections and earthly wishes, and making me per-
petually aét’ and think from the simple motive of love to
our Divine Master.

.« . "“You must be scnsible, from the tone of my
letters to yourself and those which you may have scen of
mine to other persons-—ihat the Jolm Kitto you will see,
is rather a different person from the John Kitto you have
seen; and I am sure you will rejoice with me when you
understand that this is not a mere alteration of the external
manners or appearance, hut an alteration most deeply felt
in the heart, and entering into every feeling, every passion
of the miud, insomuch that 1 ghould now be disgusted with
much in which 1 once delighted, and many things are now
most pleasant and delightful,. which once were indifferent
to me. ) .

Kitto got on well with Groves, as his Diary shows :—

¢ May 19.—Troubles of Latin—Surely this inaptitude
must lower me in Mr Groves’ estimation.

¢ May 22.—Mr G. desired to know if I was happy in my
situation with him. I replied ¢ that it was beyond my anti-
_cipations, a.nd equalled my wishes.” It would be ungrateful
were I to express myself dissatisfied with his disinterested
and zealous endeavours to promote my happiness and com-
fort. He added, “That it would be a subject of great
regret, if any consideration should induce me to wish to
leave the bosom of a family, to every member of which I
was an object of intercst and attachment.”’ -

During his residence at Exeter, Kitto corresponded regu-
larly with his Plymouth friends, upon o variety of themes,
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and treats, for example, in & series of letters, the topic of
capital punispments. Subjects seem to have been proposed
to him from time to time ; and his style, through exercise,

acquired considerable freedom and energy. He was in

the habit of distributing tracts in Exeter, and he was often

pained by the scenes of profligacy which he witnessed—

such as ¢ fellows emerging from a beer-house, and fighting

in the street.” ¢My dear sir, my heart is quite sick when

I contemplate such scenes of brutal violence." Reflecting

on this state of things, it is the duty of every one whom*
the Holy Ghost has enlightened, whatever his rank or

degrce may be, to devote himself exclusively to the service

of his Master, and to aid His great cause to the utmost
stretch of his power. . . . Now, my dear sir, of what

I have said I would make personal application, and ad-

dressing the Master, say, Behold me, then, my Father! I
offer myself, and all that Thou hast made me, to Thee.

Send me where Thou wilt, do with me what Thou wilt,

and require my services as Thou mayest, I thank Thee
that Thou hast made me willing to obey Thy summens ;
and, Eternal God, so pgosper me, as by Thy grace I seek,

above all things, Thy glory and Thy honour,’?

The portion of his Diary which describes his sojourn at
Exeter, concludes with the following prayer :—¢ Almighty
and ever-living God, who madest all things, and lovest all
that Thou hast made, deign to incline Thing ear to the
prayer of a sinner, who thus humbly, at Thy footstool en-
treats of Thee, nqt this world’s goods, or its pleasures, or
its honours, but that portion of Thy grace, that infusion of
Thy- Spirit which maketh wise unto salvation. Grant me
these, Righteous Father, and nothing more do I entreat of
Thee, for in thesé all lesser blessings are included. If it be
Thy good pleasure that I should drink to the dregs that

3 Letter to Mr Burnard, 34th March 1626,



100 EXETER.

bitter cup of adversity, of which I have already drunk so
largely, proportion my strengih to the trials which Thou
givest me to undergo ; make me submit, in humble aequi-
escence, to Thy chastening rod, and make me, in circum-
stances of apparent sorrow, to exclaim‘ “ Father, if it be
Thy pleasure, take this cup from me ; nevertheless, not my
will, but Thine be done.” But if, on tite other hand, Thou
bestowest upon me those things which men so highly seek
and desire, O grant that they may have no injurious effect ;

ethat they may not draw my heart from its hold on Thee,
and that I may feel myself nothing more than the steward
of Thy bounties, and the deputed dispenser to the poor, the
unhappy, and the destitute, of a portion of those blessings
which Thou mayest give to myself, or rather which Thou
hast deigned to give me in trust. If what I have asked
be for my good, grant it, O Father, for the sake of Jesus
Christ.— Amen.

That Kitto had surrcadered the ¢ fortrcss of his silence,’
prior to the time he left Plymounth, is evident from some
statements in what he calls his ¢ Private Diary., Who
his ¢little flame’ was, we know nof, except Ly name. - He
was always fond of female society—he loved sisterhood.
An impression had been' made upon him, which cost him
no little pain, when with ‘many terrible conflicts’ he
sacrificed it on what he believed to be the shrine of duty,
and in obedience to the warnings of Mr Groves.

¢ April 24.—Visited H. this cvening ; communicated as
much as I thought necessary of my Exonian destination.
She did not seem much more pleased with it than with the
more superb University plan, an insight into which I gave
her. Well, whatever happens, God preserye her, arid make
her happy, and while she is so, I can never myself be com-'
pletely miserable.”

) We have given the previous extract, simply to show
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that, while so many painful circumgtances had eonspired
to .make Kitto solitary ang dull, and force him into a
lonely ard self-devouring asceticism, he had neither sunk
into moroscness, nor avenged himself by a scornful misan-
thropy. He could not exclaim, ‘man delights not me,
nor woman neither,” for, to his benefactors of the one sex
he was sincerely grateful, as his letters testify, and there
was one in the other sex who had power to attach him,
and charm him out of his solitude, and of whom he says,
after the correspondence had been broken off,—¢ she clings
to my heart with a force almost irresistible” He had
pleaded, and that powerfully, for this attaqglent, against
the remonstrances of Mr Burnard. This stfceptibility of
a first love shows that his heart had not been utterly
wrecked by his bittet experiences. He.had been saved
from himself even when a hard and dry incrustation scemed
sometimes to be gathering about him. ¢Nay,’ he saysin
his volume of Essays, published soon after (p. 85), ¢ mar-
riage is in general the principal component part of a happy
home.” In an Essay on Beauty (p. 102), he declares, ‘I
am an enthusiastic admirer of personal beauty. Expres-
sion is to beauty what the soul is to the body. I now
repeat, I am an enthusiastic admirer of femalc loveliness.

"Mental charms iu o woman will give pleasure and
excite admiration, when the attractions of beauty and
youth exist no longer.’

About this time, in the beginning or spring of 1823,
the volume of Kittg’s Letters and Essuys just referred#to,
was published.! Neithet* title-page @or preface has any
date. The duodecimo, of 210 pages, was patronised by
above 400 subscribers. It is premised that the volume does
not ¢ consiét of papers composed’ expressly for publication.

VEssays and Letters by John Kittoy with a Short Memotr of the Author. Ply-
mouth, ,
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They are selections from letters which he wrote in the
workhouse, and essays with which he exercised his fond-
ness for literary occupations, and they were chdsen from
the mass of his writings, rather to give an impression of
the character of his mind and talent, than as conveying
any particularly striking or original views of the subjects
of which it treats. . . The volume is now offered to
the public in the hope that it may justify the attention
that has betn paid to the merits of this. deserving young
man, and that it may e the means of affording him en-
couragement in the pursuit of that line of conduct by
which he now:gratifies his friends.’

It may betwell to pause for a moment over Kitto’s
earliest production, as the index and fruit of his mental
progress ; and as many of its section®are autobiographical,
we may find confirmation of the statemenits we have
already made, and learn how, in the dawn of his release,
he regarded his previous hardships, what trains of re-
flection they suggested, what circles of emotions they pro-
+ duced, what lessons he extracted from them, and what
share they had in directing and moulding his subsequent
carecr.

And first, there was realized, to some extent, another
and early dream of Kitto, which he has given in his Work-
house Journal, with considerable picturesqieness and
power. He represenis himself as being in a book-shop,
‘and well-dressed —a sly hit at the poor-house uniform.
Heris surveying on the counter his own journal in a pub-
lished form, when a family enter*the shop—a sage father,
¢a flauntily-dressed elderly lady, with their son and
danghter, both dressed as a dandy and dandyzette.” The
young coxcomb laughed oiitright as he took up the volume.
¢ When agked what excited him, he read the title-page of
. my unfortunate hook—* J ournal and Memoranda of a Man
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with Four Senses, by John Kitto, Shoemaker, Pauper,”
ete. “ Was there ever such a thing heard,” continued he,
“ag for a'pauper ! a shoemaker! to write anything proper
for the perusal of a man of sense!” adjusting the ribband
of his quizzing-glass, with the air of a person well satis-
fied with his own sense. ¢ No, certainly,” said his mother,
«and I would wager a guinea that il may be classed
amorng the Methodlstlcal jargon which the authors are
pleased to call Jqurnals, and of which so mu¢h has been
obtruded on the public.” I, too, would wager a guinea,”
said the young lady, “ihat in this baniling of wax there
are no tender embarrassments—no ghosts—no tears of
sensibility—uor.any duels—for nothing but the most gross
vulgarity cam be expected from this gon’of the awl.’—
“Yes, indecd ! was efer such extravagance heard of, as
for a shoemaker, an occupation found only among the very
dregs of the vulgar, to pretend to write a book ? I should
not now wonder, ’pon my honour, if the barber should
favour us with a treatise on heards—the sign-dauber with
a history of painting—or even the catgut-scraper with'a
history of music,” concluded the young gentleman, with
g loud and long “He! he! he!” at his own wit; *for,”
. added he, * they may as readily do it as a pauper write a
Journal.” The grave looking old gentleman, who had
attentively listencd to all that had been said, advanced
towards the rest and said,  Ladies and young man, 1
must dissent from what all of you have said” (an angry
and satirical “mdeed"’ proceeded from all three at the
same time)—The old gentleman, not noticing this inter-
ruption, proceeded— Particularly with regard to what
has been said about the incapability of mechanics. For,
from my own experience, I can assure you that I have
met with genius, probity, and honour, in many instances,:
among what you are pleased to call the dregs of the peo-
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ple. 1 have always looked upon an honest mechanic,
though even a shoemaker, as & much more useful member
of society than he who, blessed with affluehce, holds time
a burden—who lives merely to circulate that which would
make hundreds happy, and who spends every hour, every
- day, in what is falsely called pleasure, and who lives for
not one of the ends of his creation; who, so far {rom im-
proving that time which every hour shortens, thinks him-
self happy when he has hit on an idea tp kill that time of
which he is not certain of a moment’s continuance. But
the best way to eonvince you of your error is to give you
examples of genius amongst the lower classes. I will
mention but a few names of the many that occur; as, for
instance, R. Bloomfield, Burns, Chatterton,.G. Morland.
Savage, Lloyd, Otway, and Shakepere. I scarce need
have told any but you that most of these were poets—
very celebrated poets, and more particularly that Bloom-
field was a shoemaker—the fourth was one of our best
English painfers—and yet none of these were bred in
affluence, nor were their talents cultivated by education.
But with regard to the book, the merits of which you
have decided without opening its pages, I have read it,
and though written by a pauper, it docs not sink much
below mediocrity—the misfortune of the author renders it
in some measure interesting; the language is simple, the
orthography not very incorrect; it has some humour;
learning cannot be expected ; yet thé author is not igno-
rant, and he secms an honest youth, with sentiments much
above his condition. Upon the wholé, it is better than
could be expected from one of his years and situation ; and
if it does no good, it will have the negative merit of doing
.no harm, and it shall be placed in my library.”’
He who could so cxpress himself was on the high way
to write a book, and leave behind him the ¢flannel jacket



MULTIFARIOUS READING. 105

and leathern apron’—the badge of poverty and St Crispin,
and must soon cease to be ‘shoemaker and pauper.’

The volmme bears witness to his multifarious reading.
One wonders how he had found time to run through so
many books, and read them so carefully as to be able
to make such frequent and pertinent allusions to them.
The amount of his reading would not have dishonoured a
university student; nay, few of them lay in such a stock
of general information. In metaphysics, infelligent and

o distinctive reference is made to Malebranche and Hume,
Reid and Stewart, Berkcley and Des Cartes, Locke and
Stillingfleet. Lord Bacon and Madame de Stael are fami-
liarly quoted. In an essay on Sublimity, where he refers
to the fine arts, he contrasts the Tuscan and Doric orders
of architectnre With the Gothic, especially as seen in West-
minster Abbey, and in the ruiys of Tintern and Glaston-
bury ; tells what the pencil of Salvator Rosa achieved,
and what Gainsborough @oald effect ; assigns their re-
spective positions to Titian and Raphael; then passes on
to sculpture, criticising the Apollo Belvidere, the group of
the Laocoon, and the Choragic mecnument of Liysicrates.
His papers, entitled ¢ Rabnah and Abdallah,’ are rather
happy imitations of the once famous Jewish apologues of
Hawksworth and Johnson, and many of the ¢desultory
reflections,” which conclude the volume, are terse, pointed,
and ‘memorable.  Kitto denies imitation in style, but
many of his first compositions countrovert the statement.
He fell unconscigusly into such imitations. What he
had been reading deeply interested him, and left its im-
press on his next composition, while inability to hear his
own sentences prevented him fgom detecting the similarity.
Does not the following sentence sound like a piece of a
Saturday Spectator ?— . v

“When we consider the numberless claims. that the



106 EXETER.

L

Deity has to our gratitude, our adoration, and our love—
what a great Friend, a merciful Father, and a bounteous
Benefactor He has been to us, and that on Hém depends
everything we value and desire—the coldness with which
we sometimes perform our religious duties appears to me
truly strange and unaccountable.

Would not the followmg~ pass for a pomon of the
Rambler 2— . *

<1t were Well, perhaps, if the wealthy and the prosper«
ous could have a periodical fit of misfortune, which, inde-4
pendent of its other uses, would give them an opportunity
of disoevering who were their real and who thelr pretended
friends.’

There occurs also in the Workhouse Journal a pretty-
good imitation of Sterne, in an account 8f a real occur-
rence. Kitto describes a poor fellow who, from & double
amputation, shuffled along on his knees, but did not beg.
A marine, passing him, poured the whole eontents of his
pocket into the maimed man’s hand, went away, and wipgd
his eyes. as if he thought a tear disgraceful. ¢Thou wast
wrong, generous soldier! That tear, that action did thee
more honour in my eyes than if thou hadst slain with thine
own hand thousands of thy fellow-men, and wert therefore
called a hero!  Thou, noble veteran ! wast more charitable -
and more praiseworthy than a rich man if he had given fifty
pounds. Thou gavest thy little all.  In the perils of war,
and temptations of peace, (tod be with thee, generous
marine!”  Kitto was fond of Shakspere, and specially
fond of Spenser; and his proneness to form allegories, end
shape his fancies into dreams, arose probably from this last
predilection. ,

His deafness laid him under the necessity of writing.
The shoughts of his heart struggled for utterance; smd
what could not be spoken, must at least be written. Had
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he been able to converse ‘freely, his feelings would have
sooner expended themselves, and when afterwards com-
mitted to writing, would have lost somewhat of that in-
tensity which characterised them. But his emotion, un-
wasted by oral expression, appears on paper with undilused
strength. Even his ordinary thoughts, pent up within
him, and turned over again and again, and cxamined on
all sides, in prolonged and undisturbed reflection, assumed
a mature fulness and symmetry when his pen gave a deli-
berate and final utterance to them. This record of his
inner history is striking and characteristic :—*1 never was
a lod! From the time ‘of my fall, deprived of many ex-
ternal sources of occupation, I have becn accustomed to
think, to find sources of occupation wjthin mysclf; to think
deeply ; think as I rcad, as 1 worked, or as 1 walked.
Even in my slecp I dreamt ; the addresses, letters, sermons,
puns, bon-mots, and tales, I have ecomposed in idea, would,
if committed to paper, fill a folio. While other lads were
employed with tnﬂcs, T thought as o man, felt as a Jnan,
and acted as a man.” Yel the appetite for human fter-
course led him again and again to write as if addressing
another party in an ideal dialogue; and the same yearn-
ing for social speech prompted him to write formal letters to .
himself, specimens of which are inserted in this published
collection. The solitary boy created an imaginary com-
panionship. Some of his letters and papers, illustrative of
previous parts of his life, have been spoken of already, such
as his letter to Mr.Flindell on the moral dlgmty of a mis-
sionary, and his essay on suicide. A There is, in fine, an
excellent paper in the volume, suggested by a passage in
Bishop Hall’s ¢ Balm of Gilead,> which unfolds much of his
inner thoughts. In harmony with what the good blshop
has said, he delivers his own experience :—

" €Next in pre-eminence in the list of misfortunes, after
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blindness, comes deafness. To me the whole world is
dumb, since I am deaf to it. No more the music of the
human voice shall charm. All around, beglow, and above
me, is solitary silencc—ever-during silence—stillness un-
broken. Words of advice, of comfort, of instruction or
reproof, to me convey no knowledge, nor make me wiser,
better, or more happy. For me the feathered warblers
tune their little thtoats in vain! To me the violin or the
harp gives no music; the deep-toned bell and the pealing
organ, no sound. Bchold the people crowd to the house
of God, to hear the preacher display the riches of redeom-
ing love; but if I go I hear not his words, which to me
alone are profitless ; I hear not hi§ voice, which only to
me is mute. 1 am now a inere cipher among men—of no
value, importance, or cstination. My door is shut, and
ever barred against the entrance of knowledge ; and in no
capacity can I hope 1¢ be a usc{ul member of the commnu-
nity. Liable to continual mistakes and mortification—cut
off from social communicalion — incapable of receiving
pleadure from many of the impulses of sympathy, and of
enjoying cougenial intercourse—a being completely solitary
and desolate, life would be robbed of all its sweets did
there not exist some

. * Motives for consolation.”

Some of these consolations are mentioned by the pious®
prelate :—*Had it pleased God to shut up both senses
from thy birth, thy cstate had been utlerly disconsolate ;
neither had there been any access for comfort to thy soul:
and if Hé had done so to thee in thy riper age, there had
been no way for thee but to live orf thy former store:
but now that He hath vouchsafed to leave the#ne passage
open, it behoves thee to supply the one by the other, and
to let in those helps by the window which are denied
entrance by the door.”” Kitto then proceeds with his
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comment : i—¢ An anonymous author tells us: that * The
way to be happy, is to look down on those who suffer, and
nog up to those who shine in the world.” This I hold to
be an excellent maxim, and, to be consistent with it,
though I cannot look much lower than mysclf, instead ‘of
'lamenting the loss of my hearing, I will rejoice that I am
not blind. I thank Thee, O my Father! that Thou didst
rather close the doors than the windows of knowledge and
delight ; and that, htving barred the doors, 'l‘hou didst
not also darken the windows. If I were ‘both blind and
deaf, in what a wretched situation should I he! 1f both
the windows and doors were shat, whereat could knowledge
enter? It has been nly earnest endeavour, since my fall,
to “supply the one sense by the other,” and to give
entrance at the window to as much information as I could
possibly obtain. If I could not read, how deplorable would
be my condition; and I earnestly entreat all who may
chance to read this, of whatever condition, sex, or degrec,
that they will not be backward in lending me dools; for if
they attentively reflect on my situation, they will perceive
that no bther sources of information, knowledge, or in-
struction, and, I might add, of amuscment, are left open
to me than those which books afford. Without books, I
should quickly become an ignorant and senseless being,
wnloving and unloved, if I am uot so already. Iapprehend
that I have sometimes offended my acquaintahce, by the
importunity with which I have solicited the loan of books.
But if I had a houge full of books: myself, and knew any
person to whom they would be so necessary as to me, and
who would make so good a use of them as I do, I wounld
not stay to be entreated, nor scruple to lend any, or all of
them, in succession, to such a person. What earthly
pleasure can equal that of reading a good book? O
dearest tomes! . Princely and august folio! Sublime quarto!
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Elegant octavo! Charming duodecimo! Most ardently
do I admire your beauties. To obtain ye, and to call ye
mine, I would work day and night; and to possess y& I
would forbid myself all sensual joys. . . . The Almighty
afflicts but to bless. Notwishstandipg that His judgments
often secm harsh and severe to those who are afflicted,
they are in reality just and mercifal. It is mercy in Ilim
when He sends us one evil to preserve us from some greater
and more serious ill. How do I knoWw but that God per-
mitted my deafness, as an instrument through which I
might be saved from some far worse evil, which He fore-
knew would have happened to me if I had continued pos-
sessed of my hearing. But be thht as it may, while I
regret the loss of a valuable sense, cag I ever forget to
thank Thee, O my Father! that, when T fell, 1 did not
lose my reason or life instead of my hearing? Never !’!
Such, then, was Kitto in his twentieth year—an unfor--
tunate and feeble stripling, who bad sunk into poverty
and wretchedness, nay, had fallen so low as to dwell in
a workhouse to acquire a trade, and thus become, as the
guardians thought, provided for. Now, through His talents
and character, he has emerged into a position of respect-
ability, has turned his busy reading to good account, is
’ the author of a handsome volume, patronised by many of
the clergy, and Ly peers and peeresses of the realm, and
is talked about as a kind of prodigy. The Hospital of
the Poor’s Portion is proud of him, and he is in the way
of higher preferment, though as yet hig friends diseern not
his ultimate career, nor does he himself foresee thé rugged
and devious path lay which he must reach the great labour
of his life. Yet be hints to Mr Burnard that he is in
high hopes of prospective authorship. ¢If jypw days be
lengthened, nothing is more likely than thatﬁll publish
‘ 4 This Essay is dated Plymouth Workhouse, Feb. Lig#823.
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agafn ; but never will I publish, unless it be something far
more worthy of atfention then this; but I question whether
my next publication, however superior to this it may be,
will be cqually well supported.” Right, and yet wrong.
Ilis next publication was both vastly superior and far
better supported. But he did not as yet even dream of
it, for it was the Pictorial Bible with which his name has
become identified, nor was he then trained aud eqmpped
for such an undertaking.

A fortunate change speedily took place in Kitto’s con-
dition. Mr Groves had been for some time contemplating
the work of a missionary for himself, and had kept terms
at Trinity College, Dublin, to prepare for episcopal ordi-
nation, Ag, therefore, his residence in Exeter could not be
of long continuance, he was anxious to secure some settled
mode of subsistence for his assistant. Sevcral plans were
proposed, to enable him, if he should abide by his vocation
as a dentist, to practise either in Plymouth or the metro-
polis. But a wise Providenge had otherwise determined.
Mr Groves had learned that the presses at several stations
of the Church Missionary Society were in need of hearty
workmen, and, knowing the devotedness of Kitto’s spirit,
and his vast admiration of evungelical labour, he proposed

_that he should take part as a printer in the great mission-’
ary enterprise. Kitto caught at the proposal, and thus
addressed Mr Woollcombe :—

s ¢ Exeter, June 1825,

¢Sir,—To you gnd my other friends I f&l it necessary
to write, before the recurrence of the periods respectively
assigned, in order to communicate a circumstance, for
which you are more prepared than any of the other gentle;
men to whom I am abont to write. From something
which passed when I had the honour of waiting on you
whilst T was at Plymouth, in November last, you are, I
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presume, sir, sufficiently aware of the high interest which
T felt in relation to the general*subject of missions. And,
indeed, from a letter written before I had the least idea of
coming hither, it will probably have appeared that my
mind was carly impressed with a sense of the great privi-
leges and importdance of the missionary character. Will
not these circumstances, sir, have operated on your mind
as prepm'atn es for the intelligence, that I hope mysclf to
be permitted to occupy the high station of a labourer in
the vast ficld of wissionary exerfion? That is the intelli-
gence I write to comurunicate. And, requesting to be
allowed to suppose, for o moment, the existence of a com-
mon fecling in relation o vne great object between us, I may
be allowed to anticipate your sympathy in the gratification
which I derive from having enlisted under the banners of
The Church Missionary Society. Attached as I am to the
soft domestic charities of life, and open as my prospeets of
being permitted to cnjoy themn were, it cannot be necessary
that I should inform you, siry4hat nothing but a deep scnse-
of the duty which I owed to 1lim who has been so very
good and merciful to me, and an ardent desire to con-
tribute the humble offering of my individual exertions to
the great, the noble cause, of assisting to dispel that dark-
ness which is so deeply to be deplored, could have induced
the offer of my services to that Institution. At a time
like this, which may not improperly be considered a crisis
in every point of view in which it can he contemplated, I
think it very edsential that every Christian should assist the
mighty energics now in active operation, by the practice
of that absolute and cxclusive self-devotion to the service
of the Almighty, the principles of 'which the Scriptures so
strongly inculcate and enforce. Ience I rejoice in an
occasion of practically demonstrating the reality of that,
willingness, which I have not been t_)a.ckw;ard in professing,



CONNECTION WITH THE CHURCH MISSION., 113

to appropriate myself, qn’gi every talent which God has
committed to my trust, to fhe cause of Him from whom
all things are derive ; aud whose right they therefore are.
To do this is my hon'++., the highest honour I can attain—
my privilege, my duty ; and to it every rational considera-
tion suggested to my, mind—every proger fecling of my
heart—irresistibly impels me, in spite of a certain degrec
of ‘reluctance which I have naturally experfenced at the
idea of entering on a career of high moral responsibility
and aetive exertion. Instead of thesc general statements
and refleetions, it will, pgrhaps, sir, be more necessary that
I should enumerate the leading features of the circum-
stances under which I live. It having been discovered that
the Ghurch Missionary Society was in want of printers in
various of its stations, the idea occugred to Mr Groves
that T might be very useful in such a capacity, pod that I
secmed peculiarly adapted for such a situation. When I
had properly considered the suggestion, 1 eagerly cntered
into the idea it contained. Bging satisfied, then, that this
must be a most usgful sphere of action, it of course became
my duty to labour in it. Mr G. therefore wrote to Mr
Bickersteth, the secretary, offering my scrvices to the
"Society. No answer was immediately received, but Mr
Graoves received am intimation from a third person, which
induced him to go to London. He was there enabled to
put the affair in a more desirable chain of operation than
it had previously been ; but the question was reserved for
the decision of the Committee, which was held “the week
before last. On Ftiday evening information was received
that the Committee did not consider my deafness as any
material impediment to my usefulness as a printer at one
of the Society’s stations. They wish me, therefore, to
come to Ldndon, where I am to be instructed in the busi-
ness by Mr Watts, their printer. Printers are much needed
H
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in Calcutta, Malta, and several other places; and if I go
out under the Society, my employment will be to super-
intend the operations of the nativ?’ jin the printing esta-
blishments. I know nothing, sir, it. vhich I could be more

" useful than this; and to be useful js the only object, if I
had any preference at all, for which I should wish to live.
Even in a temporal point of view, if my mind had even
adverted to such a consideration, this would be no uide-
sirable prowision, as the Society takes care of its labourers
in cases of inability arising from sickness, age, or any other
cause cqually unavoidable with these.  Certainly I do not,,
sir, expect that, either in London, or on any of the Con-
tinents, I shall not have many trials and difficulties to sup-
port ; but I hope and believe that Ie who has hitherto
been with me will give strength and patience suffjcient for
me in «ll $he varied circumstances of action and of being
to which He may see fit to call me.—I remain, Sir, your
greatly obliged and obedicnt servant,

‘ «J. Kirro.

Kitto was accepted by the Board in Liondon, Mr Groves
making a liberal offer of fifty pounds a year, for two years,
towards the defraying of his expenses. In July 1825 he
took up his residence at the Missionary College in Islington,
and was assigned to the care of Mr Watts to learn print-
ing. What trades he had pasced through alrcady—bar-
ber, shoemaker, dentist, and now a printer! The last,
however, was viewed by him in a spiritual aspect. He
was qualifying, as he imagined, for the purpose of circu-
lating the Bible and religious books. The work was, there-
fore, to his liking. He"had thought of various projects
before he left Mr Burnard’s, and suggested to Mr Harvey?
‘that active measures should be taken to procdre me some

3 Library, September 80, 1823.
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situation, before the money be exhausted, which you have
with so much trouble collected” . . . ¢Food and
clothing are my only objects” ¥e had at that time a
strong desire to be attached to some gentleman’s country
residence, as he was willing to work for his maintenance
in any humble capacity, provided all his time was not occu-
pied, but some of it left for his own literary pursuits. He
had a strong aversion to ecither editorial or subordinate
connection with ancwspaper, but would not have demurred
to being ¢ connected with Mr Drew and the Imperial Ma-
gazina’ Other schemes were afterwards started in his
fertile ingenuity, but none of them were adopted. Such a
place as that which he had so rccently held -under Mr
Groves had never once been thought of, and his position in
Islington as a printer, in connection with the Church Mis-
sionary Society, was as remote from his usual anticipations.
The calculations of his own prudence had all been defeated,
and he could not but feel that, as a ward of Providence,
his steps had been under the leading of a kind and invisible ¢
ITand. The unschooled cobbler of the Plymouth Work-
house was now an honoured inmate of Islington College.



CHAPTER IV.
ISLINGTON.

Krrro was highly gratified with the attention shown him
by all the persons connected with the Institution at Isling-
ton, and he speaks very decidedly of the picty and zeal of
the eightecen students resident in the house. He tells his
friends in Plymouth of a great meeting, Lord Gambier in
the chair, when fifteen missionaries received parting ad-
dresses. It was ‘the most grand and impressive occur-
rence’ he had ever beheld, and, he adds, ¢ a finer delivery
than that of some of those speeches I never witnessed.” In
Mr Watts’ printing-office he learned first to set Greek
types, and he enjoyed much ¢delightful eontemplation while
working at his Greek cases’” Then he tried Persic on
Henry Martyn’s translation of the New Testament. This
manual labour was fatigning, but still he gave himself to
reading. He enjoycd what he called ‘pocket-reading’~—
that is, taking one of his volumes and reading it as he
walked to and from the place of business, and at every
spare moment he could snatch during the gay. The reader
will remember how the boy, either in rarrs or in the dress
of the workhouse, prowled about the bookstalls in Ply-
mouth and Devonport, and pored over their miscellaneous
and tattered contents. Now, when he had come to Ivendon,
this passion met with an ampler gratification. He revélled
in the luxury, and philosophised upon its superior delights.
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The paradox which he mmintaius is evidently a relic of his
early vagrant life, He rejoiced in his perambulations, and
seemed to prefer such half-hours of literary license to
undisturbed and sedentary study. ¢ Bookstalfs,” he writes,
in high glee, to Mr Harvey,! ¢are very numerous in and
about th® town; bookstalls, the least of which will ot
admit any comparison with any provincial bookstall 1 have
cever seen; and if I had formerly lived here, 1 might have
had many hours of comforiable reading every duy, merely
by going from one bookstall to ancother, and spending, half
an hour -or so at cach; and by the time 1 might have
visited the last in my circuit, I should have been long
enough absent from that with-which I had begun, to
venture thither again, and so om, circuit after circuit.
Now, if this state of things be compared with what 1 have
already mentioned to have been the case in Devon, the
advantages of a residence in London, to a person of
literary habits, is sufficiently obvious in the instance I have
selected. Few, on this plan, would be able to boast a
larger library than myself. The advantages of such a
library are obvious also. First, No money is paid for the
privilege. Secondly, The usual effects of sedentary occu-
pation are prevented, as the student is obliged to stand
while reading, and to walk both before and after. Zhirdly,
The opportunity of studying human character is one of
peculiar importance ; for the character of the book-man
or book-woman, when they form the accompaniment of
the stall; which happily is not always the case in London,
is a subject of such essential importance to ourselves, that
we study them with an anxiety the most intcnse, and
penetration can never be more strongly excited by circum-
stances than in such an instance. And, Fourthly, there
dre peculiar benefits attending this mode of reading. When
1Islington, January 19, 1827,
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we have books in abundance of our own, or have them in
any way at our own disposal, we are apt to neglect them,
knowing we can read them at any time we please; and
when we dor read them, we are apt to do it cursorily,
knowing that we can turn to them again whenever we
wish to do so. But at the bookstall we read forour lives.
We know that no time is to be wasted. We know that it
is not likely we shal ever see the book again. Stolen
reading, too, is sweetest; aud, upon the whole, there is
probably nothing we ever read which is so impressed on
the memory, and so treasured up in the mind, as that
which is read at the bookstall. This is easily accounted
for.  'We know that the only future benefit we can derive
from the “volume, is that which the memory may afford ;
and heuce the effort of the mind is strong to retaih that
which it has taken in. The person likely to avail himself
of such a sy stem, bas also so little else to read, that the
little he does thus read is the more easily retained. The
best readers are not those who read most. 1read a great deal
in the Plymouth library, but I remember less of that than
of what I had previously read at my friend’s bookstall,
and in the windows of booksellers’ shops. A.person who
has many books of his own, or who can get books to read
without difficulty, will never understand the advantages of
bookstalls as T have related them, because he will want
that intense and powerful stimulus which the bookless
student possesses.’ .

In the meantime, his eye hadl not been idle, nor was his
heart seared.  The pain he had suffered in relinquishing his
early attachment did not prevent him from forming another.
His heart yearned for affection. Ile was continually striv-
ing, as he tells us, ‘to win the affcction of children, and
was often disappointed in their caprices and fickleness.’
Three months after coming to Islington, he had scen a
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lady at church, who invited him to the jofnt use of her
hymn-book, and he had been pleased by her appearance.!
He could tell nothing about her. Neither her name nor
residence was known to him: nor does he seem to have
made any anxious inquiry about them. But one of his
periodical illnesses overtook him. Ile hadbeen leeched on
the temples, and during his convalescence he went out and
walked one afternoon in Barnsbury Park. As he wasre-
turning to the college, he happened to enter o shop and
engage in conversation with the lady who kept it, and
who was a * respectable and serious-looking woman.” The
talk was about Sunday Schools, and ¢she supported her
part of the discourse on a slate,”  SHe invited her customer
into the parlour, which was ‘hung round with prints of
cminent ministers, framed and glazed.” She showed him
the prize-books which her children, six in all, had got at a
neighbouring Sabbath seminary, and he naturally wished
to see the family, The reply wds, that they were all at
school but one, and when that one obeyed the maternal
summons to appear, Kitto was agreeably surprised to recog-
nise in her the object of his previous admiration. She did
not, however, recollect him. A courtship naturally began,
and proceeded, on successive visits, to his great satisfaction.
A matrimonial union was ultimately agreed on. Mr Groves
did not now attempt to reason down his passion, but ap-
proved of the project, and Mr Bickersteth, ihe secretary,
gave also his formal consent: TIIe lost no time in inform-
ipg Mr Burnard of bis cheice, for ‘he who has rejoiced ‘in
my joy, and sympathized in my distress, will assuredly
rejoice with me in this; and great will be my pleasure, my
dear sir, in introducing to you no common character—
a Christian wife, a Christian daughter, a Christian woman.’
)

5

2 The incidents are given bydhimself, somewhat ly, in a paper entituled,
‘A Memorial of Two Years and a Half of the Life of J. K*
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Marriage was no new idea to him. Even when he was
the immediate protegé of charitable friends in Plymouth,
ond before any door was opened to him, he avows, if
he should get a curacy—*Then I shall marry, and shall
enjoy domestic comfort and my favourite pursuits at the -
same time. I

Kitto’s spirit glowed into poetry when it felt the ¢new
sense,” or laboured under the ‘madness’ which he ascribes
to his loves and he sent the following meditation to Mr
Burnard.- The prelude is—¢ My dear Sir,—Though you
know that John Kitle is no poct, still I hope that, at a
leisure minute, this may give you pleasure :~—

A REVERIE ON MARRIAGE.
COMPOSED WHILE SITTING TO A PORTRAIT-TAINTER.

Full many a man has sunk to rest
‘With social kind affections blest—
A heart to cherish and enjoy

The tender, soft connubial tie.

And yet these men have seldom known
"The social happiuess of home ;

But, served by menial hands and rude,
Have mourned in cheerless solitudb,

Say, such be I, then. Shall T sigh,
And sunken and dejected die,
Because to human joy unknown,
Gently to soothe me there is none ?

None to sympathize i glee,

Angd, when T weep, to weep with me ;
None to case life’s weary load,
And walk with me the narrow road ;

None near me in the trying hour,
Soft balm into my wounds to pour;
None in pain to hold my head ;
None to mourn me when I'my dead.
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His hand shall soothe me when in pain ;
That hand can make me whole again.
In death my God will still be nigh;
Yes; He'll be with me when I die.

Domestic sweets—the social band—
Are doubtless present; but the hand,
Which them and other bléssings lends,
«Can give a bliss that never ends.

‘Why, then, should I complain and moan,
As one quite cheerless and alone?
‘When, having God, in Him Ive all

‘We justly happiness can call.

Human delights, I ask them not;

Be Thou the guardian of my lot;
And give a heart to count but loss
All, all things for the Christian Cross.

Give, Lord, a heart of warm desire,
Touch it with coals of living fire,
And kindle there a radiant flame
To burn for ever to Thy name.

And Thou, O Man of Galilee,
‘Who bled and agonized for mg,
Through the strength that's only Thine,
Be vittory and triumph mine.’

¢ December 30, 1825.

The lines that succeed were addressed to the ohject of his
devoted attachment. It is now the betrayal of no secret,
that if Hannah were substituted for Mary, the poem would
stand as originally, composed. Kitto himself pubhshed it
in the ¢ Lost Senses, with the fictitious name :—

¢In silence I have walked full long
Adown life’s narrow, thorny vale,
Deaf to the melody of song,
And all music to m¢ mute,
From the organ’s rolling peal
To the gay burst or mournful wail
Of harp, and psaltery, and lute.
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Heaven’s dread answer I havé heard
In thunder to old ocean’s roar,
As while the elements conferred,

Their voices shook the rock-bound shore :—
I've listened to the murmuring streams,
‘Which lulled my spirit into dreams,
Bright hopessand fair imaginings ;

But false ad all that fancy flings
Upon a page, where pain and strife
Make up the history of life:

¢ And so, bencath o'crshadowing trees,
I’ve heard leaves rustle in the breeze,
‘Which brought me the mclodious tale
‘Of the all vocal nightiugale,
Or else the cushat’s coo of pride,
O’er his own new-mated bride.
Yes: I have heard thce—Nature, thee—*

In all thy thousand voices speslk,
‘Which now are silent all to me.

Ah, when shall thns long silence break,
And all thy tides of gladness roll
In their full torrent ou my soul ?

But as the snows which long have lain
On the cold tops of Lebanon,
Melt in the glances of the sun,
And, with wild rush, into the plafh
Tlaste down, with blessings in their train:
S0, Mury, gilded by thine eye, .
Gricfs melt away, and fall in strcams
Of hope into the land of drcams, '
And life’s inanities pass by
Unheeded, without tear or sigh..

True, that the human voice divine
Falls not on this cold sense of mine ;
And that brisk commercing of thought
* Which brings home rich returns, all fraught
With ripe ideas—ppints of view
Varied, and beautiful, and new,
Is lost, is dead, in this lone state,
‘Where feelings sicken, thoughts stagnate,
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*And good and évil knowledge grows
Unguided and unpruned, and throws
Too often a dull sickening shade,

Like that by trees of Java made,

O’er hopes and o’er desires which might
Have lived in glory and delight,
Blessed and blessing others, till

The gaspings of this life were still.

But, Mary, when I look on thee,
All things beside neglected lie ’
There is deep cloguence to me
In the bright sparkle of thine eye.
How swectly can their heaming roll
Volumes of meaning to my soul,
How long—how vainly all—might words
Express what one quick glance gfiords.
So spirits talk, perhaps, when they
Their feelings and their thoughts convey,
Till heart to heart, and soul to soul,
Is in one moment opened all,
Mary, one sparkle of thine eye
I’d not exchange for all«the gems
That shine in kingly diadems,
Or spices of rich Araby.
My heart would count th’ refined gold,
Which Eastern kings have left untold,
But as a beggar’s price, to buy
On(., bpnrl\le of my Mury s C)

What Kltto had ah'cady avowed was ':tlll true of him—
¢T cannot accuse myself of having wasted or misemployed
a moment of 1y time since 1 left the workhouse” All his
hours were carefufly spent. ‘The frugal youth usually had
for his dinner, on the days he did not fast, a roll and a
sausage, which he bought at a shop in the vicinity of
Temple Bar. From a brief journal, in which he wrote
occasionally during his residence at Islington, we learn
some other particulars of interest.
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¢ April 4, 1826.—At the outet I had best make such
an arrangement of my time, and form such resolutions, as
I have, for a considerable time, had in contemplation, and
I pray God that if it be for Iis glory, I may be enabled
to adhere to this arrangement and keep these resolutions.
I am sure that it is more than I should be able to do in
any strength of my own.

, ¢ WORK.
¢1. When business is regular, T purpose to leave Isling-
ton for town before breakfast, and leave the office directly
after tea.
<2, Stay at home every alternate Wednesday, and the
forenoon of the ofher Wednesday—when not practicable,
the earliest opportunily occurring subsequently.

¢ HoME. *

¢3. When at home from any cause, to spend the morn-
ing in writing till dinner. After dinner call on Miss A.,?
and spend the evening "ds occasion may require—reading
if possible.’

He then specifies the days of the week, with their
peculiar dutics. Thus, as a sample :—

¢ Wednesday.—1 have for some time observed this as &
day of abstinence and humiliation. But finding that it is
very injurious to my head to go without breakfast, I hardly
think mysclf justificd in abstaining from it. I shall there-
fore take breakfast, and content myself with the omission
of dinner and tea.’ It'may be addedsthat Friday was
observed, like Wednesday, as a fast-day.

[y

¢ Hours or ReEsT.

“My hours of rest have beenr very irregular since I left
Mr Groves. Sometimes I have gone to bed early—some-
1 The visits to Miss A. are set down as very frequent, almost daily, occurrences,
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times late, but generally very late, so late that Ihave not
thought it worth while to put off my clothes, but have lain
down in them, and on an average I have seldom risen
earlier than six. I propose, therefore, to go to bed from
eleven to half-past, and to endeavour to get into the habit
of rising at five. Thus I allow one-fourth of my time, six
hours, for sleep, rather more than I can afford. ’

¢ SCRIPTURES.
¢ My method has been to divide my Bible into four parts
—from Genesis to Job, from Psalms to Malachi, from
Matthew to Acts, from Romans to Revelation ; and it has
been my general rule to read in two of these parts, one of
the Old and one of the New Testament, daily, in altcrna-
tion, so that if I read in the historical part of the New
Testament on one day, I read on the same day in the
didactic and prophetic part of the Old; and if I read
on another day in the epistolary, part of the New Testa-
ment, I the same day rcad in the historical part of the
Old. T have found this method more useful and pleasant
than any other, and therefore I shall continue to pursue it.
‘I appropriate the first half- hour after® rising to my
Bible, that is, till half-past five, when I am dressed by five,
and another half hour in the evening is to be employed in
the same way. . . The Bible will be read of course at

other times, particularly on Sundays.

¢ DEVOTIONS. -

¢ The half-hour succeeding those appropriated to the
Seriptures, I propose to apply to the purpose of prayer,
prefaced generally by the reading of a few hymns; and I
have thought it would be very desirable to apportion the
different objects which intercessory prayer should embrace
on the different days of the week—a plan tvhich I consider
as presenting many advantages and great facilities for the
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due discharge of this important duty. I adopt, therefore,
the following arrangement :—

SuNDAY. Morning.--For clergymen, and ministers, and their
congregations —a Dblessing on the
preached Gospel.

”» One o’clock.—At this time, on the two first, or when
* there are five in the month, the three

first Sundays in the month, my dear
n and myself will be engaged in
sinultancous prayer for each other.
Evening.—Church of England, and the Christian
Churches in general—a catholic spirit
among the ditferent denominations.

Moxpar. Morning—J¥ngland and its authorities.
» Lvening.—The States called Christian.
TuEsDpAY. Morning.—Religious Societies,

. IEvening.—Children-—Sunday Schools.
WepNEspAY.  Morning.—Parents and Relatives.

. KEvening.~Friends and Encmics.
Tunorspay.  Morning.—Jeys.

. Lvening— Turks, Infidels, and Heretics.
Frinay. Morning.—Missionary Societies and Missions.

. Evening.—Simultaneous Prayer. .
SATURDAY. , gdorning.——Missionaries and Students.

» Evening.—OQutpouring of the LHoly Spirit on ALL

flesh.’

A few disclosures from his Di'ary at this period, will
throw light on several interesting points of his experience
and character :— )

¢10.—On the sixth I was so very ill when I came home,
that I was obliged to lie down 1mmedlately, and the next
morning continued so unwell, that Mr' Yates thought it
necessary to send for the medica} gentleman who attends
the house. He directed that twelve or fourteen ounces of.
blood should be taken from the back of my neck, by cup-
ping, and furnithed me with some medicines. I have not
been to town since, but I think I feel better to-day than I
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have done since Thursday. I have often, during this time,
experienced excruciating pains in the head -and breast.
But I do not repine. I have no cause to doso. I feel
and am persuaded that it is sent me for good and not evil,
and most truly can I, from experience, say that those
‘periods of indisposition to which I am subjected, have been,
and are, visits of mercy, seasons of refreshing to me, from
the presence of the Liord.  The retirement of a sick cham-
ber, too, is pleasant to me, if only from the contrast with
the bustling nature of general engagements. 1lere 1 can
commune with my own heart—here I can rcad, and v\.'l'itc,
and pray, and, when pained and weary, can lie down in my
bed unmolested, and unsecn by any but by Ilim whose
presence I seem almost sensibly to enjoy. Oh may these
seasons be more and more sanctified to me! May my
Master, my crucified Master, appear thus to me more and
more the fairest among ten thousand, and altogether lovely !
May I more and more enter into the chambers of @magery in
my own mind, and be more and more strengthened by the
Holy Spirit, in tearing down and demolishing every idol,
whatsoever it be, which has there exalted itsglf.against the
knowledge and the love of God my Saviour.

¢12.—I am better to-day than I have been since taken
ill; and, if 1o not go to town this weck, hope I shall not
be detained longer. I have experienced much king atten-
tion from Miss IJart. She has done everything to meet
my wishes and render me comfortable, dnd the very ser-
vants, 100, have laid me under much obligation, by their
uniform manifestations of every little kindness that they
may have had it in their power to exhibit. That it is the
same with many of my dear fellow-servants, it is super-
fluous to say. All are very very kind to me: thus, for in-
stance :—Brown has come to my room every evening, to
dress my neck while it needed dressing, and my dear
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Marsh has called up frequently to sec me. When I came,
T anticipated that I should be quite among strangers, and
was prepared to find it so. But my kind and gracious
Master has ordered things otherwise for me than I had
expected. I feel that I am among brethren and friends,
and that there are several within thesc walls who feel a
most affectionate regard for me. What cause, then, have
not I for thankfulness and gratitude to Him who thus far
has made-crooked places straight, and rough’ places plain
before me? Oh that this cold heart were more alive and
open to all those thankful emotions and impressions which
such a continued course of mercey and loving-kindness from
my heavenly Father should communicate !
¢15.—Hoping my healilh would allow me to return to
the discharge of my regular duties on Monday, I dcter-
mined to terminate niy keeping at home hy a long walk
"and tract distribution. After brealk{est, thercfore, I stored
my pockets with about eighty tracts, an equal number of
handbills, and some fiftcen little handbooks. This, with
my. Testament, pocket-book, and the last number of the
¢ Register,”gowmpletely filled my pockets. I walked out
ahout four miles from Islington, and returned by another
road. I distributed tracts chiefly in returning, as my wnlk
out was in a very retired direction—a road i which I had
never been before. I have seldom had a more pleasing
excursion than this. The weather was beautiful, and my
mind had attained to that exquisite tone of feeling and of
thought, of which it is indeed susceptible, but which it
is so unfrequently permitted to enjoy. Under a different
modification of feeling, T might possibly have contemplated
all the objects I beheld, without experiencing that interest
they have now communicated; or without deriving any
improvement from them. But before I went, my heart
was prepared to respond to the language of the Psalmist,
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and to say, “ Thou, even Thou, art Lord alone. Thou
hast made heaven, the Heaven of heavens, with all their
host, and all things that are thercin; and Thou preservest
them all, and the hogt of hcaven worshippeth Thee. O
Lord, how manifold are Thy works ! in wisdom Thou hast
made them all! The earth is full of Thy riches.” And
.hence I was interested—henee I was justructed and im-
proved. My walk out, as I have wuid, was retired. It
was oue also in which I had never before walkdd. ® It lay
sometimes on the bank of the canal, rometimes heneath the
shade of trees, sometimes through fields and pleasant lanes,
and at others, over steep hills, froin which I had extended
and beautiful views before me, and could distinetly discern
objects which lay at a very great distance from me. My
Testament was a most valuable companion to me, and (id
not leave my hand till I turned my face towards Islington
again, and began to’ distribute tracts in good carnest.
While I soared with the eagle-minded John, or rather
with the Divine Master whose words he records, the
various objects spread around e, and the blue skics above
my head, scemed softly to speak to me a sweever and more
exalted language than that which the natural man can
hear. The spirit scemed to enjoy a freedom it never had
before—to breathe an aiv il never before imbibed—and,
for a short and fleeting moment, to experience the fore-
taste of another world’s enjoyments, in holding communion
with beings of a higher world ; yea, with Ilim who, of all
beings and all worlds, is the Cause and the Creator! I
think that God, the Holy Ghost, has been graciously
pleased more to enlighten my understanding in reference to
many things in His sacred Word, which had not appeated
to me before, than in any equd period of time within my
recollection. Oh! it is most p‘ieasant to feel and know
that the self-same hand which wrote the beautiful and
I
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splendid volume of nature, wrote also the far'more precious
book of Revelation for us; that the High and Holy One,
who called into being and arranged—
“The pomp of groves, and gnm.iture of fields,
And all the dread magnificence of heaven,”

is not an abstract quality—an awful, unknown something,
—but the very same Friend, Guide, and Father, who in
merey and in love has revealed Himsclf in Christ Jesus,
—the Very® same whose loving-kindness and whose truth
has followed us through all the devious and intricate paths
of our pilgrimage, and has brought us hitherto, and who
Himself has promised that He will be with us still—that
He will never lcave us nor forsake us, but bear and carry
us even to the end. 1 am fully aware that a man, not
duly impressed with a sense of the amazing value of the
Christian verity, may yet-be capable of contenplating the
sublimities and beauties of nature, with exalted emotiond
of wonder and delight. But he cannot have the interest
and kind of property in them which a Christian has—he
cannot recognize in them the hand of his best and dearest
Friend—he eannot, oh, lie cannot expericnce that undefined
and inexpressible emotion with which the Christian philo-
sopher can look below, around, above him, and, laying his
band upon his breast, can say, “ My Father made them
all.” I had a very pleasing success in the distribution of
my tracts—and I pray my dear Master to let His bless-
ing rest on the seed which I have thus been enabled to
sow by the way-side. I am looked up to as an authority
on tract matters here.’

It happened that there was not in the printing-office a
sufficiency of Persic types, and Kitto, unwisely using his
own diseretion, somctimes stayed at home all day, and occa-
sionally left the office before the appointed hour. These
absences began to be marked, and to form the subject of
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suspicious comment. Kitto hastened to explain, but his
explanation was not reckoned wholly satisfactory. He
vindicates himself to Mr Watts thus :—

¢Smk,—I am sorry to be obliged again to intrude on
you, but I fecl it necessary to mention distinetly that,
although I recollect to have said once that 1 did not think
setting up pie wag a useful employment of my time, or much
calculated to promote my knowledge of the business, yet,
1 added, what your informant has scen propér £o omit,,
¢ That il I could obtain nothing better I should do that
of course.” I never did object to anything else, nor to this
inore than once. On this suhjéct, however, I hope 1 shall
be pardoned for saying that I think now as I did then.

As you are pleased to refer to your apprentices,
l would just remark that it scems to me, that as 1 have so
much to acquire in a period so much mope limited than
theirs, the same system of instruction cannot well apply to
both. . .

¢In reference to the irregular attendance you mention,
T must be contented with what I said yesterday, that it
arose from insufficient employment. I have generally gone
to the oflice every day, even when I expected to find no

+work. I have waited there, a longer or shorter period,
frequently the best part of the day, and if I could get
nothing to do, have returned home. I wish io state dis-
tinctly now, since I have been misunderstood before, that
regular attendance may be expected from me when 1 have
regular work.’ .

But the truth is, Jhat Kitto and the Committee did not
understand ‘one another. He was never fond of control,
and could scarce endure it in Exeter, where he laments, ‘I
am less a free agent than formerly.? He wished very much
to be master of his time, conscious that he ever made a due
and diligent improvement of it. The Committee thought
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that he was neglecting the main point for which they had
engaged him, and that he was slighting the business for
which they had hired him. The terms of agreement must
have been somewhat loosely made, and Kitto’s deafness
prevented him from entering into any minute inquiries or
stipulations ; for, certainly, had he known that he was ex-
pected to give up his entire time to mechanical labour,
foregoing his precious and coveted hours of *reading, he
,wouldFatller have remained at Excter, and cut the ¢ tusks
of certain forcign animals’ into the semblaunce of human
teeth. His belief was, that he was bound to learn to priot,
but bound, in a higher sen‘sc, to prepare for writing some-
thing that might be printed. Ile aspired to be at least a
translator. Aunthorship for men’s spiritual good was his
aim; and every other vocation was, in his opinion, to
occupy a subordinate place. 'The Committee, on the other
hand, not knowing what was in Lim, and not, perhaps,
fully acquainted with Lis habits ane his ambition, resolved
that he should simply be a printer, and that the setting of
types should Dbe the one present employment, and the ulti-
mate business of his life, at least in connection with their
Society. On heing challenged, he made an honest confes-
sion, telling how he thouglt and fell, praying not to be®
judged harshly, narrating his early cxperiences and hard-
ships, and how the love of books grew so strongly upon
him.

‘I should have been, perhaps, much gratified if my im-
mediate duty to the Society could have been more identi-
fied with those habits and pursuits, on rather, that they be
brought to bear morc immediately upon that duty than’
it appears they can, in tlLe line of employwent now chalked
out for me. Asit is, however, I am very desirous of being
informed whether it be indeed, as seems to be intimated,
required of me that 1 should relinquish these pursuits
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altogether. If ’ be, I am sorry to say, that I cannot think
myself called tipon or justified in making any promise to
thdt effect. As the Society could devise no line of service
for me which would harmonise more fully with the peculiar
bent and tone of my mind, is it thercfore necessary that this
should be wholly merged in the other? I do myself think
not. I cannot belicve, although I have tricd to belicve it,
although T have carnestly prayed that the Lord’s thoughts
for me, and my own thoughts for myself, might csincide,
and although I know that a gift to the service of the Lord’s
house, would not be estimated according to s intrincic
value, but according to the spirit in which it might be
offered, yet I cannot believe that it is designed by Iim,
whose dispensations toyards me have been so strongly
marked, that the maximum of my service should depend
upon that degree of manual exertion which another—a mere
printer—might perform much better and more efficiently
than myself.”!

He was then distinctly told what was expecied from him,
and that he could not be sent abroad ¢{ill Lis altered con-
duct should show his cordial compliance with such regula-
tions.” This resolution unduly pressed the matter to a
crisis ; n® sympathy was shown him; there was no appre-
ciation of his peculiarities ; nothing would be accepted but
formal and unreserved submission.  Aye or no—select the
alternative at once, and apide by it. Kitto was irritated,
and resigned his situation.

His friends were .exceediugly angry at him, and some of
his Plymouth patrons were prepared to cast him off. He
was inundated with counsels,” and cut to the quick by
harsher words and rebukes. But he met with special sym-
pathy from the students, whom he dclighted to greet as

1 Letter to the Rev. J. N. Pearson, President of the Missionary College,—Decem-
ber 1826,
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‘brethren and friends.” On the second ann.wersary of the
Institution, he had delivered an address to fhem, and tl'ley
had tendered him their hearty thanks by a unanimous and
unprecedented vote. Now he sold his books to them, and
wrote them a farcwell address, which winds up as follows : —

¢TI am permitted to remain a short time at .the Institu-
tion, till I have arranged matters for my departure to the
place whither ITe, who*has led %thers through the wilder-
ness btior¢, may lead me. I leave you, and I do most
truly lameut that I lcave you in a manner so very different
from any that I had foreseen or anticipated. DBrethren,
suffer me to hope that I shall be followed by your prayers.
Permit me to believe that you will not consider the bud
to be quite broken which hound me up together with you.
Forbid it not, that I still look upon myself as a fellow-
labourer with you ; indeed, that I still shall hold the sickle
of the reaper, to gather in the harvest of God, although I
no longer have a reaper’s nawme.’

At this period, when so much was at stake, and he must
find some employment for himself to live by, he applied to
the London Missionary Society ; but his deafness was held
to be a barrier to his usefulness as a forcign evangelist.

That Kitto was conscious of no such breach of contract
as was laid to his charge, may be lcarned from some in-
cidental expressions in his Jetters. He had written to Mr
Woollcombe in June—* I scarcgly recollect the time when
1 have read so litlle as I do now, certainly never since T
left the workhouse.”

But he soon regretted the hasty step he had tnken, and
to Mr Burnard he poured out his spirit :—

‘I have essayed my own will and my own way, and I
have found that will and that way to be hitter. I have
therefore endeavoured io return to His way and His will
for me. I have thrown myself upon Him again. I have
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said to Him, ® Thou seest I fall except Thou help me. I
cannot walk by myself. I will no longer try to do so.
Lead me and guide me.” I am satisfied that I sinned in
relinquishing my connection with the Church Missionary
Society. 1 did not, however, sin with my eyes- open. It
was the sin of blindness. I do not wish to extenuate.
Most of my friends have been offended, cLicfly because I
gave up a good tcrmporal provision. But that was not
my sin, nor was it the real ground on which other.=hould
have been angry with me. It was the proud heart, the
ltofly mind. My offence had been chiefly spiritnal, intel-
Jeetual ; chiefly against God, at least more against Him
thén against man.’

In the journal to which we have referred, he also put
down these words of mingled bitterness and hope :—

¢ February 29, 1827.—What am I now? What have I
been doing? 1 awake as from a dream. In. what diffi-
cultics am I not involved? Friends dropping away from
me on every side, and stripped thus by degrees of human
consolation, comfort, hope. Ilope, yet I have hope—hope
not fallacious and delusive, because it is built on the Rock
Christ. ITow desolate now do all things earthly seem to
me! I look around; all things secin dark, and black, and
gloomy — and what wem I, could I look nowhere -but
around me! I look to Thee, O my God! I wait for Thee
more than they that wait for the morning. Arise, arise,
O light ! and shine upon me, and enlighten the darkness
of my way. I have dealt very treacherously against Thee.
from my youth up Yet Thou wert long-saffering, and’
barest with me, and lo! Thou hast brought me hitherto,
and now wilt Thou leave me—now? Thou wilt not.
Thou hast promised that Thou wilt not, O my God! Look
down upon me in pity, and let not the enemy triumph
over me! Whom have I but Thee—to whom can I look
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bt Thee. O, then, teach me to look to Thee indeed, to
lean upon Thée indeed, to the end of my journey. I go
forth, O my Lord, into the wilderness of this world, and
know not whither I go. Thou art my hope. Go with me
—lead me—guide me. Direct my steps and my wander-
ings by Thy providence. Watch over me for good; and
when I have finished my appointed course, receive me to
Thy bosom to live, and there be cherished for ever. Do
not lease me; Ithrow myself upon Thee for guidance and
protection: and when I am far away from those charities
and ties with which men do surround themselves—when I
have no home to shelter me, no pillow on which to lay my,
head, be Thou my Shelter, my Refuge; and when @y
~ wanderings are finished, do Thou plant me where I may
grow, and live, and die to Thy glory,—where I may be
fruitful as the vine, verdant as the fir, strong as the cedar’
Kitto, four years afterwards, added a note to this ex-
tract :—
¢« March 21, 1831.—When I wrote the above, I recolleet
it was my intention to set out on fuot and travel in Eng-
land, till T should find some way or other of subsistence,
How little experience, how little knowledge of the world
I had then! T was as a child in every respect. Most
likely it would have ended in mbeing sent to the ITouse
of Correction as a vagrant. . . That prayer is better than
I thought would he in my heart at that time. The Lord’s
dealings with me have been wonderful from a child. It is
.probable that the example of G oldsmith suggested thisdesire
to wander through the country—a desire which had already
been keenly expressed by him when he was inthe workhouse.
Mr Groves, the Rev. Mr Hatchapd of Plymouth, and
other friends, interfered for him, 4 the Society restored
him to his place. But he gave a rash pledge, to abandon
literary pursuits—a pledge which, unless his intellectual
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nature had been changed, he could not rede:em. He
praises Mr Hatchard highly, and Mr Groves very highly,
for the pains they had taken to sccure his reinstalment. e
contrasts Mr Gtoves with others of his fricnds, whose cold-
ness had keenly wounded him. ¢ He did not say, like others,
¢“Lie in the bed of your own making;” but, though himself
the most aggrieved, has come forth repeatedly to my help.”.

It was deemed advisable that Kitto should be sent
forthwith to a foreign station, and Malta was® seiected as
his ficld of labour. When he was in suspense as io the
decision of the Committee, we find him urging not only his
own anxicty, but also that of another, as a reason why he
shbuld like to have speedy intelligence. He says to Mr
Groves, ¢for Zer account, it is therefore my hope to find
that the matter is to be decided, or will be soon.” It was
resolved, however, that he should go to Malta alone, but
that the bans should be proclaimed privr 1o his departure,
This preliminary step was taken, and Kitto expected to be
followed in a few months by his betrothed.

It may be added, in conclusion, that, during his residence
al Islington, and when he was worried so much 1bont his
own, affairs, wlnd; al onc time looked dismal, le busied
-himself in various efforts to find a comnfortable situation for
a young man, who had recently married Betsy, his cldest
and. favourite sister. Thisbrother-in-law had come to
London in quest of employment, but failed to find it. Kitto
notes some of the counsels and comfortse which he sct
before rim at one af their inferviews, and concludes :—

7 spoke of the nature of trials and adversities, the
blessed purposes they were calculated to answer? on trust
in God, and casting all our care upon Him, knowing that
He careth for us; on seeking first the kingdom of Grod and
His righteousness, and'having all other things necessary
to us. I adverted to my own case. . I had once nothing.
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The bres,.d I ate, the water I drank, was ioitter; ‘and that
bitter bread and water was procured with trouble and
difficulty. I had not sought then the kingdom of God
and His righteousness; but since, I hav® been enabled
to do so—since I have sought, in the first place, objects
of pre-eminent and absorbing importance — the living
_water which cometh down {rom Heaven, the bread which
perisheth, and the raiment which waxeth old, have been
added ¥0 m®, and I have lacked nothing. I recommended
the seeking of this above all things, and could assure him
that if he did so, ITe who arrays the lilics of the field, and
fecds the fowls of the air when they ery, would not fail to
take care of him, to feed and clothe him and his also. ‘I
went on, at considerable length, in the same strain. I wag
heard with attention, but not, I fear, with interest. Indeced,
I have scen so little out &f myself of the lloly Spirit’s
operation§ in softening the harduess of the human heart,
and I contemplate that heart as so deplorable, and every;
thing but hopelessly bad, and disinclined to the things of
God, that I labour under very great discouragement in
speaking and acting, and exert my%elf in cither way, less
from the hope of being instrumental in briuging a blessing
to those whom I address, than from the conviction that it
is my duty to declare the truth of God on such occasions,
and speak and act for Him.” - .
Kitto left England on the 20th June 1827, rejoicing
in the work that lay before him, and hoping that the bride
he had left behind would soon come o1t to Malta and be
his wife—the ornament and joy of his home. 'The Wi'lber-
force (Captain Denck) was detained for some time at Tor-
bay by contrary winds, and Kitto had the satisfaction of
feeling that the last land he sct his foot on was that of his
native county of Devon.



CHAPTER V.
MALTA.

Kirro’s mind.had, for some time, been steadily under the
powgr of a motive to which it was originally a compara-
tive stranger. The desire of uscfulness had supplanted or
outgrown the mcre love of fame. 1ie craved to be known,
in the first instance, and ¢ get himself a name;’ but now
his soul was bent on imparting benefit to his fellow-crea-
tures. In a letter to Mr Pearson of the Mirsionary
bollege, he confesses, ¢ Fame was the idol I was taught to
bow down to and worship. Thope that in reference to my-
self it is on the throne no longer, and that I have no other
wish on this point than that my light may so shine before
men that they may glorify my Father who is in heaven.
Let us listen for a moment to his deeper self-analysis,
made at a period of subsequent and leisurely meditation :—

¢It has often occurred to me that the stimulant which the
desire of fame offers is specially adapted to one’s youth,
in which it is indged most entirely in operation, and that
it has been providentially given to that period of life to
supply the absence of the more sedate stimulants which
advancing life introduces. Rightly understood, it is then
an incentive to .good and a curb to evil, whicl, in the
spring-time, are so much needed, for he who, in his
sanguine youth, hopes that the world will hereafter take
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notice of his course, will not be unsolicitdus to keep *his
garments clean. .

¢ The desire to be honourably known among men—the
craving for approbation—the wish to do something which
might preserve one’s memory from the oblivion of the
grave—and the rcluctance to hurry on through this short
life and disappear along with the infinite multitudes who

“ Grow up and perish as the summer fly,
*%Ierds without name—no moreremembered :—”

these things savour, seemingly, of that ¢“love of fame ” of
which o much has heen said or sung. I cannot say that
this, as a motive to exertion and 1o perseverance in the
course which I had taken, did not fiud a’ way to my mind.

‘T have confessed that self-advancement cventually be-
came one of the objects which 1 contemplated as the pos-
sible result of my exertions. Very few of my readers will
complain of this; but considering the geuerally sacred
character of my pursuits, which, I will venture to say.
have been, however tremblingly, directed not less to thé
glory of God than to the use of man, some will be dis-
posed to ask, whether self-advancement is a legitiinate
object of exertion; and whether it was not rather my duty
to have been coutent in the station to which it had pleased
God to call me. Now, by ¢ self-advancement,” I mean
melioration of the evils of my condition; and no one can
object to that without affirmjng that it was my duty to
lie still, to be content and happy, under the unmitigated
calamities of the condition o which I, had been reduced.
I believe that #2ds was not required of me. I amn persuaded
that the state of life to which the Almighty calls every
man is that for which he is fitled, and ta which he may be
able to rise by the just and honourable use of any and
every talent ‘which has been confided to him. ‘In that
station let him be content, and not waste his heart in aim-
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ing at things beyond his reach. I have read the Bible ill,
if this be not its meaning. Saint Paule«enjoins the Chris-
tian slaves to be content in their stations; and yet he tells
them, that ¢ if they be made free, to use it rather.” Was
ever any slave in so hard a bondage, hondage so hopeless
as that into which deafness brought me? and if I might
by exertions not degrading but elevating be free, should I
not “ use it rather 2”  Let the answer be found in the con-
trast between the usclesness of my first conditton, #nd the
usefulness of that to which I have now attained.’?,

It was with, the view of taking au active and honour-
able part in what He reckoned the highest function of re-
deemed humanity, that Kitto left Islington. Ile felt that
he was going out to Malta to labour in Christ’s cause, for
the Master had said to hiin, ¢ Son, go work to-day in My
vineyard,” and he gladly, and to the best of his ability,
obeyed the charge.

. Theinstitution at Malta had for its obJect to supply tracts
to the Church missiouaries, in Greek, Arabic, Maltese, and
Italian. It had three presses, and employed six indivi-
duals. Mr Jowett and Mr Schlienz were the principal
labourers, accomplished, scholarly, and devoted. Of Mr
Jowett Kitto says, ¢ He is second to none ; or if sccond to
any, only to Mr Groves ; and Mr Schlienz w orks, in another
way, far harder than we printers do, for he pleache< and
that frequently, twice on Sunday.” Though there was not
& bookseller’s shop in the island, the Romish clergy were
their principal opponents, and' the circulation of tracts
was forbidden by sacerdotal authority. But the works of
the missionary press at Malta were largely circulated in
other countries. Kitto rejoiced that, in sailing to join such
an institution, he was assuming, though in an humble form,
the covbted character and position of an evanyelist.

1 Lost Senses—Deafness, pp. 84 87.
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But his sojourn in Malta was, in Scottish religious phrase,
a ‘crook in his lqt." The voyage to the Mediterranean
was, however, of lasting service to him. His deafness had
been accompanied by a growing reluctance to speak, and
indisposition to use his vocal organs had almost produced
Inability.
¢ When I first went to the Mediterranean, the compan-
ions of my outward voyage were Dr Korck, a German
physicln, who had latcly taken ®rders in the Anglican
Church, and Mr J adownicky, a converted Polish Jew, lately
arrived from America, where he had been completing his
Christian education. These well-informed and kind-hearted
men, being always with me, soon perceived how the matter
really stood ; and, after much reasoning with me on the
matter, they entered intc a conspiracy, in which the cdp-
tain of the ship jeined, not to understand a word I said,
otherwise than orally, througliout the voyage. In this
they persevered to a marvel ; and as I had much to ask,
since I had not before been at sea, I made very great pro-
gress with my tongue during the six weeks’ voyage, and,
by the time we reached our destination, had almost over-
come the habit of clulching a pen or pencil, to answer every
question that was asked me. From this time I usually
expressed myse]f orally to those whom I knew, in the
ordinary mtercourse of life; but when my communication
requircd many words, it was usually conveyed in writing.
This also T at length dropped, and strangers only were
addressed in writing. -Finally, I ventured to accost even
strangers with the tongue; and it was only when not
understood that I resorted to the pen. At first, strangers
could rarely understand me without mgeh difficulty ; but,
under the improvement which practice gave, my voice was
. 50 much bettered, that the instances in which it was not
readily understood, gradually diminished ; and, at the pre-
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sent day, I rarely find even a foreigner to whom my lan-
guage is not clear.”?

The gain to Kitto from this voyage, therefore, was
immense ; and he felt under no little obligation to his kind
and earnest friends, who broke his pernicious habit, and
won him back to the use of speech. The voyage was
pleasant to him, for he was a stranger to sea-sickness.
ITe felt, indeed, what sometimes terrifies or distresses a
landsman, the instability of cabin furniture *and™‘dinner
equipage from the blowing of smari breczes; agd while
hie ha8 made up his*mind to such annoyancer, and could
smile at them, yet he liked an oceasional calm, and rejoiced
over ‘the capture of two fine turtles.” Mis letters to his
friends, Woollconshe, Harvey, Lampen, and Burnard, con-
tain such details as, in his opinion, would be most relished
respectively by each of his correspondents.

He states generally, that his mind was no stranger to
those emotions which men so often feel on leaving their
native shores—that a ¢feeling of desolateness’ had occa-
sionally come over him, bfit that he felt each evening
¢ Whose presence was with him,” and he hoped that such
feelings ¢ threw him more upon God.’

His first sensations, off the coast of Portugal, are de-
tailed to Mr Woollcombe, July 10 :—

‘I fetched iny bolster from the cabin, and arranged a
bed for myself on the tafferel, by laying Mr Jadownicky’s -
thick cloak along, to lic upon, and then wrapping myself
in my own cloak and fur cap, to defend me from the dew.
I remember walking about the deck, or sometimes leaning
on the gangway, till between twelve and one o’clock, when,
feeling sleepy, I retired.to my new bed, and lay there, so
that I could look the moon in the face till 1 fell asleep.
An accident awoke me about a quarter past two, and then I

1 Lost Senses—Dcafess, pp. 20,'2I.
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got up and walked about for nearly an hour, went to bed
again, and slept till a fow minutes before sunrise, which of
course is considerably later here than in England. The
sun rose with great splendour from behind the Lusitanian
Mountains, but I have seen far more gorgeous risings of
the sun than this, from the Hoe, at Plymouth, and from
the Catdown. Both the risiugs and settings of the sun do
not seem such slow and majestic affairs as in England ;
and, fideed, T understand that the farther we advance to
the south, the shorter is the morning und evening twilight,
and the less time the sun takes in #ising and settifg. I
have just inquired at the captain, and find that, as I sus-
pected, the mountains adjoining the Rock of Lisbon are
those of Cintra, of which Lord Byron speaks, in the four-
teenth stanza of the first Canto of Childe Harold :—

« Cintra’s mountains grect them on their way.”
And, indeed, it was 1o us, as to him, a pleasant greeting,
after having been, for so many duys, out of sight of any-
thing like land.

The good ship Wilberforce, with a ¢ gilt effigy’ of the
senator at.her prow, entered at lcngth the. straits of
Gibraltar ; and as Kitto looked alternately on the African
and Kuropean land, 80 close on cach other,®many trains
of meditation passed through his mind. He reached Malta
in rafety on the 30th of July, enfering the harbour of La
Valetta in the evening, and discmbarking next morning.
The accommodation provided for him was not of the best
description, for he slept several weeks on the floor, and
some time elapsed ere he enjoyed-the luxury of a chair and
a table. -At length he got two rooms, a study and within
it & bedroom—: the highest in a high house’—but abound-

ing in windows, which comthanded a fine marine prospect. -

He had also & bookease, with a good collection on its
shelves. But who will wonder at his confession, that of
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an impatient bridegroom—*¢ My heart was in England, and
my tind continually travelled thither?’ He set to work
with ardour, and especially occupied himself with Asiatic
types ; nay, he spontaneously entered, at the same iime,
updn Arabic studies. 'The literary departments were filled
by the clerical missionaries, and the translators were natives
of the countries into whose languages they were rendering *
Christian books and tracts. From half-past seven till half-,
past four was he occupied every day in the pritting office.
He liked bis work; and he rejoiced in its progpective
results. e declares, in his letiers, how happy hie was that
his connectibn with the Socicty-had been renewed.

¢It is easy,” he says to Mr Burnard, November 18,
talk about wmissionary service when we are at home, or even
when we are preparing at home for personal service in the
cause,” and yet understand very little of what it really js.
In this, as in other things, an ounce of experimental know-
ledge is worth a pound of speculation or conjecture. . . .
Believe me, it is not my wish to maguily any sacrifice I
may have been enabled to make; far from it. I only
mentpon this that I might say how ¢ the consolations of
Christ” do abound in these situations, notwithstanding the
difficulties and sacrifices with which they must Le obiained.
Iu my own case, I feel that my most ordinary employments,
even my daily occupations, are, with the blessing of God’s
Spirit, calculated to be the means of great usefulness to
«the Christian cause. This is wiat few, but those in our
situation, can say,of their most ordinary duties.’

Kitto saw the carnival, with all its puerile follics, which
he alleges were on the decline—not more than .a fourth
part of the people wearing masks, and the maskers being
.prohibited from tossing sugag balls at the unmasked, or in
agy way molesting them. ¢Sweetmeats, generally small

comfits, were’ thrown ghout in great abundance, chiefly by
X
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English and Russian officers, who bad small bags full, which
they frequently replenished at the stalls. These were gtne-
rally thrown into the coaches, in the faces of the ladies,
who commonly returned the compliment with zeal, and often
were the first to give it.’

The Committee in London, by one of their minutes, dated

*March 20th, 1827, on readmitting Kitto to their employ-
ment, and sending him to Malta, gave a conditional sane-
tion tu his marriage, ¢on the understanding, that; at a
fature period, should he conduct himself to Mr Jowett’s
satisfaction, H. A., to whom he is under matrimonial
engagements, may join him at that place, with a view to
their marriage.”  But the lady of his heart, whom Kitto
had left behind him in England, proved faithless,to her
engagenment. e was disposed to blame the Committee at
home for heing tarcless about forwarding his correspond-
ence. ‘I have now,’” he says, ¢ been absent from England
for something more than eight months, and have not, in
all that time, had one letter from Miss A, ; and therefore
I feel assured that reveral sucecessive letters have been left
with the Society, on the understanding that they would be
sent out.  If the separation, for a short time, between s,
to which I was unwillingly induced to assent, was at ‘all
neoessary, this surely is not also necessary. This surely
might have been spared.” He did not know what to think
about her whom he calls his ¢ladyc faire’—¢she whom
I had trusted before aM carthly *beings —she who was
dearer to me-than all other things my heart ever knew or
cherished.’

His suspicions, at the end of these eight weary months,
were at last confirmed, by the intelligence that she had
descrted him, and had been married to another person.
His hopes were in a moment dashed to the ground, and
his heart was oppressed with sad and bitter thoughts. He
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had loved intensely, and was in daily expectation of being
married. He was ever picturing the comforts of home,
when she should fill it and grace it; but, alas! she had
plighted her troth to another. On receiving the tidings,
he went at once into his room, shut the door upon him,
and did not leave it for more than two days, not even for
his meals. During that dark period no one saw him. The
servant became alarmed, and told Mr Jowett. Kngcking
was vain ; but a ladder was got, that the servant might, by
means of it, see in above the door, and ascertain swhether
Kitto were dead. On his friends looking into the chamber,
he was discovered sitting on his desolate and solitary
hearth, with his head bent on his knee., The intelligence
grieved him beyond any former affliction which he had
.been called upon to suffer.” ¢ My spirit is bowed down
indeed” ¢I amn alone,” he says to one correspondent, ¢ but
what else I am I cannot tell” ¢TI often found myself,” he
says to another friend, ‘ engaged in the repetition of two
lines, which I must have picked up somewhere at a former
period—

“No more, no more: oh never more on me
- The freshness of the heart shall fall like dew.”

¢, . . IknowI can never again confide as I have
confided. . . . I have read over what I have written.
It is not all good. There is an unhealthy spirit in it.
True, my own spirit is discased, for it has been deeply
wounded, and the wound is not yet healed. May Almighty
God give me the spirit of health and strength—give me a
sound mind—bind up again that which is broken—heal
that which is wounded. He can, I doubt not; that He
will, I am willing to hope and believe. In outward nature
He revives again in the spring that which the winter seems
to wither away. Docs God take care for plants, for trees,



148 MALTA.

for flowers, and shall ITe not take care for me? Shall not
1 revive again also? I will' hope that I may, and, believe
me, I do endeavour o cast myself and all my cares afié
troubles upon Him in whom I have never vainly trusted,
by whom my ' confidence and trust have ncver been be-
trayed. I trust He will maket good to me-all these evils ;
and that they may be made instrumental in drawing me
still nearer to our crucificd Lord, who can give me “here
comfott, strength, things it my spirit, far better than all I
can now lose, than all that can be taken away from me;
and who can give me hercafier ¢ quiet and cnduring
chambers” in I1is Father’s house, where none of the things
that now trouble and distract me, can vex me further.

To his mother he thus unbosoms himself :— .

March 7, 1828,

“ My peAR Motnegr,—I write this letter to you in very
great sorrow of heart. I received news yesterday from
the Socicty, which has given me u blow that it will be
very loug before I shall recover. Tt was this—that H——
A is married to some person in England! Oh, my
mother, you cannot imagine whaj this has made me suffer !’
T had expected that she would soon come to me, and ho
that we should be very comfortable and happy together in
this place—when all my hopes and happiness in this life
were at once destroyed by this intelligence. I hardly
know how 1o belicve it. But it was the Secretaries of the
Society themselves who wrote to tell it to Mr Jowett, and
they would not have written it had they not been quite
certain about it. They wrote very kindly, and assured
me of their sympathy and prayers, and my friends here
have also been very considerate and kind on this occasion
to me, But the kindness of man can do little for such a
wound as this. I am very unwell, my dear mother, and
my spirit is quite broken up. It is a very severe trial to
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me, and I should quite sink under it, if the Lord were not
graciously with me, to support and strengthen me, under
the heavy burden I have to bear. I hope it will -be
sanctified to me, as my other trials have beed. I wish you
were with me now, that T might talk with you; for I am
desolate indeed, and Ty cup of sorrow is very full. The
Lord is with me, however, and puts a little peace into my
heart, else I could not live. Indeed, I do not care to live
at all. I have had nothing to make me love life. My life
“has been quite full of disappointment and sorrow, and 1
shall be very, very glad, when my labours are cuded, and
T am permitted to go to my home in heaven—to that quiet
rest from all these troubles, which the Lord has prepared
there for His people.’

His mother replied in a letter which has the genuine
maternal stamp upon it. Indignation at the lady’s con-
duct, and sympathy with her son, struggle alike for utter-
ance. She tells him that God, for some wise purpose,
had net designed her for him, and, descending from this
altitude, she affectionately advises him to walk a good deal,
take plenty of cxercise, and converse pleasantly and often
with his associates.

In a letter te the lady’s cousin, he sends the, following
message :— ) : ’
Malta, March 7, 1828.

¢. . . Tell her that ¥ have no wish to reproach her.
God can bear me witness, that T have degired her happiness
abovo all things; and although she Las wounded me so
deeply, and made me desolate indeed, I shall rejoice if she
prove to be happy in her new situation. But I doubt
.whether she will. They who can sport so With the happi-
ness of others, are seldom happy themselves. They may
seem to be so for a scason, but, in the end, they are not.
Their happiness passes away like a drcam. DBelieve me,
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it is my prayer that hers may be lasting. But mine wonld
not in her situation. I do not think I could rest quietiy
upon my pillow if I had served her, or any other person,
as she has served me. To murder the peace of another is
the worst of all murders; and she has murdered mine. I
thigk, however, that I can forgive ler, and I pray God to
forgive her also.’

‘We do not know all the reasons which induced the lady
to withdraw her pledge to Kitto. W.e find in his Islington
. Journal,.in an.incidental record of his most secretthoughts,”

the following complaint :—

¢ Went to Hannah before coming to the Institution. I do
not really know what to think about her. That she loves
me I have very great reason to believe ; yet, on this suppo-
sition, and knowing that she is not naturally volatile, I
have felt much at a loss to account for a degree of inatten-
tion to me when at her honse, which has very frequently
distressed my feelings much, very much indced. The most
trivial and unimportant circumstance has the posver of
diverting .her atiention from me, even though I should be
speaking of something which may scem to me peculiarly
interesting ; and I have seen her chatting and laughing,
for a long time occasionally, without Seeming to be in the
Teast conscious that such a being as John Kitto was pre-
sent. I am very foolish to mind such things, yet I cannot
help minding them—lovers are very foolish beings. . .
That she is faultless, 1 am not obliged, by the most ardent
affection, to believe. ... . I she do not experience
that warmth for me which I do for her, that surely cannot
be imputed to her as a foult—it is my megfortune.’

We should be inclined to lay no great stress on this
lover’s lamentation, for Kitto was very sensitive in society ;
and, from his deafness and isolation, was apt to think him-
self slighted. Ee never ascribes to her any alteration of
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affection, but says, some years afterwards, that her conduct
‘admitted of much extenuation, owing to the awkward
predlca.ment in which the Society had placed them both.’
‘We have'learned, on good authority, that Kitto’s leiters
from Malta were studiously kept back from the lady ; that
she was taught to belidve that he had forgotten her ; that
it was under the pressure of inaternal authority that the
match was broken off ; and that the instability of his con-
nection with the Society was a {opic principally insisted
on. What Kitto calls the ¢ decp repentance’ of the lady’s,
death-bed, was the result of her coming too late to &
knowledge of these pamful circumstances.

The result was, that a scvere illness overtook him. His
heart had been crushed, antl his health now failed.  Infuct,
he was fast sinking into thai morbid state which had
oppressed his early years. He felt as iff he had been cut
off from the world, and as if some cursc had fallen upon
him. Hec had suffercd much already for sins not his own
—had been the inmate of a workhouse, had lost one of his
senses, had becn twice migjudged, as he thought,- by his
Committec—and ¢all these things were against him.”  Was
he never to enjoy the sunshine?  Was a sudden eclipse for-
ever cruelly to interpose? I’rovidence had been mysteripus
in its actings towards him, and was man, in addition, con-
tinually to thwart him ?  ITis spirit sank under such reflec-
tions, and sickness prayed upon him. ¢I became danger-
ougly ill,” he tells Mr Frere, ¢and we all thought that my
cares and my afflictions, my mlscalculatl(ms and my errors,
would now at last e termmated It pleased God, never-
theless, that I should be agam restored.”’ Sgch was his,
lagsitude, even when recovering, that he had no heart for
his+duties ; nay, his physical strength was not equal to the
“task. A peculiar weakness of his ankles, which he had felt

1 Letter to the Right Hon,J. II. Frere. Malta, Dec. 4, 1628.
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ever since his fall, and, more than once described and
lamented, disabled bim from standing at a case ten hours
4-day. He began to perceive that he was not giving
satisfaction to his superiors. .He had rashly bouhd himself
to relinquish literary pursuits. But his own explanation
scems to have been—that literary pursuits and literary
relaxation were different things—that he might safely in-
dulge the latter without devoting himself, heart and soul,
to theformer. Though, therefore, he spent his hours of
(Jeisure in reading and meditation, he did not think that he
lmd broken his pledge. The Committee, however, judged
that the way in which he passed his evenings, did notdeave
him sufficient time for exercise and sleep ; and that, in con-
sequence, he must come to his employment under them,
with a jaded mind and an exhausted fraine. Mr Jowett,
‘when about to leave Malta for England, had told him so ;
and Mr Bickersteth, the Secretary, sent him a lecture on
the ¢ Sacrifice of sell-will and self-gratification.” The Com-
mittee gave it as their opinion that his ¢ habits of mind
were likely to disqualify hin for that steady and persever-
ing discharge of his dutics, which they considered as indis-
. pensably requisite.” ¢ It is clear,” writes the unflinching
Secretary, ¢that the Society cannot continue in its service
. thlse who will not devote themselves to their engagements.’
Kitto had been under espionage in Malta, for his previous
breach with the Socicty had been, only partially healed.
He was, in fact, on trial, thongh he was not aware of it,
and, perhaps, no one put Lim on his guard. e accord-
ingly thought himself uffjustly used, and affirmed that he
had kept his pledge,—thal his general hour of retiring to
‘rest was eleven o’clock, and that if he remained out of bed
longer af any time, it was hecause painful ‘feelings would
have ,scared sleep away, had he lain down to woo it. He.
adds with some degree both of tartness and truth—¢ If I
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had employed an equal portion of my evemnn's, lolling on
the sofa and smoking my pipe, it seems all would have been
well—no blame would have been imputed to me.” It was
allowed, that when in the office, he was faithful to his work
as & compositor, but it was surmised that his studics out
of it must unfit him, to some extent, for its manual labours.
The Committee and he were both in error. He had made
too large a promise, and they were too exacting and dic-
tatorial as to his performance of it. An expresshon of
sympa.thy would have done more to accomplish their end, .
than the stern declaration of authority. He mlfrht have
been led to more exercise and carlicr hours, but he could
not be forced to them. Kindness might have moved him,
but rigour only confirmed him. ITe was not to be con-
cussed into what he deemed a species of helotry. The
Committee were resolved to keep him to his place, for be
had already offended, and a second misdemennour could
not be tolerated. They would not put up with insubordi-
nation on the part of sach a servant, and the wneonscious
Kitto was, therefore, warned, rebuked, and virtnally dis-
-missed. We cguriot hlame the Sacicty so deeply as some .
have done, though, certainly, according to their own pre-
mises, if they acted toward the misguided lad in equity,
they showed him but small lenicnee. If he was ¢out of
the-way,’ thoy exhibited Jbut slender ¢ compassion’ for the
invalid at once fevered in body and bruised in heart.
Kitto’s residence of eightecn months in Malta was nearly
lost time to him, and it was the most miserable portion of
his maturer life. IIe had been disappointed where he had
"¢ garnered up his heart.” He had tried to pleade his em-
ployers, and had failed. * His views in life were darkened.
Hehad hoped to rise to a position of honour on the mis-
sionary staff, but he had becn sharply severed from it.
And what, then, should he do? What would his former
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patrons say of him now? Would they not disown him,
and reckon their confidence in him misplaced? In what
¢line of things’ could he promise 'himself success? No
wonder his spirit preyed upon itself, for even Mr Groves
did not, in this instance, justify him. In this forlorn
and unhappy condition, and with the horizon lowering all
around him, Kitto embarked for England, on the 12th of
January 1829,' in the Maria, Captain Tregarthen. The
ship wwas first detained for a while in port, and, was also
long on her voyage. When she was off the Lizard, Kitto
composed a letter for Mr Harvey, which might be sent to
Plymouth in some fishing-boat. His object was to assure
his Plymouth friends of his safety. He was the only cabin
passenger, and the voyage had improved his health, He
is thankful that hLis detention in Malta enabled him to get
a resolution of the Society, in which they promise to ‘make
it their business to assist me in the best way of doing well
for myself. . . . God make e very thankful and
grateful to Himsclf* first.” "On the voyage out, Kitto had
been iu-raptures as he gazed upon the mountains of
Granada, and he thonght that the eyes of sanother coming*
after him would admire them too.  But, on his return, the
magnificent scenery made no impression on him, for ¢his
heart was too hard and cold to care two pins for all the
spowy mountains in the universe.’. :
Before Kitto set sail, he had proposed to Mr Frere to
write at length a history of the island.? Concerning another
literary composition, relating to missions and Scripture, we
find among his papers the following prayer :—

.1 In the Missionary Rogister for January 1829, it is simply stated, that “Mr Kitto's
health hes suftered much; and on this, and on some other accournts, he is about to
retire from the Society’s service.' In the printed Report for 1828-29, it is men-
tioned, quite as vaguely, that ‘Mr Kitto, on account of his want of health, and
other cir t has rel ished his ction with the Society.'

3 Letter to Mr Frere, just before leaving Malta, in which he signifies his wish to
13y s case before the king—his early misfortunes and his literary desires. “

e
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¢ ON COMMENCING MY BOOK.

‘Alrmghty God! withodt Whom nothmg is good nothing
is holy, without Whom all my best designs are vain, I pray
Thee bless this undertaking to Thine own glory and the
blessing of many. To me, also, may it be sanctified.’
Grant that I be not led astray by the poor lust of literary
honour and distinction. Fill my heart with Thyself, and
out of the fulness of my heart may I be cnabled 1o *speak
to others in the book which now, with.this proipise, and
by Thy grace, I purpose to write and to send forth into
the world.”

In the prospect of ]cavmg Malta, he composed a fare-
well in verse. Though not certainly of a high order, it
was written with some care; and it is rather quaintly
topographical and minutely antiquarian in its allusious.
Place after place is saluted, and its ancient history glanced
at. Copicus notes in prose illustrate the poew and. con-
clude the paper. It opens thus :—

“Dear isle, farewell! T had not thought
To find so soon my bark afloat—
So soon to have agaiu to spell
That short but painful word, farewell !
Less had I thought, with much regret,
To speak that word to thec.
Farewell, then, Malta ; yct, once more,
Why linger my feet on thy shore ?
To thee, a few months since, I came
With heart in love, and hopes in flame,
Trusting t3 find in theg a rest,
In others lessing being blest.
But now I leave thee. Soon England
I tread upon thy smoother strund ;
Yet, sooth to say, I little care;
For what have I to bless me there ?
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The hepes, which onde around me flourished,
Have faded all away and perished.

So, then, can I be anxiows whether

I dwell in this clime or another ?

No; regions all altke we call

When misery we find in all,

England to greet 1 shall not grieve,

Nor Malta do I gladly leave.’

On his arrivak in London, Kitto met with Mr Gréves,
who Was a¥out to cmbark on his mission to the East. His
faith had not been shaken in his former apprentice, and he
proposed that the casi-off printer should accompany him.
Before coming to a decision, the forlorn adventurer went
down to Plymouth, aud there he resolved not to go out
with his benefactor.  Tle said ¢No’ most firmly to the
very proposal which moulded his subsequent life, and raised
him to his ultimate position of ugefulness and honour. Bug
a mysterious Providence hrought him suddenly to another
decision, and he then hastened to be gone. ‘Meanwhile
his sojourn in Plymouth was far from being comfortable.
Many who had helped him in*former days, refused farther
assistance, and faunted him with his repeated breaches
with the Missionary Committee, as a proof that he was
prond and intractable. Conscious of his integrily, and
disdaining to volunteer such a minute end lengthened ex-
planation as might be construed into an apology, or in-
terpreted as a counfession, he seems sometimes to have
wrapped himself in dignified reserve, and thus offended
another class of his friecnds. The casp did appear suspi-
cious ; and many setm to have thought that their high
opinion of his talents had been unwarr'tmted, as being the
dictate’ of sympathy rather than of judgincut, that they
lrad erred also in their estimnate of his character, that his.
promotion had turned- his head, and that a self- wx@}ad
obstinacy, or a hasty temper, was ev1dently the fatal Bnr
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to his advancement. Now that he was aain flung upon

them, they resolved that he should be left to his unaided

resources ; for if he were Yetermined to'throw away such

auspicious opporiunities as he pad already enjoyed, they '
concluded that their money, influence, and advice, 'would

be gnevoukly mixspent.

Kitto, in a lctter to Mr. Harvey, as far back as 1823,
menfions an unknown gentleman who had smade him o
present of ¢ Butler’s Analogy,” ind warned him gthat, %hen
he ceascd to be a novelly, then would come the great test
of his ahilities. Kitto mused, and acquicsced so far—
¢ When novelty has ceased, and curiosity has evaporated,
and after I have had my hopes raised by the transient
attention shown me, I shall be neglected, laid upon the
shelf, and forgotten.” Was he now doomed to realige his
own propheey ?  1p his momehts of melancholy, he looked
apon himself as one ¢ marked out for pain, trouble, and
bxtterne=s, to whom expectation is delusive, and all hope
vain’ He seemed, in short, to embody the poet’s deserip-
tion :— .

‘I am all alone, and the visions that play .
Round life’s young days have passed away,
And the songs are hushed that gladness sings,
And the hopes that I cherished have made them wings,
And the light of my heart is dimmed and goue,
And I sit in sorrow, and all alone.’

He was galled excessively by this procedure on the part
of 8o many of his friends; and the following paragraph is,
perhaps, the only ingtance in his whole correspondence of
SOmethmg like a querulous and ungrateful spirit. It was
in the worst of testy moods that he wrote it, and the fact
of his bemg so misjudged and frowned upon is Bis apology.*
It occurs in a letter to Mr Lampen :—

Plymouth, April 6, 1829.
.« Tlament to have perceived that those gentlemen
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of Plymouth, t® whom I most naturally look at this junc-
ture, are less willing than I had hoped and expected to afford
me the advantage of their poweffu] influence, in o’btammg
for myself a future provigjon. I certainly did not expect
much assistance of any sort; but whilst my expectations
were not of u pecumary nature, I thought there mlght be
a readiness to exert so cheap a thing as influence on_my
behalf. 1t appears that I have been mistaken in thﬁ as
in meny other things. I'regret to have seen, that the
friends to whom I am so much indebted forthe kind inten-
tions on’ which they have at former periods acted towards
me, scem now to be apprehensive lest I should again be-
come hurdensome to them.  7%ey know best whether T have
been so or not. If I have, I am sorry for it; but it will
be hoggie in mind, that so far as I may have been so, it was
not I who threw this burdert on them, but they who volun-
tarily, unsought of by me, and with kindness which can,
never be forgotten, took it on themselves. They did so,”
perhaps mistakenly, perhaps on hasty impressions. I do
not know. It is not for me to judge. But-I had been.
happier, perhaps, if they had not done so; and now I can-
not again be happy, as I have been, or as 1 mlght have
been. .

He still wished to justify the measure of kindness which
he had received, and which he frankly acknowledges in the
previous sentences ; and as the Society had not only given
him a quarter’s salary, but voted him £30 to enable him to
find some remuncrative situation, he regolved to set up a,
stationer’s thop or circulating library, at Moricetown, in
the vicinity of Plymouth. ¢ The gentlemen of Plymouth,’
he says somewhat caustically, ¢ have studiously proved to
me that I am fit for nothing—for no regular employment,
for none of the common businesses of life; and, indeed, I
do not myself know what regulsr employment there is, to
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L]

say nothing of my deafness, the duties of which the present
state of my health would allow me to fulﬁl What, then,
remains for me but this
But his funds were soon exhaysted. ¢ He drank to the
dregs again the cup of misfortunc and poverty.” He be-
came anew what he once called hiwself, J/. Lackpenny, and
was obliged to pawn his watch and other articles, as he
confésses in a brief note to Mr lHarvey, where he states a
plan of redecming them—that plan being to procedd to
London, and dfaw the thirty pounds which the Socjety had
kindly set apart for him. The bookselling project, about
.whose expenditurce and.income he made many grand calcu-
lations, and all ipon the side of ]%roﬁtx came to nothing; or
rather was superseded by a note from the indefatigable Mr
Groves, in which he offered him a situation in Teignmouth.
John Synge, Esq., of Glanmor Castle, County a’ick]ow,
who hdd been residing for some time with his family in
Teignmouth, was busy in printing, at his own private press,
¢ some little works in ITebrew and Greek,” and wished to en-
gage a.practical assistant. Mr Groves, knowing the rock
on which Kitto had eplit, wisely advised him that Mr
Synge’s object was ¢ sumply printing,’ italicizing thé words,
and asked his determination. Kitto, warned by many, and
by Mr Groves himself, that his mercantile enterprise would
be a failure, at once agreed to the offer, and pledged him-
self to enter into Mr Synge’s employment ot the 1st June.
Man proposes but God disposes. In the month of May
Kitto went up to Ijondon, to make preparatory arrange-
ments ; chiefly to seec Mr Groves, and take a long farewell
of his kind and considerate guardian, who was on the eve
of.departure for Persia. But while he was in-London on
this errgnd, the lady who had disappointed him and mar-
ried another, died, and died, as he affirms, ‘under mysterious
' circumstances, which seemed in a striking mannet to con-
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nect her demise with her conduct towards me and my re-
turn to England” What he had learned of her bitter re-
morse in her last illness, induced him to go and look on her
corpse; and the spectacle excited such & terrible train of
thought in his mind, that when Mr Groves asked him a
second time to accompany him to the ast, he returned an
immediate and affirmative reply. ¢ Will you come:’ said
Groves, ¢ Yes said Kitto—question and answer alike re-
marktble for conciseness and practical aim.  Anything to
afford relief to his spirit, Kitto would have grasped at. He
longed vehemently {o be away

¢ From the w.eck of hopes so scattered, . . [

Tempest shattered,
Floating waste and desolate.”

In a letter to Mr Harvey from Bugdad, Sept. 25, 1831,
he ezplams *this period,—* I returned from Malta with a.
desire not to leave England again. DBut 1 left Pljmouth
in great bitterness of feeling, which, combined with some
heart-rending scenes of death and sorrow I had to pass
through at Islngton, rendered odious to me the only two
places in England in which 1 bad any interest.” In the
short space of three days Kitto prepared himself to go, re-
nouncing without scruple a good situation, but gratified at
the field of prospeciive usefulness which was so suddenly
presented to him.

As we have already recorded, the workhouse boy had,
nine years before, said in his Journal, *1 have even theught
of plans to enable me to visit Asia and the ground conse-
crated by the steps of the Saviour. Even now, notwith-
standing my deafnesss, it would not be impracticable, if
some kind gentleman, on his travels, would permit me to
be his (thongh not expert) faithful servant. After all, I
fear it is & vain scheme, never to be realised.” And yet it
was realised, and that far beyond expectation, for he went *
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out in the ihmediate character of tutor to the two little
boys of Mr Groves. The mission of Mr Groves was cer-
tainly peculiar in its origin and complexion, and as strange
was his selection of a deaf and self-taught tutor for his
children. But such an appointment proved, that whatever
others thought of Kitto, Mr Groves had not lost faith in
him ; neither in the reality of his lalent, nor the genuine-
ness of his piety ; ncither in his honesty of purpose, nor in
his sincere desire to give the utmost satisfaction to those
above him, by his conscientions discharge of duty. Ner
was he so ill qualified for the responsible situationas one
might imagine. He was now in his iwenty-fifth year, and
his acquirements, the result, of such continuous labours and
vigils, were highly creditable fo him. True, indeed, as he
confesses, he had to learn some branches, in order to teach.
But he instructed his pupils in Hebrew, Seripture, theology,
history, geography, writing, arithmetic, and English com-
position, and sarmounted, by deyices of his own, the dis-
ability of his deafness. Again had he rviren—lately a
printer, now an educator—another step upward and onward
to his destiny. Thus the cloud was lifting, thongh he knew
it not; and the next four years of his life, spent inn travel
and eastern residence, originated those Biblical wowggahich
have immortalized his name. ¢ Darkness’ was made *light
before him,” though he but dimly perceived its dawn ; and
¢ erooked things straight,” though, from his angle of obser-
vation, he could scarcely measure the change. His journal
of travel to Bagdad is very full, but much of it presents no
topicg of biographicﬁl interest or of characteristic detail ;
and we shall, therefore, make use only of Buch sections as
either afford a glimpse into his inner life, or present some
striking gbservation or amusing incident, or show how his
mind was fagcinated by oriental scenery and manners, and
thus prepared to illustrate Holy Scripture. *
L
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JOURNEY TO THE EAST.
Mr GROVES, who had already taken Kitto to Exeter, and
who now engaged him to travel, was a man of marked
peculiarity. He had latterly, and before leaving Dublin
University, joined in such extra-ecclesmstlcal meetings for
sacramental fellowshlp and "prayer, as characterize the
religious party now commonly known by the name of Ply-
mouth Brethren. He abandoned a lucrative profession in
order to become a missionary, and made no stipulation for
maintenance wheh he-went abroad, but relied solely on the
voluntary aid of Christian friends, and ¢ on what his Master
inclined the hearts of his brethren to furnish.’” His notions
of self dedication were acted out by him with rigid fidelity.
He was a ‘good man,’ and *full of faith” His labours in
Persia did not by any mesns produce the anticipated fruits ;
but his subsequent toils in India were largely blessed. He
was one of those men who exercise an immediate and deep
personal influence upon others. Mr Miiller of Bristol, a
near relative of Mr Groves, and the originator and pro-
moter of that marvellous orphan-house on Ashley Down,
says, in his interesting ¢ Narrative,’ ‘that the example of
Brother Groved both excited and cheered him in his pro-
longed and arduous efforts—efforts which, sustained by no
visible machinery, but resting solely on *faith in God as to
temporal things,’ have realized £77,990, and which actu-
ally receivell in onme year no less a sum than £15,000.
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Mr Groves being himself in earnest, had strong force of
character, and made his imperious will the law to ail
around him. So that various estimates were formed of
him by those who came in contact, and thqse who came
into collision with him ; by those who beheld his actions
at a distance, and by those who were immediately under
his control. Whatever he felt to be duty, no matter how
he made the discovery, ‘he would do it at all hazards, and
every one in his sphere was expected to bend te his ton-
victions. These convictions sometimes bordered gn fana-
ticism. On one occasion, in Exeter, when the mind of
Mrs Groves was in doubf as to a critical point of -duty,
she proposed that ¢ Kitto should search out the mind of the
Lotd from the New Testament, and say what he thought.’
¢ The result’ of this oracular inquiry Mr Groves laments,
‘was, as might be expected, seeing Kitto had no interest
in the question ;” that is, Kitto’s decision was contrary to
that of Mr Groves himself, and he would not be bound
by it. In various parts of his journal, he avows his belicf
that miracles might be still expected by the Church ; nay,
he argues, ¢ that as miracles were designed for unbelievers,
and not for the Church, we must expect to see them arise
among missionaries to the heathen.” Might they not,
therefore, be expected in his own position? Now, if one
gift more than another was needed aud coveted by him,
it was the Pentecostal gift of Tongues; and yet we find
him again and again lamenting the fatiguing labour gone
through, and the precious time spent in acquiring a new
and eastern language, the pursuit of which ¢ disordered his -
soul greatly.’

He relates, in his second journal, published in 1832,
that when Mr Newman' was sick, and ‘at the worst, and

+ Professor Newman, now of University College, London, who, in a fit of devoted-
ness, joined Mr Groves at Bagdad, but whose early ¢reed, springing to a large ex~
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they had given up all hopes of him, they anointed him
with oil, accerding to James v. 14, and prayed over him,
and the Lord had mercy on them ; yea, and on me also,
and restored h1m It seems to me truly scriptural’ But
his unguarded notions were sometimes sharply corrected ;
for when the plague did enter his dwelling, take away his
wife, and prostrate himself, he slowly admits that he did
not expect such a visitation, but-rather thought ‘he had
beerr secured agaiust it, and that his¢error arage from
considering the temporal promises of the 91st psalm as.
legitimate objects of faith.’

Ou.being asked by Mr Burna# as to some points in Mr’
Groves’ Clristian character, Kitto replied from Exeter,
after he had been a short time in his employment, ‘Mr
Groves is not a Methodist, a Calvinist, a Lutheran, or a
Paplst ‘What, then, is he? A Deist, a Unitarian, an
Antinomian? No. He is one of those rather singular
characters—a Bible Christian, and a disciple of the meek
and lowly Jesus; not nominally, but practically and really
such. A man so devotedly, zo*fervently attached to the
Scriptures, I never knew before” Of his benignant influ-
ence on Kitto we have already spoken, and his young
friend, though he could not agree with him ultimately in
many of his peculiar views, never ceased to regard him
with esteem and affection.

The company that embarked with Mr Groves consisted.
of seven persons. Those immediately connected with him
were his wife and sister, Miss Taylor, his two boys, and
-Kitto. The Osprey, a vessel of forty-five tons, and bg-
longing to the Royal Yacht Club, conveyed them, free of
expense, to St Petersburg; and its owner, Mr Puget,

tent out of & strange facility of impression from men and books, has gradually been:
abandoned by bim to the awful point of abjuring the teaching, challenging the
character, and impeaching the life and*honesty of Jesus Christ.—See Phases of
Farth, etc., chap. vil  Fourth edition,
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- along with Mr Parnell, now Lord Congleton, accompanied
them to the Russian capital. We can afford space’for
only-a few sketches of the journey. Kitto wrote copious
letters about some parts of it, and kept as copious journals
of other parts of it. He was ever writing, that being of
necessity his principal and almost only method of giving
utterance to his thoughts. Most of us are fond of detail-
ing what our impressions are in scenes of novelty. Kitto’s
method¥of record was not by the use of his tongue, bit by
the tracery of his pen; and sowme of these papers were
composed with a view to subsequent publication. Indeed,
he often meditateq a boofof travels ; but the fruits of his
Jjourneys assumed a different form. )

Mr Groves and his friends sailed from Gravesend on the
12th June 1829, and, after efcountering a heavy storm in
the Cattegat, cast anchor before the village of Wedbeck,
in the vicinity of Copenhagen, on the 20th of the same
month. The yacht had sustained some damage in the
gale, and underwent the necessary repairs at the Danish
capital. During almost the whole voyage, the Osprey’s
people had worship on deck morning ‘and evening. The

_first notice of Kitto in Mr Giroves’ journal is under date,
Sunday, June 14 :—¢K—— is not quite well, complain-
ing of headache’! The second is Monday, June 22 :—
¢ K——'g connection with the dear little boys is most
promising, and leads us to feel assured that he is really
sent us by the Lord for that very end, and others important
to the mission. He,seems happy, and, I trust, is so, which
cemforts us greatly’? The next allusion is still more cha-
racteristic. July 1.:—¢ I feel the expediency of forming a
more regular plan with K—— gbout the little boys. May
the Lord, in His great goodness, lead us to adopt a wise
ong, in the spirit of Christign wisdom. I perceive that

1 Journal, p. 6, Jondon, 1831. James Nisbet. 2 Ind, p. 12.
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K—— has a deep sense of neglect, or apparent want of -
respect. May all things be so ordered, that he may not
feel this. I feel his heart is worth winning even on natural
grounds, for he has affections that are strong and true;
but on spiritual grounds it is our duty, and may it be felt
by us also to be onr privilege.?

The party stayed for some days at Wedbeck with the
British Charge d’Affaires, and then sailed for St Petersburg.
Prevailing light winds made the voyage longer thanrwas an-
ticipated. At Cronstadt, Kitto saw aportion of the Russian
fleet, and, after the Thames, neyer beheld such a forest ®f
masts. The Osprey was br‘ougé up the,river nearly to the
city, and then hér passengers went ashore in a boat. A pilot
had been hired for the difficult navigation ; and this trans-
action set Kitto on thinking®of Peter the Great, who often
conducted vessels from Cronstadt, and uniformly demanded
the usnal wages. After three weeks’ sailing, Kitto was
glad to set his foot on land, and to ¢lie down on a quiet
bed;’ but the pilot in the channel, and the scenes in
England which had so grated on his spirit as to impel him
to travel, were wrought into a dream, which he relates in
impressive style :— T '

¢ Methought—you see I begin in the orthodox style—
methought the scene was i{he same as that of the preceding
day, only sublimed in the alembic of dreams. Rocks tre-
mendous and ‘awful, and dangerous shallows, were there,
which the charts do not exhibit; and the city in the
distance, to which we were approarhing, 'seemed more
glorious than Petersburg by far; more glorious than the
cities of Arabian tales; than the hundred-gated Thebes,
Nineveh, or Babylon. Rigers of pea,ce—fﬁowers of repose
—and palaces, and walls, and gates'refulgent with diamord
and gold, in magnificent peggpective, were laid out there.

! Journal, p. 16. ’



ANOTHER DREAM. 1677

Amidst these rocks and shallows, not knowing which way
to take with safety, we lay to, and made signals for a"pilot.
One cane off in & boat from the shore. He was the Great
Peter himself. He had clouted shoes, and, excepting the
band and hat, was dressed much like the peasants I had
- geen at Cronstadt. He seizell the helm ; issued his orders
ag pilot with dignity ; and guided the vesscl with the air
of one who was fully confident that he could bring her,
through all the difficultics by which we were surroyaded,
to the desired haven.
¢ ' I gazed on this extraordinary character with'interest
and emotion ; but a chaﬂe suddenly came over the spirit
of my dream ; a mist arose, which concealed the pilot from
me. The mist dissipated, and the autocrat was no longer
at the helm. His place was supplied by a tender and
-delicate woman—by H A—— herself. (1 like to
dream, but I would cease to dream for ever, rather than
dream once more of her. “Once she had made my waking
dreams very happy, but now—Welll yon know it all.)
She was attired in the white vestments of a bride—which
were also the vestments of her grave. "There was nothing
warm or vital in her ap, earance. Sle gave impulse to
the helm indeed ; but her eyes were fixed on the deck, and,
though open, there was no motion in them. I was not
surpriséd. People are not” generally surprised in dreams.
I tried to speak, but I could not; to move, but 1 could
not. My first impulse was to haste and take the helm
from her hand. $he had made shipwreck of my heart
qnd its best feelings once before—and should she again
guide the helm? No. But I could not carry this con-
viction into effect. I sat down in desperate idolatry, and
gazed upon her. D@ what thou wilt ;—Ilet me live—let
me die—let me arrive in sgfety, or let the deep swallow
me up. .
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¢Once more the mist arose, and veiled one whom I had
loved' “ not wisely, but too well.” When it expanded, the
helm was in the hand of the Master Himself. There was
nothing terrible in the appearance. He was as in the
days of His sojourning among men—meek, lowly, and kind.
Yet I trembled. But Ile %aid to me, ¢ Fear not, for I,
am with tlree.” Then T thought, What should T fear, if
Thon art with me? and I ceased to be afraid. Oh! how
happy I.was then. T had no doubf. This was the Pilot
who" never yet made shipwreck of aught that He ever
guided ; and our safety now was assured. Happy he, tbe
vessel of whose hopes and whofl® desires Thou steerest, O
Lord. .

¢ This was my dream. An interpretation occurs to me;
but as I should like to compare notes with yon on the
subject, I shall expect to receive your interpretation in the
first letter you send me after this comes to hand.’

Really, as to the interpretation, it is not very difficult.
The dream, as any, one may pereeive, was but a reproduc-
tion of past sensations and agonies, cast into naval imagery
by the recent passage through the shoals and intricacies,
islands and lighthouses, of Cronstadt Channel. Ben Jonson
sang— v

¢ And phantasie, I tell you, has dreams that have wings,

And dreams that have honey, and dreams that have stings;

Dreams of the maker, and dreams of the teller ;

Dreams of the kitchen, and dreams of the cellar.

It requires not a soothsayer to tell under what class the
preceding vision of the night should Ve placed. Kitto, it
may be said in passing, had considerablé faith in dreams,
and, as his papers show, he again and again philosophised
on their character and predictive pgwer.! .

1The ph of dr has often engaged, and as often cluded, the re-
searches of physiologists and metaphysiclns. It is, however, in a different style
that Kitto dwells upon it, and the following 1s a specimep of his} on the
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During Kitto’s stay at the northern Russidniecapital,
many Christian friends showed him attention. He makes
grateful mention of Mr Knill and of Miss Kilham, a lady
who was patronised by Prince Galitzin and the imperial
family in her excellent educational institution. In writing
to Miss Hypatia Harvey from Bagdad, October 17, 1831,
he thus records his reminiscences of this lady :—

¢ Did you never hear of Mrs Hannah Kilham, ithe Quaker
lady, who has made so many voyages to Africa, with the
view of benefiting the poor negroes? If not, thg histery
of her most benevolent Jabours is worth inquiry. The
lady I speak of is her daﬂzhter, who walks in the steps of

snbject :—* My own conclusion is, that there is a prophetic principle in the soul, by
which, with proper attention, our future path 4n lhfe may be distinetly enough
marked out. What Is this piinciple? whence does it arse? These and such ques~
tions as these, cannot be more easily answered than the questions, What is mind
itself, whence does it proceed, what are its principles? . . 1 should rather
think that there aic three species of dreams quite distinet from cach other. First,»
such as arise from repletion, from recent impressions, or from itoxieation and the
usc of drugs, as opium. These are the ‘“ reasonable soul run mad.” These are the
most common drcams, and they are in general so gross, physical, and empty, that
they have brought discredit on dreams altogether. These are the ¥agabonds,
swindlers, and pickpockets in the society of dieams; but why should the whole
society be counted disreputable for their sakes? Sccond—Dreams which seem to
proceed from the immediate influence of a supernatural agent., I am sufficiently
aware that this will be called fanatical. Be it so. I am inquiring after truth, and
I will take it under whatever form it appears to me. Reuson, Scripture, and ex-
perience teach, that there are dreams proceeding from such influence on the mind
in sleep. Third—Under a third cluss may be airanged dreams wiich are prospee-
tive, future, and prophetic. Of these theie is less distinet knowledge. There I3 no
room for mystical interpretation in them. They picture out exactly the persons
who shall be seen, and thg circamstances which shall occur, but they scermn unmean-
ing, because they have no relation to any previous experience, and are thereforo
not recognized as having any personal relationship to ourselves, till the persons are
seen and the circumstances occur. 1 do not suppose these dreams at all pecubarto
myself. Most people must have had dreams, which, in the same manner, exhibit
in regular concatenation the bistory of their lives and their connections in life, but,
in the intervening perod, the bustle and hwmry of daily circumstances, oblitevate
them from the mind, and prevent that recognition which might be otherwise ob-
4pined. . . . In conclusion, I think this general inference may fairly be de-
duced, that there are powers and prineiples in the soul hitherto hidden and un-
thought of, but which it Is possible to discover, define, and apply to practical uses.’
~—From & long pager, the title of which hus been lost.
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her nobje mother most entirely, @nd who has resided some
years in Russia, promoting the work of female education,
and superintending a school’ of Russian females, half of
whom were slaves. I saw them. They were fine girls.
So far as female education is at all an object of attention
in Russia, French and dancing are® its primary objects.
Miss Kilham’s institution has nothing to do with these
studies. They are taught to read their native language— .
to Write—~cipher—sew—and, in general, the affairs of
domestic life—to qualify them for useful wives—mothers
—servants—and above all, to teach them their duty to
God and man, which is done i a way beautifully simple
and impressive. This is a rort of model school, and is, I
hope, the germ of a mogt valuable system of education for
the lower classes of females in Russia. Miss Kilham,
with nothing outwardly on which the eye of man rests
.with pleasure, has that superior beauty of «the king’s
daughter, all glorious within” (Psalm xIv.), which, being
combined with infinite humilily, and & manner, unassum-
ing, quiet, and unostentatious, conciliates the affection
of many who do, and the respect of those who do not,
understand the high principles on which her mind and
character are formed. For myself, I count it among the
best fruits of my travel, to have formed so inestimable a
friendship.’

Kitto formed no high idca of the Russian people, or of
their government : ¢Their calendar i unreformed, the
peculiar costume remains; she knouf remains; slavery
remains; ignorance remains” ¢There is little show of
literature. The hooksellers’ shops are few, and those few
about as well furnished as the bookstalls of iondon. Upon
the whole, the exterior of Russian society is repulsive, not#
withstanding the gloss, which the courtesy and politeness
natural to all elasses of the Russians throw upon it. The
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air of military despotiem-—the strut of office which meets
yon at every turn, and the abject worship which inferiors
render to their superiors, are most disgusting. Govern-
ment! government! There is nothing to be done or said
without government. Gavernment must control all your
movements. Govermment would know the secrets of your
chamber. With a feeling of much personal kindness to
Russians as individual men, 1 detcst such a system of minute
rule and legislation.’ . ’

. ¢ The mass of the people are much more superstitions
than I had expected ; in this respect, there seems little to
choose between this and® Popish country. But supersti-
tion is here of a less imposing character. Very pitiful
pictures are placed about the city, hefore some of which
lamps are continually hurning, and which the people salute
in passing, crossing themselves repeatedly and bowing.
Statues are no objects of aversion in the Russian Church,
and, though pictures are more frequent, 1 have scen the
same homage paid to statues and to figures in alto and
basso relievo. This species of 1dolatry is more -common
than I ever saw it in Malta, and if religion were measured
by it, the Russians might be pronounced a very rcligious
people. But this is all their religion. Their mode of
crossing is considered heterodox by the Romish Church.
I do not understand the difference ; but I remember that
at a grand religious procession at Malta, when a company
of Russian sailors stood crossing and bowing after their
fashion to every banner, sfatue, picture, ang cross that
passed by, they were grossly derided by the Catholie wor-
shippers. Poor fellows ! why in all the boasted improve-
ments of their nation, has it not been endeavoured to teach
ﬂ;hem that “ God is a Spirit, and"they that worship Him,
must worship Him in spirit and in truth.” From this
species of homage, men in the employ of govemment seem
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to consider themselves exempt. I never saw it rendered
by a soldier ; and I do not recollect to have seen one man
of the crowds who pour out from the admiralty, at eight
o'clock in the evemng, stop to cross himself at a famous
crossing place near.’ .

Miss Groves was prevented by sidkness from proceed-
ing on the journey, but her brother was joined here by
Mr Bathie, and Mrs Taylor and her suite, who had pre-
ceded himeby way of Lubeck.! The company left St
Petersburg on Thursday, the*16th of July, and arrived
at Moscow on the 24th—a city which Kitto regarded
as the most pleasunt he had ever beenin. On his first
night’s journey, he saw some fires, round ,which gipsies,
as he fancied, were encamped. To show his prevail-
ing thoughts at this time, we subjoin his reflection :—
¢Is the conversion of gipsies impossible? If not, why,
having them at cur doors in England, have they been so
much neglected there? Their former hardy and vagrant
habits would admirably prepare them for some depart-
ments of missionary service. Most likely a gipsy mission-
ary would ramble with peculiar pleasure in Cabool, Beloo-
chistan, Bokhara, and Khorassan.” 8till he was-not very
surc of his own ultimate position with Mr Groves ; for he
uses such language as this—¢ As a Christian, I do not know
if I may say, Missionary.” He went three times to inspect
the Kremlin. ¢ There are others,” he writes, ‘to measure
columns, to paint scenery, and to describe churches and
palaces ; togthem I leave it «He has giveh no description
of Mogcow. Somewhere he speaks of his intention of doing
it, but confesses, that after leaving the city, he found that
his impressions were not distinct enough to warrant an.

L]

1 Mrs Taylor was an Armenian lady, the wife of Major Taylor, British residengat’
Bagdad. She had been staying for some time in England, and was retarning to her
husband. M Bathie was a young Scotchman that Mr Groves had met in Jreland
and induced to Join his mission v
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account of that strangely fated cabita.l, which ohe of its
own poets thus addresses :—

¢ Proud city ! sovereign mother thou
Of all Sclavonian cities now!
Work of seven ages !—beauty once
And glory were around thee spread ;
Toil-gathered riches blest thy sons,
And spiendid temples crown’d thy head ;
Our monarchs in thy bosom lie
‘With sainted dust that cannot die !
Farewell ! farewell! thy children’s hands
Have seized the all-destroying hrands,
To whelm in ashes all thy pride !
Blaze! Blaze! thy guilt in flames be lost ;
- And heaven and earth be satisfied
‘With thee, the nation’s holocaust! *
The foe of peace shall find in thee
The ruined tomb of victory.’!

Mr Groves’ caravan left Moscow on the 28th July,?
and reached Astrachan on the 15th of August—a distance
of 1401 .versts, or abeut a thousand miles. Kitto, in his
Journal, makes the usual remarks of travellers, and instinct-.
ively compares the scenery through which.-he was passing,
with the landscapes of his own country. The ordinary
incidents oc#ur: a landau sticking in the sand, and crowds
gathering around the strangers, while Mrs Taylor’s negro
servant was absolutely mobbed. ‘I believe all our heads
ache : mine does.” In the churchyard of Ekinnouskoy, he
witnessed a scene which prompted him not only to record
his emotion, but te gluster around it a host of fandies and
reflections :—

¢As I passed through it, on®my return from the river, I
observed over a grave on which the grass had not yet

g—Russian Anthology.
Mr Groves' Journal (1857) it is said that he and his party did net leave
Moscow il Monday, August 9. But on a following page, Sunday, August 9, 18
spoken of as & period when they were far on their journey.
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groﬁr;, a group which affected me strongly. There was
one very aged woman kneeling, with her head on the-
grave; another middle-aged woman kneeling also, with
her lips to the consecrated earth; and there were three
sweet children, the eldest of whom, a girl, lay flat along-
side the grave.

“It was easy to guess the story:—a son lay there, the
prop of his mother’s age—a husband, taken in his prime
from¢the wife of his yduth—a father, & beloved one, the
support of his children, their protector, their guide, their
friend. 'He lies there, in whom all this combination of
beautiful relations was bound—all dissolved now, and
broken, and lost.

‘I looked on-at a distance, for I had no mind to disturb
the sorrow of which I partook. How universal the true
feelings of nature! I was surprised to meet here such an
exhibition of those feelings; but why surpriced? True,
they were poor—they were rude, and slaves, perhaps; but
had they not spirits, like me, to feel gand suffer ; had they
hearts less warm, feelings less acute, than mine? I was
ashamed of my sarprise.

¢ Death, thought 1, is a terrible thing after all that philo-
sophers have said, and written, and acted—tegrible to the
dead, terrible to the living. It was intended to Qe terrible;
and I do not admire the philosophy which exhibits death
as an object of contempt. It.is not contemptible. Is it
not, terrible to close ihe eye for ever on the happy vales and
ancientemountains? I it not terrible to hear no more the
voices which have been our music? to mingle no more in
the dear relations which, %ith all their burdens, are so
pleasant? Oh, it is terrible—very terrible to die! And
then, as to all the fine sayings about the independence_of
the spirit on the body, and that the body not being pa.rf of
ourselves, we should think only of the better half—it is all
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cant and rigmarole. It is part of ourselves—an essential
part ; and if it were not, why does our holy religion teach
that these scattered elements shall be collected once more,
be once more married to their former companion. If the
body be not part of ourselves, why would not rather the
unessential part be left to corruption and the grave?
Then, is it not terrible to feel that that part of ourselves, with
which all our pleasures, our feelings, our hopes, have been
identified, must, in a day or two, become a “kneaded cldd ?”

¢ And still more terrible it is to hang over tlje dead.
To wonder, in the midst of our sorrows, by what marvellous
process could thus become cold—cold—cold—that warm,
ardent, sentient being, which, but a little while ago, was
one of ourselves—went with us to and fro—talked with us,
felt with us, dnd loved us. Indeed, I could never look upon
the dead with the conviction that there was nothing vital
left—no sense, no apprehension, in that which lay before
me. CBuld I have realized this conviction, I should have
gone mad long ago.

¢ But were there no bright side to this picture, man were,
indeed, most miserable. I believe the Bible, without doubt
or reservation, and though I find nothing there to tell.me
that death is not terrible, I find there much consolation in
the article 'of death. There is nothing to inculcate indif-
ference to it, but much to stfengthen under its infliction.
That combination of soul and body, which, separate from
all mysticism and metaphysical distinction, is properly gnd
truly ourselves, and out of which no idea of distinct per-
sonality can exist, has undefgone no endless dissolution.
The spirit waits a happier union, in a happier place, where
He that sits upon the throne shall dwell among His re-
deemed. In anticipation of this happy union, we may ven-
turé to meet him, whom even Scripture calls ¢ the king of
terrors,” undismayed. And with these bright prospects
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before us, there may be even moments in which, feeling the
dissolution of these elements a necessary preliminary to full
enjoyment, we may eagerly look forward to that hour —

¢ When this material
Shall have vanished like a cloud.”

But, perhaps, the permanent realization of this feeling would
not be either happy or wise. It does very well in poetry,
but nowhere clse.

¢ &sthedoor people were returning .home, I contrived to
slip a small donation into the hand of one of the children,
and as I could not speak their language, I contented my-
self with praying that God would be more than son, hus-
band. father, to them. In another half hour our carriage
rolled away from Ekinnouskoy.’

The Moravian settlement of Sarepta was also visited,
and, found to be no longer a missionary station, but simply
a colony of artificers. Melons were sold at one copec
cach. As the travellers approached Astrachan, Ir Glen
met them, and duving their hrief sojourn in that city,.
showed them no little kindness. He was then in connec-
tion with the Scottish Missionary Society, and was en-
gaged in trauslating the Old Testament into Persian, hav-
ing at this period proceeded as far as Ezekiel. Many
years afterwards, Kitta refers to this visit in the following:
glowing terms :— ¢

¢It was, in 1829, the privilege of the present writer to
witgess something of the progress of this great work. He
was then one of a large panty which found themselves,
for several days, the inmated of Dr Glen’s primitive mis-
sionary establishment at Astrachan, and  beheld, with
admiration, the quiet way in which this good man, ab-
sorbed in his task, pursued his wonted course, undiverted
for one hour by the engagements or excitement which the
arrival of so large a body of Christian friends from home
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might have been expected to create. At his appeinted
hour he withdrew, and was*to be seen no more until the
labour of his day had ended. Yet this was made consis-
tent with thé most cordial hospxtahty, and the utmost at-
tention to, and consideration for his visitors. We were
reminded, by application, of the words of Nehemiah—¢ I
am doing & great work, so that I cannot come down : why
should the work cease, whilst I leave it, and come down to
you?”—Neh. vi. 3.’ ’ ’

According to Kitto’s Journal. they left Astrachan on
Monday, August 25, and yet he dates the following Thurs-
day as the 27th.2 The routine and monotony of travel,
one day so like another, seem to have made both Groves
and Kitto somewhat oblivious of the Calendar. Under
the last date, and at Koumskaia, he went to sleep on a
cart, with some straw under him, and a saddle for a pillow.
The hardness of this primitive conch did not prevent him
fgom both ruminating on and dreaming of ¢ the dear objects

ich, desolate as he was, he had left behind him.” In
wf . .
~’ae morning he became the subject of close inspection, and
condescended, in his humour, to give the curious on-lookers
a proof of his skill in the carliest craft he had learned.

‘I was awakened by the efforts of a Tartar to withdraw
the saddle, which was wanted, from under my head. 1le
endeavoured to do it with a polile cautiousness, not al-
ways et with among more civilized people, but it awoke
me, neverthelgss. As [ lay a few moments longer, to
yawn and stretch myself, some other Tartars gathered

1 The Court and People of Persia, by John Kitto, D.D London: Religious Tract
Soclety, 1848. Dr Glen, while engaged, im connection with the United Preshyterian
Church, in cireulating his own Persian version, and that of Ilenry Martyn, died
suddenly at Tehran, Junuary 1849,

In the Memoir of Mr Groves, it Is stated that they left it on the 23d, which
would be a Saturday,—nol a very likely day for Mr Groves to take his departure
on, Mr Groves n.lsxhought very highly of Dr Glen, and speaks of ‘ the kindness
and Christian love which bad been manifested by the dear Glens.

' M
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round the cart. They were most inquisitive. They ex-
amined the texture of the eamlet cloak on which I lay,
and of my trowsers whxch were of the same material,
with- peculiar minuteness. "I amused myself "and them by
an exhibition of the articles I had about me. My pocket-
book, lined with green silk, and containing a pair of
scissors, knife with two blades, and tweezers, was an
object of peculiar attention, and one Tartar must needs
hate some of his mustaches clipped with the scissors.
The same man wantéd to shave off the scanty hair on his
face and chin with the penknife, till I explained to him
its use, by cutting my pencil with it. Of this and the
case containing it, their admiration was boundless, greates,
I think, than at any othet article I produced, and the
ease with which I protruded the pencil and drew it in,
occasioncd nothing short of amgzemeut. The one whose
mustaches had becn clipped, lifted up his hands with
wonder, and I verily believe he began to doubt whether
there might not be greater and wiser people than 'l‘artars.
I suffered him to take the pencil, and instructed him how
to draw it in and out. Ile soon understood it, and I
think his admiration was greater of the simple principle
on which it acted, and accompanied with more pleasure,
than it had been before. I have observed, on this and
other occasions, that even the savage mind admires more
that which it can understand than that which it cannot.
The principle of the pocket compass I eould not make this
interesting man understand, further, than that, though the
needle was moveable, and did actually move, the magne-
tized point always settled so as to turn to the same point
of the horizon. This secrned to be contemplated with
more awe than admiration, and none were so anxious to
touch this, as the other articles. My English knife, with
three blades, one of them large, was competely admired,
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for though they did not seem to have seen one before, its
utility was at once understosd. My watch was an object
of curiosity, but not of peculiar admiration, as they seem
to have seen watches before. With my large clasp knife,
the man before mentioned wished to withdraw and shave
himself, promising to bring it back again. I had no doubt
that he would regurn it, but whilst I explained to him that
it would not do so, 1 promised to shave him myself. I
then produced my dressing-case, to dress, mystlf.c 'The
whole process was watched with intense interest by the
same congregation. Hvery article of the case was ex-
amined in detail, with more or less admiration, but the
brush, I think, had the largest portion. I unscrewed the
top, and made them expect something .was to’ come out.
Every eye was fixed to see what, and when the brush came,
every hand was lifted up in amazement. When I had
done, the man anxiously reminded me of my promise. So
- seating him on the axle of a cart, and telling him to keep
his head still, I shaved him. After this was done, no man
ever strutted more in the dignity of a chin newly shaven.
I had cut a pimple, which bled a little. On this I put a
bit of court plaster; of the hlack patch, which he con-
gidered ornamental, he was infinitely proud. *
¢One article struck me as peculiar. 1t was shaped
more like onc of the vulgar circular horn lanterns than
anything I can remember, moving on a pivot inserted
through the centre. It was formed of har@ dark wood,
well carved, considering by whom it was wrought—chiefly
Calmuc-Tartaric characters. On my requesting to know
its use, an old man took off his cap, and, with much
gravity, pulled a string, which made it revolve on its axis,
pointing 'his hand upwards at the same time. This brought
to my mind the praying machines of which I had read;
this was doubfless one. I inquired if anything were inside,
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and received a negative reply. The same old man, who
seems the patriarch of the camp, produced a copy of the
Evangelists in Calmuc-Tartaric. It had been well read
and thumbed, and some leaves were wanting. He valued
it so highly, as scarcely to trust it out of his own hands,
He afterwards brought it up, and our Persian friend
assured us he read it fluently. Indeed, f could percetve,
by signs which he used in speaking, that he was explaining
on€ of. the mirgeles of Christ. May we not hope, that this
bool has been, or may be, a means of directing their views
to the true object of devotion, and to the true salvation by
Jesus Christ? He says he got it from Petersburg.’

Beyond the Terek, they fell in with a large party,
having a military escort. Kitto, for a great part of the
dusty journey, kept up on foot with the procession, and
at night had ‘a memorable fit of the headache.” He slept
on the roof of the stable; but the lightning and rain were
a sad discomfort, and he went into the house at Mr Groves’
suggestion. At Ardoon, an officer wlho had been wounded,
at Waterloo, and atlended by an, English surgeon, was
very attentive to them, and a sentincl was placed over
their cartiages, robbers being daring and rife.

¢The next day (Tuesday) we ‘woke at beat of drum.
About noon we stopped at a place called Archom. The
remainder of the "stage was whiled away by amusing
conversation, which was interrupted by our arrival at
Kophkai. 1ts church, with some good white houses, gives
it a pretty effect in the distance, which is sadly lessened
on a nearer approach. We were quartered in a tolerable,
cottage; and the knowledge that we should pay for our
accommodations, procured also the use of a room in the
next cottage, for some of the ladies to sleep in. The
woman of the cottage, on this occasion, made a very pretty
display of some clothing, in the English style, which she
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had. She really made, pro tempore, a very tolerable Eng-
lishwoman. In my various travels, I have found men vary
very much in their national characteristics; but women
are so much the same in all countries, that they are only
distinguishable by language and feature. With this view,
when a friend has married, I seldom inquire what country-
wdman he has married, as all essential knowledge is suffi-
ciently implied in the significaut and comprehensive desig-
nation, ¢ woman.”’ . U

At length they came to the gr and pass of the Caucasian
mountains ; the valley narrow, and the road in pmt cut
out of the rock. Between Lars and Dariel, they threaded
their way through the narrowest defile.

¢ We were very much struck by the tremendous preci-
pices on either hand, and with the scene of wild and
savage magnificence presented to us. The rapid motion
of the Terek, dashing and foaming along the base of the
right-hand precipices, was admirably in unison, and must

Jhave been more so to those whose ears are not closed to
the music of nature. Here, and on many other occasions
during our Caucasian journey, the inquiry spontancously
arose—Who can paint like nature? C€an imagination?
The negative reply could not fail to be very decisive.’

The Calmuc tents at Dariel resembled English pig-
stigs. From Kobi they climbed up stveral sharp ascents
to the Mountain of the Cross—the monument of a Russian
victory. n He:cending, Mrs Taylor’s carriage upset, the
drag-chain having given way, and the horses darting down
the hill at their highest speed. Providentially the carriage
was empty at the time. Then they came to the most
¢fearful pass of all the Caucasus’—a narrow defile, rich
and wooded heights overhanging it on all sides. .

¢The view was the most splendid I ever saw, or my
imagination ever pictured.” The snow-capped mountaing
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behind—the water falling in beautiful white cascades down
the gullies—the finely wooded mountain before us, con-
trasted with the grassy mountains behind and the snowy
ones beyond—the valley below, with a village and farm on
either side of the Aragvi, diminished in the distance—the

castle, surrounded with firs on the high préjecting hill of
basaltic rock, which stretched out its bold, nearly circidar

form, on the other side of the valley — the shepherds

watching their snow-white flocks on the sides of the moun-

tains—all, among other little details, combining to compose

a scene, such as, having 'seen once, I will never expect to

see again in any other place. At Kashaur we arrived

about six in the evening, having been twelve hours in

accomplishing a stage of as many English miles. It is

situated in a cultivated valley, amongst a considerable

number of native farms and villages.’

While Kitto’s eye and imagination revelled in the pic-
turesque so lavishly strewed round about Lim, we cannot
suppose him insensible to the higher and holier influences,
which such scenery and travel are so fitted to produce.
No doubt, his soul often retired into itself, or rdse in rap-
ture to the gates of heaven. Though, from his ¢maimed
sense,” he could not literally enjoy many of*the sensational
experiences depicted by the poet of ¢ The Christian Year,’
yet he could, and we belicve did, often and easily realize
them. Nature spoke to ‘reason’s car,” and he listened,
understood, and was comforted. ‘.

¢Where is thy favoured haunt, eternal Voice,
The region of Thy choice,
‘Where, undisturbed hy sin and earth, the soul’
Owns Thy entire control ?
*Tis on the mountain’s summit, dark and lugh
When storms are hurrying by ; y

*Tis 'mid the strong foundations of the earth,
Where torrents have their birth.
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¢ No sounds of worldly toil ascending there

Mar the full burst of prayer;

Lone nature fecls that she may freely breathe,
And round us and heneath

Are heard her sacred tones : the fitful sweep
Of winds across the steep,

Through wither'd bents—romantic note and clear,
Meet for a hermit’s ear.

¢ The wheeling kite’s wild solitary cry,

And, scarcely heard so high,

The dashing waters, when the air i« still,
From many a torrent rill ’

That winds unseen beneath the shaggy fell,
Track'd by the blue mist well ;

Such sounds as make deep silence in the heart,
For thought to do her part.

¢ There lies thy cross ; bencath it meckly bow ;
It fits thy stature now :
Who scornful pass it with averted eye,
"T'will crush them by and by,

¢ Raise thy repining eyes, and take true mcasure
Of thine cternal treasure,
The Father of Thy Lord can grudge thee nought,
The'world for thee was bought :

And as this landscape broad,—hill, field, and sky,—

All centre in thine eye,
So all God does, if rightly understood,
Shall work thy final good.’

183

The exit from the Caucasus was as beautiful and ro-
mantic as the entrhnce, though the descent was difficult.
They passed several stations or villages, in one of which
was & church dedicated to St Ahithophel—perhaps the

patron gaint of Russian diplomacy.

Opposite a place

called Ananour, Kitto saw a blasted tree, and at once, as
wasg his wont, thought of himself :—
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¢ Just opposite, or rather below this place, T observed
what I never observed before, a tree rent asunder by light-
ning—the half which had fallen was withercd and dried up,
but that which stood though burnt also, spread forth its
leaves as if nothing were the matter. I thought this some-
thing of a phenomenon. In physical nature it may occur,
but rarely does it happen in our moral nature that he whose
better half of being—his fresh and pleasant hopes—has
begn-dried, up, can himself, though standing, put forth his
green"eaves and fruits afain,’

¢1 omifted to mention in itsplace, that early this morn-
ing, I had expressed the pleasurg I should feel in sceing a
white thorn,—as a truly English shrub which I did not
remember to have seeu since we left our own country. The
wish had hardly been expressed half-an-hour, when a white
thorn actually occurred, and afterwards continued to be of
frequent occurrence.  The thorn seems to me to be to
Englund what the thistle is to Scotland, and the shamrock
to Ireland. I do not know why the rose shonld be the
national plant. It iz more properly that of Persia and
other countries, where the ¢ Gardens of Gul” bloom far
more heautifully than in our own isle; and roscs, and thistles,
and all, have thorns. We like nothing which has not a
thorn of some sort or other, although these may not always
be so pulpable as in roses and thistles.’

Teflis was scen at a considerable distance before the
travellers reached it, and this first view of it did not raise
great expectations. For thirteen nights before they reached
it, the party had not had their clothes off. Teflis was found
to be a disagrecable place; hut there was some relief in
intercourse with a curious colony of German settlers. The
observant traveller says of the other sex :— .

‘T bave been rather disappointed in the Georgmn lm'hes.
To say nothing of their dreadful eyes and eyé-brows, which
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last .are too remote from the eye and from each other, in-
dicating a character volatile; easily moved, and little enter-
prising, but withal open, warm, and of quick sensibilities ;
their foreheads recede too much ; their noses enormous ;
teeth and mouth good, and often the chin; but the nether
part of the face is so much wider than the upper, as to
give a character of bluffness to the whole, which is quite
nnpleasing. Their figures are, in general, large and awk-
ward, and their hands and feet great clumsy things infleed.
Eixpression is not to be looked for iu a Georgian face. I
never saw it in one.’

At Teflis the mode of, conveyance was changed. 'The
carriages were parted with, and German waggons without
springs substituted. The new vchicles distressed their in-
mates by their terrible jolting, and it was some time before |
they became accustomed to the motion. On the road to-
ward Shusha Kitto found some brambles, and remembered,
in a moment, his grandmother’s cxcursions with him when
he was & child.

¢ Brambles begin to be frequent thS stage, and at the
place where we stopped, there was almost a thicket of they,
interspersed with trees and*shrubs. Being the season for
blackberries, they afforded an agrecable regale to some of
us. T have always relished this humble but pleasant fruit ;
and although I have been in the countrics of the fig-tree
and the vine, I continue to like it. I remember+how often,
when a boy, I wandered far in search of them. Sometimes
I found none,—somgtimes I did ; and when 1 did, my hands
were lacerated and my clothes torn. How much is this
like many parts of my subsequent experience! How many
things have I wandered after which I have found, and which
werg sweet to me, but there were briars and thorns in them
and with them, which tore my hands and my feet, and rent
my very heart asunder!’
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Annafield, a colony of German Millennarians, was pasged,
and at another, called Helmsdorf, they spent the Sabbath.
¢ We here first,’ he says, ¢ observed Persian women in the
streets, walking about, muffled up in their long striped
veils.” .

¢ The people had heard of us before we came, and we
experienced a kind and hearty reception. There is & free-
masonry in Christianity, by which Christians, in all places,
are known ¢o each other, and sympathise with each other,
without the intervention of human language. The people
have, in this country, found a refuge from the persecu-
tions to which they were subjected in their own country.
Every man here sits, literally, under his own vine, and
under his own fig-tree, and there are none to make him
afraid. Ilow far this peaccable state of things may have
had the effect of subduing their ardent expectations of the
second adven!, I have yet to learn. During the late war
with Persia, the peoplv of this village were despoiled of
some of their little property by the Persians, but no other
harm was done. The Russian Government is VW tolerant
tQ all denominations whilst they continue in the profession
of their fathers, but it looks with an evil eye on all conver-
sions from one denomination to another, unless to the
Greek Church.’

On their arrival at Shusha they met with a most ardent
reception from the German missionaries. On the 29th of
September they left this town, and Herr Zaremba, one of
tlie missionaries, accompanied them to the Araxes, the river
that here separates Russia from Persia, and had his horse
stolen from him during the journey. Mr Pfander also
joined them for the purpose of going to Bagdad. Inseven’
days they reached Tabreez. On the last stage of the
journey, Kitto’s horse threw him; but as he had lost his
cap the day before, and now wore a turban, its thick folds
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saved his skull from being crushed by the fall. ¢ Yes, my
mother,” he writes in reference to this escape, ‘God has
not done with me yet; I have more yet to do in this
world, and more to suffer.” At Tabreez, Mohammed Ali
Khan, a Mohammedan married to an English lady, gave
them accommodation. But their own countrymen, of whom
there was a considerable number at Tabreez, had heard
of the fanatical character of the strangers, and were not
prepared to welcome them, ere the party was lessenced
in number. Mr Nisbet, of the East India Cpmpany’s
Service, married Migs Taylor, and as somc’.compensa-
tion to Mr Groves for the loss of one of his assistants, the
bridegroom gave him a handsome pecuniary subseription.
Miss Taylor’s marriage must have confirmed Kitto in
the views which he had already expressed. For in one of
his letters from St Petersburg, composed a very few weehs
previously, he discusses the question, whether unmarried
ladies should go to the Kast as missionaries; and he is
hostile to the idea, because so many of them fall away from
missionarglabour by accepting the offer of a husband. It
is different, he admits, in other portions of the world, but
in the East there are peculiar temptations. ‘T always
thought that the energy of tife Christian principle of attion
was never more strongly exemplificd than when a tender
and delicate woman goes out to “ the wilderness aud soli-
tary place,” with no other arm than that of her God, with-
out & husband’s arm to lean upon for support, and without
a husband’s wing tq, protect her.” But after taking excep-
tion to single females coming out to the East, since, being
brought into contact often with men from their own countty,
they listen to matrimonial overtures, and cause the ads
versary to,speak reproachfully of missionary motive,” he
adds, ¢ I except Quaker ladies, because they would be less
tempted by such overtures, and I believe them less tempt-
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able. Their independent character, their masculine uuder-
standing, their deliberate energy, give them great power
and intensity in the pursuit of those objects they under-
stand and feel distinctly.’

At Tabreez Kitto met with Mr, now Sir John M*Neill,
and the meeting was to the loncly and eager inquirer of
immense benefit.  Sir John’s kindly manners overcame the
young man’s modesty, and drew him iuto conversation.
He found him very intelligent, and having the ¢ utmost
avidity for information’;’ aud especially did he gratify him
with some illastrations of Biblical customs, which his own
experience in the Bast had made familiar to himself.
Kitto’s mind was evidently occupying itself a little with
such ideas, but Sir John gave it new impulse and ardour,
and he refer'red the inquisitive student to ¢ Morier’s Second
Journey through Persia.” The reader cannot but mark
with peculiar interest those conversations of such a stranger
with Kitto at this time; for, in fact, they tonched and
awoke a Jatent power, which, after years of development
and training, gave its possessor hiz merit and his fame.
To the results of Sir John M Neill's sympathizing and
suggestive interviews with Kitto, we shall soon have oeca-
gion again to refer. : .

After the cavalcade left Tabreez, it came into Koor-
distan. The ferocivus character of the inhabitants was at
once apparent, daggers heing drawn on the slightest pro-
vocation. When the Mehmandar? of the party had shown
his fisual tyraimy 1o the people of the first village they
entered, they at once resented it—brandished their wea-

"(itto deflnes the Mehmandar as ‘a person who has great powers, and whose
duty 1t is to provide sccommodaiion for us’ Mr Morier gives a-more terse and
telling description: ‘Ile acts at once as commissary, guard, and gyide, and also
very much as Tissaphernes, who, in conducting the ten thousand Greeks through
Persia, besides providing markets for them, was also a watch upon them, and s re-
porter to the king of all their actions.’—.Second Journey through Persia, etc. p. 48.
London, 1818,
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pons, and let loose their dogs, evhile even the old women
thumped the travellers with ¢lubs. Similar scenes oe-
curred from time to time. They left Bannah, and reached
Suleimaniyah over the most frightful roads they had seen.
On November 30, they crossed the last and formidable pass,
amidst agitation and alarm about robbers, and the people
appeared to be more wretched than the Koords.! A month
was spent in the journey between Tabreez and Bagdad, |
and they reached the latter city oun the morning of Studay
the 6th December 1829, about six months after their depur-
ture from Gravesend. According to Mr (iroves, the jonrney
of three thousand ‘miles from St Petcrsburg to Bagdad,
cost about £38 for each person of his party, including the
expence of living and travelljng. Kitto writes:—

¢ On taking a mental review of this journey, 1 fecl there
is great cause to thank God for His many mercics towards
us, and Ilis graciots protection of us from many apparent
and real evils. I do most traly believe in the doctrine of
a particular providence, and I shall feel happy in the assur-
ance that you do so. It is a doctrine from which I have,
dn the course of my life, derived mnch consolation and sup-
port, and I would not for a great deal, relinquish the satis-
faction it is so capable of aflording. .

¢ We have been till now the guests of Major Taylor, the
Resident, and live, and shall live, in a house eonnceted with
his. He is'a man of much talent, and’is very kind to us,
being also fully disposed to assist our undertakings. He
is of much authority here, and the Residency is a sanctuary.
Tt is contemplated that Bagdad should be the head-quarters
of the mission, whilst its members itinerate about in the

1 Perhaps the only instance of humour in Mr Groves' first Journal occurs where

he says of on¢ of those Koords—'If this man be & spectmen of the gencral state of
clothing among these banditti, it would be difficult for 4 missionaty fo go clad, haw-

ever simyply, without at least, in this respect; furnishing an object of temptation.'—
Pp. 109, 110,
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surrounding countries. Fhave no locomotive talents, and
shall probably be a fixture here, writing books and tracts,
and bringing up the little boys.’

Bagdad was once renowned over all the East. The
¢0ld man’ says of it to Thalaba,— . .

‘It is a noble city that we seek ;
Thou wilt behold magnificent palaces,
And lofty obelisks, and high-domed mosques,
And rich bazaars, whither from all the world
Industrions merchants mect and market there
¢ The world’s collected wealth.’

B #

But now it had falien far from its high estate. Literature
had decayed in the once famous capital of Haroun-al-
Raschid, and it was said that aperfect copy of the ¢ Arabian
Nights Entertainments’ could not be found in a place that
figures so conspicuously on its merry pages. It has often
been besieged and pillaged by various armies. Though
built on the Tigris, thc Euphrates is distant from it only
a six hours’ march, and its surplus waters during an in-
undation are here discharged into the Tigris by means of
the cartal of Isa. Mr Groves selected this city as thecom-’
mencement of his mission, but left it in 1833 for India,
where he labouted in various schemes of benevolent cnter-
prise during the remainder of his life.  Failing health
obliged him td return home in 1852, and he died in peace
and hope at Brlstol May 20th of the following year.

It may be mentioned in passing, that, as the follow-
ing letter indicates, Kitto identified himself with Mr
Groves’ mission, thpugh he was not formally engaged in
evangelical work.,

! Bagdad, April 30, 1830.
¢, . . We are now settled in a house of offr own, in
the Christian quarter of the city, in which we have room
for an Armenian school, which is this day opened, and



EXPERIENCES. J191
which we hgpe it may please God to bless to His own
glory, and the benefit of that highly interesting people,
who have hitherto been so much ‘neglected in missionary
operations. We have thought it most expedient to begin
with an Armeuian school, as the Mohammedans here are
very jealous, and this jealonsy will be less provoked in the
first instance by an Armenian school than an Arabic one ;
but we hope before long to have that also.  We anticipate
less opposition from the natives than from the Catholic
Bishop of Babylon. But he has thus far conteyted him-
self with forbidding his people {o send us their children,
From his flock, however, we meet with attention and kind-
ness, and some of them have offered to send their children, ,
provided we would teach them English.

‘. . . You will be glad to hear that, though we are
here, in the head-quarters of Islamism, we are subject to ro
personal molestation. , A rude boy may call us “ doys,” as
we pass the streets, but this rarely occurs, and this is all
at present. There are many circumstances, however, which
lead us to feel that we hold our lives-on a very uncertain
tenure, in a place where a wan’s head can hardly be con-
sidered as safe as his hat in Enghwnd.

¢. . . TIhave an undertaking in hand of a laborious
character, which was suggested to me by Mr Groves him-
self. It is to combine, in one view, our own observations
with .those of various travellers and authors, to form a
view of the sects and denominations of Asia and of Asiatic
countries, for missiqnary purposes, rejecting all information
but such as‘may be thought useful to & missionary.’

Kitto’s residence in Bagdad was monotonous—the daily
teaching of the boys, the solitary walk on the housetop,
and the writing of letters and journals. But his observant
eye noted much, and he has recorded many of his observa-
tions. Of the houses he says :—
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¢I will just mention, en passant, that the_ roofs of our
houses, though not gardens, clearly illustrate the gardened
roofs of Babylon. The internal aspect of the upper rooms
is that of an arch, supported on pilasters; these rest on
an abutment, which runs -round the middle of the room,
and form very convenient recesses for books, etc. Some-
times, however, the ceiling is flat, and then the beams are
occasionally seen, unless otherwise covered with ornamental
woob-worle. In both cases, tlre actual roof is supported
by great, beams, over which mats are laid, on which earth
or clay, three or four feet deep, is heaped. This lies
tolerably firm, and I have not knowu an instance in which
_rain .water penctrated. There secms no reason at all,
why, if the people wished it, or understood it, or it were
to their taste, proper earths leing used, gardens might
not he formed on thesc terraces.  'They, however, prefer,
perhaps wisely, to rescrve them as hedrooms for snmmer.
Rains would not mueh interfere with such an arrangement,
It never, or very rarely, falls, but in winter, and then not
in large quantities ; and I do not see that, in this respect,
there is any difference between this place and Babylon.
Such roofs would not do at Malta, where, from its insular
sitnatjon, there is a good deal of rain. In that island,
therefore, they spread the terraces with a composition,
which hardens almost to the solidity of stone, and in
which, I believe, lava from Sicily is a principal ingredient.
In more rainy places hereabouts, where they use the same
roofs, they.seem obliged to roll their reofs after every rain,
to give them consistence. At Suleimaniyah, Which, being
among the mountains, is rainy, I saw, after a shower,
many persens drawing stone rollers over the roofs—this I
never saw here.” Again,—* The houses here swarm with
vermin ; mosquitoes all the year round, but most in summer.
They are, however, not so abundant as in Malta, and in
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the 'country between the Volga and the mountains. Fleas
swarm, even in the most cleanly houses, for a month or six
‘weeks about the commencement of summer; but we are
not made aware of their existence for the rest of the year.
During that season, even English ladies are not ashamed
to-complain of them. Scorpions are not numerous in the
houses. On removing some clothes from an open recess |,
in the wall one day, I found one—the first 1 had ever seen
—and not being sufficiently acquainted with verminclogy
to recognise it, I felt no alarm; but, not liking its appear-
ance, I brushed it out with my hand, and crushed it under
my foot. Of rats and mice there are plenty.’

He describes the streets in no flattering terms :—

¢ The state of the strects after rain is such as would
disgrace the worst village in England. The causeways,
where there are any, are about a foot wide, and in as bad
a state as the road—a level of three feet it is impossible to
find, and the mud is ankle deep. The pedestrians ecither
wear great buskins of red leather over their usual slip-
pers, or clse go barefoot on such occasions—the last most
generally—men, women, and all, holding up their clothes
higher than is quite decent—that is, the poor women, for
others either do not go out at all, or wear the great boots
aforesaid. T have often thought that the state of govern-
ment is indicated by the state of the streets. In all the
cotintries I have been in, subsequent experience has con-
firmed the impression thus first obtained. Pavements are
bad, or none at all, where the government isbad. In
Russia, I have not seen a regularly paved street ont of
Petersburg and Moscow. In Georgia, still worse ; and in
Persia and Turkey, worst of all. Pavements bad in Spain
and Portugal—in England, very good. Verily, the prin-
ciples of a government may be read in the dust of the
ground. I saw one woman, having a sort of clogs on her

N
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naked feet, raised high, and- fastened over the instep by a
band of leather, like & print in Calmet. I never saw. it
before. There is nothing here like the system of mutual
accommodation and civility in street-walking which we
find in England. None give the wall, not even the poorest,

" nor turn aside at your approach, but expect you to step

off the causeway, such as it is, into the muddiest mud.’

Nor has he forgotten to tell ns of the social habits and
common cccupations :— *

¢ The people may be considered to have but one regular
meal, which is supper, at or a little after sunset. This is
generally a pilloy, that is, muiton or fowls, with rice. The
poor seldom get animal food ; bread, dates, and fruit, are
their chief provisions. Mutton is the principal animal
food used. Beef is little esteemed, and wild buffaloes’ and
camels’ flesh is mostly eaten by the poor. The Christians
can procuré pork without much difficalty—we do; wild
hogs are common among the recds down the river. A
Mohammedan considers it a defilement to touch a pig ; yet
a Moslem water-carrier, who serves the house with water,
brought a small live hog the other day as a present, for
which, however, he expected in return its full value. The
venison is very good ; we get it sometimes, though not so .
often as pork. The wild gazelle is found about the river,
and I think the flesh superior to any I have tasted. Coffee
is drunk coutinually by those who can afford it, but 6nly
regularly in the morning. The poor seldom get it. Coffee,
as made é England, is brown water ; here it is coffee; as
they make it and take it without milk or sugar, all its deli~
cious aroma is preserved It is handed round in smell cups
of delicate china, in cases of silver or even gold, to prevent
scalding the fingers. Each cup. contains about a table-
gpoonful, the contents as black as ink, but as they are the
very essence of a considerable quantity of coffee, I have
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‘felt more refreshed after-such a small cup, than after a piat
ofwthe washy stuff dispensed in the London coffeehouses.
¢ Februagy 12.—I have been, at times this week, consider-
ing, with some amusement, the operations of the native
carpenters. Phey uniformly work squatted on the ground,
which a European carpenter ‘would consider no very cor-
venient posture. Work benches are things quite unknown
in this country. Thus, in plamng a plank, as a table-
board, they sit downr cross-legged upon it, and having
planed the space before them, change their positipn, dnd'
perform the same operation on the space themsclves had
before occupied. Of course they ride upon the board, from
the impulse of the plane, to some distance from the place
where the board I8y when they commenced; but when
they change their position to plaue the other portion, they
ride back again! They make much use of their toe in
holding their work. I am not awgre that theyshave chisels,
hatchets, or gimblets ; the adze performs by far the greatest
portion of their work. Holes they drill with a bow. They
have saws, of course, but the teeth are indented in quite
the reverse position to ours; they, therefore, are obliged
to use the strongest exertion, not in pushing the saw from
them, as with us, but in pulling it to them. Of this instru-
ment they make, comparatively, but little use. They have
much more idea of reducing the wood on which they labour
to the required dimensions, by hewing with the adze, than
by sawing. I believe a carpenter, working from sunrise to
sunset, earns about, sixpence sterling, which, censidering
the price of provisions, is about nine shillings a week ; and
considering the little work they do, this is no inadequate
recompense. A good deal of their time is spent in smoking,
which, as their pipes are long (a long stick inserted into an
earthen bowl), prevents them from working and smpking
too ; sometimes, however, when they are pressed, they will
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take ount the earthen bowl, whieh has a short stem, and
smoke while they work. .

¢ Most of the Mohammedans of this city, being of Arabian
descent, wear beards. The Osmanlees wear simply mus-
tachgs. These are the only general rules. *The rest of the
people wear beards or mustaches indifferently, according
to their fancy, but I think mustaches are most general
among the Christians, though they often wear beards.
Jews-have more generally beards, though often mustaches®
As you.seldom see a head in these countries uncovered, it
is not easy to know whether they are shaved or not; but
from those I have happened to see uncovered, I conclude
they are not completely shaven—about half so, that is to
say, about half the space between ti® ear and the crown
is shaven quite round, leaving a semi-circle of hair on the
top, where the hair is suffered to grow thick. This is
commonly dhough dyed, red; but beards are not dyed of
this colour so frequently as in Persia. Occasionally, how-
ever, it is done, and a most disgusting and sometimes ludi-
crous effect it has. A northern eye, which is accustomed
to see the natural red, is not for a moment deceived by the
imposture, even so far as the coloutr is abstractly considered,
ag it has none of the glossy hue of the natural red hair;
and, accustomed as we are to associate this colour with a
fair complexion, a red beard on a dark face seems to be a
monstrous anomaly.  Moreover it frequently happens,
from the neglect of the proprietor of the red beard,,that
the part which has grown out since the operation, is of the
original colour—black, grizzled, or venerable white, whilet
all the rest is red, prescnting, from the contrast of colonrs,
a most curious and truly langhable appearance.

¢ My barber, & tall Osmanlee, with a white turban, is the
graypst barber, certainly, under whose hands I ever sat.
He "bends his tall figure over me with infinite solemnity,
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and proceeds slowly and deliberately at hig work, taking,
I think, half an hour to cut my hair, inflicting - martyrdom
upon me, and ‘causing me to feel most acutely the excision
of every particular hair.’

He thus describes the opinions of the people :—

¢ Here (speaking more particularly of Bagdad and its
neighbourhood) the English are much better known than
any other Franks, partly from the frequent intercourse
®ith India, and the presence of many who have resided
there many years, and partly from the highly respectable
and respected Residents the East India.Company has had
here. Of the power, the wealth, the integrity, and justice
of the English, they have very exalted ideas. Defective as
the system pf our #ndian administration is, according to our
English notions, the Asiatic, who can compare it only with
Asiatic systems, has a bettet idea of it; and I am sure
you will be gratified to learn that those who-come here,
after having resided there, generally eulogize so highly the
comparative impartiality, justice, and liberality of the
English administration in India, and the sccurity of person
and property they enjoyed under its protection, that there
seems a general wish among the mercantile and other more
intelligent classes, thht the English would take Bagdad into
their hands, and they calculate with satisfaction the pos-
sibilities that such an event may occur one day or other.
Like most other foreigners, perhaps brother Jonathan only
excepted, they seem to think Englishmen are made of gold.
It puzzles me somefimes, when men, not ill-informed for
Asiatics, occasionally inquire if England is as large as
Bagdad, how they can suppose the land able to contain all
the gold they think.Englishmen derive from it. The
Russians, though nearer neighbours, are here less distinetly
known ; they seem to be regarded with much the same sort
of feeling, as I regarded, and, I Suppose, we have dll re-
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garded, when children—the Ogres, the fee-faw-fum men
of nursery tales.’ "

That Kitto, the deaf pauper boy, should find himself so
far from home as Bagdad, must have sometimes surprised
him. When he thought of himself as a little ragged
urchin running wild about the streets, or pictured his seat
of 16wly and solitary toil in the Hospital—

¢ As one past hope, abandoned,
And by himeelf given over ’—

then, indeed, he must have felt that it was a watchful and
mysterious providence which had guided his steps by a
tardy and circuitous route from Plymouth, through Exeter,
Islington, and Malta, to the ¢ City of a jundred Mosques.’
In this spirit he writes to Mr Burnard, February 25,
1830 :— -

¢My Dear Mz BurNarp, . o . Here I am, in this
city of enchantment and’wonger, the renowned scat of an
empire which stretched its giganiic arms from the Indus
to the Mediterrancan, anil the great scene of Arabian tale
and romance. I am quite awmazed to think, when I thiuk
of it all, how different the actual scenes and circumstances
of my life have been from any I cou]doprcvmusly have an-
ticipated for myself, or others for me. At one time I had
no idea but that I should spend my days in the obscurities
of my humble vocation, and then, when this view was
altered, it seemed so much the tendency of my deafness
to make me a fixture in some chimney- -corner, that I should
quite as soon, perhaps sooner, have thought of crossing the
rivers of the moon ‘as the Neva, the Volgay the Terek, the
Araxes, or the Tigris. But here, in spite of a thousand
anti-locomotive habits and dispositions, and ten thousand
ﬁremde attachments, I have-been wandering about the
workt by a'way I have mot known, and in which I had not



Lf.mmes OF PROVIDENCE. 199

intended to walk ; and, as I am now situated, I see no end
to'my Aw:a,ndermg's on this side of that bright city to which,
I trust, notwithstanding my weakness, my sin, my evil, I
belong, and to which I hasten, forgetting many things
which are behind, and pressing forward to them that are
before. 8o true it is, that “a man’s heart deviseth his
way ; but the Lord directeth his steps.” None have had
cause to feel this more strongly than myself; and, with
‘my past experience, I am almost tired of dewising any-
thjng at all, but am inclined to sit down quietly a,nd take
whatever it pleases God to send me, whether it appear to
me good or evil, pleasant or painful. I know you are not
a predestinarian, it has been the iendency of many cir-
cumstances in my-life to make me one; but I do not tell
you whether I am one or not.

‘I have at present tolerable health and spirits. T find
myself upon the whole very congenially situated, and I am
not aware that I have at any time regretted the determi-
pations which have a second time brought me abroad. I
thank God for that faithful and tried friend, with whom I
am now again connected more closely and naturally than
before, and whose unexampled, and persevering, and un-
tired kindness to me, I am happy to be able in some poor
measure to repay, by undertaking, among *my other em-
ployments, the education of his sons. May I thus be
enabled, in my humble way, to acknowledge, though I can
never adequately.return, the many obligations he has at
different times laid 1pe under.’

Kitto’s language at this period betokens, not only that
he had felt the purification of sorrow, but that, apart from
the growth of religious principle, his own observation and
experience, stimulated by travel and enlarged by inter-
course, had taught him the great truth unfolded by Spenser,
his beloved bard,— .
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¢It is the mind that mmketh good or ill,
That maketh wretch or happie, rich or poore;
For some that hath abundante at his will,
Hath not erough, but wants in greater store ;
And other that hath little, asks no more,
Butin that little is both rich and wise, .
For wisdome is most riches ; fooles, therefore,
They are which fortunes do by vowes devize,
Since each unto himself his life may fortunize.’

Presence of mind, trust in God, calmness of heart, self-
denial, end unrepining adaptation as well to sndden evjls
as to expected trials, had been gradually acquiring strength
within him. Very soon were they all put into requisition,
so that, while their genuineness was tested, their power
was at the same time developed, in thg midst of pestilence,
flood, famine, and siege.



CHAPTER VIL
RESIDENCE IN BAGDAD.

By the month of April, the Pashalic of Bagdad was in
agitation. The Pasha was out of favour with the Porte,
and the Arabs were at war, both among themselves and
with him. Several messengers had been sent from Constan-
tinople for his head, but none of them had ever returned to
report his success. In August, between twenty and thirty
thousand Arabs encamped close upon the city ; but Daoud
Pasha prudently made peace with them, and for the present
they dispersed. The plot, however, was thickening, which
ended in a siege. Meanwhile, the plague had reached Ker-
kook. It had already devastated Tabreez in the previous
year, and now it came slowly and surely down upon Bagdad.
Who could watch the stealthy approath of the foe that
‘walketh in darkness,” without feeling either, anxiety for
‘ himself, or deep commiseration for the helpless viciims
fluttering and trembling on all sides of him? Kitto
says:!'— .
¢. . . But yeu will wish to know how we are per-
sonally affected in the prospect of plague and siege. Iam
sure Mr Groves feels no personal anxiety on this subject.
While he laments the misery which the people have in
prospect, he is fully persuaded (and I endeavour to get the
same feeling, and do, én limine, concur with him) that we
3Letter to Mr Woollcombe, Bagdad, February 19, 163}
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shall be safe; or if we are visited by the pestilence or the
sword, it will be for some wise aud useful purpose. He
thinks it would be a very poor return for the protection
we received from Almighty Providence during our long
and perilous journey, partmular]v in the mountains of
Koordistan, were we, in the prospect of new dangers,
to distrust that care by which we have hitherto been
preserved. The Resident, With Lis usual kindness, has
offered himeaccommodation, during cither the plague or the
siege, or, both, in the Residency. In the latter case, I
know he is at present averse to accept the protection of
armed men, which we should there have, for, besides his
servants and retainers, the Major has a guard of thirty
sepoys ; but whether this repugnance extends also to the
case of the plague, I have not yet asked him, and cannot
do so at the moment. I think, on his principles, it would.
Now, for myself, I am afraid (hat [ think more precaution
consistent with reliance on the Providence of God than he
does. However, I am ashamed to feel any anxiety, which
no one about me feels, and, in fact, I do not feel much ; but
what I may feel when the crisis arrives, I do not calculate
upon. I hope to have within me all adequate support
from above ; and,.at the wouvst, or that which would be
thonght the worst, I trust Lhave prospects of good beyond
the grave. and life has not been altogether so pleasant a
thing to me, to give an interest of much intensity to a
question which, at most, involves no more than its possible
loss. . . . I often think of the Library, and the first
happy, very happy days of new life I spent there. The
outward face of every book then there, and the inward con-
tents of many, with the feelings and impressions with which
they were perused, seem *before me now. Many later
things, and books more lately read, I do not so well re-
member.’
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At length, in March 1831, the plague was officially
deglared to be in the city. Seven thousand perished in the
first fortnight of the awful visitation, the population being
probably about 75,000 ; so that 500 persons seem to have
died in a day. The malady whetted its edge and widened
its circle of operation, so that in April some days witnessed
from 1000 to 1500 deaths. In two months, 50,000 are
supposed to have heen cut down. Nearer and nearer it
came—entered the English Residency—took off somé per-
sons attached to Mr Groves’ household—and seized Mrs
Groves on the 7th of May. After a week’s suffering, she
died on the 14th. Kitto was deeply distressed by such u
stroke. He kept the hoys in his own room, and shared
with the women the finrsing of the baby.

When this melancholy bercavement threatened Mr
, Groves, Kitto again appears in his journal, thus :—

“Poor nature is howed very, very low; when I look at
my dear boys aud little babe, and see only poor little Kitto
to be left for their care for hundreds of miles around.
. . . Dear little Kitto, I feel for his situation with all

my heart. . . . Poor dear Kitto and the little boys
are now become the sole nurses of the dear baby by day
and by night. . :

¢ May 12.—Up to this day T am well, thank God; but,
seeing the ways of the Lord are so marvellous, I have
arranged all my little concerns, and put them into the
hands of dear Kitto. But poor Kitto is so little able to
provide even for hismself.’?

The awful scene is described by Kitto in the following
terms :— .

¢ Mrs Groves was interred a few hours after her deccase,
and the things she had used were burned. It went«ery
sharply to my heart, to see the corpse of so good '\{I'de

1 Journal, London, 1856, pp. 132, 157.
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brougilt out, wound up in the way of the country, in a
sheet, without a coffin, and laid on a sort of grating made
of palm branches, which was fastened on horseback with
cords, by two strange men, who took # away for inter-
ment with little ceremony. No one followed her beloved
remains to the grave, and no funeral rites were performed
there—indeed, we know not the spot of her interment—
but our hearts followed her, not to the grave, but to the
throng of tHe heavenly King, where she appears certainly
not the leest brilliant gem among the jewels of His kingdom.!

¢My dear little pupils bore the news better than I ex-
pected, after the first impression. Indeed, if we did not
know the character of a child’s mind, and the transient
tone of its impressions, this event seemed to visit them
much more lightly than 1 could wish. But there is so
little—I have myself felt it bitterly—so very little strong and
permanent feeling amony men and women, thut I know not
what right we have to expect it from children.

¢‘Mr Groves himself, also, bore it much better than,
from the extent of his affection to his departed wife, and
her apparent importance to his happiness and comfort, I
should have expected. However, there were circumstances
to make this dispensation *particularly mysterious to him.
e Smce she came here, she had experienced a peace
and joy in Christ which she had not before known, and

her faith was remarkably strong. and implicit; so that her
[k g

! * Dead bodies were often tossed into the streets, and devourcd by the lean and
hungry dogs. ‘He did much, then, who took thg dekd of his houschold to the
river, and threw them in.’ In a stable-yard, close on Kitto's dwelling, nearly a
hundred graves werc opened and fijJed in the course of a day and a half. ‘It was
a frightful thing to sce the uncoffined dead brought on barrows, or on the backs of
asses, and laid upon the ground till the graves were ready for them.’ *Rich persons
took ﬁlge precaution of buylng their gwn winding-shects, and the monopolist, who
sold them at prodigious prices, did not long enjoy the fruits of his greed. Little
orphans weré running through the streets, erying in despair for father and mother;
and grdiidsires were sometimes left alone without a single surviving relative,'—
See Kitto tn Penny Magazine for 1833, p. 468,
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husband was led to eherish the idea,*that the Lord was
ripening her for usefulness, and to strengthen his hands in
the work of the Lord. How short-sighted are the best of
men, when they leave the proper sphere of faith in forming
definite expectations for the future, beyong the gencral
persuasion, that all things shall “ work together for good”
to the children of God. I know many other instances of
similar miscalculation. When we see the chillren of God
becoine more strongly Bifilt up in Christ, and more visibly
grown, and strengthencd, and fructified in lim, we have
concluded them to be ripening for great usefulness in the
Church, while, in fact (as in ghis casc), they were all the
while ripening for the garner of heaven, which we perceive
when they are actually gathered in.

¢. . . If it be one property of faith to helieve all
mysteries, and receive them, it is not in the abstruse points
of theology that the difficulty Lies—such as the Trinity,
Freewill, etc. —but to belicve and reccive such great
mysteries as this, that the stroke which separates us from
the desire of our eyes, the companion of our way, the
beloved of our youth, and lays the garden of our carthly
hope a bare arl desolate thing, is intended in kindness,
and to work final good. Yet nothing is more certain than
this great mystery. This we shall, in such cascs, under-
stand ere long—and this, they who are taken, understand
already, and adore, and wonder that there is so much of
mercy and of love in that which they onte thought grievous
and hard. I too, yny dear Marsh, have had losses, more
personally my own than this, to sustain ;" and I have felt
it uscful, at such times, to think of thefeelings and points
of view in which the liberated spirit probably saw the dis-
pensation T mourhed under ; or, in other words,to borrow
the eye of the other world with which to look on the cala-
mities of this, N
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¢. . . Iconfess to yon, I did not say a syllable to
Mr Groves on the subject of this visitation for nearly two
days after it occurred, because I did not know what I
could say. To many other men I should have had a great
deal to say 3, but I rather look to him, to profit by his
words and example, than expect I could be of any use.
Till, therefere, he spoke himself about it, I was content
that he could see and feel how deeply I sympathised in the
loss Die had sustained.’ Again: -+’ ’
¢ Whilst the plague was in the house, the chief object of
my anxiety was Mr Groves. I was indeed persuaded he
would be spared, yet 1 could not but feel the possibility of
" his being taken ; and when I considered how much he had
been exposed to the contagion, it seemed he could hardly
escape without a miracle.* 1 lave sat for hours watching
him, wih an anxiety which I cannot describe, and which
unfitted me for reading or study of any kind. On the
Monday following Mrs Giroves’ death, he seemed poorly in
the morning, and at dinner took his meal apart, which he
had not done the preceding day. In the afternoon he
arose from his couch, and came, with rather a tottering
gait, towards me, and said, “Have a firm and stedfast
heart towards God, and be sure He does all things well :
I feel the same symptoms coming upon me as my dear
wife mentioned.. It is the earnest desire of my heart to be
where che is, but for the sake of the dear Ifitle ones, I
thought it might be better to stay. But 1le knows best.”
I said something, with tears, as to the consolation I had
felt in all these calamities, in the hope he would be spared.
He said, “The Lord does wondrously.” He then gave
me some instructions in the event of anything having hap-
pened to -Major Taylor, as the plague shad been carried
from hence to Bassorah, recommending me to write to
Enghd to his friends for money immediately, and to
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Aleppo, and to wait here till I got answers. His only
thought, he said, was for the children and me ; yet he was
quite syre the Lord would care for us, for, His holy name’s
ghke., The next day he was much better, and now seems
quite well. There is no doubt, however, that it was really
an attack of the plague, as the Worshabet’s! attack, which
occurred two days after, began with exactly the same
symptoms, and which, therefore, no doubt, might have
been fatal, but for the great merey of God tp the poor
children and myself.’ .

" Kitto himself escaped, but he knew not how soon he
might be prostrated, and, at this critical moment, he ad-
dressed a farewell letter (May 18‘11) to his mother, from
which we present a lengthy extract :— .

*¢. . . BSo far as I consider wyself a dying man, I
am led to review my life a little. It has been a #triking
one, abounding in mercies, and also in troubles ; and also
in the elements of happiness: and yet my life, as a whole,
has been unhappy; and, perbaps, this is one reason why
I the less regret the prospect of its termination. Ilow
little would my grandmother have thought, or hLow liitle
‘should I have thought myself, ten years ago, that I should
have thus been led about the world to die in Irak Arabia.
I am glad now that I am not married. When T puf my-
self in dear Mr Groves' present case, and think what I
should feel in his situation, supposing that he has the
plague himself, and knowing that his beloved wife has—
apprehending, ako, that he shall have to leave three little
orphans in a stran"e city, under the care of a deaf man,—
when 1 think of this, T am afraid I could not bear it as he
does, and I thank God I am not so tried. Yet, if I were,

1 A Worshabet, or Wartahlet, is an Armenian priest and teacher; a Moolah has
“wsually some connection with 8 mosque; an Imaum i« a higher spiritunl head ; and
a Moonshee is an amanuensis or interpreter. Mr Groves was taught Arunig b)' an
Imaum.
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perhaps He would strengthen me, as He does Mr Groves,
to bear all He might lay upon me. How easy it is, in
comparison, for,me to die! Asto me, it seems of little
consequence to any whether I die or live; but as to Mr
Groves, it seems of much consequence to many, and to his
own family, at least, that he should live. For myself, I
only say, “ Do with me as Thou wilt, only make Thy will
mine.” In case of my death, you will, my dear mother,
perkaps, feel iteas a little trial—if so, may that and every
other trjab be blessed to you, in bringing you nearer to
Jesug Christ, who became Himself a man of sorrows and
acquainted with gricf, for our sake. That will be a blessed
thing, whatever it be, which brings ps nearer to Him, and
carries you-more frequently to your Bible. As for myself,
I have nothing to boast of ; no ground of consolation’in
the préspect of death, but in the free mercy of Christ.
I have been a very great sinner—though not habitually
indulging in external sin; but my besetting sins have been
within, sing of the mind; I doubt if my heart were ever
truly converted to God, till after I was at Plymouth the
last time. ’

‘My dearest mother, T hope you will earnestly seek
after the salvation of God. I hope you will attend at Mr
Hatchard’s regularly. I know no minister at Plymouth-
who is so well acquainted with the way of life. Above
all, do not neglect the Bible and private prayer.

¢ God bless yon, my dear father, and put your keart, or
keep it if it be there, in' that true way which your Aead
knows so well. Dcar Betsy, dear Mary Ann, dear William,
believe me that I love you all very teuderly, and would do
anything I could" have done for your welfare, whether
spiritual or temporal. I hope you may all walk with
Christ, throngh the wilderness of this world, that by and
by ¥ou may join your elder brother in that house not made
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with hands, eternal in the heavens, whither he goes before
you. Take care of our parents. Think how much we
owe them; you must do the more for them, now that
Johnuy can no longer share this pleasure with you. I
had lhoped to sce you again, but God knew better than 1
what wae good. I have a great many things 1 could say,
but I have no room, and my head aches bitterly.

‘My dear brother Tucker, as a legacy, T give you an
article I highly value, my sister Betsy. Tt iy the best
thing, next my parents, belonging to me, and i h()p(, you
will regard it for my sake. God bless you hoth, .Lnd malke
you still more happy together than you have been. 1
would kiss little Jack Ilickerthrift, it I could, but as I
cannot, I hereby send him word that he must be a good
boy. Tell him that Lis uncle John prays the Great King
in heaven to bless him, gnd that unecle John wantsshim to
learn the way to come and gather flowers with Lim in the
gardens of Paradise.

¢ And now, my dearest father and mother,. believe how
sincerely I huve cver heen and am, till 1 put on my new

being, and then too, perbaps, your affectionate son,
¢J. Kirro)

Kitto must have suflfered not a few privations during this
forced confinement, but he bore them all with paticnce, and
at some of them he could smile :—

¢ After describing so much calamity, on a grand scale,
it is a little awkward to descend to minor inconvenicnces.
You would, howcv?:r, have been surprised to sce your
friend performing, at least in his own apartment, {he usual
duti® of housemaid, such as sweeping the floor, making
the bed, and keeping things generally in order. But at
the beginning of the plan‘ue, the Jew who did our errands

left for Bassorah, and the man-servant, who was muth,ter-
Oa



210 RESIDENCE IN BAGDAD.

rified"at the plague, for Mosul; then omly the two women
rggnained, one of whom had enough to do in nursing the
baby, and the other in cooking ; and when the latter died,
we had not ouly all our own things to do, but also to nurse
the buby, whilst the nurse performed some of the duties of
the deceased servan*. Thus, also, no washing could be
dona—not at home, because water and hands were both
wanted ; not without, on account of the plague.  Our stock
of linen wps, however, fuflicient to prevent mych aunoyance
from this cause, except the occasional necessity of washing
a handkgerchiof or so for ourselves. 5

¢ Among these grievances, T should not, perhaps, men-
tion, in my own case, thut of being unsupplied with snuff.
When the plague began, T was an inveteraie snuff-taker.
I, however, did not approve the habit in which T indulged,
and had often thought of In‘mkmg it off'; but the craving
of the nasal organ was so intense, when its supplies were
suspended, that I forgot all the arguments against the
practiee. I therefore was led to determine to make it a
matter of compulsion. 8o, when the plague began, hav-
ing enongh of the titillatiug dust to last three weceks, I re-
soived 1o lay in no further supply. When that was ex-
hausted, no further supply could be had, and, as 1 had
forescen, my appetite bitterly repented iBis determination,
while 1y conscience approved it.  So, after I had taken
every grain that was to be found, in any hole or corner of
box, shelf, or wrapper, I was obliged to sit down without,
and, after a few uncasy days, my appetite was reconciled
to its want, and, long before the plague was over, I had
ceased to desire an article which seemed, two mouths he-
fore, to have assumed the character of an absolute ®eces-
sary. There are many habits with which it is of no use
to reason. Thcy will not be talked down or argued down;
they fhust be compelled; and however hrrhtly some may
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think of the exertion necessary to overcome a habit appa-
rently so insignificant, I venture to believe, that the degee
of fortitude which a man must exert in overcoming or re-
sisting snch a habit as opium-cating, snufl-taking, or
tobaceo-smoking, would gain him a high name, if applied to
some public or prominent ohject. But mankind have not
learned to estimate mind by its own measure, but by its
modes of exhibition.’

But misfortunes did not come singly. Theeriver ovér-
flowed its banks to an extent ¢ without recorded pr tradi-
tional example,” 4nd on the night of April 27th threw
down seven thousand houses, and fifteen thousand people,
the majority of them alveady stricken with {he malady,
lost their lives.  HHosts of fugitives from the doomed city
were caught by the waters' and prevented from cscaping.
Many of them died, aud some gained the heights, on which,
though spared by the plagne, they perished of want. The
honse in which Kitto dwelt was exposed 1o the danger :—

¢ The house we live in is, perhaps, as strong as aay
in Bagdad. The waters have not flowed into our street,
though they were only kept out at.one end by an accidental
clevation of the ground. The water, however, soon found
its way into the Sardaubs, where it now stands to the depth
of nine feet, and though now stationary, has nearly attained
the level of the court-yard. Mr Groves, while dresting in
the morning, in the roomn which he and Mrs G. had nsually
occupied, observed some dust fall down from a crack in the
wall, and at last if, oceurred to him to remove from the

room his things, which mostly lay there. All were em-
ployed in this bosiness exeept myself (who held the baby),
and 1t had becn finished but a quarter of an hour, when the
arch which supported the room gave way, and the floor of
earth and brick fell into the water with a horrid crash.
Blessed be the Hand that supported the arch till suchpre-
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cious lives were withdrawn from the danger ! Afewevenings
afger, as I was sitting in my room, I felt the house shake,
and was almost suffocated by a cloud of dust, and, rushing
out, found, as soon as the dust had settled a little, that the
wall of the same room, which had separated it from another,
had fallen, and with it a great portien of the roof or ter-
race of the house, which it helped to support ; and when,
after the dust had subsided, one stood on the house-top
andolookeq down into the very ccllars from thence, and saw
a coufuged mass of earth, bricks, great beams, and water,
it was affecting to think of the Iivine g®odness which had
been exhibited in these transactions; for, in this last in-
stance also, the servant, with the Laby in her arms, had
but a few minutes before been in the room, which the fallen
wall divided from that of the floor which had already fallen.’

The reflecting journalist adverts to the proximate causes
of these terrific scenes of plague and mortality :—

DBagdad, July 3, 1831.

¢ We have not, 1 think, to scek for the cause of the ter-
rible character it arsuned, in anything inherent in the
plague : we may, then, inquirc what collateral causes gave
it this destructive character. The answer is, the inundation.
In these countries people have no other resource than to
run away when the plague appears. In the present case,
however, this common resource was precluded by the inun-
dation, as if the Agent of Destruction acted with design
(and did he not ?) in unbinding the rivers, that the waters
might confine his vietims, as in a prison, awaiting execu-
tion. Now, within the walls of Bagdad, there is not much *
room to spare. It is not a widely spaced town, and of
course, in such a case, the danger is greater in proportlon,
as the population, being thus confined, are more exposed
to the chance of contact, and the miasmatic corpuscles are
mory: ‘condensed, lougcr held in suspension, and more
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slowly dissipated in the purer air; and not only, it appears,
will the smaller mass of air be more strongly impregnatéd
by the greater quantity of miasma, but the air will be, on
the same accoum, additionally loaded by the foul effluvia
of a crowded population, as well as from the decomposi-
tion of anuimal substances left in the streets, including, in
our own case, hodies unburied, as well, perhaps, as the
thousands buried within the walls, slightly under ground,
in which the miasma of the plaguc will not readidy diss8lve.
And to these causes may be added, the probable ganeration
of bad air by the detion of the sun ou the waters, which so
widely surrounded the city—all circumstances coneurring
to give a peculiarly noxious character to the pestilential
miasma im*this case. And when the full operation of all
these proximate circumstances was effected, by the destrue-
tion of such a great number of houses by the eruption of
the waters, which obliged the survivors to crowd together,
thirty or forty in o house in the uninundated parts, the
wonder, physically speaking, seems to be, not that five out
of seven have dicd, but that the remaining two escaped.™
The horrors of a siege followed the havoe of plague and
flood. After various feints on the part of Daoud I’asha,
the Arab Pashas of Mosul and Aleppo advanced against
him. They bad been waiting at Mosul till the pestilence
11t may be added, that the heat at Bagdad is sometimes so excessnve, that the
birds sit on the palm trees gasping forsar. At the time 1eferred to, 1 consequence
of the inundation, the Inhabitanis could not 1ctiie into the sardaubs o1 sardebs—
subterrancan apartments, where the atmosphere 1s sevcral degnees cooler than mn
the higher rooms of the house. Various devices of funnels and chimneys are eni-

ployed Lo send a cirent of air down into the apartments of g Persian house, as 1m
the allusion m  Lalla Rookh-'——

. 1t Zephyrs come, so light they come,
Nor leaf is stirred, nor wave 1s driven;

The wind-tower on the Emir's dome
Can hardly win a breath fiom heaven.'

“The cmbankments of the1iver are now made more secure, for a few yearsvsince the
water rose 223 feet, considerably higher th.u.n in 1831, and yet no damage wadlone.
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and the waters should subside. Robbers took the advan-
tage, and began to plunder the city ; cntered Mt Grovey’
dwelling, in their lawlessness, firing a shot through the door;
but a civil answer and some money, about& pound sterling,
pacified them. The Georgian defenders of the reigning
Pasha having fallen hefore the plague, no resistance conld
be offered 1o the'invaders.  The I'asha was taken prisoner,
and Kitto saw lhim earried past the door under a strong
guard. Yeet the crafly governor contrived to re-establish
his anthprity for a scason at Bagdad, and held the uncer-
tain veins of power 1ill September; the Pasha of Mosul,
who had taken his place, being, in the ivterval, condemned
and put to death. Such a daring act conld not he pardoned,
and the Pasha of Aleppo finully gathered his forces for a
regular blockade. The city, knowing the insecurity of its
ruler, was full of disorder, and on the night of the 28th
of August, the house of Mr Groves was hrokeu into and
partially plundered. The loss fell most heavily on him
who could not hear the robbers' intrusion, and he thus re-
counts it :—

¢ Augnst 29, Monday.—T was surprized this morning, on
arising and coming down fromn the roof of the house,
where, like other people, we sleep in summer, to find some
of the contents of my clothes-box scattered about in the
adjoining room and the verandah. My first idea was,
that thieves had visited us; but the servant-maid, who
had risen just hefore, and, on observing the same, bad
gone to ascertain that the door was safe, as no other
means of access 1o the house oceurred to her, was looking
on with some terror, being afraid to touch the things which
lay herc and there, in the persuasion that the devil had
been busy about them; for here they assign the same
paltry and mischicvous employment to the Prince of Dark-
ness as in enlightened Englagd.
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¢ We soon ascertained, however, that, whether men or
devils, they had not left us empty-handed, and that they
had obtained access by wresting out the wooden frame-
work of & window, in a neglected room, which looked into
that same yard where so many of the dead were buried
during the plague, and which, though high up in the wall,
they had probably ascended without a ladder (a ladder is
here a ponderous pair of steps), the people here Teing
expert in climbing, from their habit of clamberipg up high
date trees.  Now, we had uo idea that thieves, thpugh we
expeeted them, would eome otherwise than opeuly and
forcibly by day; or else that the house was mpregnable
against silent robbery ; hence onr doors were all unlogked,
and the robhery was so silently managed, that neither we,
nor the man-servant, who slept on the same floor with the
rooms robbed, and quite opposite to them, knew anythi g
of it. T say we, though, as far as hewring goes, they might
have pulled the house dowu for me.  Yet 1 was not
undisturbed, for I dreamt of secing a man hung outside
Newgate, probably at the very time that the robbery was
going on, illustrating the peculiarity of my dreams, which
I have before had oceasion to consider.

¢On examination, it was found that their prineipal de-
predations were committed on poor me. They scem to
have visited the rooms in the order of march; from the
fiest they took hread, but omitted to take the silver spoons,
which lay there quite exposed. It is plain that they had
no light with theny; and as the room was dark, nut
admitting the beawms of the moon, the spoons cscaped their
notice. In the next room, that of the litile hoys, they
found nothing to their purpose; and in the next; w hich
is an open room, between mihe and theirs, there was
nothing to steal. .

¢The next rcom was mine. The contents of mysbox
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(chiefly of the things in actual wear, for what was not o
I had, some wceks before, put away in a secret place)
they seem to have taken out to the moonlight to sec what
was most worth taking; hence the things in the adjoining
open room and the verandah. All my clean shirts, about
a dozen, they toox, leaving only two coarse ones; also my
hose, sheets, pillow-cases, towels, handkerchiefs, and some
flannel articles. Thes last loss is irreparable, as also that

of skirts, which no one now in Bagdad knows how to make.
There was one litile parcel also, which I had made up the
preceding day, and intended to bury on this, and which
contained some little articles belonging to my lost one.
This, they opened, and, taking thence some small valued
irinkets of silver and gold, left the other articles strewed
about. That they had left any of the contents of this dear
parcel I thank them, whilst my heart quarrclied with them
for having teken that which they did. A bundle, contain-
ing old rags, ete., they also took, and another, containing
Persian and other worsted hose, together with a quantity
of linen eloth.  This was the eatent of their depredations
on me; my money was hid away ; and, happily, theyMid
not look farther than my box, else they would have found
razors aud other catlery, the loss of which would have
been irreparable here. I think, indeed, they ook alarm
when they had done examining my box; aud hence had
no leisure to examine the room fully, or the next, that of
Mr Groves.  They went there, indeed, and brought out
some of his clothes to the light ; but they stolo nothing,
nor secmed to have examined more than one hox, though
the others contained property moch more valnable than
they could find with me. For several hours we thought
that I had becn the only Toser, but it was found then, that
from another room they had taken two fine Persian carpet
ruggs worth about L.6.  Mine, however, is the greater loss,,
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consisting of various articles of use, and some of that ad-
ventitious value, which things derive from having belonged
to fricnds now inheaven.  If there were an Englishwoman,
a wife, or a sister here, such losses as these I mention would
not signify, but one feels it, in present circumstances, a
little vexatious ; and then one is the more vexed to think
that such things should have the power of vexing at
all. My books, which I value most, will not tempt them
—my money, and more valuable things, are conctaled
among the ruins of the fallen arches and rdofs, and of
that which remains they have taken that which pleased them
best ; 5o really 1he1(, is some comfort in having been robbed ;
and, to hea little' more serious, I trust I may say that I am
enabled to take ¢ joyfully the spoiling ” of my goods, know-
ing of better goods in possession and prospeet, which man
did not give to me, and cannot take from me.’

The siege was continued with all its nsual fruits, and the
Pasha was reduced to the last extremity ; the population
in the town proving as dangerous to him as the beleaguner-
ing foe beyond its walls. Kilto’s quaint observations are
tinged with sadness :—

¢ September 11.—The siege has now been going® on for
several months.  Tn such circumstances, my deafness is.no
small benefit to me. T am not disturbed by the noise of
artillery and musketry, and of other commotions around;
and I do not, except sometimes through Mr Groves, hear
the reports which are so heart-sickening. Upon the
whole, if not told, J, should hardly know what was going
on, as I do not go out of doors, and life passes with me as
it was wont, were it not that we arc now straitened in
several articles of provisions to which we have been ac-
customed ; and if, when I walk in the cool of the evening
on the house-top, I did not perceive the flash of ®ortars,
" cannons, and muskets, and observe the ascent and fall of
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bombs. The besieging party regularly begin to bombard
the c1ty about three quarters of an hour after sunset,
when, tn this country, it is dark, though 1t would not be
so4n England so shortly after the sun had sét. If not for
the feeling of their being destructive, the flight of the
bhombs so high, ard their frequent explosion in the air,
would have a very fine effect. Most of them do burst in
the air.  We have to be thankful thatewe are so gear the
middle of the city, where the bombs do not often fall ;'
yet one djd fall on the top of a house not far from ours,
and, hy its exploxion, kifled three persons who slept there.
But, upon the whole, T have not understood that their
bombs have done much harn to the city or people; and
altogether. it seems the city has much hetter and more
artillery than the cuemy. We often pick up musket
balls in the court and on the terrace. The encmy seems
to he straitened for metal.  The halls, both for cannon
and musket, are often of clay,~—the application of which
to sach a purposc is quite o new thing to me. Such
balls, however, have quite force cnough to kill a man, it
seems ; though that they have made a hreach I have not
yet leagned. I know not what stronger evidence we could
have of the miscry of man, and the ruined state of the
world. than what we have seen and heard in Bagdad in
the course of the year 1831. In Europe, particularly in
England, the world is presented nnder so many disguises,
and in features so externally attractive, that it requires
no ordinary discernmentsto perceive the utter worthless-
ness, vanity, and hopelessness of all it can offer. She is
here naked, and the Leart sickenseat the deformity which
sin’ has made in her once cxcellent form of character ;
and in the depth of its abhorrence and disgust at all it
looks on, is tempted {o cry, perhaps too impaticntly, “ O
,that T fiad wings like a dove, for then would I fly away
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and be at rest!” May all we have felt and suffered be
made useful to our spirits. And I think it cannot fail to-
be so. 'We have known and seen what can never be for-
gotten, and which, while we rememher, we cannot easily
fall into the error, which most do, of mistaking earth for
heaven; and in its legitimate effects on our minds, must
lead us to feel as strangers and sojourners in it more
strongly than we hawe ever done.’ C

The Pasha, to raise funds, sold his dagger studded®with
diamoids, and the jewels of his wives. The rvefs of the
bazaars were torn down and sold for fuel; and a drunken
rabble did as it pleased with property and life.  Provi-
sions had risen in price, and there were all the horrors of
a famine. The favourite pigeons of Kitto’s pupils had to
he killed, and the goats on which the motherless hahy
depended for milk could not be spared. On Septem-
ber 15th, Daoud Pasha fled, and he of Aleppo prepared
to take possession. As ir Samaria in the days of Iilizha,
the aspect of things suddenly changed, and, as Groves
states, ¢ wheat, that sold on Wednesday for 250 piastres,
sold on Thursday for forty, and other things in propor-
tion.” After five months’ close confinement in the house,
from pestilence, inundation. and blogkade, Kitto ventured
out, and the appalling spectacle deeply affected him.  The
old Hebrew sovereign was, in the day of Divine anger,
offercd his choice among God's ‘sore judgments —dearth,
sword, and pestilence—and he humbly and wisely replied,
¢ Let me now fall igto the hand of the Tord ;” hut Bagdad
suffered from all titese scourges, cither simultancously or
in rapid snceession. While the angel of death might he
seen standing. over the city with his drawn sword, the
Tigris was collecting its furious torrent among the hills,
and the ‘hand of man’ was mailing itself to joip in the
devastation,—the camp-fires of the Arabs gleaming in the
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distance. The combined results of this resistless agency,
acting on a crowded, perverre, fatalistic, and misgoverned
city, cannot be easily imagined, and Kitto’s narrative is
not by any means overcharged :—

¢ October 1.—I went out this afternoon for the first time
these five months, in order to get myself a book or two from
Major Taylor's library, to,which I understood there was still
access, notwithstanding his absence. Bhe contrast hetween
the awpect of the streets mow, and when I was last in them,
wids very &triking, and greater than I expected to find, after
the accession of strangers which the place has received, and
the distauce of the plague. The sireetsThad to pass through
are among the most populons of the city 5 but 1 dounbt if
I met more than fifteen persons in going and returning,
except in one parl of the way which lay through the
bazaar. This desolation was very uffecting, when its
cause struck the'mind ; when it occurred to one’s thoughts,
that of the busy and anxious population which went
through the streets a_ few months hack in their many-
hued and multiform array, plotting and scheming for years
to come, three-fourths now lay buried hencath the soil
they then trod. 1 looked round for the accustomed faces
which, from frequent, passing, had become familiar, but
they were all gone. Most 1 meet now seem to be
strangers.  The former frequenters of the streets were, at
last, accustomed generally to our Kuropean dresses, and
ceased to slare much at us; hut those I meet now cye me
with the wondering gaze of strangers, and such, indced,
their dress hetrays many of them to’be. All the time I
have been in Bagdad before, I think I never saw a real
Turkish dress, except on Captain Chesney, a traveller,
who assumed it; but now, many of the persons I meet
have thgt dress, which, though a nearer approximation to
. ours than the long flowing attire of the Arabians, is far
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less gratifying to a Europesfn taste; and the simple red
cap, without a folding around, which the common Turks
wear, has an unpleasant effect, compared with the striking
and stately head-dresses which all, except. the poorer
Jews, delighted to wear ; these often contented themselves
with a little coloured handkerchief twisted round the red
cap, which, however; wag better than nothing. The red
cap, though it formg a pleasing part of the proper head-
dress; is a contemptible thing of itself. . In Gseece, how-
ever, and the Western Arabic Provinces, it is oféen worn
alone,~—here, never till now, the Bugdadians being most
rigid turbanites; a predilection which does credit to their.
taste, for, after having seen almost every variety of mascu-
line head-dress, 1 venture to pronounce that noune are more
graceful, imposing, or useful, perhaps, in a hot country.
The shops also in the bazaar, or leading to it, were nearly
all closed, to as large an extent as in England on a Sun-
day. Often, T do not think more than one was open.
The men who used to sit ther¢ cross-legged, with their
stores around them, and smoking their pipes, are all
dead. How terrible, how very terrible, thesc things
are to a Kuropean, and, of all Europeans, to an English
mind !

¢I was surprised, also, to see the number of houses
which had been thrown down by the inundation. I had
thought that the consequences of that calamity had been
confined to one part of the city; but here I saw houses
fallen, and others partly fallen, among those which re-
mained cntire. Some-had simply their fronts fallen, whilst
the rest remaincd entire, exposing to view the best and
well decorated apartments of many houses. Nothing can
present a more striking contrast than thé gloomy outside
to the gay, and even splendid 1n§er10r, of the hqu%s in
Bagdad. Many of the internal decorations seem in" very
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good taste, however little of it the Turks exhibit in other
respects. It is usual to report these people as wanting in
taste. I know not on what this imputation is founded,
except in the difference of their taste from ours. As to
dress, I venture to think bur European dresses exquisitely
absurd, and can excuse my Arabic friends for thinking so;
but what European ever thought the Arabian, the Al-
banian, or the Persian dress absurd % And, in building,
1 kifow ne structure more cffective, more fincly propor-
tioned, antl delicately turned, than the minars I see around
me. If they make no display of taste or skill in their
houses or palaces externally, the reasons are pretty well
known; but when we come within, I will say with con-
fidence, ‘that in the cities of Turkey and DPersia, and par-
ticularly Bagdad—though I know this is not by any means
the finest, or onc of the finest, citics—there is a greater
proportion of houses, cluborately finished and tastefully
ornamenied within, than in any cities in Europe, not ex-
cepting Italy, where such processes arc confined to the
palaces. Of this assertion, the gracefully arched ceiling
of the room 1 write in is a proof and illustration. It is
*true, the style of embellishment is different generally from
ours, exeept as in this room, which is a Gothic chapel in
winiature. The common style, however, is more light and
gay, more of both, indeed, than at the first glance would
be thought very computible with the apparently sombre
and heavy genius of the Turks.  Yet, T don’t know, either.
The tame Arabs, who form the basis of the population,
are far enough from anything that-is sombre and heavy
As I looked around, from the top of Major Taylor’s house,
the city seemed in a great measure laid open, from the
falling down of garden and other walls, and I did not, in
any ong instance, perceive that the least attempt was mak-
ing to Dbuild up that which was fallen. Indeed, I doubt
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very much if the city will ever regain its former footing,
low, as that was compared with its ancient fame.’ .

These weary. and eventful months taught Kitto many a
salutary lesson, and deepened within him a spirit of calm
resignation. The crisis had again and again brought him
face to face with death. The firmness of Mr Groves,
under the trying circumpstances, was not lost upon him.
There must have been ¢great searchings of heart’ until
unwavering confidence in God was established @ his 8oul :
¢ Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose min@Ns stayed
on Thee” I October, Mr Groves had an attack of typhus
fever, and. Kitto again felt np ordinary respousibility., But
he persevered and fainted not, committing all to Him who
has a Father’s heart to plt), and a Futher’s arm to gnard
and bless. .

On recovering, Mr Groves contemplated a journey to
Aleppo, to confer with some friends there, "The design,
liowever, was immediately abandoned. Dut towards the
beginning of next year, the monotoiy of Kitto’s sojourn at
Bagdad was varied by an mnexpected trip down the Tigris,
in company with Sir John MNeill, who was on Lis way
to Bushire, to another political post. Kitto had suffered
wuch in hody and mind during the five months of disaster
and evil tidings; but no sooner did he meet Sir Johu
MNeill again, than the ruling passion revived, and he
recurred to the old topies of conversation at. Tabrecz,—
- the illustration of the Bible through Oriental mamers and
legislation. It had by this {ime hecome a subject of settled
study, and le,was desirous above all things of increasing
his acquaintance with it.

The pa.lty sailed down the river im a species of barge,
and not as is often done, on rafts resting on inflated skins.!

1 'l'heQe fuflated skins are still used for ne wvigation, as they have bun for many
ages pust.  Kitto refers to erodotus and Xenophon as havinyg mentioned them, 01
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Kitto, never very sure in his footing, fell into the water the
first day, and having, as might have been anticipated, a
load of books in his pockets, he sank at once to the bottom.
But he playfully adds:—¢I fortunately pulled & Persian
groom of Mr M*Neill's i with me, in return for which he
had the good nature to pull me out. This was a trans-
action which the light-hearted Iranee always thought of
afterwards when he saw me, and never thought of without
“ pours of Jaughter,” as they say in the House of Commons’
reports ;~und this, at last, to my no small annoyance, as my
perception became too obtuse to perceive where the joke
lay which amused him so highly.’

On one occasion Kitto strayed from the party, and
when the boat was about to sail, he could not be found.
To shout to him or fire a shot was needless. Sir John
RMNeill started in pursuit, and commenced naturally to
call after him, ere he recollected that he was only wasting
hie breath. ¢ After a sharp run,’ he says, ¢ I came up with
him, but as he could not hear my approach, he was com-
pletely taken by surprise, and when I seized him by the
collar of his coat, supposing himself in the hands of some
Arab robber, he turned on me a face of such agowy, that,
ludicrous as the circumstances were, I could hardly langh.”
On another occasion, during night, or rather towards
morning, the party was attacked by some Arabs, and shots
were exchange, ¢ without injury to any of the fleet,” though
Kitto supposed, from their yelling, after a volley had been
fired at them, that some of the invadeys had been wounded.
at least, he says, Major Taylor g0 translated Herodotus. But in the passage pro-
bably referred to, 1.194, the historian spenks simply of hides stretched on ribs of
willow, and calls such vessels, ¥éy7a exoriva—* wholly of leather.’ Xenophon.
however, in his Anabasis, 1-% 10, speaks of skins stuffed with hay being employed

~in the constructfon of rafts Layard describes the building of those refegred to by
Kitto.—Nineveh, Vol 1L, p. 96.

1 Comrfunication from Sir John M‘Neill to Mr Ryland. Memows of Dr Kitto,
#8cond edition, p. 851
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*The crig¥ of the women,’ he mentione, ¢ were very con-
spicuons on this occasion, and indeed they are always
active participators in guch affrays. This I was about to
mention as & peculiar disgrace to the ¢ womankind” of
this country, but I have just read the account of the Bristol
riots! in the Courier.’

At Zechigyah, Major Taylor met them with the informg-
tion that the pestilence was raging at Bassorah, gnd that
Mr M*Neill’s appointment al Bushire had been cancelled.
They had no alternative but to return to Bagdad, and be
again shut up during a second thieatened visitation of the
plague Kitto felt more anxicty about this second ex-
posure to the malady than sbout the first. Of the kind-
ness of Sir John M‘Neill and of the Resident, he speaks
in the highest terms. He kept, as he describes it, a *ter-
ribly copious journal’ of this bri¢f voyage. ¢Mr Groves
himself has written a very good journal. ." . . I find
on comparing our journals, that my attention has been
directed to many things with interest, which Mr Groves
did not at all observe, or did not think it worth while
to mention, Moreover, I have been by far the most mmute
observgg of the two, as is, indeed, natural for a lLttle man
tobe. . . . In England, the notes I have been in the
habit of making, and shall make during our future jour-
neys, if it pleases God to prolong my life, will afford me,
I hope, interesting materials for communications to my
friends ; though I am not ignorant that the ideal value the
mind gives 10 what comes from afar, would make the same
facts and observations, which I may then relate, of much

1 These riots, unparalleled in the modern history of England, occurred in the last
week of Qctober 1881  The bishop's palace, the prisons, the excisq office, and nigh |
fifty private dwellings were set fire to, and some hundreds of Individuals were killed
or wounded The distmbances aiose In connection with some procedwe of Sir
Charles Wetherell, the recorder of the clty, who was exceedingly unpopular, from
his hostihity to the Reform Bl .
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greater interest, if they came from Bngdm,’hx lettars
smoked and dried, like a neat’s tongue, and stabbed through
and through, as I suppose mine are.’

Kitto’s journal, chiefly scrolled in pencil, is certainty
minute and topogrephical, though there is not much in it
of special interest, beyond an account of the banks of the
river, the scenery within view, the ruins and villages passed,
the interviews with the Arahs, and some scattered remarks
on their cheracter and condition  On returning to Bagdad,
the family? were shut up in Major Taylor’s house, the plagus
having broken out, but not with the severity of the preced-
ing ‘year The city, however, was so deserted, that the
very women walked through the streets unveiled.

By midsummer, Kitto’s thoughts were turned toward
England. He felt that he was becoming of less and less
gervice to Mr Groves. Mr Newman, who had recently
come out to Bagdad, was demg the work of a tutor, and
Kitto was not permitted to exercise any of the functions
of o missionary. Bat the object of his journey to the East
had been served, though he was not himeelf aware of 1it.
His mind had been storing 1itself with the knowledge of
Oriental customs, laws, and other pecuharities, andghe had
seen the importance of these for the illustiution of Seripture.
The first awakening of his attention to this point was the
eritical moment of his life, and it is recorded in his journal
nnder date August 8, 1829.

¢ The different modes of raising water in Russia may
not be unworthy of notice, particularly as one of them
seems to 1llustrate a passage of Holy Writ. I do not know
what mode obtamed, till about half-way between Peters~
burg and Moscow ; but there, a very long pole serves the

» purpose, which is balanced from a beam, placed over the
well, iy the bucket at one end and a block of wood at the
1 Precauttons used by the poﬁ.-amce.wlth regard to letters fiom infected countries.
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other. rr% weight of the bucket causes it to descend,
when a'strong exertion of manual strength is applied, and
in the same manner tp ascend when strongly pulled, by the
assistance of the balance at the other end. A large nam-
ber of these poles, stretching out their long arms, form very
curious and conspicuons objects in Russian scenery. The
other mode of raising water is by means of a wheel, from
six to eight feet in circumference, which, being turned round
in one direction, carries the bucket down to the depth re-
quisite to fill it, and then brings it up again. Itdepends,
in a great measure, on the weight of the bucket and balance,
but T have tried very few of the.e wheels which 1 could
turn with ease. As it is a very simple plan, it is also a
very ancient one most hikely, and I agree with Dr Hender-
son in thinking it sufficiently llustrates ‘¢ the wheel broken
at the cistern,” in Eccles. xii 6 In some places pumps
are used, but I have not much recollection of having seen
& windlass.

The neat instance occurred at [Teflis, where he saw the
oxen treading out the corn; and the third is mentioned as
having struck him at Shusha :—

¢ Two women were there, occupied in baking bread.
The elder of these made me understand, by signs, that the
whole establishment, including the threshing-floot adjoin-
ing, belonged to her. The baking process is very simple,
and I am inclined to suppose it, from the rapidity of the
work and coincidence of eircumstances, to be the scriptural
method of bakiug cgkes. A convex plate of iron is sap-
ported on three stones. Under this a fire is kindled, and
the dough, spread out into very thin cakes, is placed upon
it. Each cake is dressed in a minute or two. Cakes are
thus made more or less thin. At Shusha, where I write,
they are our common bread. The cakes are as thin a8
brown wrapping paper, and more flexible, end, as is well
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known, the Persians use them for napkins af table, and
then eat them. They are really very palatable. The na-
ture of the process renders turning necessary, which reminds
one of the passage, “ Ephraim is a cake not turned.”’—
Hosea vii. 8. .

In Bagdad he alludes to another point :—

¢ When you look at the higher class of buildings, you
have an idea of. their solidity, which is by no means correct.
Yow see walls three or four feet thick, bat they are merely
loosely faced with bricks, and.the rest is filled up with dust
and rubbish. They are, in short, entirely adapted to a
climate where it seldom rains. In an inundation of the
river, even when the streets arc not flooded, the cool cellars
already mentioned, lying below the then<evel of the water,
are soon filled, and, in a few days, sap the foundations of
the arches which support the rooms above, which then fall
in. Ilow easily, then, are such buildings swept away when
exposed to the full tide of waters, and how much more, the
habitations of the poor, who, as in Job’s time, * dwell in
houses of clay.”’

Before coming to Tabreez his attention had heen point-
edly turned to this subject, for he speaks of a person clad
in a certain costume as resembling ¢ one of the prints in Cal-
met’s Dictionary.” At length his mind became full of it, and
he seized on inforpation wheiever he could procureit. His
interviews with Sir John M‘Neill at Tabreez and Bagdad,
and in the brief voyage on the Tigris, were exciting and
beneficial to him, and powerfully contributed to give his
mind that tendency which ultimately carricd him to the
great work of his life. Kitto was very sensible of Sir
John’s kindness, felt at home in his company, and was thank-
ful for the varied information which he was so frank in com-
municgting. Great credit is due to him for the sympathy
he felt with the little deaf querist, for the pains he took
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with him, for his appreciation of his talents and acquire-
thents in spite of numerous drawbacks, and for his readi-
ness in at once gratifying his curiosity, and stimulating his
mind to future and deeper inquiry.

Kitto was now ready to come back to England, thongh
he knew not what sphercs of labour might be opened to
him. What he should do on his return was an object of
great anxiety, and the subject had been repeatedly talked
of with Mr Groves and Major Taylor. ¢At Mr Grdves’
desire,” he writes to Mr Lampen,! ‘I have open® to him
my views and feclings, and he has entercd into them with
greater hindness and consideration than 1 have been ac-
customed to eveg from him.” Still Mr Groves thought
that he was becoming low in his ainss—that mere literature
was a sinking of the missionary character, which he had so
decidedly preferred. e lamented over such defection, and
suspected that his nine years’ councction with Kitto had
produced little or no cplrltual fruit. Another tutor<hip
was out of the question, for né one would be likely to em-
ploy him, and his deafness would be held to be an insuper-
able barrier. Not hearing the conversations of his pupils,
he could not check any froward word or unguarded expres-
sion, and was, therefore, incapacitated for one special func-
tion of the office. Kitto makes this admis<ion himself, add-
ing, however, ‘it seems, upon the wholey the least repug-
nant to my habits of the things 1 have hitherto tried.” But
he was rarely troubled with doubts of his fitness, when any
end was to be gained, and his mind turned to periodical
literature and an editorship. He was wishful that such a
gituation, in the first instance at least, might be found for
him about his native town.

¢ If Plymouth has its Roscoe, T will hasten to wipe his
ghoes. Meanwhile, I have a most exaggerated nogion of

1 Bagdad, April 6, 1882,
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the influence of a newspaper, if the editor of & well-sup-
ported print, keeping this object steadily in view, might
not, in this respect, be of some use. A magazine might
do more in the end ; but a magazine does not seem the
thing to degin with. There seems no spirit for so spirited
a thing, as, otherwise, I think I could lay my finger on
the names of several persons who, among them, might
construct a very able periodical. . . When I was at
Plymouth,«poets secmed as thick as blackberries. Besides
four knetrn ones, I remember a lady sent me a poetical
invitation to dinner, and an artizan wrote a very tolerable
acrostic on my poor name. Prosc writers are not so com-
mon, unless it be taken for granted that g good poet must
also necessarily be a gand prose writer, which I doubt.
¢As to my own competency for this same editorship,
there is not a single " or but in Mr Groves and Major
Taylor’s admission of it. You will see, by my letter to
Mr Harvey, what spirits they have put me into by their
saying, that they have now no doubt that I shall be able
to get a comfortable living in some of the departments of
literary employment. This admission from them seemed
the slow and tardy recompense for all my retired, unen-
couraged, uncheered, and often opposed exertions in the
improvement of my own mind. I shall, perhaps, surprise
you by declaringgthat, excepting the year in the Library,
and excepting that I have had greater facilities in procur-
ing books, my opportunities for stndy have been fewer
sinee I left the workhouse than while in it. I have had
less time from my stated employments. Even now, for
instance, I write this nearer to one than twelve at night,
when tvery one else has been three hours in bed ; by day
I have no time. My employments, indeed, are more
pleasagt to me than before, but they do not inform my
mind. If I were asked, whether, in my secret mind. I
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think myself equal to sach an employment, I, who never
pretended to more humility than sixpence would cover,
would answer instantly I do. And now, at this period, I
"think I may venture to mention a bit of a secret. My
simple love of knowledge, and habits of attachment to
pursuits which I venture to call fGterary, would, I think,
have failed under the discouragements I have met with,
but the admixture of another fecling urged me on. Then,
I know perfectly well, that mhany thought you and my ether
earlicst friends not justified in their original kiadness to
me, by auy actual possession or futurc promise I held out.
What is more, I soon began to think so too myself. But
I thougift then, and think to this day, that all the fine
&tories we hear ‘sbout natural ability, cle. ete., arc mere
rigmarole, and that cvery man may, according to his op-
portunities and industry, render himself almost anything he
wishes to become. I proposed it, therefoxe, as an object
to myself, to make such attainments—to pgssess myself of
such qualifications as might justify my friends to them-
selves and ofhers, for their early kindness, and the mode
of its exhibition. I think that, small as my opportunities,
upon the whole, have been, I can now do this, and shall
hereafter be able to do it better; for I should gricve to
think that every day will not be with me a day of some
improvement, till the last of my existgnce—an existence
which I should desire to be prolonged to that period when
the faculties of improvement must fall into ¢ the sear, the
yellow leaf.” T am, now near thirty, a period at whigh it
is surely high time for a man to enter upon his plans of
life—to endeavour to get into that path in which he
desires and intends to walk; and no one can be more
deeply sensible than myself, of the danger of postponing,
from year to year, such designs, till postponement becomes
"& habit—till no strength or vigour remains for enterpnse
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—for the effort necessary to carry these designs into
effect. If, therefore, it be my lot to spend the remaining
period of my existence in the class of employments I
desire, and which are now admitted to be best for me, it
is certainly high time to make the effort, and encounter
the risk necessary ; and I think my wmind is now wound
up to make every possible effort necessary, before I can
be led to relinquish these designs; and if, at last, I must
do 0, the, relinquishment will then probably ,be final.
That I hgve no “small certainties” in pther things, will,
perhaps, at this juncture, bg an advantage to me. I have
long been in the habit, according to a suggestion of Lord
Bacon, of noting down the idea of any paper® or work
which occurred to me. Among the mass of such ideas,
there are cnough which my mature judgment would
approve, to occupy, in their accomplishment, a longer hfe
than I wish mine to be; and new ideas are continually
occurring, so that a dearth of matter is the thing which I

. shall at any {ume least dread.
¢ What reception I am hikely to meet with on my return,
I camuot tcll. T shall need encouragement from my
friends, but, I confess, there are some at whose hands I
do not very sanguinely eapect it; and this misgiving
arises flom cucumstances which occurred when I was in
England last. IIgwever, I hope the best; for I can see
no reason why 1 should not be kindly welcomed to my
native land once more, I return under no imputation of
blame, under no suspicion of having merged my duty in
my own inclinations. If I had any duty that required
my stay here, it was the tuition of Mr Groves’ gons. I
always contemplated to return when this duty should be
fulfilled, and now, accordingly, I am retired from it and left
disengaged ; the rather, as Mr Groves himself admits,
that my deafness precludes me from any occupation that
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can be called missionary ; and, I confess, I see not how any
one, free from the obligations of detaining duties, could
prefer to live in this miserable land. Thus, clear from
any just ground of censure in returning, and with a mind
improved, I trust, by travel, and stored with images it had
not before, I do apprehend I shall occupy a much more
advantageous position in returning this time than the last.”!

¢I thank God,” he had already written to Mr Lampen,?
¢ with all my heart, that I have been able to give satiffac-
tion to somebody, particularly when it is one wibse satis-
faction circumstances have taught me to rate at no common
value.

There was, as his repeated language implies, one im-
pression which Kitto wished most especially to make on
his friends, in the prospect of his return to England, and
that was, that he came back with no imputation of blame,
-and under no suspicion of having merged his ¢ duty in his
own inclinations” He remembered the crisis in Islington,
when he renounced his conncction with the Missionary
Society, and he had not forgotten the emotions which
preyed upon him when he returned from Malta, or the
cold reception he met with on his last visit to Plymouth.
Now, his anxiety was to let it be known that no such
misunderstandings or objectiops had prompted him to
leave Bagdad. He knew what he had- suffered already,
and he was careful to warn all his correspoudents that
he was not dismissed from any dissatisfaction with him,
and that he had not sullenly thrown' up his situation, but
that the phject of his engagement Deing accomplished, he
was at liberty to come home, there being no further pro-
spects for him in the East. And thus he opens his mind
to Miss Puget—an intimate friend of Mr Groves—on
September 8, 1832 :— .

* ’
) Letter to Mr Woollcombe, Bagdad, July 21, 1832. 2 Bagdad, April 6, 1832
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¢ My return is not so difficult to account for, or so un-
pleasant to think of, as it assuredly would "have been, if
I could have allowed myself to think, or if I had been
allowed to think, that I had any missionary business here.
But as it was admitted on all hands that I had none, and
as the only thing I could regard as an imperative -and
detaining duty, was the charge of the dear little boys
which devolved upon me, so when Mr Groves contemplated
takihg them to England, I had no idea of returning again
from thefice. This inteution of Mr Groves first suggesteg
the idea of return; and when that intention was altered,
in consequence of letters from the friends at Aleppo, who
have now so happily joined us, purposing to take the dear
little fellows under their charge, the question of my return
remained as it was—since they (the boys) would then be so
very much better provided for in the matter of their in-
struction than was in my power. A letter I received from
Mr Newwan, about the same time, on the subject of my
[Missionary] Gazetieer,s expressed his impression, that
things of that nature had much better be done in England
than here, from the difliculty and delay in obtaining the
necessary books ; and as things of that nature are the only
things in which T could hope to be even indirectly useful
to the missionary cause, my way, upon the whole, seemed
clear enough to return. I am sure Mr Groves, if he men-
tions the subject to you, will say it does not arise from
any misunderstanding or unkind feeling in any sense, and
I am equally sure his prayers and gocd wishes will follow
me home. 1t will, therefore, appear to you, agd other
friends who may have felt some interest about me, in con-
sequence of my connection with Mr Groves, that my
return does not imply that I have turned back from the
class of feelings which led me into missionary connections,
or that I have relingduished any principle my heart ever
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held. I shall ever count the day happy in which I came,
for, I hope,"I have been enabled to learn much which
before I either knew not at all, or very imperfectly, . :
However, I have no desire to magnify my attainments, my
feelings, my character, my motives; und if any think badly
of my return, let it be so. If I have gained anythmg
more of the true riches than I brought out, may the praise
be the Great Giver’s, who has forced upon my heart, in
hard aund bitter ways—truaths, lessons, gifts, which, bt for
its hardness, might have been sent gently dowh upon it,
¢like rain on the mown grass.” The man docs not live,
who thinks, or can think, so low of me, as 1 do think my-
gelf low in all high things.’

Kitto had become aware, al a.very carly point of his
career, that his letters were freely handed about by his
friends as literary curiosities. His knowledge of this
publicity naturally prompted him to give them more of a
general than of a personal interest. The influence of this
motive remained with him; and, therefore, many of his
letters to his Plymouth friends indulge in dissertation, and
are a species of colloquial essay, wanting that inimitable
charm which belongs to those of Cowper. But the follow-
ing epistle is a remarkable exception—the affectionate
unbaring of a son’s distressed heart to his mother. It
reveals some of his secret gricfs and fears in connection
with one whase viecé had brought shame upon his child
even in its tender ycars. As he thought that he might get
employment in Plymouth or the west of England, he was
anxious, to pave the way for his future peace by such a’
preliminary statement :—

‘Baydad, Sept. 2, 1832.

¢ My pEAREST MOTHER,—. . . . It was my earnest
desire to be able to live at Plymouth; but since I got your
letter, I feel this desire much weakened ; for it secms to we
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I am not likely to find much comfort in living where father
is. Vexation and trouble is only likely to arlse from my
connection with him. My poor father! God knows how
gladly I wauld do all which might be in my power to help
him, if he were disposed to lead a quiet and sober life ; but
as it is, if I did not know the mighty power of God, I
should be altogether without hope for him; and I do not
see, even if it be in my power, what it wilt be possible to
do with him. I think I can only holdi"fmyself réady to
help him Tn sickness; but while he is well, leave him to,
himself, unless it pleases God to work a change in his
heart. T never trusted to his religious-looking letters,
while he talked of his misfortunes apd sufferings, instead of
speaking as a repentant sinner—as one who mourned deeply
before God over his own pitiable state,—a state to which
he was brought, not by wisfortune, but by sin. He has not
been an wnfortunate man. The Kittos have been very for-
tunate men. God put many blessings in their hands, and
they were in a fair way of living with their families in
respectability and peace. But they threw His gifts from
them, and both Joln and William, and Dick too, not only
ruined themselves, but brought poverty, misery, and shame
on their families also. Yet they call themselves unfortunate
men! I most earnestly desire my dear father’s welfare,
and I would do anything to promote it ; and notwithstand-
ing the shame he has brought and will bring yet, I fear,
upon me ‘and the rest of his family, I have no harsh or
~unkind feeling towards him; but whilst he goes on thus,
and continues in health, T have made up my mind that he
shall never touch a farthing of my- money, however the
Lord may prmper my own aundertakings. The Lrord has
enabled me thus far to make my way through all my mis-
Jortunes {for mine have been real ones) and difficulties, and
1 trust He will continue to do so ; but I shall never feel it
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my duty to let the money I may hardly and honestly earn
be spent in public-houses. This is my resotution, which;
the Lord helping me, I will keep, let people say what they
will; but still holding myself in readiness to help him when
any real calamity or distress falls upon him, and even then
I shall endeavour to benefit him without trusting him with
money. With yourself, my dearest mother, the case is
very differentpdeed. I am sure you will belicve there is
nothing I wil} il do for you which may be inymy poser ;
and as you are dow alone, it will be the easier t® manage.
Y hope I shall be enabled to be both a husband and son to
you. W‘-?erever I live, it will be my desire to get an
apartment, and have you to live with me to manage things
for me, and I have no doubt we shall live very happily and
comfortably together. But when I come home, and have
found out what 1 shall be able to do for myself, I shall be
able to see more distinctly the course which had better be
taken. . That I shall be able to obtain a ‘decent provision®
jp some way or other, neither Mr Groves nor I doubt,
though I may find at first some difficulty. . . . Billy’s
account of the doings at the King’s coronation amused
me. The “most splendid arches” he mentions, I hope to
see when I come to Plymouth, unless the children have
eaten away all the gingerbread they were made of. That
the dear fellow is in the way of doing for himself, and
getting his livelihood by an honest trade, is a great com-
fort to my.heart, for I have had many anxieties about
him. Now they age over, .and God grant'I may never
have to hear of anything to make me ashamed of him, as
I bave been of many other of my relatives. I think I
never shall. I pray God bless him, and guide him in all
that is good and right and honest all his life. I only re-
member him as a boy, but suppose he has got p beard
by this time. I hope he will take great care in the choice
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of his compamions. Mueh of his happiness or misery in
this life, if not in the .other, may depend on his eheice
of company. I hope he does not think of marrying yet.
One piece of advice I may now give him, which is, never
to get a bird till he has a cage to pat it in. I have waited
for my cage till the season for catching birds is over. I
hope now to get a cage soon; but you, my mother, are
the bird for my cage, and you shall sing gae.there all your
old ongs yover again. Give my lovil
Mary Ann, Tucker, Aunt Mary, and
remember me kindly to Mr and Mrs Burnarfl.~My deatest
mother, I am your very affectionnte ron,
«J. Kirro.

His connection with Mr Groves had been of signal
benefit to Kitto, and it wus now about to be terminated.
In the"private notes of Mr (roves to him, there is much
plain speaking, *and no doubt 1t was occasionally needful.
Many faults, which resulted from defective traning, had
to be rectified, and Mi Groves did speak to him with
fidelity, if not always with tenderness. H€ could not bear
what he thought Kitto's self-suffigiency, though that self-
sufficiency referred not to spiritual matters, but to the
ordinary business of life. Nor had he patience with his
continuous anxiety to rise, since himself had voluntarily
descended, and left all for Christ’s sake. One ambitious
peculiarity m his character he saw and rebuked, to wit,
that any situdtion he had obtained was,usually held merely
a8 a stepping-stone to another, and that the duties of the
first were sometimes overlooked in preparation for the next.
During their residence at Bagdad, Kitto gave him satis-
faction in refard to his boys, and Mr Groves often alludes
toit. Put it could scarcely be supposed that persons of
temperaments so different, as were Mr Groves and the
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tencher of his boys, could be at ons on all poinfs, Cogre
spondence by written documents must also have often basn
very unsatisfactory, for what is written is written, and it
wants those numerous ang indefinable modifications which
tone or countenance might give it. An epithet has & dis-
tinctness on paper which it might not convey when spoken.
Kitto’s notes to Mr Groves did sometimes so irritate him,
that on one ocgggion he replies,—¢ You cannot forget the
expression comt in your last letter to me furingsthe
last time we had* any misunderstanding ; if yow have, I
nevér can, though I have not, relative to it, the slightest
unkind feeling” The fact is, that Kitto was beginning to
despond again, and to reckon any longer residence in Bag-
dad as so much lost time; and he wished Mr Groves to
carve out some new path for him Mr Groves, howerver,
refused to interferc, for he was afraid that his decision would
not be in harmony with Kitto’s own views, Both men, in-
deed, were akip in mental constitution. Mr Groves was
of a nature that would maintain its own cowrse, and in
thie respect his tutor closely resembled him. Iie was a
reserved man, too, living much in his thoughts, and among
his own griefs and disappomtments; and the deafness of
his younger friend naturally tended to lessen the amount
of communication between them in a letter written a
short period after Kitto left him, he confesses!—¢I eannot
tell you how I lament over my own folly, in not discharging
my Chriftian service to you, and leaving all results to God.
Had T so done, instgad of Ining years with you without
confidence or affection, I might have had you given me of
the God of grace, to have comforted me in my sorrows,
and it might never have come to a separation.’ He then
commendsg to him his fellpw-traveller, Mr Newnfn, of whom
kg aays—I love him as my soul, for the faithfulness and

! Bagdad, September 28 ‘4
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truth which the Gtod of grace has given him.’* * Kitto, on
his part, complained that Mr Groves sometimes made ar-
rangements, ¢ withont thinking it necessary in the least to
consult him ;> and he adds, in his journal, about the be-
ginning of 1832—* I am persnadeg no one can live happily
with Mr Groves in a dependent situation. . . . Yam
willing to suppose the fault is in myself, as no doubt partly
it is. Yet, I doubt not, he might live happily with friends
andeegualsg and from my inmost soul do I honour and love
him, while I feel most intensely (and the more fully, since
I am not singular) the extreme difficulty of living with him
happily in a dependent character. Yet it is still good fer
me to be with him now, and thus far certainly.” On the
19th of September 1832, Kitto, in company with Mr New-
man, left Bagdad for England.

1 Did not Mr Groves live to * lament'—* Alas] my brother?*



CHAPTER VIIIL
RETURN FROM THE EAST.

Tre homeward rqute of Kitto and Newman was to Trebi-
zond, and thence Ry the Black Sca to Constantinople. In
prospect of going to Aleppo at the beginning of the year,
Kitto had prepared g journal, and composed a preface, m
which he enters somewhat into the philosophy of jour nuhsm,
and makes the just remark—*¢that to travel usefulty, one
must carry information with himn, and the information ob-
tained will be in exact proportion to the weight of informa-
tion carried.” At that period he did not care much about
going home, his reason being—*¢ I do not yet feel qualified
to enter on the path of action and Iife I contemplate there.’
But his opinion had changed in a few months, and he ac-’
cordingly bade adieu to Bagdad, “accomp,micd into the
open country by Mr Groves and the other dear friends,
where we took leave of them with tears.” The journey was
on horseback, in eastern style, the-animal carrying all
necessary equipments, and its rider, who had again culti-
vated a mustache, dressed in a dark cap of Persian lamb-
skin, & Turkish,gown, and an Arabian black cloak—pre-
senting rather a grotesque spectacle. He soon felt what
thirst was, and yet, though his throat was parched, he
passed the river Dialah, but was afraid to dismount, lest
he should not manage to climb up to his horse’s back again.
His ¢bones ached miserably,” and his face and hands were



242 RETURN FROM THE EAST.

scorched and blistered with the sun. The travellers soon
joined a caravan of some size—°200 mules, 100 asses, and
50 horses.” The native Christians of the party were kept
at a distance by the baughty Mohammedans. About a
week after his departure, he records, with evident satisfac-
tion, that a messenger brought him ¢ memorials from all the
dear little boys.’

He was obliged to have recourse to various shifts for
comefort :

¢TI alse found this day the mse of cording my trowsers
tight round my legs, drawing a pair of long English hose
over these, and over the feet of these placing a pair of
Persian worsted socks, which arc inscrted into a pair of red
Turkish shoes with peaked toes. For want of some pre-
‘eautions of this kind Iast time, my legs were much ex-
coriated. As for the shoes, they are much too large, and
thus, also, require to be filled up. 'When I complained to
the man of their capacity, he said they would hold six pair
of stockings besides my feet, and six pair of stockings I
should find it necessary to use when 1 got among the moun-
tains.

He notes carefully the villages through which they
passed, aud the caravanserais at which they halted; but
one day’s journey very much resembled another—mosques,
tombs, ruins, and water-courses. One Mohammedan gen-
tleman was very kind to him, and did cverything but eat
with him and take a pinch out of his box. How they ate
with those who would eat with them, is thus portrayed to
the life :—

“The men tiucked up their sleeves as if going ta slay &
sheep. We did the same ; and water having been poured
on our hands—each man’s handkerchief serving him for a
towele—we fell to with our fingers, having been supplied
with part of a cake of bread each. This we introduced
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into the stew, taking up as much with it as we could. For
the rice, N. and I were accommodated with a wooden
spoen, one for both. We were made very welcome, -and
ate a hearty supper, which concluded with bread and cheese.
After supper we washed again with soap. Upon the whole,
the Oriental mode of feeding seems niuch more disgusting
in theory than in practice. TPeople may have felt disgust
in hearing the process described, but few, I apprehend, in
seeing the thing practised.’ ¢ :

The nights were spent' by the travellers as best they
might, though Kitto sometimes complains of his fellows—
one man’s feet poking him in the ribs, and another claiming
more than half his pillows, which were merely portions of
his horse’s furniture. They were occasionally taken for
Russians, and sometimes for Georgians. The Mohammedan
gentleman referred to knew them 1o be English, but thought
England and India the samc country. The encampment
was usually well watched at night, each man sleeping with
his weapon by his side; for the thieves would have made
no scruple to steal the bed on which the sleepers reposed,
—nay, now and then succeeded in similar daring attempts.
Kitto prudently put away his watch, ¢lest, as he owns,
¢its.display should get me robbed.” IIe and his companion
did not carry arms, and the people imagined that they had
no property but books—¢a very safe conclusion for ug, as
it may save us from pillage.” One person seemed greatly
taken with his companion :—

¢ This man seemerl 80 much pleased with Mr Newman,
that he told me by signs he was a good man, but I—
imitating *my stoop and other infirmities—I was a little,
crooked, deaf, dumb, good-for-nothing fellow, an opinion
to which I nodded assent; but afterwards, when I had
given him a pinch of snuff—the first Mohammedan. in the
caravan who has accepted it—he signified that I was good
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also, at which I smiled, but shook my head in dissent. I
see in Mr N.’s glass that I really cut a curious figure now.
To say nothing of my beard, the skin of my face, necksand
hands hangs in tatters about me, the sun having burnt it
up. Whether my new skin will be sun-proof I cannot tell,
but T hope so.’

He complains with some show of justice :—

‘I do not ride at all comfortably. The men are very
impertinen§, perhaps the more from our being unarmed.
Sometimes they strike my mule behind, which makes him
start forward so suddenly as almost to unseat me, not sel-
dom getting entangled among the back horses, or crushing
against some who may be before. One man, whom we
crushed slightly, drew his scimitar, and held it close up to
my throat : a joke perhaps, but a joke they would not take
with an armed man.’

An occasional squabble diversified the scene :—

¢ Soon after a grand dispute arose betwecn some of our
caravan men and the Persians of the village, in which this
young man most hastily mingled. There were mgst loud
langunage, vechement gestures, pushes, pulls, and some few
knocks on both sides. In the heat of the fray, the Seid
came down briskly, and acted as arbitrator and pacificator,
speaking vchemently also—an advocate, it seems, on the
side of the party he took, which was that of the caravan
men. Both sides seem to look on a Seid as a very fitting
umpire and judge, a character which I did not before know
at times devolved upon them. We, exerted ourselves.a
great deal: and one of the most violent disputants, a re-
spectable Turk, he 1a1d hold of by the shoulders, and pushed
him away, following him in that manner. The occasion of
the dispute was the attempt of the Persian Governor of the
village. to extort a tax on some bags of dates imported by
our caravan. This exaction was resisted, and finally not
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paid by our people. Before*we lay down, Mr N. conversed-
with me about-pronunciation and metre. He thinks I speak
better than could be expected in one deaf so long; but,
among other faults, he endeavorfred this evening to teach
me to enunciate the final Z distinctly. When initial, he
says I can do it well enough. 1 am afraid, however, that
in this case the best theoretical instruction will have little
influence on my practice. Mr N. conjectures that we are
abont 2000 feet above the level of the sea, and thati a mdun-
tain, the remotest of three ridges Iying not vetd distant,
is about 2000 above our present level’ '

¢ Fhursday, 27.—1 have, since T became a traveller, some
occasion to regret my ignorance of hotany and geology.
Perhaps T shall bedin these studies in Kngland.  Study
also is vanity ! We lcarn many things we think we may
have a use for, but never find that use ; and in the use of life
we discover we have left many things uulearnt, which we
set about acquiring when the occasion of their use is past,
and will not return.

¢ Mr N. relates, that I am a great object of interest to
fhe people of the places we have passed through. I can,
upon the whole, readily apprehend that a pecple who
have, like the DPersiang, an exquisite sense of the ridicu-
lous, must find something exquisitely exciting to that sense
in our many odditics, as talking on the fingers, ete.  Thgir
impression of the ridiculous is iu this case, however, ap-
parently softened to a milder fecling, hy the considera-
tion, that the oddest# of these circumstances arises from a
misfortune—my deafness.  As it is, I suspect that they will
frequently, in time to come, relate ameng their odd and
curious recollections what they saw of Numa (Mr New-
man), as they call him, and poor me. Beit so. I shall
have also sgmething to say of them. It seems they take
us for spies.’
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They reached Kermanshahon the 30th of the month—
‘the first great stage of the journey.’ Kitto gives this
month—September——tlurty-one days in his journal, writing
down Sunday. as the $1st, but corrects himself by calling
Monday, October 2. ¢ The city made but a poor appear-
ance.” Kitto went out to see the sights, and surveyed the
bazaar with some attention.

¢In eastern towus, life can be best studied in the bazaars.
The,artizdhs seem very industrious. Several seemed to
feel it n'ksome to have their Jabour interrupted by serving
a customer. 1 went through all the bazaar, in all its parts,
as well for the purpose just stated as to make purchases.
Notwithstanding my Turkisl dress, which is common
enough here, they scemed easily to defect that T was not a
Turk or Persian.  Several accosted me, to whom I replied
in English, fecling it much better than to'make signs. In
the latter ease they laugh ; in the former they turn quietly
away, finding they could not nnderstand. I should won-
der if they did, for vot many Kuglishmen understand me
till accustomed to my wmanner of speech.’ But when I
wanted to deal, T signified plainly that 1 was deaf, and
managed the matter by signs. . .

¢ Snuff-boxes are here, but no snuﬂ' Wherever I in-
quired, and made the sign of taking a pinch, they produced
spices and perfumes; and when I showed the small quan-

! The following s Sir John M‘Neill's deseription of Lis voice: It 1s pitched m a
far deeper buss tone than is natural to men who have their hearing.  There is 1 it
a certain contraction of the throat, analogons to whyezing; and, altogether, 1t 15
cmmently guttural. It mey be suspected that this 1s attributable to the fact, that
his deafness came on in@oyhood, before the voice had assuined its masculiné depth.
The transition having talgn place withont the gwdance of the ear, was made at
random, and without any pams bestowed upon 1t by those who could hear and
correct it. His pronunciation is generally accurate enough as regards all such
words as young boys are likely 1o be famuliar with, and as to others which closely
follow their analogy, but is natwially defectivein 1espect to words of later acquire-
ment, Irfspite of the foo great guttural action, his articulatin of every English
congonant and vowel, considered In isolation, is perfect.’—ZLost Senses, Deafiess,
P22 .
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tity I had left, they thqught I wantegd to sell it; others,
that I wished to get it scented. At last one old mén,
after groping* about in a box, found a small quentity in a
paper, for which he charged me so highly, that I must at
this rate make my present stock serve till we get to Europe,
small though it be.’

Tmpertinent queries were often showered upon the
foreign pilgrims. Mr Newman parricd them as best he
" could, and Kitlo was often annoyed by such ,tcabmg' in-
vestlgatlom .

¢TI have now regulariy adopted the plan of conversing
in English when accosted in a way I either do not like, or
do not wish to reply to in the more intelligible way of
signs. So to-day, when 1 went to fetch a jug of water, 1
was accosted by half-a-dozen men, whose countenances
seemed to me impertinently curious; so 1 replied some-
thing as Benjamin Franklin to his American landlord,—
ny name is John Kitto of England; I am from Bagdad,
and going*to Kngland, at which I hope soon 1o arrive, by
way of Telran! They scemed wonderfully edified by this
communication, and then, as I observed, seeming to repegt
the words ¢ Bagdad ” and ¢ Tehran,” ceased to molest me
with any more questions.’

Kitto reached Hamadan on the 5th of October, and
visited the bazaars, as was his wont, but did not go to the
so-called Tomb of Esther, because he could ill afford the
present usually paid to the sacred cdifice. Before he left
the city, he relates--.

¢ Last night I was amuscd by dreams of home—Eng-
land, I should say; for I am not one of those who have a
home in any land to go to. One of the most pleasant ex-
hibited me as finding at an old book-stall a copy of a book
I read in my boyhood, and of which I have often spught a
copy in vain. May I find it indeed, and if I dream, may I
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find there all my wa);ing and sleeping dreams tell me of;
but this my not over-sanguine mind often questions. Well,
I have equally weighed, I trust, the results of:both success
and disappointment, and have a mind prepared t8 look either
quietly in the face.’

Sometimes, on the journcy toward Tehran, Kdtto was the
caterer for the party :—

¢ Mr N. was of opinion that I, even I, poor Pilgarlick,
was a better marketer than Kerian. He is of opinion that
my dress eand Qricutal countenance impose so far*upon
them, that, though they perceive I am a foreigner, they do
not suspeet me for a Frank; and my deafness preventing
questions, they, unless I tell them I talk"English, suppose
I am dumb also—all which readily accounts for my pecu-
liarities without supposing me a Fraunk, or exposing me to
exorbitant charges. My heing deaf, and perhaps, in their
view, dumb, ze. a mute, and it may be a dwarf to boot
facilitates my entrance into their houses, which would ndt
be allowed to any other stranger than one umder some
physical incapacity, which, in their view, is calculated to
preclude harm, or which they are aceustomed to consider
as removing reserve.  Istherefore volunteered, with these
qualifications, to go in quest of fruit to the village.’

They reached Tehran, the present eapital of Persia, on
the I4th of October. So Kitto’s jownal intimates; but
he calls it the 135th, in a letter to Mr Woollcombe. They
were at once kindly reccived by the Elchee or ambassador,
Captam Campbell. Kitto was joked hy the ambassador and
by Sir John M*Neill upon his sun-burnt and hirsute appgar-
ance, his heard being nearly of a month’s growth. No
sooner was he in Sir John’s company again, than he set to
his old work. ‘I have given him,” says the restless in-
quirer, fa paper of queries, which' he has promised to
answer me, and which will much extend my little stock of
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information.” . And he gratefully ackpowledges, before he
left Tehran—¢ Mr M‘Neill has given me satisfactory
answers to-my twenty qieries, and has promised to
do the same to seven more I have proposed to him.’
Various incidents of his stay in 'l‘ehran may be grouped
together. L
¢ Yesterday I was chlcﬂy employed in writing to my
friends at Bagdad. , After breakfast, I noted the English
servants congrcgating with their Praycr-hooks and Bibles ;
and &on after, Mr M:N. called me into the dibing-room
where all the English were assembled, to whom Captain
M‘Donald read the prayers and lessous for the day. 1 con-
fess 1 entered into much of the service with great satisfac-
tion, after having been so long precluded from services in
which I could not, from my deafness, have any actual par-
ticipation, I fecl very comfortable here, after the fatigues
and privations of the journcy. A journcy is like life—an
.alternation of repose and labour, of progression and rest,
of good ang evil. The pleasure now of having. English
faces around us, and to me still more of faces T knew before,
is a satisfaction which, in the route pointed out, we cannot
easily expect again o experience. . . They are all here
very kind to me, and put to shame my, proud doubt of
whether T ought to come when not by name invited in the
letter sent by the Gholam, and my proud question, whether
they would admit poor Pilgarlick to their table or not. I
meant the Elchee, for I had before been a guest at Mr
MNeill's. However, having heen freely entertained, both
at tge Resident’s in Bagdad, and the Elchee’s in Tchran,
I hope to have my foolish thought on that foolish subject
at rest in time to come—satisfied that, if I have not yet
found a place in general society, I shall one day do so. I
shall! I shall? T
Kitto and Newman were both taken ill at Pehran, and
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in Mr M‘Neill's absencg, Kitto’s malady was sppposed to
be the ague.
¢ The friends here, and Df Daoud Khan, the Shal’s
physician, were disposed to set it down for the ague, which
I did not myself think it was; and they adduced as a proof,
the shaking of my Tight foot, which proof I overthrew by
the assurance that my grandmother, my mother, and my-
self, had shaken our right feet all oyr lives long, under
the pfressurs, of mental or hodily pain. I myself had more
confidence*in Captain M‘Donald, ncphew of the late Bkhee,
than in the Shah’s physician; and, indeed, the kindness
‘and carc which this gentleman mauifested towards us, and
the trouble he took, have left on my heart an impressiou
not ecasily to be effaced. At length, in the height of our
malady, Captain Burnes, a gentleman who had come from
India on an exploratory tour, saw us in bed, and pres
nounced our- case bilious fever ; and without more ado, or
consulting the doctor, he went away for a barber, who bled
Mr N.; but my bleeding, much apainst the wish of this
warm-hearted and decisive man, was postponed out of re-
gard to the Khan, who bad expressed a particular opinion
. on the sulject. When he came, howevcr, he agreed to my
being bled ip the,evening, though he assured me I ¢ had
no symptem to bhe bled.” Accordingly, in the evening, an
old barber with a red beard came ; and, strapping up my
-arm with a leathern thong, produced a rude-pointed in-
strument, and perforred the operation with no small dex-
terity. From that time we both grew better, and now the

only thing we want is strength. This we now seem ga.ﬂler-'

ing, and T trust we shall soon be on'the road again. I
thought, not once nor twice, that tmy journey would end
at Tehran; but it has pleased God otherwise, and I do
thapk Heim for it—for though I trust I am enabled to look
gt death asequietly as most men, yet there are times when
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death seems a very terrible thing. Miserably wet and
wearisome seems the journey before us; but after this
sickness, the spirit seems as it would go forth mad as a
Match hare, rejoicing in all things it can find under the
open heaven.

¢ Our arrival at this_place, and kind reception, were very
reviving after the privations and fatigues to which we had
been exposed during the journey; nor, for my own part
was I at all insensible to the good cheer which ithe Elchee’s
table supplicd to me, who had been living 80 long on
nothing but bread and froits. The party, we found, con-
sisted of the Elchee, “one of that numerous division of
the human species,” to quote the author of Adum Blair,
“ answering tq the name of Cuaptain Camphell,” a remark-
ably handsome gentleman, with black bushy mustaches,
meeting his equally black and bushy whiskers—a conjunc-
tion which has a very imposing effect; Mr* M*Neill, our
old friend with whom we voyaged on the Tigris, a gentle-
man of much oriental and occidental knowledge, and who
has supplied me with a good deal of information on points
‘of which I desired to be informed. Ile, 1 suspect, is the
spirit of the Mission, though not, nominally, its head. Then
there is Captain M‘Donald, the nephew of the late Sir John
M‘Donald, and whose kindness and attention to us during
our illness, I have already had occasion 1o mention. All
these are remarkably fine men, and, perhaps, if such were
an object, few could be selected calculated to give a people
who judge so mucll by, externals as the Persians, a better
impression of our countrymen. There are also the ladies
of the Elcheand Mr M'N cill, both fine women, and after
80 long an exclusion from the society of Englishwomen, it
was very pleasant to look upou their faces. Mrs MN. is
the sister of Professor Wilson, otherwise Chifistopher
North, the Editor' of Blackwood’s Magazife. With this
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lady I have enjoyed more conversation, on the whole, than
with any other member of the party, having known her
before on the Tigris. She contemplates that T may turn
my travels to accoynt in the end. This I do not at present
know, nor to what account I could turn them. I regret
more and more ¢very day that we came at this scason of
the year. T hate winter altogether, and I hate travelling in
wintér more than I hate winter itsell. A1l that I may sce
between 1 \muld gladly forego, to be set down quietly in
Englangd ut once. My dexire 1o he there becomes hourly
more intense ; and whilst I am not blind to the difficulties
I may meet with, and entertain no vast expectations, the
spirit with which I do anticipate obtaining, in some way
or other, a decent, subsistence and a scttled home, has not
yet failed me, and I trust will not while I need its support.
1t is wonderful to me what a staid and sober old fellow
I find myself bgeoming, and T am sure you would wonder
oo, if youn could see my little plans of e (not literature)
as they are chalked out in my mind.

Of Mrs, now Lady M<Neill, Kitto formed a very high
and just estimate :—

¢On Friday I went to their house, and looked at her
hooks. . Ou showing me ¢ Adam Blair,” she mentioned its
being written by Mr Lockhart. I remarked, it seemed of
the same class with the « Lights and Shadows of Scottish
Life ;” to which she assented, and added, that the latter
work was written by her brother. I then had an oppor-
tunity of staling that it was not ill the preceding day T
knew her relationship to Professor Wilsqn, at which she
scemed surprised.  She showed me her brother’s poems ;
and I regretted I Lad not time to read more than a few
passages of “The Cily of the Plague,” a subject on which
1 feel mterested from having been in the midst of the city
bf a plague more horrible than that of London, I was
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pleased to obtain ¢ Adam Blair” and a volume of Black-
wood to amuse my frequent comparative idleness.’

His miud, recovering from the lassitude of an exhausting
sickness, was in doubt, as it often was, as to the future and
its results.

¢ Nouember 1.—Where ghall we go npw 2 I do not know.
Travelling, wearisome and irksome though it be, seems
paradise when compared with the miserics of a sick-bed.
O England, pray God I may soon he sct down jn theey and
walk in thee again! Oh!oh! 1 wish with all ay heart I
could plump into Liondon at once I’

On .Mdhdaye the' 4th November, the travellers lefi
Techran for Tabreez. The route had all the novelties and
all the usual discomforts. Kitte's busy pen narrates some-
what jocosely :—

¢N. tells me that, from the habit of talking to me spell-
ing cach word on his fingers, he finds lnm\of cpcllmg the
words in whioh he thinks; and when he repeats to him-
self a passage of Scripture, he gencrally spells it through.
I expressed a hope that he would not spell audibly in
company in England. . . 1 am fally persuaded that
N. thinks his talk on his fingers,audible to me; he often
talks to me when my back is towards him, and adunits he
has often been discouraged, after having been telling me
some long story, to find that I have not been observing
him’ Yet Kitto hints that his companion sometimes com-
plained of the fatigué and irksomencss of talking so much
and so often to hine on the fingers. ¥ must, indeed, have
been no easy thsk to be speaking in this forni evesy minute
to one so curious to know all that was passing, and so
prone to put crowds of questlons about anything or cvery-
thing that either came into tis head, or happened to ar rest
his attention. -

Tabreez was reached on the 23d of November. Mr,
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Nisbet, who, as narrated on a previous page, had married
Miss Taylor, received the travellers with abundant hospi-
tality, and his lady and he had, with praiseworthy consider-
ation, fitted up a room in their house called the ¢ Mission-
aries’ Room,” perhaps in imitation of the prophet’s chamber
in the dwelling of the Shunammite. Mr Newman here left
Kitto, aud proceeded overland to Constantinople. Kitto,
however, consoled himself for his friend’s departure as any
one ¢hat knew him would have anticipated :—* Doubtless,
I shall be*more independent without him ; notwithstanding
his peculiarities, I love him, and find the prospect of going
without him more painfal than I would havé thought.
But at this place he mexpectedly got a new comphnion,
with whom his own subscquent history was strangely bound
up, and about whom his first notice is :—

¢ Mr Shepherd I have just seen, and, to my surprise,
find him an Indo-Briton—mnothing the worse for that, how-
ever. Jam led to expeet that we have no principle in
common, but that his obliging disposition will prevent our
coming into collision on-any point.’

It may be added, that Mr Shepherd had been attached
to the Persian Political, Mission, and was now zeturning
to England to enter into business, and with the prospect of
marrying a lady in London, to whom he had been for a
considerable period engaged.

On the first of December the new associates left Tabxeez.
The weatlier, being exceedingly cold gnd frosty, caused them
no small discomfort,-but Kitto several times eulogises Mr
Shepherd as'4 travelling companion. *

His own birth-day came round, and he moralised—

¢ Wednesday, Dec. 4 —’V[y birth-day! Arethere any
who remember to-day that it 1s my birth-day? I know not,
but*hardly think so. Before my next I must be something
that now I am not; but what, time must diselose. I know
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not by what it hhs been distinguished more than my feel-
ing, for the first time, seriously about my cough. It ig
now nearly three weeks since I took the cold that brought
it on, and, dccording to the usual process of my colds, it
ought to have gone long since. I apprchend its ending
in consumption; and what that ends in every one knows.
¥ was a fool to slight it so far as not to apply to Dr (br-
mick about it. If it lasts to Stamboul, I hope the physi-
cian of the Embassy will do something for Te. On the
wholey I have felt this a very uncowfortable duy, dboth as to
health and travel”

On the sixth of the month. Kilto obtained the first view
of Ararat, and revelled in the spectacle. ¢ 1lts grandeur
surpasses all description. I made my neek ache in turn-
ing my head to look at it, till T felt it was firmly fixed in
my mind’s eye. . . Great Ararat is of irregular shape,
and its top has not thal appearance of unsullicd white
which I have seen in points of inferior elevation. It has a
black and white appearance, the hollows being full of snow,
whilst the more prominent parts appear in dark contrast.
Its blunt and irregular appearance is strikingly diflerent
from the regular and pointed cone of Demavend. My feel-
ings, as I rode beside these solitary mountains, were more
excited, or rather impressed, than I have at any former
time during this journey experienced.

¢ . . . Close by Diadin flows a small stream of
beautiful clear water, shallow and easily stepped over.
This is the Euphrates. 1 stood astride it a moment, and
then passed over. T was never hefore so near the source
of a mighty and famous river ; and my thoughts were many,
and tq me jnteresting, though, perhaps, to others they would
seern ‘commonplace enough. The water seems to me more
pleasant than any I have ever tasted, and I have drunk
a great deal of it. It is something to have seen Ararat
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-and the Euphrates in one day! At the fountain there
were the maidens of the village drawing water in vessels of
truly classical form.”

_ What a glorious eyeful for one day—the Euphrates and
Ararat ! '

At the monastery of Utch Kilissa, Kitto’s spirit was
stffred within him at the gross superstitions which met hi8
view.

¢ § have gaid the body of the church is a cross, with two
side aisles, or which may be considered as divided into
three compartments in breadth, by the square pillars, or
rathef congerics of pillars, which support the arches. of
these three, the eastern, of course, includes the altar. It
is laid with carpets, and hung with pictures; while the
altar itself, in a recess, with a curlain before it, which was
withdrawn for us, is adorned with a small picture of the
Virgin and Child. 1 felt disgusted with this tawdry,
childish array, the more so, as contrasted with the sim-
plicity of the naked walls of the charch itself. We were
permitied to enter thix wost holy precinet, and I felt some
intercst in examining the pictures, most miserabls daubs,
the execution of which would disgrace a country sign in
England.  Of Seripture subjects, 1 recognised but two, the
Crucifixion and the Ascension: the rest were portraits of
saints, monks, and bishops, with historical and legendary
subjects. Of the legends, I recognised George and the
Dragon, #d that of the miraculous picture of the hand-
kerchief with which Christ wiped His face, and which a
king holds in his hands. One of the principal pictures re-
presents Gregory Laptizing : the converts kneel in grand
procession ; a king foremost, with his crown at the saint’s
feet, behind whom are men, bearded black and browf,, and
womeny among whom is a queen. Above, on a cloud sup-
portéd by little cherubs, sit the Father and the Son,.the
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last with a circular, and the first with a trmnglﬂar glory,
Jhich is black or. brows. The Holy Ghost, in the form of
8 dove, also with a transparent glory, is hetween ‘them,
and held as it were by both, which deseribes, I sappose,
their belief in the equal procession of the Holy Ghost from
the Father and the Son. Another represents a jolly-loy

ing angel standing on a dead body, apparently of a- ﬁ%
and holdmg a little child, or, to speak from the picture,
a fairy, in his left hand, whilst his right holgs a drhwn '
sword, which appears to have done fearful excetion. In
the upper corner stands the Devil, with his European tail -
and horns, and black complexion, and goatish extremitieg.
He appears in the act of tearing some papers, which angels
are snatching from him. One is in the act of doing this,
while another is flying away with the paper preserved.
What this means, I know not.’

On the 18th of December Kitto amvul al Krzeroum,
the chief town of Armeniy, where he was kindly received
by M. Zolrab, the vice-consul, who had been educated in
England.

¢ December 21.—M. Zohrab was qne morning asking me
about the Breakwater,! understanding I was a native of
Plymouth. I could tell him some things, but not abount
measures of length, depth, breadth, etc. Ic inquired,
good-humouredly, how it was that T Was so imperfectly
acquainted with so noble an undertaking at my native place,
and was yet so anxious to collect information everywhere
abroad ; ¢ but so,”esaid he, it always is.” I replied
that, while nesiding at Plymouth, I was a boy ; and unless
for a short visit or #wo, I had not been there for ten years.

1 The Breakwater at Plymouth, about which the vice-consul inquired af, Kitto, i3
at low water a mile long. It is forty-five feet broad at the top, and two feet, 1n
some places three feet, above the high water of spring-tides. 3,500,000 tons of
stones have been employed in its formation ; many of those in the origigal mass,
flung into the sea, being from a ton to ten toms in weight. The cxpense to the
present time has been about a million and a half sterling.
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« A diffeult question very well retorted,” he replied, and
then related the following anccdote:—As a Turk was
quictly smoking his pipe in the presence of an Englishman,
he asked how many times he might fill his pipe from an ole
of tohacco; the Briton, after some.consideration, said, “four
hguudre(l " Soon afier the Turk saw the Englishman writ-
ifig very quickly, and said, “ Since you conld answer the
question that had o connection with your own habits, you
wifi doubtlcss find it easier to answer another that has.
Tow many sheets of paper will you fill with an oke of ink?”
« Really,” said the Englishman, ¢ I cannot tell; you ask
& puzzling question.”

¢ Dee. 21, Suturdyy.—We ate, at dinner yesterday, a
fish from the Kuphrates, near Erzeroum, not nnlike a
herring in size and taste.  Fish is somewhat of a rarity
to we since L left England, except at Astrachan, where I
ate plenty of sturgeon, which, 1 think, among the hest fish
Tever tasted.  Since leaving Dagdad, T only got fish at the
Elchee's table.  Somewhat of a grievance this to a decided
Ichihyophagist.

‘It is agrecd, in cgnsideration of Mr Shepherd’s state,
helpless from rheumatie paing, that we will go in the kind
of litter called cujavas, which hang, like panniers, on the
mule’s hack, byt are high and arched, and covered with
felt.  The prospeet of such a comfortable mode of jour-
neying makes me more willing to set out.  They are short,
50 that oue cannot lie down, but may recline or sit upright,
and sleep or perhaps read ; thiseis ibe way in which women
and fuvalids commonly travel.

¢ Dec. 27.—8ill at Frzeroum. Wee were to have gone
to-day, but it was found that the litters wanted some im-
provement, and the carpenter was sick, and another, who
promised to come in the evening, did not. Now, however,
they are at it ; yet, to-morrow bemg Friday, we shall not
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be able to go, as the Moslems do not begin a journey on
that day. . . 1 feel more and more every day that it
will never do for e to mix in company. At the best, a
deaf man must always cut an awkward figure in it ; and,
from the peculiarity of his situation, he will find it difficult
to preserve to himself that consideration to which Le thinks
himself entitled. Tt is manifest to me that I can only
comfortably mingle in society when I have a right to make
myself a place in gentlemanly society; in all gther s deaf
man must suffer much. May I be cnabled Yo establish
my claim to such a place. My ttay here has heen for the
benefit of my correspondents.  The want of books, and
anything to do, has driven me to write to them largely ;
and now that I have written all my writing, read all my
reading, mended all my meunding, and bought all my buy-
ings, it is high time for us to go. I shall be glad enough
altogether when we get off, as T am equally weary of
vulgarity on the one hand, and of the consequential con-
descensions of patronage on the other. 1 awm tired to death
of everything now, myself inclnded.

¢ Dec. 30, Sunduy.—The muleteer, with whom we have
stood some days engaged, refuses to go, on the ground that
he cannot get lading for all his horses. 1lowever, another
set of less respectable lgoking men came with him, with
whom we have engaged, and we are still, it seems, to go
to-morrow. Our litters look very comfortable, being lined
with thick felt within, and covered with it without. Only
they look too Aigh, not less than four and a hall feet, I
think, and I am in fear of their capsizing, which would he
a fearful job in any of the terrible mouhtain passes of which
Mr S. speaks. . . I am also afraid I shall sce little
during this journey, thus shut up ; but, in fact, what did
I see but snow during "the last part of our pilgrimage.
However. I shall endeavour to see all that is to be seen,
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which is not much, unless some fine scenery, which the snow
will, at this season of the year, have much marred.

¢ Dec. 81, Monday.—Rose in high spirits for the journey.
We were somewhat startled this morning to receive a bill
of fifteen ducats, for necessaries during our stay, and in
preparation for the journey, and more so to find, among
tbe items, a charge of more than £1 for firing, and another
charge for porter drunk at the table of our host. The men
were a loryg time getting our things ready for departure,
and, at cue time, they came to declure the impossibility of
the horse carrying the cages. This arose, however, from
their inexpertness in adapting the vehicle to the Dack of
the horse, and, it scems, their ignorance of it altogether ;
for, from the crowd assembled in the street to Jook at them,
and partly perhaps at us, I inferred this mode of convey-
ance not to be common in these parts. Indeed, except at
Teflis, I do not recolleet such another exhibition of curio-
sity as was manifested on this, occasion. At last, about
one o’clock, we got fairly into these machines. 1t was then
found, as 1 suspected, that Mr ., though himself a light
man, far outweigled me, and that it was necessary to adjust
the balance. This was done by the men tying their horse-
bags, ete., to my side of the litter. T had myself with me,
in the litter, a pair of little saddle-bags containing books,
etc. At last this was adjusted too, and on we went. I
found the cage much smaller than I expected ; within,
about four feet high, three and a half feet long, and two
wide. 1Its narrowness prevented me. from sitting in the
most convenient posture, cross-legged—most convenient,
not only from its’ occupying the smallest space of any
posture, but also from keeping the feet warm, which I
found no easy matter as it was. However, T wore boots,
which,. even under other circumstances, wquld have pre-
vented my sitting cross-legged. Another inconvenience
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is, that we ride backward, and the door being before
us (open if you please), you have no view of what is ahead
of you, and you come upon eyverything, and everytling
comes upon you, unexpectedly. The convenience, how-
ever, is very great. First, being lined with thick felt
within and without, it is warm comparatively, and I felt
the convenience very scnsibly, when contrasted with the
frozen beards and mustachios of those without, who
were also exposed to the snow and slect whichefell alsout
through the ride. And though the motion, under certain
paces of the horse, was inconvenient, lumping one's head
ahout, yet, on the whole, it was not worse than that of a
coach on an English road; indeed, shutting the eyes, one
might almost funcy onesclf in a coach.  Lastly, the com-
parative repose of such a mode of riding is a very import-
ant circumstance, recliving or “sitting heing assuredly a
more convenient posture than sitting astride.  If one he
dozing, also, he may indulge the propensity if he can,
without the fear of a fall. . . With the power of see-
ing fully hehind, and through a hole on one sidé, 1 do not
expect totlose much as to seeing.  Tn consequence of this
riding with the face 1o the tail of the horse, secing nothing
but the caravan, the servant who rode behind us, and the
1ail of our own horse, when he frisked it about, Krzeroum
was fully in sight {ill the usual evening mist arose, and
first obscured and then concealed the view. . . 1Inthe
muhafly T was soon settled so cosily and snugly, that it
was some time befose 1 could make up my mind to cxert
myself o far as to tuke a pinch of snaff; and when 1
had made up my mind, I found myscK so confined. that it
was with much trouble T got at the snuff-box. and then,
from the motion of the cage, it was no cusy matter to take
one pinch wighout spilling half-a-dozen; hence.l was
obliged to wait my opportunity of momentary pauses, and
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actually succeeged in taking no less then threc pinches.
1 had also purposed to amuse myself by reading, but for
this, also, it was a good while before I got heart, and then
1 found it from the same cause impossible to read. This
1 had anticipated, and, therefore, looking out those pas-
sages in Spenser which I had marked as memorable, 1
proceeded to decipher a line now aud then, and learn it
by heart. At thisx rate [ hope to have ttored my mind
with*some pleasing, beantiful, and striking images, by the
time we réach Trebizond, This, with my snuff-box, and
compass to niark the direction of the road, will amuse the
time well enough. To-day, the road W.N.'W., rometimes
due W. . . Tlow full Spenser is of beautiful images,
firie sentiments, and striking passages! 1t is a pity he is
so little known but by name. 1 shall not think my time
unemployed in endeavouring to know him intimately.
This few do, because to do so is a work of labour; yet
there is enongh of the beautiful and pleasing even on his
surface, richly to reward thore who will not think it worth
their trouble to cultivate an inthwate acquaintance with
him.  Where, in all poetry, is anything more lovely than
the lay which some one chanted in the Bower of Bliss—
evil as its ohject was ? 1 am anxious to see what Todd! has
done with him. It is one of the first hooks which I shall
inquire after.  If I am not satisfied, I may possibly, though
most unequal, atfempt something myself, less elaborate,
but more illustrative, than I expect to find iu that com-
mentator. 1f Shakspere has found wtork for a thousand
and one commentators, surcly there is enough in Spenser
for two. Spenser is the only poct I have a wish to deal
with in a literary way. A slighting word of Spenser and
his Faery Queen goes to my heart.’

¢
.
! The allusion seems to be to Archdeacon Todd's editlon of Spenser, eight volumes
8vo. 1805.
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In Janvary 1833, Kitto passed the village of Gunnish-
Khora, and, from the nature of the roadwas obliged ta
pursue his journey on horseback, entering Trebizond on
the 11th of the same month. And he thus describes the
prospecet :—

¢ On ascending the difficult"mountain behind Trebizond,
we had a full view of the Black Sea, extending l)oumll(-ssly
in front, hut rather bonnded by Cape Vona on the left, and
taps Kereli on the right.  Being accastomed to look upon
the sea with delight from a child. and viewing innow as the
terimination of the more arduous part of our journey, I can
harflly describe the emotion with which I gazed on the
great blue expanse before me)

e made his usual visit to all the public places, enjoying
the compdny of the consul and his partner, and lamenting,
however. this drawhack, that ¢ there were no ladies.”  Tle
witnessed the absurd ceremony of ¢ blessing the water,
the archbishop who performed it having been ¢ a woman’s
tailor formerly 5” ¢ hypoerisy and roguery’ heing, in one of
his friends’ estimation, ¢the only talents necessary to an
archhishop more than a tailor.

¢ We, however, saw the archhishop stand forth, and
lifting up his hands, throw a’ erosy, as far as he could. into
the water, and, after a short interval, another. There
were two men swimming about in the water with their
drawers on, this very cold morning, and when the eross was
thrown, there was a competition between them who should
get it he who got it threw it farther into the sea than the
bishop had been able.  Then the procession left the rock
and procecded to the church, to which we did not follow
them. I am not aware that any particular hlessing is ex-
pected to come to the waters from this ceremony. The
Black Sea looked neither the blacker nor whiter for it; nor,
in the expectation of less rough scas after the ceremony,
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do we felicitate ourselves that our voyage has not taken
place before it. #T0 use an expression of the consul, nothing
but drunkenness comes of it.’

Kitto did not sail from Trebizond till the first of March,
and hefore he left it he had prepared himself for enjoying
the voyage to Stamboul, by reading the Argonautics of
Apollonius Rhodius, in Fawkes’ translation.! . The assist-
ance got from rcading such a version of such an original,
must have been of very little service, for the poem is noted
for its mcrg.'me«liovrity,'-’ and is full to excess of mytholo-
gical episodes, and very sparing and indistinet in its topical
allusions.  The fabulous voyage of the Argonauts to pos-
gens themselves of the ¢golden flecee,’. presents no lists of
pluces like a deseriptive chart, save in a very few instaucees,
and can hy no means give such aid and interest to the
traveller ax the ¢ Liord of the Isles’ does to any one sailing
up the Sound of Mull. The poem is in imitation of the
Homerie verre, hut at an immeaszurable distance, though
a few lines hiere aued tlere bave some fire and power.  On
board Kitto amused himeelf in «tudying the character of
the wmotley group of his fellow-passengers, in reading
Spenser, and in identifying seenes of actual or legendary
iuterest on the shore.  After a brief voyage, the ship en-
tered the Posphorus on the evening of the 7th.  When
Kitto @ot up next morning, the scene entranced him.

¢ When T first eame on deck in the morning, a scene was
presented which 1 had often heard described, but of which
deseription had conveyed 1o me no adequate idea. It
seemedd as i Europe. at the point where Asia Jooks upon
her, had put on all her garments of Leauty. and Asia had

PLondon: J Dodsley an Pall Mall, 1780,

3 Aynali quadam medioen‘ate. Quintilian. Instit. Orat. Lib. x. i.  One of the
most spiiited portions of the poem is the dedeription of I1ometheus chamed to the
rocks of the Cauecasus, the cagle that preyed upon his vitals thst wheeling, with
heavy oar-line pmions, yound the ship, then rushing up to his prey, and again,
when goged, sailing Qlow\:l) down the sule of the mountan.
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made herself pleasant {0 her eyes in return. “He who has
not seen Stamboul may be said to want a sense—a feeling
of the beautiful, which no other object can convey. . .
The shipping in the harbour are much more nunerous than
1 had been led to expeet ; I suppose not less than a hundred
merchant vessel, In this enumeration of the objeets pre-
sented to view, I must not omit the numerous camoe-shaped
boats, having low beaks, scudding about on the water.
They are very neat, ornamented with much carvingy and
withont any water in the hottom, as is commonsin English
boats; they are admirably adupted 1o easy and rapid pro-
gress, but easily overset, being very narrow, and having
little depth in the waier. The honse of Leander is no very
classical ohjeet, notwithstanding its name. It Mav b5 on a
low rock between Cunstunt'inup]c and Scutari, hut nearest
the latter, and looks like a mosque or chapel, gaily painted
and enclosed by a low battlemented wall.  Such were vome
of the ohjects which drew my aftention s but a panoramice
exhibition only could convey a elear notion of the glorious
and beautiful whole. It was not simply the ohject, as it
lay before me, which interested, hut the geographical, the
political, the histerical interest eonnected with ity and which
the more interested me, from my previously studying in
Gibbon the account of the last days of the Greek empire,
which enabled me 1o trace ont the seenes of that most in-
teresting contest, thongh I suppose the eity presents a very
different aspect now from what it did in the time of the
Eastern empire.” 4

The American missionaries, Dwight: and Goodell,! re-
ceived him very kindly.  With Mr Goodell he had been

' Dr Goodell is known by his version of the Armeno-Turkish Scripiuies, Mr
Schauffler by lus Spanish-Tlebvew Bible; Mr Dwight, by ¢ Rescarches e Anmena,
1833  Kitto was alvwo acquamted with D1 El Smith, who was subseguemtly
the companion and philological enadjutor of D1 Robmson m his t¥asels, 3uul
recently died, while *engaged 1 & most adinarable Arabic translaton of the Old
Testument. .
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acquainted in Malta, and here, too, he met Mf Schauffler
and his old friend Mr Hullock. His" journal is full of re-
marks suggested by the kindness of the missionary famjly.
But his fellow-traveller, Mr Shepherd, was confined by
sickness at P’era. During Kitto’s stay in Constantinople,
as le rambled about the city and suburps, two rather
amusing inddents befell him, in consequence of his want of
hearing.  First his ubrella got him into danger :—

¢ Arriving at Constantinople, from countries farther to
the East, #d having learnt to regard the umbrella as a
mark of high distinetion, 1 was mueh actonished to find it
in very common use there in rainy weather. I shounld
imagine that the example of the Europeans, established in
the suburh of Pera, hrought it into use, and much oppo-
sition to the inuovation was not {o be expected from the
present reforming Sultan.  flowever, T had soon occasion
to learn that traces still remained of the distinetion, so
wsnally thronghout the Kast arsociated with that article.
I resided principally at Orta Khoi, a village on the Bos-
phorus, about three miles above Coustantinople 5 and hav-
ing nrgent occasion, one wet day, to go down to Pera, I
get out, umbrella in hand.  Ou arriving at the waterside,
none of the hoats that usnally ply between the village and
the Golden Itorn remnained, and I was therefore under the
necessity of walking all the way along the road, behind
the row of buildings that face the Bosphorus. One of
these buildings is a favourite palace of the Sultan, in which
he was then residing. As I approached the gate of this
mansion, with my nmbrella over my head, T observed that
one of the sentinels stationed there accosted me in a com-
manding manner ; but not comprehending what he said, I
went on.  Upon which the soldier ran towards me with
his_fixed bayonet levelled, and without any indication of
a friendly intention towards my person. That I took it
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safely that day to the gfeat city, was probably owing to
the good nature of a Turk, who %as walking close behind
me at the moment, and who, on observing lho advance of
the coldier upon me, snatchied my umbrella with violence
from my hand, and thrnst me forward, partially interposing
himsell bhetween me and the assailant, who then returned
to his station, and allowed me to proceed in peace.  The
friendly Turk, in returnige my umbrella, endeavoured to
explain a fact which, [ afterwards .lsccnl.xin(‘ﬂ mor¢ dis-
tinetly, that it was incumbent on every one to take down
his nmbrella in passing the actual residence of the Sultan.
I had, indeed, observed, with some surprise, that persons
walking hefore me had lowered their umbrellas as they
approached the palace, and again clevated them when they
had passed, notwithstanding the heavy rain: but without
imagining that this was a matter of obligation.  Now that
my attention was dirceted to the circumstance, I' faifed not
to observe, on sul)ﬁoquout occasions, that persons passing
on the Bosphorus in boats never omitted to take down
their umbrellas as they approached in front of the mansion,
which ¢ the brother of the sun and moon™ honoured with
his presence.’r The other jeopardy was more formidables—

“I was detained in Pera longer than I expected s and
darkness had set in by the time the wherry in which I
returned reached Orta Khoi.  After I had paid the fare,
and was walking up the beach, the hoatmen followed, and
endeavoured to impress something npon me, with much
emphasis of maune¥, but without disrespect. My impres-
sion was, that they wanted to exact more 1han their fare ;
and as I knew that I had given the right sum, I, with
John Bullish hatred at imposition, buckled up my mind
against giving one para more. Presently the contest be-
tween us brought over some Nizam soldicrs from th% guard-

1 Penny Magacine, vol. iv., p. 480.
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house, who téok the same side fith the boatmen; for,
when I attempted to make my way on, they refused to
allow me to procecd. Here I wasin a regular dilemma,
and was beginfling to suspect that there was something
more than the fare in question ; when a Turk, of apparently
high authority, eame up, and, after a few words had been
exchanged between him and the soldier, I was suffered to
procced.  As I went on, up the principal street of the
village, T wes greatly startled to perceive a heavy earthen
vessel, whién had fallen with great foree from above, dashed
in picces on the pavement at my feet. Iresently such
vessels descended, thick as hail, as I passed along, and
were broken to shreds on every side of me. It is a marvel
how 1 escaped having my brains dashed out ; but I got off
with only a smart blow between the shoulders. A rain of
cats and dogs is a thing of which we have some know-
ledge : -hut a rain of patter’s vessels was very much beyond
the limits of Turopeuan expericnee. On reaching the hos-
pitable roof which was then my shelter, I learned that this
was the night which the Armenians, by whom the place

ras chiefly inhabited, devoted to the expurgation of their
houses from cevil spirvits, which act they accompanied or
testified by throwing carthen vessels out of their windows,
with certain cries, which served as warnings to the passen-
gers: but that the streets were, notwithstanding, still so
dangerous, that scarcely any one ventured out while the
operation was in progress.  From not hedring these cries,
my danger was of course {wofold, and my czecape seemed
something more than remarkable : -and 1 must confess, that
I was of the same opinion, when the next morning dis-
closed the vast quantities of broken pottery with which the
strects were strewed. It seems probable that the adven-
ture on the beach had originated in the kind wish of the
boatmen and soldiers to prevent me from exposing myself
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to this danger. But there was also a regulation prevent-
ing any one from being on the streefs at night without a
lantern; and the igtention may possibly have been to en-
force this observance, especially as a lantern wonld this
night have been a safeguard to me, by apprising the pot-
breakers of my presence in the street.”?

On the L4th of April Kitto set sail for England, having
parted from his missionary friends at Orta Khoi, with
regret; feeling, as he coufesses, ‘ miscrable apd irrifable,
and with few prospects of happiness Lefore® him.”  So
sunken was he in heart, that, unlike himself, he was dis-
posed to repress the caresses of a little dog that fawned
upon him. DBut his kinder ndture triumphed.

‘I thought better, and caressed him, poor fellow! I
wished myself in lis place ; bowed down by a load of cares,
as I felt, and felt how gladly I wonld have changed mine
for any animate or inanimate condition—a tree, to grow in
the blest sunshine, and bear my fruit ; a dog, to frisk about,
and know no care; anything but what I was. DBut there
was no condition I so much envied as that of the mission-
arics, particularly Dwight, married, having children—Llis
blest Madonna-like wile—his useful, respectable, quiet, and
happy life, and his happier feelings, with heaven here and
heaven hereafter. . . . Kind people! God bless themn
abundantly, for all their kindpess to one ready to perish.
It tore my heart to part with them, more than the hearts
of others were torn, though I saw they were affected, and
tears were in thereyes of some; mine flowed. Dwight
vexed mé by saying his little boy would not he able to hold
me long in remembrance. I would not that auything. I
love should forget me. They kindly gave me memorials of
their regard, which I hold above all price.’

Ere he left he kissed the little ones all round; and

V Lost Scnses—Deafness, pp. 120, 121
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Messrs Goodell, Dwight, and Hullock, accompanied New-
man and Kitto to the beach; the fir-t-named gentleman
going on board and dining with them. Mr Shepherd,
whose strength had been exhausted by the long journey,
and Ly severe and protracted rheumatism, was cairied to
the vessel ¢ on a kind of wheelbarrow.” When the captain
joined them, he saluted Kitto with nautical freedom, told
him ¢ how highly he regarded him, and that he looked quite
a differenteperson in his Buropean dress.”  ¢I replied,” says
Kitto, ¢ thefit. I believed I was mueh the same for all that.
_He said he believed so too.  As he thought well of me
before, donbtless this was intended for & compliment. I
confess I did not feel it ag suoh.  He also told Mr Shepherd,
that if he did not get better I should take his sweetheart.
I-told him that my heart was too sour to be sweetened
cvgn by a sweetheart, and that, at all events, the lady
would prefer Sheplerd rick to Kitto well”  The captain’s
blunt. humour wax owminous, though no one at the time
gave any thought to his prediction.  Certainly not Kitto,
for he heaves a sich gpd adds, * Now then, “ounce more
upon the waters,” (inﬁpecd us! 1 coufess that 1 have a
funey running about in my head for several days, that I
shall never land in England.”  The captain told his pas-
sengers some exaggerated stories about pirates, which so
greatly frightened the harmless Kitto, that he jots down
in his journal, ¢ If a skirmish arises and any one is killed,
I think it will be myself, and I never cared less about such
aresult.”  The dark sensations of amcarlier period were
returning, for he was coming howe without anx cheering
guticipations of literary employment and reward. But
reading and conversation with Mr Newman beguiled the
weary hours on the billow. ¢I am,’ he records, * annoyed
by the short tacks in traversing the Hellespont. Soon
after I fix myself in the sun, the new tack puts me under
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the shadow Of the sails, and obliges me to shift my posi-
tion. 1 love the sanshine, and whatever man may deny of
the world’s sunshine, of God’s man cannot deprive the
poorest and the humblest.’

The journal of the voyage to London is filled with re-
ports of Mr Newman’s sayings and eriticisms, not forget-
ting the .ordinary incidents of weather and sailing, and
the capture on one occasion of three turtles,—*¢a glorious -
day’s sport.” The vessel passed near to Maléa, theescene
of his former painful residence ; yet he says, ¢ should feel
lesy pleasure in reaching London than in touching “at
Valetta. In the last place T have muny friends; in the
former few indeed, if any. God bless themn for all their
kinduess to me while T remained among them.” ¢ A beau-
tiful sunshiny day, notwithstanding the high wind. T won-
der how it is that Sunday is generally the sunuiest day in
the week, in every country 1 have been in, and every sea I
have been on.” .

The vessel skirted the Spanish shore, and by the middle
of May the snowy mountaing of Granada appeared in sight.
But the spectacle, like everything else at this period, only
tended to depress him, by recalling previous emotions, and
he writes as if in bitterncss :—

¢ They are the same as when I first saw them; but oh!
how changed am I, and all things in my retrospections of
the past, and'my hopes of the future. When-l first he-
held them, they were the first high, the first snowy mounn-
tains T had scen, md my heart was .open entirely to their
beauty. I have seen others since, more high, more bhean-
tiful, more grand ; and they now interest more, from the
recollection of what I formerly felt, than what'l feel now.
When I saw them first, I thouglt, too, that other eyes
than mine wounld soon -look upon them and adwmire, but
those eyes never saw them, aud are now shut up in the
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darkness of the grave, and left my -own only open to see
the desolation of all my hopes and blessings.’

The captain, mate, and some of the crew, pleased Kitto
immensely by their literary taste—their anxious perusal of
Shakspere and particularly of Spenser.

¢ May 28.—I was interested yesterday, and on former
occasions, to sec one of the sailors engaged in reading one
of the cheup editions of Shakspere, which belongs to him-
self.* I perceived that the last {ime he was reading All’s
Well that Ynds Well.  Verily, it is something to talk of|
when our common mariners {ind pleasure in such books
ag Shakspere and the Faery Queen: My edition of the
Iatter is in two volumes, and T can hardly keep one for
my own use, so anxious is every one to read in it. The
mate has read both volunes once through, and yet snatches
up a volume whenever I lay it down on deck. The cap-
tain has got through the first, aud now begius the second.
The samne man who veads Shakspere borrowed the second
volume of me, which, when he had done, I lent him the
first ; but the caplain, who wished to read it, made him
give it hack again. T am really afraid, in dispensing the
loan of 'my Spenser, of giving offence, by my partiality.
Now the first volume is vacant, the captain having done
with it, yet I am rather afraid of giving it back to the man
from whom it was taken, lest I should offend the mate. I
trust my Spenser will not gencrate a mutiny.’

On June 2, the cliffs of England were hailed, but ¢only
pro forma’ by Kitto, and ¢ with no vcey impetuous emo-
tions :'—

¢ June 4.—Close by land ; two miles perhaps. We saw
a white clilf, which, said the mate, was Beachy Head,
with Hastings beyond ; but which tarned out to be the
Culver €liff of the Isle of Wight, so that we are actually
gone a good way back with the current since I went to
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bed. Lovely England! who can view thy beantiful shores,
and think of what they enclose, and what thou art, and
what thou mightest be, without being proud that he is an
Englishman? I cannot, and would not. And, albeit my
heart hias gathered sterner stuff around it than it once had,
it cannot but fecl deeply and strongly in looking on these
shorés once more, that I had not hoped to see so soon.’

Still later, and when the shores of kngland were gmiling
before him,. he inserts in his journal :—¢ How happy sheuld
1 be now, were it not for the uncertainty that Bangs over
my future prospects.” 'Then uervisg himsclf, he subjoins,
in pithy terms:—* God help me: the struggle—a death
struggle—comes.

The coasts of Sussex and Kent interested him :—

¢Oh, when I look thus intently on the verdaut fields,
velvet greens, fine trecs, and pleasant villages of my own
land, the beautics and excellencies of all others fade hefore
me, and I say to myself, what T have often said, «“ Who
that can live i England, would live out of it?” I return
to the land I bave loved, and I sce few possible induce-
ments before me to, make e leave it again. I have alrcady
wandered more than nine hundred and pinety men in
thousand, and am content to thiuk I have wandered enough ;
but if it be not so, let me for the future wander from one
of her own pleasant scencs to another, and from one of her
bright cities to another.

¢ Passing Dungeness, with its conspicuous high red light-
house, and a place ghich docs not seem more than a village
to a spectator from the sca, and IIythe and Folkestone,
we came to Shaksperc's Cliff, below the town of Dover. It -
is probably a unique circumstance that a place should be
called after the name of a poet who had described it.
Dover Castle is & very fine object; as fine as any of the
Turkish castles onthe Bosphorus and Dardanelles, and finer.”



274 RETURN FROM THE EAST.

The ship, being laden with silk, was obliged to lie under
the law of quarantine in Stangate Creck. Mr Shepherd
had gradually sunk during the voyage; and though he
was immediately and kindly taken into the physician’s
own vessel for better treatment, he died on the evening
after his removal. Kitto had been charged by him, in the
prospect of his death, with some tender messages, tokens,
and farcwells to the lady to whom he had been engaged,
and whom he was coming home to wed. He sets down
in his minute record, that there came to the doctor’s ship,
at Mr Shepherd’s decease, the father and brother of Miss
1., his intended bride.  The elder of the two was a ¢ vener-
able gentleman;’ and the latler he thus sketches :—*¢I re-
cognised the younger as the brother of poor Shepherd’s
betrothed from his resemblance to the portrait which S.
had of the lady. I did not,” he quietly concludes, ¢in-
trodace myself to them, but when relieved from quaran-
tine shall do so, in compliance with the wishes to that
effeet expressed by poor 8.7 Tow he discharged this melan-
choly task, and mth what romantie resalt, will be seen in
the sequel. .

It was on Friday, June 12, 1829, that Kitto left Graves-
end for the East, and four years all but a day after—that
is, on June 11, 1833—Mr Shepherd’s funcral took place.
The body, enclosed in ¢ & coffin without a plate, and with
pieces of rope for handles,” was taken on shore by the

sailors, and buried close to the water’s edge, the other two
vessels in quarantine,’ the Nymph and the Leander, wear-
ing their colours half-mast high, while the doctor’s servant
read a portion of the burial service. The piece of ground
selected for interment had its uses indicated by what the
captain called ¢ wooden tombstones, there being only two
of them, and both dated 1832. One is tempted to ask if
the captain now remembered his prediction, made when his
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ship was weighing anchor at Constantinople? The out-
burst of his hilarity may have been forgotten by himself,
but es it rose to the memory of John Kitto, he imagined
and pondered.

By the end of June the vessel was dismissed from quaran-
tine, and Kitto once more rejoiced in being at home in Eng-
land. His sensations at this period were afterwards touch-
ingly portrayed by himself :—

¢ Only those who have spent years in distand lands can
tell the yearning of the heart for onc’s nativdcountry—
the craving, increasing in intensity as time passes, to return
to its loved shores—to live there a few more years before
life closes, and at last to dic in our own ncst. »

% Tis distance lends enchantment to the view.”

Distance of either placesor time lends this enchantment to
the view which the mind takes of the far-off or long-for-
saken home; and not less to the returned exile than to the
man long sick, when he ¢ breathes and walks again”—
“ The common sun, the air, the skies,

. . To him are opening paradise.”

But the feeling is more enduring ; for if one is at length
privileged to return to his own land, he finds that land has
acquired an interest in his eyes which age cannot wither
nor use exhaust. This is not speculation, but experience ;
for the writer can declare that, after some years of absence
in the far-off lands of the morning, with little thought or
intention of ever rgturning, and after the first agonizing
rapture of greeting once more his natal soil had subsided,
he has not ceased, duﬁng nincteen years, to feel it as a joy
and a privilege, which has in its measurc been a balm to
many sorrows, to dwell in this land; and he has experi-
enced a constant iutensity of enjoyment in the merg fact of
existence in it, which had not formerly been imagined, and
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which only the facts of privation and comparison can cnable
one thoroughly to realize.’?

He narrates to Mr Woollcombe? his first experiences on
returning :—

¢ My poor mother will have it to be a miracle that I have
at last returned in safely. I would not say so; but, be-
lieving in a special Providence, as I think you do, I do
feel that I owe my life to its protection under all the
varietics of danger to which 1 have been exposed since I
left my native land. I desire to be enabled, by my future
life, 1o cxpress the thankfulness I vught to feel for the most
undescrved mereies which I'have received. I will only just
mention, that the first event which happened within a quar-
ter of an hour after my landing, was to have my pocket
picked of a silk pocket-handkerchief.”

He also tells this correspondent®how, as the result of his
eastern life, he felt amazed at first on secing women walk-
ing unveiled, and averted his eyes when a lady passed; but
archly adds, ¢ this is nearly off already, and I run into the
other extreme, of looking at every one that passes; and,
verily, in walking from Barnsbury Park to the turnpike
gate, I sce more lovely countenances than in all the four
years of my second absence, aud in all my wanderings from
Day to Becrsheba.

Mis residence in an castern climate had.somewhat dark-
ened his face :—

¢ Those who do not know me often take me for a
foreigner, and to this mistake, perhaps, my complexion,
browned by the various suns of the East, not a little con-
duces.”™ '

Somewhat later he writes to Lady M‘Neill at Tehran :—

1 Datly Bible Illustrations, vol. vi., p. 256.
? Upper John Street, Islington, July 8, 1838,
? Deaf Traveller, L—Penny Magazine, vol ii, p. 310,
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¢T had understood that the world had been turned up-
side down while I had been out of it in the East ; but when
I came back, no other tokens of change were at once visible
to the naked eye, than new churches, bridges, and streets;
and of the Reform Bill itself, no other indication was im-
mediately apparent besides ¢ Reform” inns, coffee-louses,
coaches, and shaving-shops. In whatever else the people
of all classes differ, in one thing they all agree, that the times
are bad. 1 am sure I believe so; for ever since I cats re-
member, I never heard any one say that they &cre good;
and I question if the Wandering Jew himself, in all the
ages he has lived, and all the countries he has travelled,
ever once heard that they were. Maybe some simple lads
and lasses, during some hours of their wedding-day, may
have thought so; but even they soon found out that ihe
times were bad—as bad as they could be, and worse than
they ever were.’ .

‘Foward the beginning of July, as if bya fascination which
he could not resist, he had established himself in lodgings
at Islington. The era of preparation was over, and that -
of active labour was about to commence. He had little .
doubt of being able Lo secure a maintenance if any engage-
ment should be opened to him. It mattered not to him
what toil it should cost, for he had braced himself

¢ To scorn delights and live laborious days.’

He had already advised his friends in Plymouth of his
return, asking thei.r assistance in securing for him some
remunerative employment, and Mr Lampen and Mr Wooll-
combe at once responded to the earnest appeal of the re-
turned wanderer.



CHAPTER IX.

LONDON—TFIRST LITERARY ENGAGEMENTS—
MARRIAGE—PICTORIAL BIBLE.

Anp what had Kitto gained by those travels, from which
he was now resting ? .

At an carly period in his career, and when he was
dreaming of the future, rather than earnestly training
himself for it, he had freely expressed his opinion as to
the theoretic advantages of travel. Ile hoped to visit the
continent and some ‘interesting parts of the island,’ in
"company with some person who would not think him an
incumbrance. ¢ Important advantage would acerue to me
from travel he remarks, ¢viz., it will enable me to write
with the confidence of personal observation, of the charac-
terseand natural and artificial productions of other parts of
Britain and Europe. This wag but a meglest desire, for
he had then only a limited object in vicw. Any one who
had seen him a few months before he made this statement,
within the walls of the workhouse, and Llying his trade with
undisturbed assiduity, would have thought hira as firmly
fixed to Plymouth for life, as the limpets to the rocks on
its shores. He ncver travelled, indeed, as he originally
contemplated, for he passed through various foreign coun-
tries, not to sce them, but only to reachsa distant point

1 Letter to Mr Harvey, Public Library, Plymouth, August 7, 1823,
L 4



- REFLECTIONS ON TRAVEL. 279

beyond them. He never was a traveller in the same sense
in which Robinson and Livingstone are travellers—men
who make a journey with an avowed and definite geogra-
phical purpose. Ile sailed and rode to the East in order
to get to Bagdad, and he rode and sailed to the West
in order to get to London. But his expericnees of travel-
ling cooled his carlier ardour. Though he prized the
results, he did not relish the process of obtaining them.
¢ To have travelled it a very fine thing, but it is not a yery
fine thing to travel’—is his la.ngufwo to My Harvey.!
Three months afterwards he declares to Mr Burnard? more
emphatically :—¢I hate action, T hate travel, unless, in-
deed, I must travel; and by and by T must.” Yet, on his
progress homeward, he makes another revelation to Mr
Woollcombe :—¢ As to travelling, it will be borne in mind,
that I am not travelling as a traveller; and in the way I
have travelled, I never would travel, except on business,
again. If I do not marry, it by no means appears to me
that I may not travel again. But my ideas of future travel
are vague and remote, and at all events will in a great
measure depend, in their consequences, on the direction
given to the current of mny life on reaching England.’s

Though a dark hour somctimes passed over him, as
toward the end of his residenge in Bagdad, the moral
influence of his travels was certainly healthful. His®own
a.cknowledgmen% in his Journal, under March 12, 1831,
is—

¢T assured Mr Pfander that, though there were some
circumstances that did not quite satisfy me in coming
dbroad, I rejoiced, upon the whole, in having done so; for
this one reason among others, that my love of mankind
has been more extended than under any other circum-

¥ Bagdad, September 25, 1831, 2 Bagdad, December, 1831}
3 Tehran, October 30, 1832
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R .
stances it probably would have been. When I left Eng-
land, I had a general disgust, if not contempt, toward
mankind, fully including myself; I despised men for being
what I thought they were, and I hated myself for being
like them. My personal associations, even with religious
people, had not been happy, nor had much tended to raise
my respect and love for their character.s But the many
traly excellent and amiable individuals I have become
acqyainted with since I left Eugland, have brought round
my feelingto a more healthy tone.” ,

Kitto had also made no little intellectual gain by his
journeyings and re<idence in the East. The extracts from
his Letters and Journals, which fill so, much of the three
preceding chapters, sufficiently attest his powers of obser-
vation, and his habits of reflection. Whatever he saw in-
tereqted him; whatever befell him excited inquiry. Hls
eyc was ever busy, and was never ¢ satisfied with seeing
nay, it had acquired a speeial dexterity in taking in a
large panorama, and photographing an indelible image of
it on the memory. Customs and habits so different from
those of Iingland arrested his attention, and led him to
study humanity under ¢new aspeets of society and forms
of life.”  His mind was enlarged, and his stock of informa-
tion greatly increased. ¢ Facts and images’ were laid up,
and he distinetly knew ¢some things which the untravelled
can only conceive  TIn spite of his deafness, he had made
himself acquainted with all he wished to know. Indeed,
the appetite of his yonth retained its agerness in his ma-
turer years, for he thus limns himself in a miniature por-
trait of his boyhood.

¢ At a very early period of life, and in the midst of un-
toward circumstances, and of occupations which left me
the least possible leisure, I was a diligent collector of all

1 Letter to Mr Woollcombe, Bagdad, December 15, 1831,
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the odds and ends of knowledge that fell in my way. I
read all the bills that were posted on dead walls and empty
houses. I studied all the title-pages and open leaves that
. appeared in the windows of booksellers’ shops; joyfully
hailing the day when the windows of a particular shop were
cleanced, and a change of books and pictures introduced.
Sometimes, also, when T was allowed a little leisure, I
brushed mysclf up as smart as possible, and ventared so far
* on the respectability of my appearance as to mpke the tour
of the book-stalls, pausing at each; andy aftes dallying a
little ¢« about it and about it,” taking up some lhumble
looking volume, and devouring so much as was pos-ible of
the information it afforded, with the utmost iutensity of ap-
petite, and all the excitement that attends a stolen enjoy-
ment. In process of time, I knew well the state of every
book-stall, and could tell at a glance what books had heen
sold, and what additions had been made since my last visit;
and many severer troubles in my subsequent life have made
my heart ache less than sometimes to find a book gone,
from which I had calculated on gleaning more information
on a sccond occasion than my first spell at it had cnabled
me to obtain. I knew perfectly the dispositions of every
proprietor of a stall in the three towns of Plymouth, Devon-
port, and Stonehouse, and could tell to a minute how long
T might dabhle at his books before he would look sour; and
in process of time, most of the stall-men, on their part, be-
came habituated to me, and came to regard me as a tole-
rated nuisance, or, as one of the customary inconveniences
incident to the trade.” .

What the youth had been, the man was still, but the
curious boy had become the inquisitive traveller; gratify-
ing the same desires on a larger scale, and with propor-
tionate results. He had ¢laid up in store against,the tire

1 Penny Magazine, vol. iv., p. 171.
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to come,” and that time was now at hand. He had also
been qualifying himself for literary labour, for his pen had
not been idle at Bagdad. He tells Mr Harvey, 25th Sep-
tember 1831, that he was ¢ preparing an account of the
citics, towns, ete., between the Mediterranean and the Indus,
which claim the attention of a missionary,” and that, for
this purpose, he was in correspondence with missionaries
in Armenia and Syria, having, at the same time, collected
nearly all the information which Major Taylor’s library
could supply, and being also in daily expectation of books
from England. Iosts of Essays, Tales, Dialogues, Dis-
quisitions, Allegories, and Sketclies, had also been thrown
off by him.» Shut out from human intercourse, he yas
necessitated to give shape 1o his ideas, and body forth his
imaginings, so that by the time he returned to England,
he had acquired great farility of composition, and found it
a comparatively casy matter to give expression to his tecm-
ing thoughts and reminiscenees.

On Dbeing settled down in Liondon, Kitto, as in ‘timé
past, displayed nueommon jugenuity in devising plans for
himself, though, as was usual with him, he was apt to over-
look their feasibility. What appeared most plausible to his
own mind, sometimes failed to commend itself to the judg-
ment of others. Dut if one scheme failed, he had no hesi-
tation in proposing or adopting another. Anything rather
than rely on hounty, or be abandoned to total idleness.
¢ Language would fail to describe all the anxieties I felt on

1 The following are the titles of some of his compositions, which range over a great
variety of¢opics—The Seals of the Kaliphs; On the Mendicant Orders; the Astro-
loger; Calligraphy ; Mahomet Ali Khan; The Principle; Maria Bell; The Modern
Student ; Anclent Student; Sights and Insights; the Silver Spoon; The Chrys-
tal; The Angel of the Rub); Ilot-Cross Buns; Recollections and Collcctions
about Malta; Language; On a Future State of Being; Chosrou; Plague of Bag-
dad; Childhood; Hubert and Fleanora ; The Stars; Geographical Queries; Lella;
Bastan; Lofdon in 2417; the Young Astrologer; Blindness; Dersia; Farcwell to
Malta, a Poem; Lylan; Hebrew names of God, ete. ete.
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my return about a temporal provision. Many dear plans
of my own were in a short time blown to atoms, and I was
sinking down into despondency.” But he was, sooner than
he expected, relicved from his distress; and he entered at
once on that career which grew in brightness as it extended
in usefulness, till the gloom of the sepulchre was suddenly
thrown over it. .

Through the influence of his friends, Kitto was brought
under the notice of the Society for the Dilfusiqn of Wseful
Knowledge, of which Lord Brougham, then »ord Chan-
cellor, was president, Sir Henry Parnell, and aficrwards
Lord John Russell, vice-president, with a large committee
of high and honoured names in-London and throughout
the provinces. In July, Mr Woollcombe gave him a note
of introduction to Mr Coates, the secretary, recommending
him for employment. On the 18th of that month, he waited
on Mr Coates, and Handed him a written proposal to give
a brief account of his travels, in the shape of weekly num-
bers, like the Penny Magazine, or of volumes in the Library
of Entertaining Knowledge. Mr Coates told him that the
latter alternative could not be adopted, but referred him
to Mr Charles Knight, the editor and publisher of these
popular scrials, On the 19th he wrote to Mr Knight,
stating his willingness to make up papers from his journals
for the Penng Magazine, and on the 20th he had a personal
interview. After the exchange of a few letters, and the
presentation of a few approved specimens of his composi-
tion, he beecame a regular contributor to the Penny Maga-
zine,—a rich collection of miscellanies, read, it was sup-
posed, by a million of people in England, besides being
reprinted in America, and translated into Freneh, German,
and Dutch. )

The rate of remuneration was a guinea and g half per

? Letter to Lady M‘Neill, Tehran. London, August 12, 1533.
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page, but he was limited to two or three columns weekly.
His first two contributions appeared in the same number
for the 10th of August—one a collection of Arabian pro-
verbs, and the other a paper introductory to his travels. Its
title is ¢ The Deaf Travcller,” and it is headed with the
following editorial explanation :—* We have much pleasure
in placing hefore our readers the first of a series of papers,
which, we think, will be found highly interesting, not only
from«their intrinsic merit, but from -ihe peculiar circum-
stances of the writer. These circumstances he bas de-
scribed in the following introductory account of himself.
We have ouly to add, that the writer has been introduced
to the notice of the Society by a valuable member of one
of the local committees, who is fully aware of his singular
history.” Some interest attaches to this paper ag the
first-born of so many snccessors in various walks of litera-
ture. Kitto gives in it a succinet account of his previous
life. ¢ There are circumstances in my condition which
would exonerate me frowm censure, had I nothing at all to
say, or less than 1 really have. It is not yet a month
since I returned to my native shores. I made a pause
at the first book-shop, and the Penny Magazine attracted
my gaze. . . Some of the papers I had purchased at
the shop 1 skimmed over on my way home, cutting open
the leaves with my forefinger for want of ‘a knife; and
before I reached iy lodgings, I felt that I should like
to have to do with some of these publications, par-
ticularly the Penny Magazine, in which I felt an espb-
cial interest. . . Ihave certainly in the course of my
life been in very remarkable and interesting situations,
but I remember few more interesting than that in which |

1 On his return from Malta in 1829, the first place he stopped at was a bookshop,
but his eye %1l un the following title-page, ‘A Treatise gn the Art of Tying the
Cravat.'



FIRST FRUITS OF LITERARY TOILS. 285

I am now placed, whilst talking to & million of people
about myself.” Referring to his past days, he makes this
further disclosure :—¢ Though, with a painful cffort, I could
speak, I seldom uttered five words in the course of a week
for several years. I always said the little I had to zay
.in writing, and I know not whether it be hot 1o this cir-
camsiance I owe that habit of composition which now
enables me to address the readers of the Penny Magazine.

I have endeavoured to keep one object staadily
in view—the acquirement of such informationeand geueral
knowledge as I found open to me fh the midst of much
occupation, and of difficulties which, though considerably
different from’ tllObC of my earlicr life, have often been very
great.’

ITe was now fairly harnessed for work, and began to
reap the fruit of his toils and travels, his congistent he-
haviour, and his honest perseverance. Writing from
Bagdad to Mr Woollcombe, July 21, 1832, he expressed
his gratitude, and gave as the reason: ¢For yon have

waited so patiently and so long to “sce whether the wild
and rude plant youn assisted to transplant and water,
would at last become fruitful.” Ilis introduction, through
this same friend, to the Useful Knowledge Society, had now
produced at least promising flrst-fruits.  Ilis contributions
being so accepfable, and his month of virtual probation
being successfully passed, Mr Knight offered him a gene-
ral engagement at a salary which Kitto thankfully accepted,
sigying, ‘ihe termg offered would be sufficient, not only for
my present, but for my prospective wants.” What oc-
curred during the interview wliich led to this arrangement,
is artléssly told by himself.

¢Mr Knight said, “I am perfectly satisfied with what
you have done, and only fear you may feel such employ-
ment dull ; but I%rust its usefulness will in time make it
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pleasant to you.” I also spoke on the subject of my in-
dependent contributions to the Penny Magazine, as The
Deaf Traveller, ete. You have perceived that my papers
have been few and far between; and as I thought this
might b€ from fear of tiring the readers, by the frequent
recurrence of the same subject, I expressed the satisfaction
I should feel in being permitted to fill up with other subjects
the intervals between the various papers of The Deaf
Traveller. . Mr Knight said he wonld be glad if I did so;
but the remon The Deaf Traveller had not come in more
frequently, was the fear that I had not exactly hit his
meaning in preparing the papers. I had better take some
one subject, and briug my collected information to bear
upon it, rathér than carry the readers on from stage to
stage, as in a book of travels. I do not say, don’t write
a book,” Mr Knight remarked, “for that is a diffcrent
matter, but don’t write a book for the Penny Magazine.”
I am now preparing the papers on this principle.’

Kitto was also tg {ake a certain charge of the Penny
Cyclopeedia, suggesting new words or additions, looking
through German, French, and Italian books of reference,
and answering letters of contributors. He was somewhat
dismayed by the prospect, but Mr Knight very kindly
encouraged him, and told him, that ¢his zeal would over-
come all difficultics.” This task necessitated his personal
attendance for seven hours daily in Ludgate Strect. ‘I
sit,’ he boasts to Mr Harvey,! ‘in Mr XKnight’s room,
with plenty of books about me, and more below. Whds- |
ever spare time the Penny Magazine does not require is
spent in perfecting my kuowledge of French and Italian,
and in acquiring German’ Though he entered on his
labours with some anxiety, he was soon enabled to go
throughgdhem with credit. No one knew better than Mr

|August 18,1838,
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Knight what contributions were adapted to such periodical
literature as that which he was issuing, and Kitto was
therefore under a kind and able monitor. Mr Knight
gently checked his strong propensity to dwell on a subject,
and work it out to a disproportionate length! Kitto was
now as busy as he could desire, doing whatever was re-
quired of him—abridging, cowpiliv'g, translating, as well
as cdmposing original articles. Th(, Penny Magazine was
largely indebted to his pen, and the Penny Cyclopxdia
to his care. His pecuniary income was consifferable, and
had every appearance of steadiness and increage.  Ile had
climbed long and bravely, and he was now but a few steps
from the summit.

When the vessel which had brought him from Constan-
tinople was casting anchor in Stangate Creck, he concluded
a section of his journal with this racy soliloquy :—¢ Give
me a little house, a little wife, a little child, and a little
money in England, and I will seek no more, and wander
no more.’

In a few days after, this aspiration assumed a practical
aspect, and in a manner quite as peculiar and striking as
had beerr the previous steps of Lis life. Bitter disappoint-
ment with a bride who had deserted him, wedded another,
and then died in sorrow and remorse, sent him {0 the East;
and now, when he had returned, the mysterious haund of
death brought him into connection with the betrothed of a
fellow-passenger, who had sickened on the journey, and
expired within sight of the shores of Eungland. For Mr
Shepherd, who had died when the Vessel was lying in
quarantine, had charged Kitto with scveral bequests and

_memorials for Miss Fenwick, the lady to whom he had
been long engaged. Mr Newman and Kitto made their

L ] - N
1Thus, a} a later period, the Cyclop@dia of Biblical Literatuie, and the Daily
Readings, grew to double the size originally hgreed on.
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first visit together to express their condolence—the former
relating to the lady all the painful circumstances, while, ac-
cording to her own description, Kitto ¢sat all the time
mute, the very imag2 of sympathy.” Such an interview did
not suffice for Kitto, for he had private matters, both of
Mr Shepherd’s and of his vwn, to talk about. The whole
cirenmstanees of the.drama, so touching and so strange,
had impressed Kitto very deeply, and disposed him to.fore-
cast, ¢ whercunto this watild grow.” TFor attachment was
springing gut of the melancholy adventure; and he had
learned to love her,

¢ . . . Though ler thoughts are straying

To one who slceps the dreamless sleep

Of death ; thoush midst her sighs are playing

The hopes o'er which her visions weep.”

Again he called upon her, and again, aud found her, as he
deseribes the result of hie inerviews to his friend, Lady
M<Neill, 1o be “a very interestings person, with much infor-
mation and more understanding.  The loss she takes more
sadly than T shonll have expected, and, of eourse, she will
h8nceforth ¢ wither on the virgin thorn for ever.” Soshe
thinks—not [, kiwowing, as 1 do, that no intense fec,ling. can
be lasting, or any resolutions permaneut, which are formed
under their influence. I believe our minds are wisely and
well thus constituted. T remember the timne when I had
firmly wade up n.y-mind to die an old bachelor, but now,
if I find any one who will have me, nothing is fulther from
my intention.’

He knew by the time he wrote these words t;hat there
was one not averse to him, nay, that he'had-found. one
who was willing to have him. ¢ My sympathy,” he says to
Mr Lampen, in reference to his first -érrand, ¢ made my
company pleasant to her; and though I did not for some
time think of her in any particular way, she won upon me
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by her modes of thinking, her correct feeling, and strong
and accomplished mind. She was ultimately led to think
that she might find happiness with me.’ The wooing—
the success of which he owed to some extent to his innate
persistence—had all but accomplished its object, when he
felt that it behoved him to try to learn the pro&ahle amount,
and especially to ascertain the certainty of his future in-
come. There was only one way of coming to a satisfac-
tory conclusion on the delicate Subject, and that was by
sounding his employer.  Accordingly, on the 13l of Sep-
tember, he wrote a confidential letter to Mr Knight, freely
stating his position, and his anxiety to be assured about
his prospects of work and pay. The main question was
thus put—¢ Whether my engagement with you is one which
you wish me to retain? . . . 1 should say, there is
nothing I desirc more than to remain’ Mr Knight re-
turned a satisfactory answer, and Kitto’s heart was re-
joiced beyond measure. Every impediment was thus easily
removed, and the chargé of imprudence could not be urged
against the step which he was about to take. What he
had so intensely longed for—a hearth and home of his own
—was now to beattained. The cup had been dashed from .
his lips before, bui again it was filled to overflowing. The
happy day was at length fixed, and accordingly, on the
21st of September, and at Christ’s Church, Newgate Street,
was solemnized the marriage of John Kitto and Aunnabella
Fenwick. The church was under repairs at the time, and
the workmen bcing, obliged to suspend their noisy opera-
tions during the cercmony, became its amused spectators.
The bridegroom afforded them some merriment which they
were scarcely able to conceal, for more than once, from his
deafness, he got before the officiating clergyman, and had to
be recalled to the actnal duty which the course of the ser-
vice devolved upon him. The day of his marriage was «
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the famous St Matthew’s day, and as the civic dignitaries
of London were on their annual visit of ceremony to Christ’s
Hospital ¢ next door,” there was no small stir in the neigh-
bourhood. The bridegroom wondered much at the bustle,
especially at_the Lord Mayor’s “ fine coach’ waiting with-
out, but could not at the time divine the reason. Yet the
lively scene was not forgotten, and many years afterwards
he referred to it on occasion of the admission of one of his
boys to the great educational institution, jocularly remark-
ing, that the time, place, and cipeunstances of their father’s
marriage seemed to give them some claim upon it.

This new connection added ungpeakably to Kitto’s hap-
piness, and contributed in no ordinary degree to his useful-
ness. At the fermiuation of the honey-moon, he rejoices
to proclaim, ¢she now thinks she has found happiness, and
I hope to give her no cause to think otherwise. I have
now a fireside of my own to sit down by, and on the other
side is my wife darning stockings.”  But she was not allowed
to keep long by such domestic etployment, for her time,
during some years, was largely occupied in gathering lite-
rary materials for her busy husband.  She daily visited the
British Musenm with him, and each, in that ample reposi-
tory, pursned a separate path, he plying his immediate task,
and she amassing materials for other meditated productions.
She was the liow’s provider, and was obliged to caler
liberuily amoug all sorts of authors, living and dead; for,
as his deu was a scene of uncommon voracity, his daily prey
required a skilful and diligent purveyor.

If the previous pages indicate that Kitto was alive to
female charms, other portions of his writings show his high
appreciation of the sex, on which he has pronounced many
noble and graccful enlogics. e has recorded his senti-
mentg more than once, and that towards the last years of
his lifg. Ior example, the history of Saumsen suggests
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to him, that reliance upon the tenderness and truth of
woman’s nature is not in itself a bad quality ; nay, it is a
fine, manly, and heroic quality—and we may be allowed
to regret that Samson fell into hands which rendered it a
snare, o danger, and a death to him.”
Or, again, he has thrown out this striking sentiment :—
¢ But not to dwell further on particular instances, it may
be well worth our while to note one great matter that de-
serves to be mentioned to their praise, and to*be kepy in
everlasting remembrance. We have read of me onee held
in high esteem, who becane apostates—Demas; Alexander,
Philetus, and others ; but never, by name, in all the New
Testament, of a woman who had once been reckoued among
the saints. This is great honour. DBut not only have
women becn thus honoured with extraordinary gifts; they
have been otherwise favoured with special marks of at{en-
tion from the Liord. To whom hut unto women did Christ
first appear after His resurrection?  Of what act did He
"ever 5o speak as to render it everlastingly memorablessave
that woman’s, who poured upon Ilis feet her alabaster box
of precious ointment ; and to whom He prowised that, where-
ever, in the whole world, His Gospel should be preached,
there should her work of faith be held in remembrance ?72
Or, still further, in vindication of Job’s wife, and against
the opinions which some commentators have formed of Ler
words, translated in the BEoglish version, ¢ Curse God and
die,” he*protests right cheerily :—
¢TIt was telling him that death was his best friend ; that
it was better for him to dic than to live a life like this.
Such a life was a continual death ; and it wese better to
die at once than to dic daily. Now, as many ladies are
amohg our teaders, we will at once ask them, if this is a
true or probable explanation? We will fecl assurcd that
1 Duily Bible [Mustrations, vol. ii, p. 413, 2 Itud., vol. i, p. 12,
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they will at once say it is not ; that this is not the language
which any truc-hearted wife would hold to her afflicted
husband, and that the advice is not *“ wholesome,” as this
explanation supposes. It is the ingenious spectilation of
dry old scholars, shut up among their books, and not of
men knowing anything about the hearts of wives.”?

Kitto’s work with Mr Knight was somewhat multifarious,
but he was pleased with it. For a time, indeed, he walked
¢ fe?xrfully and tremblingly,” but he gradunally gained con-
fidence and courage. Toward the close of this eventful
year, on December 9, 1833, he gives some recital of his
experience to Mr Woollcombe.

¢ 52, St John’s Road, Islington.

. . . Withme things have gone on as smoothly as
I could reasonably expect. . . I have to bring into
admissible form the contributions of correspondents, whose
letters I also answer. In this last employment I have great
occasion to feel how much I owe to your kind recommen-
dation, as I have often to write for Mr Knight, declining
offers of assistance, which I cannot sometimes help think-
ing, would be more cfficient than iy own. I am happy to
hope that I have not altogether discredited yoyr recom-
mendation, and I trust that 1 shall not. I find my em-
ployments so very congenial, and my facilities in them in-
creasc so rapidly, that I think often that I have at last
been enabled, through your kindness, to find mf proper
place and level. . . There is a letcer of Mr Groves in
the Record newspaper of last Thursday. I am sorry to
" say that ne letter from him has yet come into my hands.
I have been poorly lately.’

Th& next year, 1834, was passed in similar industry, his

! Daily Bible Illustrations, vol v., p. 95.
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remuneration being L.18 a month, Stilly as his work
grew familiar to him, he eontemplated some other and
future tasks ; nay, as labours multiplied upon him he ¢ sang
in his heart” At lenglh more than half the Magazine
was of his preparing, and he avers, with some cxulta-
tion, ¢all the ﬁapers P write now are printed® Books for
children held a prominent place in his projected author-
ship, of which Uncle Oliver’s Travels in Persia is a favour-
able specimen. His articles being printed angnymoysly,
he was saved from the imputation of inordinately thirsting
for a name. He was all the while acquiring practice for
higher achicvements, for he was training himself to har-
monise compactness with detail., The brief and uniform
limits of the Magazine constrained him to proportion the
space he occupied, to the differential value of his topics.
The hardest lesson he had to learn was that of literary
perspective, and he never thoroughly mastered it ; nay, he
almost complains, that ¢ the readers of the Penny Maga-
zine are so accustomed to condensation, that they cannot
bear details.’

Daring this year was horn his eldest child, Annabella
Shireen—the second name being a reminiscence of his
Persian travels. She was a source of new joy to him, and
he had # thousand happy ways of delighting and amusing
her in her'infancy. When the little lady gave any sign of
being gratified, he would at once turn to her mother and
say (with what a tone!) ¢Does she make a noisc? Pray
tell me what kind ¢f noise it makes’ The tear starts in
the eye on reading these touching words., He complains
scldo.n, but ah! he utters a deep and mournful sigh as he
thinks of ¢ children’s voices, and the sweet peculiarities of
infantile speech,” and then points to his daily sorrow and
privation as he sat among his darlings, being dooyed ‘to
sce their blessed lips in motion, and to Aear them not.’
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The materials to be employed in Biblical illustration,
had for a period been stored up in Kitto’s mind ; but as
yet no outlet had been found for them. He had, how-
ever, some notion of their value, and of their adaptation
to general purposes. But his plans had DLeen overruled.
Yet the gerni of the Pictorial Bible lies i the following
statement :—*1 am to undertake the description of ve-
markable things and custows in foreign countries, begin-
fing with those in which 1 have actyally travelled. It
was the very thing I wanted to do when I first came home.’
This idea, which was still uppermost, only received a spe-
cial direction when the Pictorial Bible was edited. The
light which would have, heen scattered on a variety of
points, grew brighter and steadier by its concentration on
Scripture. At a later epoch, after he had acquired ¢ cele-
brity,” and when ¢ black mail” was freely levied upon him,
though not to the extent he somelimes imagived, he indi-
cated the pecnliar souree of his superiority and power by
the avowal, ¢ Nothing in fine suy 8 me from being smothered
by my own children, hut the certainty of actual knowledge
which my residence and travels iu the Bast confer.’*  This
‘actual knowledge’ was his tower of strength. For the
description of a veritable eye-witness differs usually from
that of a mere compiler, as much as a green garlMnd from
a faded chaplet. Ile who has seen the animal killed and
cooked by one continuous process, and has partaken him-
self of the feast, diving into the pillan of rice or barley
with his naked hand, and fetching up his morsel, can paint
the festive scene, with a few vivid touches, as he illustrates
Abraham’s hospitality, or give an edge-to -Solomon’s pro-
verb about the slothful man’s hiding his hand in the dish,
that is, not using his three fingers, as is generally done,
but so filling his whole palm at once, and loading it, as to

1 Letter to Mr Oliphant, October 30, 1851
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save such repeated motion.! The flesh of animals is in
the East more a Iuxury than an article of daily food, and
men are cautioned in Scripture against being ¢riotous
caters’ of it. The Arab, as often as he can, does feed
himself to saticty, but the spectator can add his own
humorous touch :—

¢We have often had occasion to witness a meal of meat
indulged in under such circumstances, to a degree of in-
conceivable jntemperance, and enjoyed with a, degree of
hilarity very much like that which attends the consump-
tion of strong drink in our northern climates. We have
the Arabs more especially, but not exclusively, in view ;
for it is in connection with %this people that the present
expression, “ riotous eaters of flesh,” has been brought moss
forcibly to our mind, on heholding the strong and irrepres-
sible satisfaction with which a party of them would receive
the present of a live sheep, and on witnessing the haste
with which it was slaughtered and dressed, the voracity
with which it was devoured, and the high glee, not un-
attended with dance and song, which seasoned the feast.
We are almost afraid to say how much an unrestricted
Arab will eat when an opportunity is given. It is com-
monly considered that an Arab can dispose of the entire
quarter ‘of a sheep without inconvenience; and we have
certainly seen half-a-dozen of them pick the bones of a large
sheep very clean.’?
« The rider who bas carried at his saddle the skin filled
with water or wine, or the guest who has becn cognisant
of the Persian fashion of debauch, which begins at sunrise
or before it, can gfive point to an exposition either of the
trick of the Gibeonites, or of the prophet’s denunciation,
¢ Woe unto them that rise up eavly in the morning, that

1 The allusion is based upon a pecyliar interpretation of Prov. xxvl 15,
3 Daily Bible INlustrations, vol. v., p. 343.
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they may follow strong drink.” The invalid who has been
unfortunately under the hands of Oriental physicians, can
speank from experience of their thirst for bleeding their
patients with a dull lancet, or a knife rudely made into the
shape of one, or of their fondness for the aotual cautcry
with a common iron nail, or a piece of wire.

The ¢ publicans’ of the New Testament, or officers of in-
land revenue, were specially detested.  Why ?  Let Kitto’s
expericnce ¢leclare :—

¢ It hassnot been our lot to, be acquamtcd with any
country, the inhabitants of which are so alive to their
obligations to the State, as to receive with pleasure and
regard with respeet the colfectors of the revenue, under
whatever name they may come, whether tax-gatherers,
rate-collectors, excisemen, customhouse-officers, or tollmen.
The popular dislike to this class of public servants has
always cxisted everywhere: and in an eminent degree it
has always existed. and does exist, in the East, where the
antipathy to anything like a regular and periodical exac-
tion for government objects goes far heyond the dogged
churlishness, with which the drilled nations of the West
meet 1he more complicated demands upon them. This
may, among other canses, be owing to the fact, that the
eastern tax-gatherer fecls quite at liberty to use his stick
freely upon the person of a tardy, inadequate, or too re-
luctant rax-payer.’?

Speakiug of the erroneous application of western forms
and ideus {0 eastern usages, and that in reference to the
scene of the Saviour’s birth, so inaccurately handled hy
poets and painters, the pilgrim can #ffirm from obser-
vation :— .

¢ The explanation we give of this incident, is founded
upon aatual observation, made while ourselves, more than

3 Daily Bible Illustmtl;ns, vol vii, p. 272
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once, were constrained to lodge in the stable, because there
was “no room in the inn;” and was, in fact, suggested in
a place that led us to say, *In such a stable as this was
Jesus born ; here might have been an excellent retreat for
the Virgin; here she would be completely screened from
observation at the time it was nceded; and here in this
very ¢ manger’ she might have found no unsuitable cot for
her first-born son.””? )

The student who, one afternoon at Bagdad, had ebeen
startled from his book by a sudden obseuratiors of the sky,
as if the sun had been cclipsed, and had asceriained the
cause to be a cloud of locusty, black from its very thick-
ness, and covering the city ¢like a pall,’ could not fail to
be picturesque in his comment on the first and second
chapters of Joel.

As to the character and cffect, of castern® salutations,
one who had often made and returned them with all their
picturesque formality, is warranted to say :—

¢ The scrvile demeanoar of the poor in this country is
hateful to every well-ordered mind. It*has grown out of
circumstances which there has been too little effort to re-
sist ; and we may go to the Ifast to learn how the poor
may be treated with courtesy, and he continually reminded,
in every passing form of speech, of their natural and reli-
gious brotherhood, without being thereby encouraged Lo
disrespect or insubordination, but with the effect of a
cheerful and willing character being therehy imparted to
obedicnce.’® .

The gaze that had frequently wandered over Asiatic
fields, entitled the expositor to show the immense loss, which
the foxes let loose by Samson, did to the harvest—thus :(—

1 Daily Bible Illustrations, vol. vii., p. 62,

3 Ibig., vol. i, p. 27. D1 Kitto might have noticed, that our own corgmon forms
of salutation had once a rehigious sgmficance. Adicu, is a commendation to God;
and Good b'ye, is God be with thee.
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¢ The reader must recollect that the cultitated lands are
not separated by hedgerows into fields as with us, but are
laid out in one vast expanse, the different properties in
which are distinguished by certain landmarks, known to
the owners, but not usually obvious to a stfanger. Thus,
as the time of harvest approaches, the standing corn is
often scen 1o extend as far as the cye can reach, in one
vast unbroken spread of waving corn.  Hence the flames,
once kindled, would spread without check 1ill all the corn
of the locality was consumed ; and we are further to re-
member, that there were fifty pairs let off, doubtless in
different parts.’t

The oratory at Philippi was by the river side, and the
sojourner in remote Russia can quote an apposite illus-
tration :— .

¢It is rare at the present time to witness worship by
a numher of persous under soch circumstances, as they
usually find other means for ablution ; but it happened to
us, that the first act of Moslem worship we ever witnessed,
was thus performed.  This was nearly a quarter of.a cen-
*tury ago, in {he Cuucasian mountaing, at a time when many
Turkish prisoners of war were kept there by the Russians.
Bodies of these were conducted, at the hours of prayer,
under a guard of soldiers, to any open place traversed by
a river, near the military stations, and after performing
their ablutions st the streaw, they prostrated themselves
upon the green sward, and went through the several acts
of their remarkably demonstrative worship.’*

But not to multiply examples. Almost every one is
aware how unlike an Oriental dwelling is to onc among
ourselves. DBut the wayfarer who has lived in both, can
give a striking picture of the difference, and invest it, too,
with an grehitectural interest. ..

1 Daily Bible Illustrations, vol. ii., p. 416. 3 Ibid, vol viiL, p. 340.
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¢ The probability is, that the majority of the houses of
Nineveh, like those of many eastern cities of the present
day, consisted but of one storey, spread therefore over a
large extent of ground. We have always observed the
Orientals to be excecdingly averse to a’:oendmg stairs ;
and where ground is not an ohject, as it Seldom is, they
conrider it ahsurd to build habitations in which they must
be continually going up stairs and down, when they are
at liberty to spread out their dwellings overothe gsound
as widely as they like. Henee the accommodation which
we sccure by piling storey upon storey, they think they
realize with much more advantage, by placiug these storeys
separately upon the ground, connecting them by doors,
galleries, courts, and passages.  This is their idea of com-
fort, and we must confess o being considerably of their
opinion. The result is, however, that the house of an
eastern gentleman in a town will generally occapy four or
five times as much gronnd as that of an Englishman in the
corresponding condition of life.’!

These extracts are only a specimen of that full and exact
illpstration which one can adduce who ¢ testifics what he has
scen.”  Though they are taken frow Dr Kitto’s last work,
they show what stores he had at command for hix carliest
Biblical exposition. Sir John MNeill gave him, when he
met him at Tabreez, a peculiar illustration of the territorial
meaning wrapt up in the phrase, ¢ Jacob digged a well)
by informing him, that in Persia the law enacted, that he
who digs a well ip the desert, is entitled to all the land
which it will-irrigate. Morier’s ¢ Second Journey through
Persia,’ also recommended to him by the same authority,
contains numerous elucidations of customs and sayings in
the Old Testament, some of them ambiguous, indeed, and
others bascd on misconception, but the majoritysof them

4 Daily Bible ustrations, vol. vi, p. 407.
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singularly perspicuous and happy, and many of them veri-
fied by the deaf yvt sharp-cyed wanderer himsclf. It is
true, indeed, that Kitto did not travel in Palestine; but
‘the Tast has an unvarying type among its Shemite races,
and especially among those of the Syro-Arabian dialects.
Manners are it many things the same on the banks of the
Tigris as on those of the Jordan—the same among the
children of Klam as among ihe children of Eber. What
are often called Jewish customs, are, apart from religion,
not eonfinedeto Abraham’s progeny through Isaac, but be-
long equally to his descendants throngh Ishmacl. Dr
Asahel Grant forgot this truth in one part of his argu-
ment, when he endeavoured tp prove that the Nestorian
Christians ave the remains of the Ten I'ribes, from certain
customs and ceremonies, whicl, so far from being disfinctive
of Ismel, are common to all the provinces of Western Asia.?

Wihile Kitto wrought heariily on the ’enny Magazine
and other periodiculs, hie had not Yet found his appropriate
functiop. Still he was but a cowmon literateur, and in
that ¢line of things’ would scarecly ever have been known
beyoud the immediate cirele in which he moved. Bat
when the hour came the man was ready. Exploring his
dim and unceriain way towards his right sphere, he had
been frequently and partially baflled, though he was con-
stantly nearing it.

¢The cvgnet finds the water, but the man .

Is horn 1 ignorance of his clement,
And feels out blind at first,’

)

At this juncture, the active and enterprising mind of Mr
Knight, suggested the idea of an annotated Bible, and he
thought that his man of all work was well qualified to
write that portion of the notes which related to Oriental

L)
1 The Neltorlans, or the Lost Tribes. By Ashacl Grant. M.D., chap. xvili
JLondon, 1841
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manners and life, and which his travels might help him to
furnish. The plan at once rivetted Kitto’s attention as
something peculiarly fitted for him, and in which he could
excel. He prepared a specimen, with which Mr Knight
was so pleased, that he resolved to gratify Kitto's carnest
solicitation, and intrust him with the execntion of the entire
work. This decizion was a wise one ou the part of the
publisher, and a happy one for the editor.  Kitto thank-
fully owned Mr Kunight’s kindness, @ one ¢ quabified héyond
most men to judge of aunother's fituess,” and e eulogizess
his ¢ generous confidence in intrusting to my uutried hands
a great and nable task, which others would have deemed
to need the influence of some great name in literature.’

This new experiment brought him at once info the field
which he had been long preparing to occupy, and for the
occupation of which much of his previous training and
travels had really qualified him. Prior o that ohjective
preparation which his eastern journcy had given him, and
along with it, there had been another and a superior dis-
cipline.  The Bible had become to him the Book of Life.
Before his fall from the house-top, he had regarded the
Bible ¢as a book especially appointed to he read on Sun-
days,” and had’ not ¢ventured to look into it on any other
day. It seemed a sort of profanation to handle the Sacred
Book with work-day fingers.” DBut, as he lay on that bed
of slow convalescence, the exhaustion of his slender literary
resources drove him to it, and then he read it quite
through, Apocrypha and all.”  His studies from this period
took a marked direction towards Theology. Works of a
religious kind were found and dévoured by him, ruch as
Foxe’s Martyrs, Josephus, Hervey’s Meditations, Bunyan,
Drelincourt, Baxter’s Saint’s Rest, Sturm’s Reflections,
and Watts’ World to Come. In course of time, indeed,
he extended his rcading to a more miscellaneous class of
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books, and especially in the public library did he give him-
self to Metaphysics; yet he hints, that ‘amidst all this,
the theological bias given by my earlier reading and asso-
ciations nemained.”® Bul it was at Exeter that the ¢ day-
spring’ for which he had long prayed arose upon him.
Up to that time the Bible, Le confesses, had been “a sealed
book’ to him, for the *instructing influences of the Holy
Spirit did not aftend’ his reading of it, and he did not
come to ite ¢ with-the humble and teachable spirit of a

< little child.» Now, aud for some years, the inspired Word
had been the food of his soul—the daily theme of that de-
vout and earnest weditation which, ¢ comparing spiritual
things with spiritual,” makes ¢ wise unto salvation through
faith which is in Christ Jesus.’?  So that, when in due time,
he came to illustrate Seripiure, he did it in the right spirit,
and never forgot the divinity of the volume on whose
pages be was lwvishing so many literary and pictorial
illustrations. Spiritnal qualification guarded and hallowed
scholastic equijment, '

The work, commencing in the end of 1835, was pub-
lished in monthly parts, and completed in May 1838. Dur-
ing its progress Kitto ‘received L.250 a-year, and when
it was finished he was presented with an additional sum,
which seemed to him a little fortune.’s

The Pictorial Bible rose at once into high popularity.
It was his first work in that departmgnt, and it led the
way to all his subsequent productions.  No sooner had he
entered en this form of labour than—

¢ Almost thence his nature was subdued
Lo that 1w worhed in, like the dyer's hand.’
Little, indeed. had been previously done ingthis neglected
province of illustration. There had been huge commen-

1 Lost Senses—Dentuess, p, 14. 2 Ibd,, p. 16.
# Article Kitto, m Kniglit s English Cyclopaedia—Biography. Vol iil
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taries, and good ones too—the quaint and pithy Henry,
the solid and judicious Scott, and the more erudite and
ambitious volumes of Patrick, Lowth, Whitby, and Adam
Clarke. These authors, however, had, to a great extent,
treated Scripture in dne aspect. But the.Bib]e, like the
Redeemer whom it reveals, has two sides of view—divine
and human. The former had been principally thought of by
earlier expositors.  They regarded more the truth of Serip-
ture than the modo in which it had been conveyed. Their
attention was given rather to the sound of the trumpet,
than to the shape of the instrument, ov the muwsie of lhe
peal.  They busied themselves more with what history
said, than with the style of recital; more with what the
ritual taught, than with the scenes and ceremounies of the
pageant itsclf; more with what poetry had *sung, than
with the lyre, drapery, and attitude of the Llebrew muse;
more with what prophecy revealed, thau with the allusions
and colouring of its oracles. So that, with all thie im-
portant service which they rendered, they had left a wide
field unocedpied.  For the Bible, thongh a Divine revela-
tion, is also & human composition; and though ¢given by
inspiration,” it is essentially an Asiatic or Oriental book—
the product of Ilebrew mind, and laden with the riches of
Hebrew imagination.
Various illustrations of manners and customs had been
"atready collected, such as the treatises of Harmer, Burder,
and Paxton; the travels of Sandy, Purchas, Maundrell,
Shaw, Niebuhr, angl DBurckhardt, were not unknown; and
every scholar was acquainted with such writers on anti-
quities, geography, and natural history, as Bochart, Reland,
Dr’llerbelot, Pococke, Celsing, Forskal, 1larris, Jennngs,
Jahn, and Roberts.  Muny of the more prominent features
of the eastern world had also been distinetly apprehended.
It was perfectly well understood that Louscs in the Tast
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had flat roofs, that the so-called bottles were of skin, and
that sheep followed the shepherd, and were not gathered
or driven by dogs. But Dr Kitto’s merit lay, not so much
in discovery as in application. He brought the public
mind into vivid eontact with Oriental scenery and life, by
moulding thefn into the form of a continuous commentary
on the Old and New Testaments, His readers are so ini-
tiated, that they are placed under the eastern sky, with its
bright dayr and starry nights, and are so privileged, that
they may aze on the glory of Lebanon, the beauty of
Carmel, and the rugged sublimity of Sinai; throw the net
with the fishermen on the Liake ot Galilee; raise the ¢ shout’
of the vintage on the slopes of Kshcol; recline by the ¢still
waters’ with the shepherd, when the ¢ pastures are clothed
with flocks;” work and sing with the reaper when the
¢valleys are covered over with corny” go up at the great
festivals to “the testimony of Isracl, with ¢the tribes of
the Lord; or march with the accoutred ycomen of the
land, to fight for hearth and altar against Moab or Philistia,
Aummon or Syria, the foes of ihe old theocracy. The Pic-
torial Bible gave glow and reality to ancient scenes and
custonms, and threw a wondrous light on what is external
or Orienfal in the drapery of Seripture.

Striking and appropriate illusiration is borrowed from
the Egyptian monuments, Witsius and others had
laboured hard to disprove any religious connection be-"
tween Israeland lgypt. Their arguments were, however,
more of a theological than of an artistic and antiquarian
nature, and there is no doubt that Marsham and Spencer
carried their opposite speculations to an unwarranted ex-
tent. But it is natural to suppose that no small portion
of Hebrew custom and art was learned in Egypt, so famed
for its § wisdom.” Thercfore the figures on the monuments,
80 various in their allusions, and portraying so much both
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of the religious and common life of the natiou, are a fertile
source of illustration for the Pentateuch—the law and the
history of the chosen people, just after it had migrated
from the shores of the Nile. And thus, in the notes and
woodcuts, you have Egypt everywhere—its wheat and its
bulrushes, its flax and its frogs, its gods and its muminies,
its priests and its ark, its feasts and its funcrals—all of
them verifying and explaining the Mosaic annals and legis- -
lation, The same felicity is displayed in the references to
Oriental usage, which is so brought before the veader with
pen and pencil that he lives in it. Distiyetness is given
to his conceptions, for every iptelligent reader of scencs,
travels, battles, and manners, must form a mental picture
to himself as he proceeds, and Kitto sets before him the
exact similitud®, copies from uature both to be * seen and
read” Some of the curious and difficult points of Hebrew
Jurisprudence are well illustrated by apposite examples and
analogies, some of them better than those which Michaelis
has collected. We need not allude to the many cngrav-
ings taken from Petra, Persia, and Babylon, and so pro-
fusely scattered through the cxposition of the prophetical
books. The introductions prefixed to the various sections.
though Dbrief and unpretending, are full of good sense, and
convey useful information.

We need not wonder, therefore, at the immediate popu-
larity of the Pictorial Bible. 1t was a new idea success-
fully carried out. It brought down to the people what
had lain on the she]ves of students, or been stored away in
the treasures of the British Museum. It gave an impulse
to this species of biblical study, familiarised the ordinary -
readers of Scripture with its geography and antiquities,
and showed that research, no matter how far or in what
direction it was carried, served to confirm thes truth,
authenticate the history, develop the beauty, and promote
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a fresher and fuller understanding of the Book of God. It
was at first objected that the comment wanted therevan-
gclical element ; but the author’s purpose must be kept in
view, and as he professed to deal with neither exegesis nor
theology, he must be judged by the aim which he sought
to realise. .

What are called ¢ Tllustrations from the Old Masters,’
are usually of little valuc. Nay, they often mislead. Those
of them, fer instance, which are found even in the first
volume of the Pictorial Bible are of this nature. In the
one which formg the frontispiece, the artist has paid no at-
tention to Egyptian featurgs, dress, or custom. In the
plate representing Labau’s covenant with his son-in-law,
Jacob is pictured as still a young man, whereas he could
not have been far from {hreescore years dhd ten. But it
was the special superiority of the Pictorial Bible, that it
discarded such faneiful illustrations, except as mere ocea-
sional ornament, and that, it figured actual animals, plauts,
garments, and scenes, so as {0 give to the reader’s eye the
zoology, hotany, costume, geography, and ethnography of
Scripture. Many objectionable plates in the first edition
were excluded from the fourth, for they were often inaccu-
rate us exponents of history, and imperfect as representa-
tions of manners and dress. The first edition, completed
in 1833, formed three large imperial octavo volumes. and
from the stercotype pla.tes of it various large impressions
were taken.

The book was pffblished anonymovsly. Its reception
not only gratified Kitto irmmensely, but decided what was

* to be the labour of his subsequent years. For the reviews
were very favourable. One of them spoke of the men em-
ployed in the publication ¢as fully competent to their
anxious undertaking ;> and the one man who did the enm'e
work, secretly and heartily enjoyed the plural reference.
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The approbation of the public was not only a reward to
him for his toils and anxicty, but he took it as the index’
of Providence pointing out what he now rightly regarded
as the work to which he had heen called, and for which
so many years of study and travel, and, growing re-
ligious faith, had so admirably disciplined him. The
¢alinost unprecedented favonr’ with which the book was
reccived, was therefore owing to its real worth, and not to
any fame of its author—for his name ‘was coneealed->nor
to any sympathy with the workhouse boy, wito had wan-
dered from Plymouth to Bagdad, and plodded his way
back again to London. Kitto could not but record his
high satisfaction with the result—¢ The degree of atten-
tion with which my labours have been favoured, has not
arisen out of any sympathies for, or had reference to, my
peculiar condition : for my greatest and most successful
labour was placed before the public without any name;
and although the author’s name has been attached to later
works, it has not been accompanied by any information
concerning the circumstances which have néw been de-
scribed. As, therefore, the public has had no materials on
which to form a sympathising, and therefore partial, esti-
mate of my services, and has yet received them with signal
favour, I may venture to regard the object which 1 had
proposed to myself as in some sort achieved. And since it
is at length permitted me to feel that I have passed the
danger of being mixed up with the toe-writers and the
learned pigs of litesature, I have nof® the greater frecedom
in reporting my real condition,’?

He stated also to Professor Robinson of New York,*
then in Liondon; that ‘through incidental notices and al-
lusions in periodical publications, the public had got some
notice of his history,’ but that even then (1840) he Was not

1 Lost Senses—Dcafness, p. 83.  # September 28, 1840.
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extensively known as the editor of the Pictorial Bible. Not
$that there had been any studious concealment, but, he de-
clares, ¢ it has rather been my wish that 1 should not seem
to owe any part of the success I might attain as an author
to the sympatlueq which my sufficiently singular personal
history mlght be likely to produce.” Indeed, he affirms,
more unreservedly, and with some degree of warmih, that
at an early period he had found little encouragement from
othess, even from those who ultimately favoured him with
their notice ; that when he spoke of literature, he had been
kindly pointed awdy to other means of occupation and use-
fulness ; that his literary predilections had usually obtained
no encouragement, but had rather been opposed as an un-
reasonable infatuation ; and that thercfore he had ¢ deter-
mined, at whatever risk, to act upon his own soul-felt con-
clusions, and to stand by the truth or fall by the error of
ineradicable comvietions’  Ho completely unknown was
he in Sceotland, that when we first heard that the Pictorial
Bible was edited by ¢John Kitto,” we thought thai the
bricf and unrcommon name must surely be a nom de plume,
In a fragmentary Journal, July 4, 1837, we find this
characteristic paragraph :~—
¢ Newman writes me,—“I have taken in the Pictorial
Bible.  Parnell tells me that you were the editor. I said,
perhaps of the later portions. Is it true that you were
the editor of the Pentateuch part?” Bah! I answered,
rather shortly, yes—and &id not altogether omit the oppor-
tunity of slightly g®ding at the discouragements I had
received, and the calamities which were foretold me from
my adherence to my literary predilections ; to which ad-
herence I owe all the benefits I now enjoy. I said just
enough to let him sce that T did feel something of triumph,
to haverjt thus established that I was right in my obsti-
* Lost Senses—Deafness, p. 90.
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nacy. These old college folks, I fancy, cannot like the
successes of parvenus, self-educated men like myself.

In short, though Kitto rejoiced in doing all manner of
service for the Penny Magazine, and other uscful and
popular periodicals, he felt, for the first time, that he was
in his true element when he commenced Lis studies for the
Pictorial Bible. Mis benefactors, in thejr kindness, had
assigned him different forms of labour, from the making
of shocs to the setting of Persic types, from the teasing of
oakum to the manufacture of artificial teeth, and in all of
them he did his best, but in none of them was he contented.
Each was but a resting-place—his heart still said, Ixcel-
sior! and he arose and climbed again. Various spheres

. of work were opened up to him, but he could not find a
home ‘at Plymouth or Exeter, Malta or Bagdad, when
Providence at length set him down in Ludgate Till, and
yoked him to the great business of his life.  And then he
felt that he had been slowly training for hig high vocation.
and that what had disabled him for the physical toils undér
which his soft sinews had first bent, had but set him apart
to higher and more exhausting laubours. Then, too, he
learned that no phase of his life had been without its ad-
vantages—that his love of lore now enabled him to pay
his tribute of vencration to the Book of books, and that
his journey to the Tigris yielded fruits™o be afterwards
reaped on the Thames. And thus he waxed ‘strong in
faith, giving glory to God.’

During the progress of this first afid great labour he tells
Mr Kbnight, in the fulmess of his heart—

‘T cannot begin any observations respecting the Pictorial
Bible, without stating how highly I have been gratified
and interested in the occupation it has afforded. It has
been of infinite advantage as an cxercise to my own mind.
It has afforded me an opportuhity of Lringing nearly all
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my resources into play ; my old Biblical studies, the obser-
vations of travel, and even the very miscellaneous character
of my reading, have all been highly useful to me in this
undertaking. The venerable cHaracter of the work on
which I have laboured, the responsibility of annotation,
and the extent in which such labour is likely to have in-
fluence, are also circumstances which have greatly gratified,
in a very definite manner, that desire of usefulness, which
has, o may.say, been a strong principle of action with me,
and which wes ils origin, I think, to the desire I was carly
led to entertain of finding whether the most adverse cir-
cumstances (including the privation of intellectual nourish-
ment) must necessarily operate in excluding me from the
hope of filling a useful place in society. The question was,
whether I should harg a dead weight upon society, or take
a‘'place among its active men. I have. struggled for the
latter alternative, and it will be a prond thing for me if 1
am enabled to realise it. T venture to hope that I shall:
and to yon I am, in the most eminent degree, indebted, for
the opportunitics, assistanee, and encouragement, you have
always afforded me in my endeavours after this object.’
Sir John M*Neill and Mr Knight were, each in his time
and. place, of essential service to Kitto; the oue in the
East had greatly and opportunely helped to store his mind,
and the other in London devised the plan which brought out
his knowledge into popular and practical form. The one
encouraged him to gather the ore, and, after its fusion, the
other shaped the mould, and there ¢ cams out’ the Pictorial
Bible. During the years in which*it was in process of
pubhcs,tlon, his toil was incessant, though he was never far
ahead of the press; so that he complained of the time lost
by going in search of books, especially to the British
Museums and wished a few serviceable volumes to be pro-
cured for himself. Mattef's connected with the work, over
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and above the writing of the notes, took up, he affirms, ‘a
fourth of his time, and more than half of his anxiety.” And
he ends his request with the memorable declaration, ¢ The
Museum day is but siz h&urs long, whereps mine is sixteen,”

It may be added, that the Pictorial Bible was reprinted
in four quarto volumes, in 1838, but not steReotyped ; that
in 1840 the notes and some of the illustrations, without
the text, were published in five small octavos ; and that
in 1847 was commenced what may he called the stasdard
edition, completed in 1849, in four volumes imperiul octavo.
Kitto bestowed special pains upon this edition, and ¢ received
upwards of £600 for his labour.’! Not only did it execlits
predecessors in better paper, larger page, choicer woodeuts,
and more tasteful printing, but it possessed other and higher
improvements. The cditor, who was hest qualified to speak
of it, for he knew the labour it had cost him, says himself :—

¢ The final results appear in a considerable*body of fresh
matter, exhibited in some thousands of new notes, and in
additions to and improvements of a large number of the
notes contained in the original work. Space for this hLas
been provided by an actual increase of the letterpress, by
the omission of one class of woodcuts, by the careful cx-
cision from the original work of such matters as might,
it was judged, be spared, not only without loss but with
advantage, and by the pruning and condensation of many
notes which remain without essential alteration. 'The effect
of all this may be seen in the fact that, in the Pentateuch
alone, besides intgoductions occupying several pages, be-
tween four and five hundred new notes have been intro-
duced without the sacrifice of any valuable matter contained
in the original work, and with the addition of a large
number of really illustrative engravings, which did not
appear in that publication. ,

1 Article  Kitto," in Knight's English Cyclopaedis.
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¢ The general result may be thus stated: that the
matter of the original work has undergone a most careful
and elaborate revision; that nothing of interest or value
in the original work is wanting fn the new editipn; and
that large additions have been made, equal altogether to
above one-thirt of the whole work, of the same kinds of
useful information which have secured for the Pictorial
Bible the high cousideration with which it has been
favoured ! |

In this odition, there was prefixed to each book a list
of commentators npon it, and the editor regarded this as
a ¢new feature.” Certainly it was; but he adds, ¢ A com-
plete list is scarcely possible.” His lists are fuller than
any we have scen extending to all the various books of
Scripture; but we have met with much fuller lists on
separate hooks. He has omitted, especially in the New
Testament, several good expositors, both on the Gospels
and Epistles, %m(: that he has put in his lists are mere
curiosities ; but it was impossible for him to assign their
several value 10 books which he had ntver seen, and their
respective merifs to authors whom he had never consulted.
There is this benefit, however, that ¢ even the thoughtful
general reader may find some matter for suggestive medi-
tation in these lists. They will enable him to see what
are the "books which have been chiefly attractive for
separate exposition; he will perceive how much more
attention has, until of late ycars, been given to the'sepa-
rate consideration of particular sacred hpoks abroad, than
in this country ; and he may trace the periods in which
this department of biblical literature was most cultivated.’?

1 Journal of Sacred Literature, vol. iv., 1849, pp. 162-185,

3 The stereotype plates of this last and improved edition belong now to the
Messrs Chn.mbers of Edmburgh, who have issued an elegant reprint, with usefgl

and lntu‘estmg appendices to the first three volumes, by a quahfied contributor,
referring to books,of research not published in 1848.
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Tt is stated in the preface to Dr Chalmers’ Daily Serip-
ture Readings, that what he called his ¢ Biblical Library,’
consisted of the Pictorial Bible, a Concordance, Poole’s
Synopsis, Henry’s Commentary, and Robinson’s Researches
in Palestine. In another place, Dr Clmlm.ers says to his
grandson :—¢ Perhaps when I am mouldering in my coffin,
the eye of my dear Tommy may light upon this paper;
and it is possible that his recollection may accord with my
fervent anticipations of the cffect that his delight M the
“ Pictorial Bible” may have, in endearing &ill more to
him the holy Word of God.’

The labour of the last three years had been so ineessant,
that Kitto had no time to fill much space in his diary.
Twelve months clapse between some of the entries.  Dut
a few scattered-notes of some interest oceur :—

¢ June 20, 1837.—This day the king dicd, and this day
T put the last hand to the secoud volume of the Pictorial
Bible. Mem.—L am, it would seem, a dah at presenti-
ments. At the beginning of the year, T had & presentiment
that the king would die thix year. Mentioned it at the
time to Bell (Mrs Kitto), who recolleets it.  Would I had
been a false prophet ! Who is not sorry that the king is
dead? T am sure I am.

¢ Same day.—Very anxious about baby—indecd miser-
able. A lump on her head. Doctor says she has no
bone on the left side of her head, and showed Bell, in the
skull of a dead child, the very hone which the living one
wanted. A case of great ultimate danger, probably fatal.
She has good health now ; and it is awful to see the dear
little thing crawling about, laughing, and affecting to
address me on her fingers, and to know that the sentence
of death is wpon her. I have not often—never—heen
more disfressed; for I do love the dear little article most
entirely.

-
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¢ June 21.—Sent her to Sir Astley Cooper. After a
very slight examination, he said that the bump contained
extravasated blood, prohably arising from a fall ; doubt-
less, the fearful fall she reccived about two or three months
back ; nothing could be done but rub it with vinegar. No
danger whatever. Wheu told about the bone, he said
“Pho! 'Then you may tell the medical man, from me,
whoever he ix, that he is mistaken.” Now, blessed be Sir
Astle§ Cooper! I receive the dear little creature as one
given me hatk from the grave. May she live a thousand
years! DBless her little cyes !”

The humour which the next excerpt contains was native
to him, as the reader must have frequently perceived in
the course of the narrative :—

¢ June 30.-~Was much amused by the -piscatory pro-
pensitics of the juvenile cockneys about the New River,
which are well worth an extended notice; e.g., one boy,
with a basket, rod, line of black worsted, and bent pin,
proceeding, with great importance, river-ward, between two
other boys, prond of being parties in the affair, and dying
with cuvy at the luck of their companion, and the dignity
to which he had attained. Some respeclable-looking
boobies, approaching manhood, groping the poor river
with very complete and costly apparatus. Others of all
sorts, returning fishless home, their blank looks admirably
contrasted with the animation and glad cxpcctation of
those proceeding river-ward. Coming home by the green,
met with a capital practical satire on this~—at the butcher’s,
a boy about four, infected with the piscatory mania, was
fishing out of the window into the road with one of his
father's flesh-hooks.’ *

Mr Groves paid a visit to England, on his return from
India, in*1835; and though Kitto and he had parted in
the manner already described, yet they,rejoiced to see one
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another in their native land. Kitto tells Mr Woollcombe
(April 12), ¢ Your letter conveyed to me the first impres-
* sion thal Mr Groves was in England. I heard nothing
‘further of him until, on returning from Mr Knight’s
to dinner, about a month since, 1 found e had called in
my absence, and left word that he was about to start for
the Continent, but should be in Chancery Lane till four
o’clock (it was then three), if T could call upon him there.
I did so, and had the greatest satisfaction i seeify him
once more.” Two months afterwards, June®10th, he in-
forms Mr Lampen—
¢I have had the pleasure of secing Mr Groves several
times since his return to this country, and I was gratitied
to learn that he had an opportunity of sccing you at
Plymouth. I confess to you that there are many of his
views in which I do not concur ncarly so much as I
scemed to myself to do, while I was under that strong
personal influence, which I think he exerts over those who
are in near connection with him, through the warmth and
encrgy which, more than any man I ever knew, he throws
into his opinions. Whether the difference between now
and then, in my mode of considering the subjects to which"
my attention, while with him, was so forcibly drawn, re-
sults from a more dispassionate and uninfluenced view of
the same subjects, or merely from the greater ascendancy
of worldly influences in my mind, 1 cannot vénture to
determine. I fear Mr Groves might be disposed to con-
sider thg latter ¢he most probable account; while you,
perhaps, might be willing to allow the former causc s
sufficient to produce the effect.’



CHATTER X.

VISIT TO PLYMOUTH-~BIBLICAL AND LITERARY
LABOURS—SOCIAL AND DOMESTIC HABITS.

Arrer the Pictorial Bible was completed, Kitto and his
family paid a friendly visit 1o Plymontl, and were received
in & mamner which nwst have been highly gratifying to
him.  How different his eoudition now from that in which
he had visited bis hirth-place on Lis arrival from Malta !
Then appearances, to say the Jeast, of it, were against him;
now realities weve for him.  He had achieved celebrity ;
aud every friend who had ever given him a kind word
might greet him as & man of note, and claim an interest in
hig suceess.  Many must have reversed their previous.
tpinion, and perhaps affirmed that, after all, they had
uniformly helieved, and had indeed so predicted, that John
Kitto would make a figure. Some of humbler rank might
remember the deaf and ragged Loy, who had devoured
so many bovks; or the poor and pitied youth, who had
drudged so contentedly. in the workhouse. We wonder
whether Mr Bowden, whose tyranny kad brought the
smart youngster into notice, lived to see or hear of the
editor of the Pictorial Bible.

Kitto tells one friend that he often ¢ mused on his inner
history,” but his outer life also presented many fopics of
reflection? As, therefore, he walked through Plymouth,
and visited Seven Stars Lane, the place of his birth, or



VISIT TO PLYMOUTH. 317

surveyed the grim walls of the hospital, or shook hands
with some one whose friendly countenance he might not
recognise, he must have wondered at the changes in his
history ; his mémory must have suddenly leapt bLack to
days gone by, and brought them into immediate contrast
with present scencs and enjoyments. One8 it was night—
poverty, rags, hunger, toil, and loneliness without a home :
now the day had dawned—competence, study, fame, and
usefulness, with a smiling and a growing houscholde e
was designedly taking his own picture whenehie grouped
and arranged the opposite elemeuts of such an experience
as the following :—

¢ Afflictions and trials are often allowed to accumulate.
one after another, without rest or pause for a certain
time, until a point of such accumulated wretchedness is
reached, that il seems as if the last point to which even
human endarance ean stretehi—the utmnost pitch to which
even heavenly sustainments can uphold this earthly es-
sence, has heen attained, and that it needs but one atom
more added to the agglomerated burden of these troubles
to break the spirit on which it has heen piled up.  Then,
at what seems to us the last moment, He who knoweth
our frame, and remembereth that we are dust—Ile who
will never suffer us to be tempted beyond what we are
able to bear—appears as a deliverer.  With His strong
band He lifts the buarden from the shoulder, and casts it
afar off; tenderly does e anoint and bind up the deep
sores it has worn,in the flesh, and pour in the oil and the
wine ; and graciously does He lead us forth into the fresh
" and green pastures, where we may lie down at ease under
the warm sunshine of His countenance, till all the frightful
past becomes as a half-remembered dream—a tale that
is told.’? .

1 Daily Bible Illustrations, vol. iiL, p. 816.
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After a sojourn of three weeks in Plymouth, Kitto re-
turned to his daily toils. ¢Uncle Oliver,’* on which he
had been long working, was published during the year.
The devotion of so much of his time to the Pictorial Bible
had greatly retarded its completion. The book is a de-
scription of Persian scenery, with an account of plants,
animals, villages, houses, habits, markets, domestic customs, ,
and religion. Uncle Oliver is an old gentleman who has
travelled in: Persia, and who doles out his information
night after wight to two nephews and a nicce, while Mr
Dillon, tutor to the two boys, vouchsafes occasional ex-
planations. Uncle Oliver has, of course, almost all the
talk to himself, the boys and girl putting in a word only at
intervals ; but his deseriptions are simple, and, being those
of an eye-witness, they are interesting and well adapted
to the young. The style is professedly in ¢ the manner of
Peter Parley.” It does not scem to have excited much
sensation on its appearance, nor did ils author seemingly
care much about it. .

Kitto’s next great work, after the Pictorial Bible, was
the ¢ Pictorial listory of P’alestine and the Holy Land, in-
cluding a complete history of the Jews) Nine months
were spent in laborious preparation—* collecting hooks,
examining anthorities, and digesting materials,’ The want
of books was still felt by him, for many of those he coveted
were of an exorbitant prices Ile-had, however, been
fortunate in gaining some valuahle tomes, many of which
had once been in Mr Heber's collection, ¢ gontaining Travels
and Descriptions of Palestine,” extending from the fifteenth
century to the present time. But he experienced great
difficulty in getting authentic information ds to the natural .

! Uncle Ofjver’s Travels in Persia, giving a complete p! of Eastern
customs, arts, sclences, and history, adapted to the capacity of youth, in the man-
ener of Peter Parley. Illustrated with twenty-four woodcuts. 2 Vols. 18mo.
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history of the country. ¢The work,” he says to Lieuten-
ant-Colonel Smith, ¢is, therefore, in this part, one of original
research sufficiently laborious and difficult.” The first
volume, with a considerable portion of the second, containg
the national history of the Jews, commencing with the
patriarchs, descending through the times o®the Old Testa-
ment, filling up the interval between the Restoration and
the birth of Christ, and concluding with the eapture of
Jerusalem and the nltimate dispersion.  The playsical
history occupies by no means =o large a spage, and was,
perhaps, curtailed, to keep the work within certain fixed
dimensions. He qpens this section with a brief sketeh of
various writers on the subject—beginning with that store-
house, the Hierozoicon of Bochart; glancing at the Ar-
boretum Biblieum of Ursinus, and the Hicrophyticon of
Hiller ; eu]ogisin;g;, as it deserves, the Ilierobotanicon of
Olaus Celsius, the patron of Liunzus,—not forgetting, at
the same time, Paxton, Harris, Calmet, and Taylor; and
describing some strange and valueless peeuliarities in the
.engravings which so profusely embellish the Physica Sacra
of the Swiss physician Scheuchzer. The very full list of
travellers is arranged, to some extent, according to the
countries to which they belonged—those heing specially
referred to who have added to our stock of information on
the natural history of the Holy Liand. He next discusses,
under separate heads, mountains, geology, valleys, lakes.
and rivers, history of the months, and zoology,—the animals
being arranged gecording to the order of Cuvier's Régne
Animal,

The Pictorial History of Palestine and the Holy Land
never reached the popularity of the Pictorial Bible, and
probably has never been fully appreciated. It scemed to
be supposed that the mass of its information had already
been anticipated in its predecessor. The supposition is
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so far correct in reference to the Bible history, and that
has always formed the special object of interest. Many of
the illustrations also are repcated from the previous werk.
Nor do general readers care to find Sacred Narrative done
into other words—recomposed in another style, which, as it
mingles up illistration and paraphrase, and is broken by
explanatory references, wants the simplicity and terseness
of the inspired original. The book, however, contains
muchs that is valuable, and, of course, treats of portions of
Jewish histqry which are net found in Scripture. Nine
months of incessant and conscientious preparation for the
task could not be without some proportionate fruit.

The part which contains the phyrical history is deficient
in arrangement.  To deseribe all the hills and rivers col-
lectively and in separate sections may make up good dis-
sertations, but it fails to give the reader’a full and correct
notion of geography—that is, of the features and character
of the country as they really present themscelves. It would
have been befter to have construeied an ideal pilgrimage
through the land, bringing out <cene after scene as they
actually occur. Bhe imaginary tour might have begun in
the peninsula of Siuai and advanced northward, or it might
have followed the poet’s order, and commenced its survey
where

¢ Hoar Lebanon ! majestic to the winds,
Chief of a hundred hills, his suramit rears
Unshrouded ; thenee by Jordan south,
Whate'er the desert’s yellow arms embpace—
Rich Gilead, Idumea’s palmy plain, L.
And Judah’s olive hills ; thence on to those '\,‘r:
Cliff-guarded eyries, desert bound, whose height
Mocked the proud eagles of rapacious Rome—
The famed Petraean citadels—till, last,
Rise the lone peaks, by Heaven’s own glory crowned,
Binai on HoreD piled.’
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Such a method, while it would have imparted more variety
and interest, would have also taken away from the work
its detached and miscellaneous appearance. One prefers
to see Palestine as it is, rather than to have it dislocated
into fragments : onc-of these built dp of all its.mountains,
and another overflowing with all its watefs. The same
objection. partly applies to the history of the months,
arranged after Buhle and Walch. That portion is replete
with useful facts, but of such a kind, that the reader wounld
never think of consulting the section for them.  oThe author
pleads for his arrangement, that by it the largest infor-
mation might be thrown into the smallest space. True.
The argument is good for those who may read through the
¢Economical Calendar,” as Charles Taylor calls his {rans-
lation of Buhle; but it is forgotten that many a one buys
such a book for reference, and {hat its value is in propor-
tion to the facility with which he finds at once what he
wants. Who, without some previous knowledge, would
search for almonds under January, or hennah under May—
sycamores under August, or agricultural operations under,
October? Had Kitto, with his subsgquent experience,
handled the work for a second edition, he would have
turned out almost a new production. llaving been paid
for this wdrk ¢ according to the highest scale of literary
remuneration,” and having lahoured on it so long and dili-
gently, he was greatly disappointed at its slow sale, and
thus explains himself to Mr Knight—May 28, 1840 :—

¢ . . . TIwgs decply disappointed to learn that the
sucecess of the Pictorial Dalestine is so much below your
expectations. T feel assurced in my mind that it deserves
to succeed, and will still hope that it may afford an ade-
quate remuneration to you, when it comes to be sold in a
completed form. If I have misgivings, they arise #fom the
fact, that the work will not be completed to the extent
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which was promised. . . . It is quite true that the
Scriptural narrative was too diffuse at the beginning, arising
partly from the difficulty of calculation, and partly from
my wish to bring out characteristic customs and ideas.
. . . Tam, onihé whole, well satisfied that, as it will
stand, the Pictorial Palestine will do no discredit to the
editor of the Pictorial Bible. 1t is, in fact, a much superior
work, though, as it happens, it would seem to be less
adapted to.attract attention ““in the market of literature.”
I know nothing that could mortify me more than to hear
you say that the Physical Listory would not sell by itself.
It is a pocket question to me; for most of the time spent
by me in preparation, before the work went to press, was
oceupied in forming collections for this very portion. With
the other portion, by which I gain as much, and which
will be more profitable to you, I could have gone to press
at once, and furnished a part month by month. Tt scems
possible to make hooks too good for the great world ; and
if 50, you can neither afford to publish nor 1 1o write good
things that will not sell.’

Thus will anthgrs complacently misjudge the compara-
tive merits of their productions. Yet he admits that
Professor Robinson of New York, then in London, had
pointed out several inaccuracies in the plates®f some of
the most beautiful of the landscapes ; and it is plain, from
a tledious correspondence, that there was considerable
misunderstanding between publisher and anthor about.the
size and proportions of the work. 1lg had also expressed
distrust of Profegsor Robinson’s view as to the scene of the
passage through the Red Sea,’ stating, in his usual tone
of unqualified firmness, that the traveller could scarcely
be unbiassed in his judgment, and would see nothing to
disturbs his ¢ foregone conclusions,’ as he had previously

1 Pictorial History of Palestine, vol i., p. 189,
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published the same opinion in an American periodical.
Professor Robinson then wrote him, calmly denying the
imputation,! and Kitto replied * in a long letter, conveying
his full appreciation of the traveller’s successes, and his
hearty thanks for the unparalleled service he had rendered
to biblical geography. Many points, too, dn which Kitto
gives a decided judgment, such as the identification of
Sinai, are yet unseitled—points on which Lepsius, Ritter,
Robinson, Stanley, Stewart, aud sothers well qualified to
judge, are by no means agreed, and further oresearch is
+still indispensable to a just conclusion.

The question may now be naturally asked, how did
Kitto find leisure to get throungh those multifarious em-
ployments—how did he so divide and occupy his hours as
to bring s much labour within ‘the limits of human capa-
bility? His plans necessitated no erdinary industry, and
twelve hours were not sufficient for his day. From early
life he had taught himself to be a miser in the use of every
moment, and he was so disciplined as to content himself
with a very small amount of sleep. His quiet and retiring
habits, formed before his marriage, werg not altered by it.
He would still sit at breakfast with a book in his hand,
as if he had forgotten that he had ceased to be a bachelor.
At tea, however, he made it a point to offer compensation
for the morning’s monopoly, by reading aloud to his wife,
but the deep and unvarying bass of his guttural tones,
prolonged for hours, often set ¢his sole auditor’ asleep.
So innocent was L in his own opinion, that, when gently
spoken to as to his persistence in the practice, he could
not at first understand what possible cause of complaint
he had given. He had imagined that what had so in-
terested himself as to induce him to try his vocal organs

1 Letter to Mr Kitto—Regent Square, London, October 12, 1840.
2 October 19, 1840, .
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upon it, could not fail to interest his wife. But the prac-
tice, he admits, ¢brought to light new and previously
unknown talents in him.” ¢ Were I again in Persia,” he
merrily exclaims, ‘it would be in my power to realise a
handsome income by the exercise of a gift, which is only
there well appteciated. It throws into the shade all the
boasted wonders of the mesmeric trance, to behold the
gradual subsidence of my victim under the sleep-com-
pelling infleences of my voice, in spite of all her super-
human struggles to avert the inevilable doom !’ In many
ways did Mrs Kitto feel at first those strange peculiaritiess
which his habits and labouts had created-or fostered; for
while he coveted the seclusion of a hermit for his work,
he had the intense relish of a husband for domestic and
social enjoyment. Indeed, his wife had to %undergo a
willing process of asshmilation, and soon beeame not only
so reconciled to his modes of life, but so much at one with
him, in admiration of his abilities, and in sympathy with
all his pursuits, as to be able herself to put on proud re-
cord that ¢during the {wenly-one years of our married
life, I may say, in perfect truth, that ten hours have not
been spent scparate from him in visiting.” *~ His toil was
incessant, and many a day his only walk was from his
study to his parlour, and from his parlour to his study.
To overtake his many tasks, he began to sit up during
night, but soon abandoned such a dangerous method, for
nature would assert its claims, and he insensibly dropped
asleep before midnight among his hooks and papers.
Suddenly starting from slumber, he would resume his pen,
and by the third watch of the morning wobld be found
eager and busy at his allotted duty. Tlis lamp, however,
did not always shade its flame, when he nodded ; and more
than ofce there was the risk of a conflagration. Then

? Lost Seuses—Deafness, p 28.
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he betook himself to a far better and healthier plan, that
of carly rising—the alarum-clock employed for the pur-
pose first rousing his partner, who could hear it, and she
touching him. A bell, which could be rung by the watch-
man, was next substituted for the alarum; but stilt he
must have dependes on the faithful cars or another, and
his wife was often obliged, sorely against her will, to wake
him from a slumber which his exhausted frame so much
required. Getting up at the first sunmons, usually at
four, he at one period repaired direetly to his study, pre-
pared himself a cup of tea by means of a spirit-lamyp, and
then sat down and laboured till the hour of breakfast.
After breakfast a few turns were occasionally taken in his
garden, and having dressed, he went to his workroom, and
remained till he was called to dinner at one. The writing
of letters, the correcting of proofs, and other miscellaneous
duties, occupied him till tea at five; then he returned to
his desk, writing till toward ten, and reading 1ilt eleven.
This was a work-day of sixteen hours, and of incessant
application. All the socialities of out-door life were com-
pletely set aside. His wife was enlisted in his service,
and so well did she drill herself, that, so far from being a
cypher, as she at first thought, he used jocularly to call
her his ¢ hodman.” She never allowed him to be checked
or interrupted in his labours by any domcstic hinderances ;
80 that no visitor ever found him, like Melancthon, Hooker,
and Thomas Scott, holding a book in one hand, and rock-
ing the cradle withsthe other. So essential did she become
to him, that he could never bear her absence from home.
Iler activity blended so admirably with his sedentary
habits, that he delighted in his own humorous image,
¢ What with my centripetal and her centrifugal force, we
move in a very harmonious orbit.’

Wlien he was employed in Mr Knight’s office, he com-
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monly went and came with book in hand, for the noise
around could cause him no distraction. Then and after-
wards he ran no little risk in the streets of Liondon. is
load of books in ais pockets had nearly drowned him in
the Tigris; and the volume on which he poured, amid
the crowded thoroughfares of the metropolis, frequently
brought him into jeopardy of life and limb. Aud even
when he had no hook to fill his eye and occupy his atten-
tion,' he sometimes saw lhe people staring as if at some
novelty, and could not divine what or who it was, till a
whip Iaid smartly aeross his shoulders, told him that him-
self in innninent peril had been the unconscious object of
curiosity and alarm. At other times, the éxcited gestures
of a policeman warned Lim to Took behind, just as the hot
breath of a horse biew into his face, and its uplifted hoof
was about to tread him 1o the ground. Dut he was merci-"
fully preserved ; and the coavse epithets ofecah-drivers and
waggoners, and the more sympathising badinage of orange-
women, as the one cursed, or the other commiserated his
stupidity, were all happily lost upon him,

While his daily toils left him little leisure, he yet de-
lighted to relax for a brief period with his children. He
took them, as soon as they were able, to assist him in his
gardening operations, and they were delighted at the
symbols of approbation, whenever they received them.
Rejoicing in their little joys, he partook of their gambols,
and each, on its birth-day, was surce to receive an appro-
priate present. But while they enjoyed.-themselves to the
utmost in their pastimes, and could range their home with-
out restraint, Lo onc room they were debarred access. The
library was a sacred place; and if they did cross the
awful threshold, they were solemnly interdicted from
touchil\\g anything in it. They must have often looked on
its litter with curious wonder—its piles of lettefs and
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bundles of papérs—books shut and open huddled together
on the table, and volumes as large as themselves strewed
in heaps on the floor. Shireen was at length allowed the
high and envied privilege of occasionally touching some of
the papers, and arranging a few of the books. But she
was bound in her procedure by a strict and formal stipo-
lation, to all the articles of which she. promised a rigid ad-
herence. The formidable docament ran as follows :—

¢ Plan, Programme, I’rotocol, Synopsis, andsConspectus,
for clearing Dr Kitto’s Table. .

¢1. Make one pile of religious hooks. 2. Another of
books enot religious. 8. Another of letters. 4. Another
of written papcrs other than letters. 5. Another of printed
pagers. 6. Put these piles upon the floor. 7. The table
being now clear, dust, serub, rub, and scour the table till
you sweat ; and when you have sweated half a gallon, give
over, and put the piles upon the table, leaving to Dr K.
the final distribution.—Sigzned, sealed, and delivered, this
28th day of May, in the year of our Lord 1852.

* Witness, HoLorenxes Pres. g Jonn Kirro.

Ilis home, in short, with all its monotonous and in-
cessant " toil, was to him a source of perpetual delight.
His previous life had prepared him fo relish it. He who
had so often been a guest under others’ roofs, and so long
‘a stranger in a strange land,” felt his own hearth and house-
hold to be an unspeakable pleasure. We have heen with
him in the height of his fame, and when his family were
round him. How heartily he was one with them! He
was a happy and playful father, and his young ones were
full of innocent freedom in his presence, each anxious to
say a word to him—that is, to present it in visible form
to the paternal eye—even the infant imitating in its own
way, and with ¢ infinite scriousness,” the finger-tafk going
on so busily Jound aboul it, and crowing in ecstasy at its
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success in obtaining a nod or a smile. ‘1t was quite a
treat,” says one of his visitors,! ¢ to see him out of his study,
especially at family devotion, conducted with so much
solemnity by your aear husband, surrounded by his liitle
fmmly The (lear little one, too, brought in for its morn-
ing kiss by his aged mother, and then herself receiving the
same token of affection. I think I have never seen so
much love and reverence manifested by children for a
fathee—indeed, all was love and harmony ; and that look
of affection {over his glasses) so often bestowed on them,
impressed my mind more deeply than words could have
done, that he tenderly loved them.” Again and agatn, had
he intimated, in his journals and letters, Lig desire to pro-
vide for his mother, who had seen .go much of the shgdy
side of life; and now, in the cvening of her days, she was
an honoured inmate of his dwelling ; and so much was she ,
bound up in him and his family, that when his failing headth
obliged him to go to Germany and lcave her bdnnd,‘%he
was so grieved and stunned by the scparation, that she
seldom spoke afterward, hut sunk into a melancholy which
continued till her death at the end of Jast year.?

His children, all of whom had acute ears, and tongues
of rattling cloquence, were each of them, as they grew up,
at a loss for a time to understand their father’s infirmity.
They could not comprehend why a word or a call should
not at once lell upon him as upon their mother. They
were unable to divine why, at their ery of ¢Tapa,” he did
not lift his head from a book, or lay down his pen for a
moment ; while the cry of * Mamma’ brought hLer at once to
their side, no matter in what business she might happen to
be engaged. From mere imitation, they began the finger-
talk before they could speak, and resorted to it when other

1 Mrs Hullock, in a letter to Mrs Kitto—Plainfleld, Massachusetts, Nov. 5, 1856,
2 1866. -
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infantine signals failed, ¢If the little creatures are so placed
as to be unable to engage my attention by touching me,
they'call to me, and on finding that also unavailing, blow
to me, and if that alse fails, stamp upon the floor; and
when they have, by one or other of these methods, attracted
my eyes, begin their pretty talk upon the ﬁ'ngers. One of
the least patient of them used to stamp and ery herself into
a vast rage§in thie vain effort to engage my attention. It
in very singar that these practices should hawe heentaken
up by all of them in succes-ion, like natural ivstinets, with-
out having learned them from onc another.’!

His modgs of recreationwere, at this period, like himself,
somewhat peculiar. It was not excrcise he coveted, but
rather a ride in an omnibus, and a walk home afterwards.
The flowers in Covent Garden in sumier, and the glory of
the shops in winter, greatly delighted him. DBut scarcely
more than once a week could he afford such an indulgence.
¢If T failed,” such is his own record, ¢ to secure this recrea-
tion, from press of cditorial or other literary business,
duriug the early portion of the week, I seldom missed it on
Saturday night. This was becanse, as an observer of
character, I took much iuterest in seeing the working
people abroad with their wives, lnying out the money which
their week’s labour bad produced ; and in witnessing the
aclivity which this circumstance gave to many streets, and
inspecting the commodities there exposed for sale in the
open air. I felt that I could enter with interest into the
feelings of the vasious parties pausing, hesitating, or pur-
chasing, at the various shops and stalls, materials for the
hiss of universal fry, which on Saturday night ascends from
fifty thousand hearths, or for the scafely more enjoyed
bake of the Sunday dinner. It was something to be able
to enter into these matters, and to follow a hufldred of
1 Lost Senscs—Deafness, p. 98.

.

-
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these parties home, to assist in blowing the fire, to turn out
before the eyes of the bigger children the treasures of+the
basket, to pacify the young ones, now all alive in bedy4with
an apple or other nicety, to watch the spit_ahd sp'ﬂtcr
and hubbub of the frying-pan, and at Ien«rth to share its
steaming contehts with all. What a maultitudinous host of
beggars are then abroad, whomn one sees not #i any other
time! Their faith in their own class—al¥vaysgwilling, but
then enly able to assist them—their assurancefof the'warm
sympathies of those who have dominion over Seturdgy
night, more than in the cold charities, or colder uncharities,
of gentlefolks who have rule over the rest of the week, are
the influences which that night may draw forth into the
streets, from their wretched nooks, hundreds of miserable
creaturces, who, but for the gleams of sympathy and kind-
ness which, on that onc evening, shine upon their hearts,
would perhaps cast themselves down in helpless despair to
curse God and die. Theu, aiso, the music is all abroad.
Barrcl-organs we have at all tilnes ; but on Saturday nights
bands of fine instruments are ahout in all directions, as well
as songsiers and solitary fiddlers. This is not without
enjoyment to me. I like to stand a few paces aloof from
g party of Saturday night people gathered round the
musicians. I wafch the impression it makes upon them.
I sympathize in their attention, aud by identifying myself
with them, derive real enjoyment from the music through
them, and drop my dole into the plate with as much cheer-
fulness as if the whole concourse of sweet sounds had rushed
into my own ears.’!

She who had the hest experience of his&ociul qualities
has thus described them :—

¢I desire to give some idea of my dear husband’s habits
with fridads, but I find the task somewhat difficalt. No

3 Lost Scnses—Deafness, p. 153.
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one who ever saw that noble brow, and that eye lighted
up with intelligence, could doubt his rocial powers. That
bright thoughts were ever passing within, might be in-
ferred from ¢he glowing expression of his features, even
when unuttered by the lips.  In ordinary gompany he was
far from comfortable, and could only take refuge in a book.
Most of his friends, though they might enjoy hearing him
talk—that is, the few who could uuderstand him, had them-
selves xo little to say, or were so discouraged by tl®e slow
process of finger-talk, and the «till more cumlxrous resource
of pen and paper, that they seldom or never made the effort
to speak. 'Thus he was generally left to himself reading, or
while watching an opportunity to speak, perhups incurring
the mortification of finding thut he had interrupted some
one. When he met with literary characters, or men of
real information, he kept them continually writing, often
catching, with his quick eye, the meaning of their answers
before they were fully written. e had one friend who
was capable of keeping him in a state of continued excite-
ment. Though I could execute the finger-talk with great
rapiditw, I could never read it; so that I conld ouly guess
at what had been said by other persons from the tenor of*
my husband’s remarks. I was always aware when the
company was irksome to him. Ilusbands are not clever
at hiding their feelings from their wivey; and I could
easily discern his, which often made me quite as miscrable
as himself. I felt that he ought not to be made to fecl
his iufirmity, which was always the case wheu he was out
of his library. We therefore mutually agreed, that the
reception of friends was not suited to our condition, and
learned to live alone. Dut there was onc dear family of
children, whose growing "intelligence hie had watched from
their infancy, on his visits to their parents. Them he
delighted to visit, or to be visited by. They had all bten
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drawn to him in love during their childhood, and had
learned to talk on their fingers, and could as freely ask
and reply to questions as any of his own family. He
always kept these young people infull talk, ®nd, while in
his company, there was no reprieve for their poor fingers.
Sometimes he "Insisted on their playing on the piano the
Battle of Prague, and he sat with his fingers placed on
the sounding-board, sceming to derive pleasure from the
vibrations hefelt. IIis eutire helplessness in all matters
extraneous te Ris library, rendered him quite dependent on
me; whilst T felt it a privilege thus to gnard and keep in
quiet one whose time was devoted to such noble erds.
But the cares of a large family quite destroyed, of late
years, the close wnion of the early period, and I may say,
quite separated us, except at meal-times; for it rendered
such exactions of labour necessary on his part that he
had no spare time—but of this he never complained. He
would say, “My work is my pleasure also, and, if it
please God to give me streugth, I have only to work a
little harder.””’

Of the ¢ Christian Traveller, a periodical pubication
which Kitto had thought of for fifteen years, and which
was now commenced, he formed the highest expectations
—*a work devoted to a cause for which the public gives
half a million a’ year out of its pocket,” must, he argued,
¢ be received with favour. The object of the papers was
to give sketches of the missjonary enterprise in various
parts of the world. 1le was anxious, for several reasons,
to do all the work himself, as he rightly thought that the
cditing of what he did not himself compose, would take
up very much of his valnable time, and if he should ask
for contributions, he shuddered to ¢think of the showers
of twadde by which he should be inundated.” e felt
that he was competent to the task, for he could now do
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before breakfast what he should once have considered a
good day’s work ; and one personal reason for the under-
taking is honestly stated by himself. It was not simply
that he wished to get all the credit, but this—¢ 1 have to
build up the provisions for my fumily from the foundations,
and under any possible contingeney, there is not one on
earth from whom those that God has given to me can expect
a crust of other bread than such as T may he enabled to
provide for them.’ . .

Only three parts of the periodical were publi<hed, when
it was stopped by the pecuuiary embarrassment of Mr
Knight’s publishing house.  Kitto, so suddenly severed
from remunerating labour, was soon reduced to straits.
He had been able to earn only a little more than daily
bread by hard exertion; and when occupation could not
be found, difficultics at once enveloped him, and so grew
upon him, that he was obliged to sell Lis house at &
considerable loss, leave London, and remove to Woking
in Surrey.! Fits of his early melancholy sometimes re-
curred ; and no wonder—a wife and four children were
now dependent on him. ’

1lis own explanation is, ¢In 1811, the only publishing
house with which, up to that time, I had been connected,
fell into difficulties, and was obliged to bring to an abrupt
close an engagement with me, which had promised a fair
incogne for some years. I thus becaine out of cploymnent
at a time when the general difficulties of the trade for a
long time indisposed hooksellers to enter upon new under-
takings. At first I lived upon thelittle I had saved; then
upon the sale of my books, helped out by = little eredit for
the necessaries of life to a large family.” At a later period,

YA few puges of what he calls Village Memoranda have been presered, but
they contuin nothmg of note. 1 begin to perceve,” he suys, ‘how Jyrople an the
country can appear as grandees on an income which would bax ely enable them to
support the apj earance of 1espeetability 1 London.”
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he states more fully to Mr Groves, ihat between the end-
ing of one task and beginning of another, he had no em-
ployment for twelve months, and that he had made an
arrangement to pay what he owed by instalments in three
years. ¢ Thls, he adds, in 1348, ‘has been done to the
uttermost farthmg

But during such domestic eclipses, he could conceal his
own discomfort, and churm away that of others with a
little “touch eof gaiety. On one occasion,swhen the more
solid portiow of the family dinncr depended ou the sale of
some books, which uecessity, had compelled hiin to part
with, and when she who had gone on the melancholy
errand returned without having converted the volumes into
money, he surveyed first héb children’s faces of anxiety
and disappointment, and then, moving towards the window,
exclaimed, ¢ Well, we mmst look at the buicher’s shop op-
posite to get the rizht relish for our bread.’

Let it then be understood, that Kitto’s straits arose, not
from inadequate compensation, but from want of employ-
ment. Had he enjoyed constant work, he would have lived
in comfort. His books were not of a nature to bring him
or his publishers very large profits, yet they had an excel-
lent circulation. They could not, like the works of Dickeuns,
realise a magnificent revenue, but they would have insurcd
him a sufficient income. His great helplessness lay in the
precariousness of his means. His torment was not a,sur-
plus, but a want of work. ¢ Leave to toil > was his prayer,
for he knew that abundant fruit would follow. ¢ There
are ten thousand things,in the world that I fear more than
work,” he says; and he might have added, ¢ What I dread
above all things is the want of work.’ He states to his
friend, Mr Tracy,’ ¢ The position which I haveattained is
not without its anxieties. I see, for instance, a large

! Woking, Jan. 20, 1847.
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family growing around me, and entirely dependent upon
the labours of my pen, which, in the line I have chosen, are
much more productive of honours than emoluments.” TLest
a want of economy, or some other folly, should be laid to
his charge, he explains, a month afterwards, to the same
friend—*¢ I heard, last week, that there i’ & general im-
pression in the city of my being a very rich man. I accept
this as an acknowledgment, that one whose works have
been so well received by the public ought 1o be so. *So I
might have been, probably, if I had commenced my carecr
with any capital to enable me to rctain the copyright of
my own works” This statement speaks for itsclf. He
could never command property in his books, but was
obliged to compose them for ﬂaily support, so thal, when
the work was finished, the salary ceased. He never was
able to finish a work, and then sell it. He simply pre-
sented his plan, made his bargain, and was paid in propor-
tion as the work advanced. Dut the posscssion of literary
property was still his hope, though he never could manage
to secure it. Agcordingly, two years afterwards, in offer-
ing to Mr Oliphant the Daily Bible 1llustrations, he de-
clares, ¢ It was my wish to undertake this intended set of
books on my own account, but circumstances have arisen
to render it more expedient to pursne, at least for a time,
the plan upon which all my works have hitherto been pro-
duced, viz.,by making arrangements for them, before I get to
work seriously upon them.” But we have been anticipating.
Previously to hjs removal from London to a rural re-
treat, his anxious mind had been devising many forms of
literary industry. Not a few prospectuses were penned
by him, and sent abroad in various directions. He pro-
posed to the Religious Tract Society to write for them
either g Biblical Cyclopedia or a Life of Christ, entering
at length into an explanation of his views; but the Society
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do not seem to have entertained the offer. The project
of a new Cyclopzdia of Biblical Literature, sent to Messrs
Black of Edinburgh, engaged their attention; and they
entered into a correspondence with him, the issue of which
was the publication, in the first -place, of a ¢ Iistory of
Palestine, frouf the Pairiarchal Age to the Present Time,’
12mo, pp. 378, Edinhurgh 1843. This was a brief school
history ; and while it pul a litile into the author’s pocket,
it added nothing to his fame. Some months elapsed be-
fore the Cyelopaedia could appear—months in which his
household suffered the pineh and pressure of want. The
¢ Thoughts among Flowers’! was published in 1843, by
the Religious Tract Society. The little volume shows
the author’s love of flowets, and how he could moralise
among them, and indicates what snatches of poctry lay in
the stores of his memory. The reflections are oceasionally
far-fetched, and are not the natural scent of the blossoins,
but rather a horrowed fragrance. Between 1841 and
1843, he prepared for Mr Fisher the letter-press of the
¢ Gallery of Seripture Iingraviogs,” in three volumes quarto.
The letter-press is simply to explain the engravings, and,
except as o show-book, the volumes are of no great utility.
In 1815 he prepared for Mr Knight ¢ The Pictoria] Sunday
Book, with 1300 engravings, and an appendix on the
Geography of the Holy Land’? This volume was in
folio, and a porlion of it was published sepasately, under
the title of the ¢ Pictorial History of our Saviour.” ¢ The
publication,’ it is stated in the preface, f now submitied to
Christian families, is intended to present, at the very
cheapest rate, a series of cngravings illustrative of the
Bible history, the prophecies, the psalms, the life of our
Saviour, and the Acts of the Apostles, exhibiting the
scenes of the great events recorded in Scripture, the
32mo, pp. 156 * Charles Knight and Co., 1845.



CYCLOPZZEDIA OF BIBLICAL LITERATURE. 337

customs of the Jews, the natural history of the Holy Land,
and the antiquities which throw a light upon the Sacred
Writings. With these are united some of the more
striking and impressive compositions of the great painters
and original designs. These pictorial illustrations are con-
nected with a course of Sunday reading, vshich, avoiding
all matters. of controversy, endcavours to present, in the
most instructive and engaging form, a body of Scriptural
narrative and explanation.” There .is nothingenew if the
volume—it is but a classified re-exhibition of plates and
wood-culs employed in previous publications ¢f various
kinds, both secular and biblical, with pages of letter-press
between. The physical geography annexed is a reprint,
with a few changes, of the similar portion of the Pictorial
History of Palestine. Yet, apart from its immediafe value
in relation to Scripture, and thaf value is not great, the
volume contains such a number and variety of engravings,
both from nature, the Egyptian monuments, and the
masters of all schools and countries, that it is an amusing
and informing production, and was certainly of marvellous
cheapness at its first appearance.

In the meantime the ¢ Cyclopzdia of Biblical Literature,’
published by the Messrs Black of Kdinburgh, had been
commenced. The idea was his own, and he had much
correspondence about the details of the plan. In the mul-
titude of opinions proposed to him, he held in the main to
his own original view, but was obliged to depart from his
first resolution to glo the whole work himself. He knew
what had been achioved in this department, and what
remained to be dore. Nor was he confined to British
assistance in the enterprise—he laid his hands also on
several German contributors. The book, as it proceeded,
grew to a size not originally contemplated,—a circumstance
not unusual with its editor. But the allotment of articles

Yy
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 to respective writers was a responsible task, and it needed
_some tact to get the contributions in time from his numer-
ous assistants. Swarms of suggestions poured in npon
him as the publication went on, and he sometimes felt that
the multitude of counsellors endangered saféty. Objec-
tions, too, weré started, and there was ground for some of
them. Hc replies, in Lis own portion of the preface, ¢ that
he felt that he could not find forty mdepeudent thinkers,
amontg whom there should be no visible diversities of senti-
ment ;* ohserves that ¢it did not become him to dictate to
them the views they were to take of the subjects intrusted
to them ;> and confesses that some of them exhibit opinions
in which he is not able to concur, though he regards them
as not less competent thau himself to arrive at just conclu-
sions. ‘He claims, however, and that justly, that the book
be judged not by particular articles, but by its general
character; and he adds, that his ¢physical privation,’
placing him in complete isolation from many external in-
fluences, ¢ had enabled him to realise more. extensive co-
» operation in this undertaking, than ungder any pastoral or
official connection with any religious denomination he could
expect to have obtained.” ¢The work owes its origin to
the editor’s conviction of the existence of a great body of
untouched materials applicable to such a purpose, which
the activity of modern research and the labours of modern
criticism have accumulated, and which lay invitingly ready
for the use of those who might know how to avail them-
selves of such resources” The book was at once felt to
meet a want of the age. Nothing of a like nature existed
in the English language. Previous Hictionaries were de-
fective hoth in scholarship and materials. Calmet had
been done into English, and overlaid with learned fancies ;
while Winer could not bear translation at all.  Other works
of Jless pretension were also in cireulation. But Dr Kitto



DIPLOMA OF D.D. . 339

had concluded an enterprise which embraced the ripest
scholarship, and took in the most recent researches. The
Cyclopzdia, therefore, rose at once to a lofty position, and,
as we have elsewhere said, ¢can be excelled only by itself
in & new and corrected edition.” It is beyond our present
business to offer any criticism on thie unequdl merits of the
various articles, written by so many contributors. Only, we
may say, that Dr Kitto did not appear to full advantage as
an editor. Though his own religious views Wese fixedy yet
his catholicity of temper unfitted him for doing, the harder
work, and pronduncing the sterner decisions of the editorial
chair. He received a thousand pounds as editor, and wore
than double that sum was expended on contributions and
illustrations. We regret that he was not spared to superin-
tend a second edition, for he was well aware that a second
edition would require to be, in many respects, a new book.

When the great work was at length brought nigh to its
termination, and its toils and dangers were past, we find
its indefatigable editor relaxing, and recording thus,—

“July 13, 1845.—Put the last hand to the regular work
of the B. @.; that is, did the last article in Z that was
upon my list. A day to be remembered on many accounts
besides. .

¢ July 14.—Cleared my table of the books that have lain
on it for three years—placed themn on the shelves, not long
to slumber there perhaps.’

On the title-page of the Biblical Cyclopzdia, when pub-
lished in two volumes, the editor’s name stands no longer
in naked snnphclty It is now John Kitto, D.D., F.8.A.
—a, very different addition from that which he assumed
in his early dream of authorship. It was then ¢John
Kitto, shoemaker, pauper, etc.,’ the inmate of a work-
house ; but now, it is John Kitto, Doctor of Iivinity,
Fellow of the Society of Antiquaries—a double elevation
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to which he had never aspired in his wildest reveries.
To be a missionary, sometimes appeared to him a pro-
bable occurrence—to be a clergyman, was scarce within
the range of possibility ; but now he had received a theo-
logical title, and was the first, and we suppose ihe only
English laymai, who cver possessed such an honour. In
1844, the University of Giessen, through his friend Pro-
fessor Credner, sent him the diploma of Doctor of Divinity.
Andchad be not carned it by his literary works?—the
works of a juan who had passed thrcugh such a boyhood
of privation and sullering, and had spent such a youth of
desultory and unsatisfactory pursuits. Among Kitlo’s
papers there are preserved two documents, that stand out
in startling contrast : the one his indenture to Bowden,
the: shoemaker, somewhat ragged and torn, with its many
¢seals and signatures;” and the other his diploma from the
University of Giessen. They mark the two opposite poles
of his life. In 1845, Dr Kitto became a fellow of the
Royal Society of Antiquarics, and this body honoured
themselves in thus honouring him. We have occasionally
seen the epithet ‘reverend’ prefixed to his ngme. The
error arose, no doubt, from the idea that a theological
title implics a clerical status. DBut degrees are simply
academical, not ecclesiastical distinetions. In Germany,
as Dr Kitto explains, they are sometimes conferred on
scholurs who are not ¢in orders,” as very recently on the
Chevalier Bunsen; ard in such a case, if one, who has
already obtained the title of Doctor in Divinity, ¢ desires
to undertake the pastoral office, he is ordained without
the examinations which all others must undergo.” ¢Thus
Tholuck was Doctor in Divinity and Professor of Theo-
logy before his ordination to the ministry, which, conse-
quently, took place without the usual examinations.’ !
' Duily Bible Ilustrations, vol. viil., p. 121.
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In 1845 Dr Kitto made two contributions to Mr
Knight’s Weekly Volume. Both are named the Isost
Seuses ;’ the first part having the special title ¢ Deafness,’
and the second ¢ Blindness.” The first is a charming little
book—in fact, an autobiography—a revelation of his life
and history, as they were modified or de%eloped by his
deafuess. ¢ His condition,’ he admits, ¢is not new; but
that it has never hitherto been described, may be owing to
the fact, that a morning of life, subject, to swch crushing
calamity, has scldom, if ever, been followed Ly a day of
such sclf-culture.” Ie was a 1).I). when he penued these
words. In this brief volume he first traces the growth of
his mind with great distinctness, and shows clearly under
what ,awful disadvantages he laboured. The books in
common circulation in his young days were far inferior to
those now produced; but he had .triumphed over such a
drawback. * After his deafness he became more and more
loath to spealk, till his friends, during his voyage to Malta,
foreed him ; and through life he used no superfluous terms
—¢avoiding all remarks about the weather, all expletives,
adjuncts, complimentary phrases,’, and even terms of en-
dearment ; so much so, that one of his boys was startled
when his father, for the first time, called him ¢ dear.” There
is a chapter of great interest on ¢ percussions.” The loud-
est thunder-storm was perfectly inaudible to him, though
once, a peal having' shaken the house, he supposed it was
a servant moving the table in an adjoining room. Ile
could not hear the throb or music of a set of bells ; but
when he was placed in contact with the tower in which
they were ranged, he was conscious of a dull percussion
overhead, as if blows had been hitting the wall above bim.
The great clock of St Puul’s struck when he bappened
ouce to be examining it with a friend, and the sensation
was that of heavy blows upon the fabric on which he stood,
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communicated to his feet, and diffused over his body.

When a cannon was fired near him, he heard no sound,
but felt as if a fist, covered with a boxing-glove, had
knocked him on the head. The drawing of furniture, slap-
ping of doors, or falling of books upon the floor, produced
a vibration that often distressed him, though he could not
determine preciscly whence the disturbance procceded. A
knock at the strect door he could not hear, but the shut-
ting vof it, effecting the entire edifice, was ¢ painfully dis-
tinet.” The lightest footfall upon the floor of his room
would so‘mvtnmu rouse him from sleep. He felt the sound
of vehicles in Fleet Street only when they were on.the
same side of the pavement, and opposite to him, but this
¢ sense of sound’ did not affect him in the house, When the
points of his finger-nails rested on the board over which
the wires of a piano are stretched, he could make out the
higher notes, in such a storiny picce of music as the ¢ Battle
of Prague’ In corroboration of what he has said in the
¢ Lost Senses,” we may add another of his subsequent
experiences. He witnessed, from the apartments of the
Society of Antiquaries, in Somerset House, the great
procession of the Duke of Wellingtow’s funeral. But he
says, ¢ Not the shadow of a sound, or the faintest vibration, .
struck upon the paralysed organ from the great militury
bands that passed below, though a person, I have been in
the habit of supposing as deaf as myself, told me he could
not only distinguish the sound, but follow the notes with
considerable distinctness.’?

* Yet there were some compensations. He had developed
within himself a keen sensc of the beautiful, and a passionate
love for it. e could not bear what was ugly. He loved
to gaze-on the moon ¢ walking in brightness;’ and ¢high
mountais were a fecling.” ¢The slaughtering of a tree

' Letter to Mr Oliphant, Nov. 20, 1852.
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affects me more sensibly than that of an animal.’ e was
fond of colours, and, when a boy, knew every print in every
window of Plymouth by heart. He travelled over every
countenance distinetly within his view, as a florist would
inspect a bed of tulips, and often petformed the same ex-
periment upon character as he walked frém St Paul’s to
Charing Cross, or from the top of Tottenham Court Road
to the Post-office. ~He hated to sit in twilight. Dr Kitto
then paints some of those disqualifications which daafness
produces, and how he rose above the rials gf his earlier
years ; how the craving to be honovurably known grew
upon him, and how this was refined into a passion to he
useful. He felt that deafness, while it aided the amount
of work done, had many drawbacks ; for'it prevented ex-
planation, retarded business, and the making of bargains.
This deféct had more than once aunoyed him in his trans-
actions and literary covenants. ¢ Men of husiness have a
feeling that affairs can be trunsacted much better by per-
sonal interview than writing. In fact, there is no conceal-
ing it, that the deaf man is likely to be regarded as a bore.
Sensitively alive to this danger, he will perhaps depart,
leaving his business unfinished.” ¢The deaf man,’ he repeats,
¢is confined to the solid bones, the dry bread, the hard

wood, the substantial fibre of life, and gets but little of the.

grace, the emotion, the gildin:u;, and the flowers, which are
to be found precisely in those small things which are “not
worth ” reporting on the fingers.’ .

He has a very playful chapter on the shifts to which
deaf people resort to catch the talk of a general company,
and how they aje usnally far behind in their enjoyments of
clever and witty sayings, beginning to smile at one piece
of humour, while those around them are concluding their
laughter over another which has superseded it. He might
have added, that the epithet ¢absurd’ has its origin and_
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meaning from the common misappropriateness in time or
subject of a deaf man’s answer. Strange to say, he was
six ycars deaf before he knew that there was any mode of
communication by means of the fingers.

Dr Kitto then enters at some length into the philosophy
of teaching deuf mutes, and diverges into an account of
some famous institutions for their education. ITe used to
attend public meetings at Excter Hall, and ithe most ani-
mated speakers pleased him most. When the audience
¢broke into loud cheers,” he became keenly alive to his
privation. In the House of Commons he was more amused
than awcsiruck—was shocked by the want of solemnity ;
and he says, ¢ My far too entire sense of the ridicnlous
almost overcame me, when the very remarkable sergeant-at-
arms shouldered his mace, with the air of a musketeer,
and escorted up to the table two masters in Chancery, who
bronght down a bill from the Lords, and who, in retiring,
walked hackwards the whole length of the floor, stopping
at regulated intervals in their retrogressive move, to bow
very low to the Chair’ Toward the conclusion of the book,
Kitto hazards a conjecture as to the origin and significa-
tion of his name.  The English would have it to be Cato,
the Spaniards Quito, the Italians Chetto. Himself gives

.it a P’heenician source, Kerrd in Dioscorides meaning a
species of cassia, pronouucod’ in Hebrew 11D, and he avows
that the Pheenicians, in their carly intercourse for tin
in Coruwall probably planted the name in that southern
province. The likelihood is, that it is simply a miner’s
coutraction of an older and longer Carnish name. [The
Cornish and Celtic are closely allied ; the epithet ciotach, in
Irish, means ¢left-handed,” and this Celtic term is not un-
known in & more Anglicised form. The reader will remember
Colkitto gs the epithet of the royalist chieftain Macdonnell
in Milton’s eleventh sonnet. The original spelling Kittoe,
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is also so far fatal to the eastern derivation. Cato or Catto
is & common name in Aberdecnshire, and may be only our
northern Doric form of the English word. This small auto-
biography is Kitto's'record of his first difficultics and sub-
sequent progress, of his physical disability and its results
—a record made at a period when he was able to take 2
patient survey of his inner life and its onter conrse.

The second volume, ¢ Blinduess,” has not the charm of
the former, chiefly beeause it does not contatn the Pesults
of self-analysis and experience. Tt describes many cases
of blindness, and shows what bigh excellence in various
departments of art and science the blind have atiained.
For the roll of the blind includes many fllustrions naumes,
far more than that of the deaf mutes. The deprivation is,
in fact, less than that of hearing, for the want of hearing
necessitates the want of langnage. Among blind pocts,
we have Tlomer and Milton, and at a great distance Black-
lock, who was also a clergyman; Euler and Saunderson,
anong mathematiciuns .md TTuber among natur. alists.
Many have been musicians; and ITandel was blind in the
last years of his life. Licutenant IHohman, blind from his
twenty-fifth year, had travelled round the world, being at

, one time sent ont of Russia as a spy ; and in 1834 he pub-
lished his travels, in four volnmes.  James Wilson was the
blind biographer of the blind. Dr Kitto adduces many
instances of persons whose touch was a kind of sccond
sight—who could distinguish colours hy smell or touch—
or who were able o comprehend locality in a warvcllous
degnge, such as Tom Wilson of Dumfries, not orfy an in-
genious mechanic, but one who often was seen, on a Satur-
day evening, conducting a ¢ groggy neighbour’ home to his
wife and children. We ourselves knew as remarkable a
case as any that Dr Kitto has mentioned—that “of blind
Alick of Stirling, who, as he twirled Lis key in his hand,
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would repeat the words of any portion of Scripture, if you
simply named its chapter and verse, and who, if you recited
any passage, would, in a moment and as easily, tell ypu the
chapter and verse where it occurred. We heard, in our
boyhood, of a blind tailor, too, in the game town, who was
famous for his faste and accuracy in sewing tartan dresses,
distinguishing the various colours by the sense of touch.
Dr Kitto dwells with special tenderness on the sad condi-
tion of those who are at once blind and deaf and dumb,
creatures in« perfoct isolation ; the most remarkdble cases
being those of Jumes Mitchell, in the north of Scotland,!
and the well known Laura Dridgman of America. In fact,
Laura Bridgman is the most-awful example on record—
totally blind, deaf, and dumb, with no power of smell, and
almost none of taste. Touch alone remains; and her
education is a surprising instance of ingenuity and per-
severance®  The volmme, however, notwithstanding its

1 We saw James Mitchell «f Nawn Jasl sammm (1857).  IMe is certainly a strange
creature ; yet confinves to walll about, feeling un all sides of him, and has great
pleasure in ascertaining, in his own way, the,progress of any new bwldings in the
town

3 The following inmdent 1 the histary of Laura Bridgman, her first interview
with her mother after eighicen months' absence in the Institution, is one of the most
tonching ever recorded 1n any language :—

‘The mother stood some time, gazing with overflowing eyes upon her unfortunate
child, who, all unconscious of her presence, was playing about the room. Presently '
Laoura 1an agamst her, and at onee began feeling her hands, examining her dress,
and trymg to find out 1t she knew her; but not succecding in this, she tuned away
as from a stianger, and the poor woman could not conceal the pang she felt that
her beloved child did not know her.  She then gave Lawra a string of beads which
she used tg wear at home, which were recognised by the child at once, who, with
much joy, put them around her neck, and sought me eagerly, to say she under-
stood the string was from her home. The mother now taié@ to caress her, but poor
Lsura rep!h:d her, preferring to be with her acquamtances. Another artigle fron.
lioine was now given her, and she began to look much interested. She ex nined
the stranger much closer, and gave me to understand she knew that she came from
Hanover; she evon endured her caresses, but would leave her with indifference at
the slightest signal. The distress of the mother was now painful to behold; for,
although she had feared that she should not be recogmsed, the painful reality of
being treated with cold indifference by a darling child, was too much for 8 woman's
nature to bear. After a while, on thegmother taking hold of her again, a vague
1dea seemed 1o flit ucross Laura’s mind that this could not be a stranger! She
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interesting statements, never did, and never could, obtain
the popularity of its predecessor.

Between 1846 and +1849 Dr Kitto composcd, for the
Tract Society’s Monthly Volume, ¢ Ancient and Modern
Jerusalem,” two pRrts; ¢the Court and Pgople of Persia,
two parts; and the ¢ Tahtar Tribes” These little books,
when not dealing in extracts from accredited authors, arc
very interesting, and put into plain language and brief
compass, the result of former researches and *previods pub- 4
licationd? 4 The Tabernacle and its Furnititre’ was pub-
lished in a thin guarto in 1849, and is well worth reading.

By the time that the Cyclopwedia was nearly concluded,
Dr Kitto had fallen again into pecnniary difficulties, which
preyed upon him for some years to come. Ile conldnot
readily find employment of a kind to support him, and his

therefore felt her hands very eagerly, while her countenance assumed an expression
of intense interest; she became very pale, and then saddenly red. Tope seemed
stiuggling with doubt and anxicty, und fever were contemding emotions more
strongly depicted upon the human face. At this moment of puntul uncertainty,
the mother drew her close to her side, and kised her tondly; when at onee ‘the
truth flashed upou the child, and all mistyust and anxael y disuppeared from her face,
as, with an cxpresst'(m of excoodmg joy, she cagerly nestled to the bosomn of hex
patent, and yielded to her fond erubraces.  After thiy, the beads weie all unheeded,
the playthings which were offered to her werc ufterly disregarded ; her playmates,
for whom but & moment before she gladly left the stranger, now vanly strove to
pull her from her mother, and though she yielded her usual wstantaneous obedi-
ence to any signal to follow me, it wasevidently with painful reluctance. She clung
close to me, as if bewildered and fearful, and when, after a momeni, T took her to
her mother, she sprupg to her arms and clung to her with cager joy. The sub-
sequent parting hetween them showed ulike the affection, the wtelligence, and the
resolution of the child  Lanra accompanied hier mother to the deor, clinging clnse
to Lier 1l the way, until they artived at the threshold, wheie she paused and feit
around to ascertain who Was necar her. Perceiving the matron, of whogg she wvery
fond,ghe grasped her with one hand, holding on convulsively to her mother Whh
the other; and thus she stood for a moment, ‘Then she dropped her mother's huud, @
put her handkerchicf to her eycs, und turning round, clung, sobbing, to the matron,
while her mother departed with emotions as deep #s those of her child.'—The pie-
ceding description is by Dr Ilowe, her teacher. .

Another very remarkable instance of the pursuit of knowledge nnder difficultics,
will be found in o volume called—The Rifle, Axe, and Saddlebags.® By William
Henry Milburn, the Blind Preacher. _ Reprinted from the American edition, with
8 Preface by the Rev. Thomas Binney. London: S. Low and Sor, 4857.
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sources of income were scanty and precarious. The com-
position.of the small works we have referred to was of little
value in money. The new edition of the Pictorial Bible
took up more time than he expected, and for what he called
¢ surplus time’ he obtained no remuner@tion. Ilis friends,
however, stood forward to assist him, and His Royal High-
ness the Prince Consort was a generous contributor.

At this period he projected the ‘Journal of Sacred
Literdture.” *Iis object was noble, but the circulation
never repaidehim for toil and effort. The prosp@ctus was
of considerable size, and embraced a great ‘'variety of topics.
The cditor represents that there are many excellent reli-
gious periodicals, and mach valuable matter locked up in
them, but they are little read save by adherents of the
ecclesiastical bodies te which they belong as organs. Very
much more is cqually lost in.languages which few general
readers know, and not many scholars understand. His
inference is, that there is, therefore, an undoubted want of
‘g publication which,, being established on a wider basis,
should not be regarded as the organ of any one religious
denomination, or of any one country ; but should be the
means of cuabling different denominations and different
countries to impart to one another whatever they know,
which is likely to advance the general interests of biblical
literature.” ‘There is truth in this statement, but much is
taken for granted. Denominational predilections, though
certainly weaker in this branch of sacred learning than any
other, gre not wholly without antagonistic influence. The
editor adds :— It will also appéar that the current theo-
logical literature of this country, and especially its reli-
gious periodical literature, is too exclusively formed out of
matertals arising among ourselves, and in our own language.
‘We havé the apostolical assurance, that *they who measure
themselveg by themselves, and compare themselves among
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themselves, are not wise;” and yet, for nearly two hundred
years, we have donelittle else.  T'here were of old “ giants”
of biblical literature in our land, who, in their lifetime, kept
up a profitable intercourse with the'scholars of the Con-
tinent, and whose Rames are even now cited with respect
by eminent forcign writers, who have but little acquaintance
with our more modern labours in sacred literature. We
therefore want a publication which shall keep us acquainted
with all that is sound and valuable in the labowrs of Iiblical
scholars of the European Continent and of Narth America,
and in whose pages such of them as now live may inter-
change the results of their researclies with our own writers.

¢ All these wants, and anore than these, it is the object
of the present publication to satisfy; and those, who are
apt to discern “the signs of the tithes,” are strongly
sensible that the time is come in which the demand for
such a work is most urgémt, and in which it may, with
the greatest advantage, be produced.’

¢ The editor was induced to thiuk of this publication by
the frequent representations, to the above effect, which he
has been in the habit of recciving from various guarters ;
and alrcady the private notification of his intention to
venture on’ the undertaking has excited much interest
both in this country and abroad. It is only, indeed, in
consequence of the extensive literary co-operation which
he was enabled to organize for the purposes of another
publication (the’ Cyclopzdia of Biblical Literature), that
he has been indgced to think seriously of this woxl\ in
the form which it bears in the present prospectuq bht
with the like, and even more extensive co-operation,
applicable to' the existing undertaking, he finds no reason
to distrust his means of producing a publication adequate
to the supply of the wants which have been indicated.’

Nobody will question Dr Kitlo’s desire to promote
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biblical scholarship, but he regarded the working of the
machine as too easy a matter. He forgot that many
persons had not his promptitude in pouring forth the
ripened results of their research and judgment; that it
is one thing to induce a scholar to write an article for
the Cyclopazedia’—a work of permanent value, and duite
apother thing to prevail upon him to send an elaborate
coutribution to a periodical, the interest of which too
often passes away with the current number. The con-
spectus, as Jfirst published. embraces a wide range—
Original Essays on Biblical 1listory, Geography, Natural
History, Antiquities, Bfography, Bibliography, with Re-
views, Notices, and Quarterly Lists of New P’ublications,
Expository Passages, Philological Essays, Ecclesiastical
History, Translations and Reprints, Oriental Literature,
Correspondence and Intelligence. Dr Kitto thought that
his previous success secured a basis of prosperity to his
new undertaking. ¢Fvery wriler,” he tells us, ¢ does, in
the course of time, gather around him a public who
understand him better, and sympathise with him more
than thg rest of the world. Such a public, consisting
chicfly of the possessors of his® former publications, the
cditor of the Journal of Sacred Literature mtay venture
to suppose that he, after many long years of well accepted
labour, has brought around him; and though the present
publication is of much wider range than any of his for-
mer productions, singly taken, and a proportionate in-
crease of rcaders may be expected for it, he naturally
lowks to his old friends as the chief and most earnest
supporters of an undertaking, t6 which the matured plans
and the most cherished hopes of uscfuluess are pow
irrevocably committed, and in connection with which he
has assumed responsibilities more anxious than he ever
before ventured to incur.
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Dr Kitto, in forming such an estimate, evidently forgot
to distinguish between scientific and popular literature.
Thousands of the readers of the Pictorial Bible, who
were delighted and benefited with the work, set no value
whatever on biblical criticism or Oriental literature; and
many of those who purchased the CyelopAdia, did so be-
cause, from its compacted form and its learned treasures,
it could be easily and profitably consulted. When they
opened it, they could turn at once to theearticle they
wanted. Whercas, in subscribing for a perjodical, they
did not know what they might get to read, or what peeu-
liar subjects or texts might be haudled. The notes of
the Pictorial Bible, if scattered through the volumes of a
Quarterly Review, would never have attracted bhosts of
readers—their charm lay in being so compendious, and in
being found so readily in connection with the text of the
Sacred Volume.

Dr Kitto sadly miscalculated when he thought of find-
ing so large a circle of subscribers to his Journal. The
very prospectus warned away hundreds who had rejoiced
in his previpus labours, and who might wish him success
in a path in which they had neither inclination nor ability
to follow him. Yet who cannot sympathise with the ‘cditor
when he thus winds up his address ?—¢If it tends to ad-
vance the glory of God by promoting th® better under-
standing of Ilis word and His ways, if it contributes in
any uscful degree to the advancement of sacred litgrature
in this ecountry, ghd if, by the sympathies of common
labour, and by the devclopment of common interests, %t
becomes a uniting tie among all those to whom those ob-
jects are dear, then may God bestow His blessing upon
it, that it may prosper ; but if it does none of these things,
it is useless, it is not wanted : let it perish.” The objects
sought are noble, and it will be a happy day for they
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various churches when they can be reached; when sanc-
tified scholarship shall have lost all sectarian bias; and
when ministers of the Gospel shall seek their mental
nutriment in biblical scicnce, and be active in its ad-
vancement. At present, however, a Review, if it main-
tain its scientfic cfmmcler, must address itself to a
select circle even of clerical readers, and can rarely
have a large and compeusating circulation. A better
period is commencing. Erudition is rising above deno-
minational influence, and assuming a true catholicism
both in commentaries and in the higher forms of pericdi-
cal literature. Still it must be admitted, that while a
religious journal, in order to succeed, must have its
party to appeal to, and fall back upon for support,
Dr Kitto failed, for other reasons, to realise his own
purpose. In his delicacy toward his allies, no small
amount of inferior malter was introduced by him,
and contributions were subjected to no rigid scrutiny,
either as to sentiment or erudition. What may be a very
instructive paper for a4 popular magazine, may be wholly
out of place in a journal of biblical science. It should be
explained, however, that Dr Kitto felt fettered in rejecting
or altering articles, from being almost solely dependent on
the voluntary assistance of his friends, since the profits of
the publication 8id pot admit of the usual honorarium. In
his letters to Mr Blackader, publisher of the second series
of the Journal, and one who, from his literary and biblical
tastes and acquirements, ably secondel the exersions of
tife editor, he alludesgrow and again to Lis being so ham-
pered by the want of funds, that only a very few of his
contributors . reccived any pecuniary recoguition. His
hope was, that his ¢ friends would aid him for the sake of
the good cause till better times came round. This has
&een the answer of some who have stood by me in all my
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struggles, but it is not to be expected from all’! His
heart, however, was scl upon his Journal, and he laboured
anxiously for it. Iis notes to the publisher show his con-
tinuous anxicty about all points connected with it—adver-
tisements as well as papers, postages as woll as coniribu-
tions. He strove to offend nobody in any way, and was
sadly perplexed on falling into a dilemma, either when
some one complained of delay in the insertion of an article,
or a book was sent him with a request or vistual st¥pula-
tion that the critique might be favourable, ce two of his
friends happened to forward a coutribution on the same
subject, or wished to review the same volume. There
scemed to be a nervousness in all this business, quite un-
like his usual firmness and composure. But the Journal,
neither in its first nor second series, came up to his
own idea; and, though it improved in several aspects, it
never took that high place which his name and fame were
cxpected to give it. The first number appeared on the
first of January 1848; and, after anxiously watching over
it for several years, till eleven volumes had heen printed, he
was obliged to give it up. But he made some stipulations
ag to its future character. Though sorrowing to take
leave of it, he wished it sill to retaiu its original lmpress,
and thus wrote :—<I have secured effectual guanantees
that it shall be always conducted on the essential principles
on which it was founded—that it shall retain its compre-
hensive and catholic character—that it shall be orthodox
—and that it shal]"not be sectarian.’? It did not at first
“ pay print and paper.” ‘I hope the best,” he wrote to Mt
Tracy. . . ¢l have little misgiving,—less now, indeed,
than ever ;>—but this was in November 1847. ¢The
Journal is getting up nearly*to one thousand cqgpics,’
writes he to the same friend in March 1848. What disap-

® 1 Letter to Mr Blackader, Oct. 7, 1852. 2 Ibid., Aug. 11, 1853, .
: z
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pointment he must have felt! His plan had not succeeded ;
his anticipations were blasted. He should have begun
with a large reserve fund, which might have been easily
raised for the purpose, and not involved his own means and
the bread of his family in the undertaking. Other and
onerous duties f)ressed upon him, his health had also given
way, and in 1853 he recluctantly handed over the Journal
to Dr Burgess, its present able and indefatigable editor.

Dr*Kitto ©ad now lived some years at Woking; but he
felt that whide such a rural residence might cnable him to
cconomise, it was exceedingly inconvenient for his literary
pursuits. Accordingly, in March 1849, he returned to
London, and took up his abode first at 21 High Street,
Camden-town, removing the following year to 1 Great
Camden Street, where he remained till his final departure
for (termany in August 1854.



CHAPTER XL
DAILY BIBLE ILLUSTRATIONS—LAST DAYS—DEATIL

Dr Kirro had so often felt his way toward employ-
ment, that he knew somewhat of the tastes of each pub-
lisher, and the characteristic wares of each publishing
house. To the enterprising publishers of the Encyclopzdia
Britannica he addressed the project of a Biblical Cyclo-
pxedia; and to the Messrs Oliphant of Edinburgh, so well
known for their issue of many practical religious books
fitted for general circulation -and enjoying it, he sent, in
June 1849, a long letter, out of which sprang, in a brief
period, his Ihst work—the ¢ Daily Bible Illustrations.” The
plan which he sketched Limself was different from that ulti-
mately adopted. In his delineation of it, he premises that
‘he primarily looked to an extended measure of useful-
ness in that which seemed to have become his proper
vocation.” ¢ The general title I purpose to be that of Bible
Fvenings ; and ag I incline to think thag the book of Ruth
affords an appropriate theme for the first portion, the full
title of the volumie we commenece with would be—DBible
Evenings—the History of Ruth Conversationally explained and
tllustrated by J. K., etc.; or perhaps, ¢ Conversations on
the History of Ruth” would be as well for the second’
title. The attraction in subjects of this sort is knqwn to
be very great; but it is my hope to enhance thit attrac-
tion by the manner of treatment. It is meant that the in-
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terlocutors shall be, not sticks but characters, and that the
progress shall be enlivened and diversified by such scenes,
incidents, and circumstances, .as might naturally arice
among such persons. The leading idea is, that a family
in the middle educated class, devotes two evenings in the
week fo conversations on the Bible. Of the persons, one
may be a biblical scholar, supposed to e able to explain
everything that is not assizned to the other characters;
another will He a traveller, who has seen everything, and
been everywdicre, and who is, therefore, able to supply a
lively deseription of places apd products, and to point out
the analogous manners, customs, and ideas of the Modern
East; a third may suggest practical improvements ; and by
so doing, he will give the key note to onc more, who has
a wonderful memory for all kinds of ancient and modern
anccdotoz, which appear 1o him to illustrate or bear upon
the principles devecloped, or the conduct followed ; and
there may be annther yet, apt to remember or to fabricate
all kinds of poctry and snatches of verse, having some
kind of connection with the matter in hand.® All this is
to be produced, not in the stiff A B C style of interlocution,
but with all the animating turns and incidents of natural
conversation.

“The result, as T conceive, would be a most instructive
and entertaining book, for which there could not fail to be
a large demand. The elements of success, in such under-
takings as this, have bcen most carefully considered,
and the work will be expressly formed to embrace them
all. It is not designed to be ostensibly a book for child-
ren, but care will be taken that there shall be nothing
*beyond the range of intelligent young people of ordinary
education; and the volume would, without doubt, be seen
to be well suited to them, and would be largely used in
presents to them.’
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The sketch is ingenious, and such a colloquy would
have heen interesting ; but it would have been very diffi-
cult to execute the plan, so as to give each scene a living
and natural aspect, apportion his remarks to each speaker
#vith natural propriety, and prevent the whole from becom-
ing an artificial and tiresome set of little scourses. Tle
truc dramatic presentation cannot be claborated by effort.
Dr Kiito had a vigorous imagination; but such a work
would have taxed his powers to the utmost in forcsasting
the various dialogues, and giving to every character its
harinonious utterance. Iundeed, Uncle Oliver is a failure,
so far as dramatic ease and fitness are concerned. The
scheme adopted was far Letter. It cost him less lalfour,
was far more natural, and it Dbas been eminently accept-
able. Mr Oliphant suggested a series of papers for every
day in the® year, each paper being on a separate topic,
and the whole of them, in order, forming volumes of conse-
cutive reading and comment. Dr Kitto acquicsced in the
plan, for it was not new to him, having been one of his
multitudinous projects, which he purposed 1o call ¢ Bible
Readings for gvery day in the year,” or clse the ¢ Daily
Scripture Reader.” The Sunday papers werc to be on
themes in unison with the sacred day, aud the treatment
of them was to be in harinouy. Dr Kitto’s own mind was
growing in spirituality, and he preferred to write these last
papers himself, rightly refusing sume assistance which had
been offered to him. ¢TI ghall be glad,’ is his argument to
the publisher, ¢ of the opportunity of refreshing my mind
by some spiritual writing ; &nd, besides, I am partialsto
this kind of writing, and have had considerable experience
in it, though the general tendency of my undertakings has
been to drive me out of it.

Ile entered upon his work in a spirit that could hot fail
to insure success :—



8568 DAILY BIBLE ILLUSTRATIONS.

¢ Since I wrote last, I have been enabled to look more
closely into our new enterprise, and I cannot but say that
the more I grapple it as a practical matter, the better I
like it. I feel that the task which thus devolves on me is
one which I shall execute with real zest and pleasure. 4’
see that the exacution of the design affords a fair oppor-
tunity of wsefulness, which has always begp a consideration
with me, while it presents me with an occasion, not always
to be found, of producing an agreeable and popular book.
This encourgges me; for, although I have produced books
of the class, I began to dread getting too much cnlangled
in books heavy with scholarship and the solidities of know-
ledge. 1T therefore canter upon this work with the deter-
mination that-I will, and with the conviction that I can,
produce a book which shall be read—and this not by being
superficial, but by exhibiting, in an attractivé® manner, all
the information that can be fitly produced, and the best of
all such thoughts as my weditations may.suggest.” Again,
and after having vucceeded. lie states, in one of his pre-
faces, that his object had Leen ¢ to make the new familiar,
and to make the familiar new. ,

The first volume was produced a few days after the sti-
pulated period : and he confidently says to.the publisher,
‘I never put a book out of my hands, of the success of
which I have fell so sure as this” And his confidence
was fully justified. He pledged himself to punctuality in
the publication of the volumes; and gave as his ground,
¢ that his working day was of twice the usual length, from
4 &M to 9 pa, with little int@rruption.” His first work each
morning was the paper for the day, though he felt such con-
tinuous labour to be occasionally a ‘hard job.” The volumes
were to be published quarterly. The first volume, ¢ The
Antediluyians and Patriarchs,’ is dated December 1849,
and takes in the first three months of the year ; the second,
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*Moses and the Judges,’ is dated April 1850, and is
meant for April, May, and June. In the preface to this
volume, the author avows his thankfudness ¢ for the warm
favour with which the first volume was received,” and feels
himself encouraged to ¢hope for .a blessing upon his la-
bours in the dircction which has now beer given to them.’
The third volumg, for the months July, August, and Sep-
tember, brought Dr Kitto to his usual explanation, that
the limits originally fixed for the work were Joo smgll, and
that his plan must not be ¢ crushed in the attgmpt to foree ¢
the substantial matter of two volumes into one” Ilalf
the volume is occupied with the Life of David, and this
portion is of great interest. The King of Isracl is por-
trayed truthfully, without any attempt 1o palliate his sing,
or tone down the darker traits of his character ; yet how
unlike he appears to the picture of him in Bayle, or to that
in the article ¢ David’ in Kijtto’s own * Cyclopedia.” In
fact, we have always been charmed by ihe papers on
David: so much is hrought out incidentally, and so many
of the secret links of his court and policy are unfolded, by
a reference often to a single élause of the inspired history;
80 just an appreciation of Joah and the other notable men
about him is rterwoven, and there is so striking an esti-
mate both,of his weakness and of his strength, of his sins
and of his sorrows, of the raplures and the tears of his
lyrical muse. ¢David, he says, ‘was always great in
affliction.” ¢The bird which once rose to heights unat-
tained before by mortal wing, filling the air with its joyful
songs, now lies *with maired wing upoun the ground,
pouring forth its doleful cries to God.” The volume which
completes the year is named, ¢ Solomon and the Kings'—
the characters of principal interest in it being thc wise
monarch and the prophet Elijah.

The publication of this last volume had been rctarded four
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or five months by subordinate engagements. He completed
a work for Mr Bohn, named ¢ Scripture Lands Described
in a series of Historical, Greographical, and Topographical
Sketches.’—London, 1850. These sketches are simply a
memoir to accompany and explain a beautiful biblical atlas
of twenty-four maps, and are ¢ not wholly a reproduction of
materials previously nsed by the same writer,” but contain
the results of recent researches, though not to any large
extent, There is, however, a very full and uscful index,
» exhibiting the ancient and modern names of scriptural
places, with their latitude and longitnde, and other import-
ant information, in a tabular form. This excellent volume
forms onc of Bohu’s Ilustrated Library, and is, like others
in the same scrics, handsomely got up. The other pro-
duction, which occupied a portion of Kitto’s time, was a
book which had Lecn written two years before for the
Traect Society, but the printing of which had been de-
layed for want of requisite illustrations. ¢The Land of
Promise’ is a re-exhibition of a great deal that he had
said before, though in form und arrangement it differs
" much from *Scripture Lauds,” and one special object of
it was to describe every place or site of interest ¢ as i now
appears.’ I
At a personal interview between Mr Oliphant and Dr
Kitto in London, in 1850, the sccond series of Daily Bible
Illustrations was virtually agreed on; and in September of
the same ycar, the publisher had suggested the dedication
of the work to the Queen, when it should be completed.
-Kitto at first objected, inasfuch as such dedications are
% usually prefixed to works which cannot stand alone, and
a royal dedication has come to be almost considered as a
sign of intrinsic weakness. There seems, aiso, to my mind,
in this‘case, a sense of disproportion, like mounting Great
Tom of Oxford on a village church. One would think
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this distinction would better suit some great work, such
as I may hope Mereafter to produce. Yet, on the other
hand, this is not absolutely a small work as to size, nor, if
I may believe half that I rcad in the notices you send me,
is it altogether unimportant or valueless in its contents.
Tt is not unlikely that it might infercst het Majesty more
than any work I have yei produced. Upon the whole, per-
haps, I should rather like it, if it can be shown to be a

proper thing to do; and I do see one pointsvery ctearly, «

that if the pension should be granted, it wondd be a very
proper and graceful thing for me to take the first oppor-
tunity that subsequently offers, of thus expressing my
grateful acknowledgments. Nothing can be clearer than
that. Then, again, if this benefit should not be realised
in October, such a dedication might advance the matter
somewhat ; but of this I am not able to judge. It is well
to Wait, to see what October brings forth.”

The allusions in these last sentences lead us to state, that
it had been deemed advisable by Dr Kitto’s friends to make
a united and hearty effort to oblain a grant for him from
the Civil List. Memorials and letters were forwarded to
the Prime Minister from all religions parties in the king-
dom, including pecrs, bishops, clergy, civilians, and literary
and theological professors. The application was at length
successful ; and on the 17th of December Lord John Russell
conveyed the brief but gratifying intimation, ¢the Queen
has directed that a grant of £100 a-year should be made
to you from her Majesty’s Civil List, ou account of your
useful and meritorious 11terar§ works.’

By February in the following year, Dr Kitto had got
permission to inscribe his volumes to her Majesly, and he
was somewhat at a loss to know in whaf words to frame
the dedication. Nor was he sure whether it might not be
necessary for him to go to court, adding—*I may take it
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into my head to go after all, especially if I can get hold of
some one to help me through it.” He woudd have presented
his volumes in person, if it had been deemed necessary ;
still, such an appearance would have been a trial to one
of ¢ his nervous retireduess of temper,” and who had ab-
stained from a¥l public assemblics. ¢ It may be,” he con-
soles himself, ¢ that the feeling which thus holds me prisoner
is but a protective instinct, guarding me from the circum-
stances whioh might press f0 painfully upon me the con-
sciousness ¢f my condition” On the 24th June, the
four volumes, wiil a copy of the Lost Senses, handsomely
bound, were sent to Colouel hipps, at Buckingham Palace,
who acknowledged the receipt of them—adding besidek,
I have not failed to present these books to her Majesty
the Queen, by whom they have been very graciously ac-
cepted.’

Before Dr Kitto had finished the first series, and af the
beginning of 1851, there were decided indications of ap-
proaching cerehral debility. The pain in the back of his
head, which ke had often felt before, had become too intense
to allow of mental toil. e was compelled {o moderate
his labour and shorten his hours. Rising at folr or five
in the morning was totally out of the question. To stoop
his head to write created excruciating agony. He bad
vomited blood annually for a long period, but not during
the last two years; and the cessation of this self-relieving
process may have burdened his braim. But the hemorrhage
returned in the crisis, and a medical {riend having bled him
cepiously besides, the neuralgia abated., These warnings

®yere so far slighted by him, that he did not adopt decided
measures to maintain his health and prolong his working
powers. It was in this weakened state that he wrought
upon ‘the Evening Series, the first volume of which was
published in December 1851, and the last in January 1854
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—more than double the time that was fixed on for the pro-
duction of the Morning Series.

"We need not characterise at length the Evening Scries,
which is quite equal to the Morning Series. The first
volume was ¢ Job and the Poetical Books’—to wit, Psalms.
Proverbs, Ecclesiastes, and the Song of 8ongs—and has
¢more of a literary cast’ than any of its predecessors. The
second volumc, ¢Isajah and the Proplets,” is rather mis-
cellaneous ‘in its nature—giving some prominence 1o the
person and ¢xploits of Cyrus, as well as the local fulfilment, *
of prophecy, and containing a digest of the results of those
researches which Botia and Tayard had prosecuted at
Nineveh. The third is the ¢ Life and Death of our Liord
and the Iast is the ¢ Apostles and the Early Church.” The
Life of Christ is presented synoptically, and therefore the
various chapters are closely counected ; while the sketch
of the Apostles inweaves the historical intimations con-
tained in the Epistles.

This work, to the cight volumes of %hich we have so
briefly alluded, has ohtained, as it merits, a wide popu-
larity. The topics are selected with admirable skill, and
are usually founded on some striking scene or novel adven-
ture, some fact or sentiment, some attractive feature of
character or remarkable incident in castern life and enter-
prise. Thus, in the first volune, you pass from the sim-
plicity of the tent to the hravery of the camp, from the fire
on'the hearth to the ftlame of the altar; and whether the
paper be on a magriage or a funcral, a sucrifice or a scenc
of revelry, whether the theme be Abel’s death, Lamecs,
polygamy, Jubal’s harp, Buoch’s picty, Noah's ark, Saral’’s
veil, Hagar’s flight, Lot’s escape, Jacob’s pillar, Joseph’s
bondage, or Pharaoh’s signet, each is told with a charm-
ing simplicity, surrounded with numerous and *hedutiful
illustrations, and interspersed or closed with pointed aud
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just reflections. Dr Kitto throws light, throughout the
serics, on many obscure allusions, says many tender and
many startling things, opens his heart to the reader, as he
unfolds the stores of his learning—w-all his utterances being
in harmony with his avowed design, to make this work
‘really interestihg as a reading book to the family circle,
for which it is primarily intended.” It is not casy to cha-
racterise the volumes; and the author seems o have felt
this difficulty himself, when he savy, in the pr’efuce to the
second of them, this work is ¢ not a hivtory—not a commen-
tary—mnol a book of critical and antiquarian research—not
one of popular illustration, nor of practical reflection—but
it is somecthing of all these.” Ile admits that ¢it would
have heen casy to have writlen a more learned work ;” but
he carcfully avoided the ‘forms and processes of scholar-
ship’ on the one hand; and, on the other hand, he made
no pretension of ¢ writing down’ to any class of readers,
e aimed “to put the whole into Lrisker language than is
needful in heaviet works.” -1 am amused,” he says, as the
work was procecding, to see what a hankering there is
arwong the noticers, that I should make these papers
“ practical,” ete.—that is, turn them into little sermons.
This would be to spoil the thing allogether. It would be,
1o abstain from my own line, in which, from peculiar circum-
stances, studies, tastes, and travels, 1 can do better than
many others, to attempt that of which there is already a
superabundance, and which thougands could exccutt as |
well as, or better than, myself. This tone of remark is,
, however, natural for those who do not sufficiently consider
my peculiar vocation. I do, however, try to give a reli-
gious turn to matters where I have a fair opportanity of
doing so; and, upon the whole, this is probably the most
religious work I have yet written.” The papers are each
independent and complete—a parable for the day, or a



CRITICAL ESTIMATE OF THEIR VALUE. 865

meditation for the night. The interest never flags, dry
detail is avoided, and the themes for the Lord’s Day are
in exquisite keeping with its sacred character. These
eight volumes are, in fact, the cream of all that Dr Kitto
had previously written. There is a special charm about
them, and a vein of serious instruction rung thromrh them,
A rich and racy hnmour now and then shines out, not
indeed so frequent as in Matthew ITenry, nor so salient and
picturesque as in Thomas Fuller.  Nothing I#ke a mbrbid
spiritnalism is found in them—it is open-faced godliness,
They are suggestive, too, in their nature; many things are
placed in a novel light, and many of the remarks made are
so new, and yet so much in point, that you wonder they
never struck you before. Difficultics are honestly met, and
are never set aside by any rationalising process.  The
author has availed himsell of all his former labonrs, as if
canxious to disburden his full soul’ of jts treasures. Ile
writes, too, with earncstness and living power; and the
results of his travely, experience, and rescarch suffer no
deterioration from being moulded anew in the fire of a
devout soul, and set in the framework of an ingenuous and
healthful piety. .

In the antumn of 1852, Dr Kitto was again and more
seriously endangered. 'The pain was more intense and
alarming, and he could no longer fight against it. Medical
advice was resorted to, and he was enjoined to do less
work and take more excrcise. At least two hours a-day
was he enjoined $o walk in the open air. But he com-
plains, September 7, to his publisher, of such consumptidn
of time :— o

¢T have not got well ro rapidly as I expected, and am
still under active medical treatment. The last wegk was
nearly a blank for. practical purposes, and the anxfety thus
occasioned has probably retarded my recovery. I am,
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however, gathering strength, and am undoubtedly better.
The excruciating pains are less violent, and I can venture
to sit longer at my desk without bringing them on. Thus,
I am beginning to return to mywusual habits, although,
for the present, on a reduced scale as to time. The new
habit of walking has been so seriously impressed upon me,
that I hope to cultivate it as a matter of duty. The want
of a definite object is the difficully : care for one’s health
seems too vague an inducement for o practice so adverse
-to one’s hal¥ts, and, in its immediate agpect, a serious loss
of precious time. I suppose, howcever, that some one or
other will always be dragging me out now ; and Mrs Kitto
will probably look to it, as the doctor has enjoined her to
turn me out daily, and not to let me in again till my time
is up. Ifelicitated myself at first, that he only stated how
long I was to walk, not how fust, or how much, so that, as
I thought, I might munage to make the business enter-
taining, by sauntering about among the book-stalls; hut
the doctor is now too sharp for me, and talks of six miles
a-day. Think of that for a man who has almost lost
the power of putting one leg hefore anotler! However,
seeing that there are so many little ones whose immediate
welfare secms to have been made dependent upon my
existence, and that*I have set before me many labours
which T should be loath to leave unexecuted, I hope to be
enabled to adapt myself to this new condition of affairs.
It may be the Lord’s method of strengthening and pre-
serving me for such work as ITe means me to do. In this
pbint of view, the death of one whom I knew, Mr Porter
of the Board of Trade, * from want of exercise”—a cause
I never before saw assigned in an obituary notice—has
made considerable impression on my mind.’
Certatly the death of Mr Porter, and from such a
canse, should have checked his exhausting industry; but
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yet, when we think of the numerous family supported by
his daily labours—a family of five sons and five daughters
—we must not judge him harshly. Still his disease was
of such a nature, that itewas not to be tampered with ; for
the organ attacked was his only implement of labour and
source of income. Weakness or injury to'it would sadly
diminish the supplies, or stop them altogether. He was
visited with another relapse ere September expired, in
which the head-pains were continuous. On his %cing
cupped, and on the application of other meansy he revived,
and, by the constant exercise to which he had been forced,
his ¢too solid flesh’ was somewhat ¢ melted off” Ile
could well spare some. Mrs Ilullock, an old Malta friend,
who had accidentally discovered him through meauns of
¢ The Lost Senscs,” was surprised, on visiing him, to sce
¢ the little slender man become so great in person and name.’
He was very thankful for recruited strength, and in Octo-
ber was tolerably well, but complaining of the immediute
loss of time which his daily walk occasioned. He should
have remembered that Milton, oné of the poets of his
carliest admiration, used to walk daily after dinner in his
garden, three and four honrs at a time. Even the Exhi-
bition in 1851 had small enticements for him. Fleet Street
and the Strand were greater to him than the Crystal
Palace, but he did not very often frequent them. "Occa-
sionally he sauntered down Oxford Street, Regent Street,
the Strand, and Holborn, ¢looking for bargains and curious
things at the bogkshops;’ and even this lounging was
better than no recreation at all. He, however, did vidt
the Great Exhibition, and saw it at its close; and though
the noise made not the least impression upon him, ‘the
scene was striking’;—even to grandeur.” But he sighs and
says, ‘I certainly do not feel that I lost a day,*but my
work did.” This perpetual toil was fast wearing him out,
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and still he grudged the slightest relaxation. Yet one is
glad to find that, on September 30, being the last of his
boys” Michaelmas holidays, he went with them ¢ a-nutting
to Epping Forest,’  not'sorry o have so good an excuse
for a run’ MHe found rclief at this period from Pulver-
macher’s hydro-clectric chain, which threw a ¢sensible
continuous current of electric fluid through the part af-
fected.

Arxious to have some stable means of support, when
the Daily Béble Illustrations should be concluded, he was-
induced to edit a weekly religious periodical—¢ Sunday
Reading for Christian families.’! It did not succeed, and,
after three months, was abandoned, though it deserved a
better fate. The cupital papers which its editor wrote for
it, werc not spfficient to cusure its success. Though
warned that the project would be a failure, he was re-
solved to try, and the trial satisfied him. Thus he delivers
himself :—¢ The case is this—For many years I have been
desirous of finding a fixed hasis of occupation and useful-
ness in the conduct of n periodical publication, which, by
affording me a salary, would make regular and determinate
a portion of the income T require, leaving me compara-
tively free for the book-work, which would be needful to
complete that income, and relieving me from the perils of
an entire dependence thereon.” 2

But his malady soon returned in still more awful vio-
lence. The eleetric chain in which he had so fondly
trusted, could not charm the pain awsgy; and, while he
Was in this state of prostration, he was visited with another
trial. His youngest child, Henry Austin, died. This was
the first entrance of death into his dwelling; and every
parent knows the pang of a first bereavement. Aye,
though 1t be an infant that is taken away when yet unable

¥London : Necdhar, 1853, 2 Letter to Mr Blackader, March 38, 1853.
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to prattle, the new sorrow pierces and lacerates the
parental heart.  Kitto’s softened spirit bowed to the chas-
tisement. He loved his children dearly, and never, with all
his solitary study and toil, ¢ hid his face from his own flesh.’

This little child had wound itself round his heart. His
earliest intimation to Mr Oliphant is (April 12) :—

¢ This is the first letter I have written for ;a week, and
the first time I have taken up my pen for any purpose
since Saturday. There has been much bésides my ill
health: a beloved child of minc has been dyifg, and now
it lies here dead. God took it from us on Monday morn-
ing, and while I bow in submission to this stroke, know-
ing it is from my Father’s hand, my heart is very sore.
During the years that I have had a home of my own,
death has not been permitted to enter. and its presence is,
from its strangeness, the more grim and terrible. During
that long time, T have indecd been tried with many gricfs;
but this form of trial, the hardest of all to bear, has heen
spared to me. Now, thig also has come, and finds my
heart very weak. May the Lofd strengthen it for me,
and enable me in due time to learn what lesson it is that
He means to teach me by thik new stroke of His rod I’

The Rev. Dr Brown of Edinburgh, whose wide sym-
pathies extend to every ¢ companion in tribulatign,” sent
him one of his useful and solacing little books—¢ Comfort-
able Words for Christian Parents bereaved of Little
Clildren.” ¢It touched him much.” Mrs Kitto also felt
othat it fulfilled the promise in its title, and as its bu]m
dropped into her heart, she did not refuse to he com-
forted. . The father was ththnkful for the ¢seasonable me-
morial,’ and in his own way tells how dear this babe had
become from its very weaknesseg, and how the only land
he possessed had been purchased for a burial- place-a
sacred spot with a precious deposit :—

2A



370 FAILING HEALTH.

¢Tt was but a little child, thirteen months old. He was
from the first difficult to rear, and required the constant
care of his mother ; and this brought his iefancy, with its
numerous little ways, more under my own notice than that
of any other of the children ; and the great solicitude with
which he had needed to be watched over and prayed for,
endeared him greatly to us. At’length all difficulty seemed
t0 be overcome, and he waxed fair and strong, and his
mother ventired to trust him partially from her own con-
stant care. *Then he caught cold, and after a few weeks
of suffering, heart-rending to witness, he died. His
mother, with many tears, reproaches herself, that if she
had never trusted him from her own care, but had con-
tinued to nurse him in her own arms, he would yet have
lived. Tt is diffienlt to realise the idea that, nevertheless,
he has.not fallen without the will of God. It is hard to
Iearn, but she is learning it, and so am I, and I feel that
all real comfort. under 4 trial like this, must be rooted in
that conviction. I am now beeome, for the first time,
the owner of a grave—all the land in this wide world
that I possess. This afternoon I shall be constrained to
consign to it the remains—still beautiful in death—of this
dear little child, into whose bright eyes I have for so
many njonths been daily looking for matter of hope or
fear. May the Lord strengthen in the hour now near,
and make realitics to my own heart the comforts I have
sometimes cndeavoured to impart to others!’

. Those comforts which he had dispensed to other.
meourners, had heen no mere commonplaces, no trite cour-
tesies, no empty or unavmhmr“ regrets.  He did not only
throw his flower on the sepulchral urn, bat he touched
and st.aycd the bleeding heart with his ¢ bundle of myrrh.
¢ thn, he writes in reference to the death of the widow of
Zarephath’s only son, ¢ we behold that a child so dear—
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. '“Like a flower crusht with a blast is dead,
And ere full time hangs down his smiling head,”

how many sweet interests in life, how many hopes for the
time to come, go down to the dust with him! The purest
and most heart-felt enjoyment which life oers to a mother
in the society of her little child, is cut off for ever. The
hope—the mother’s hope, of great and go6od things to
come from this her son, is lost for her. “ The Jive coyl that
was left,” and which she had reckoned that time would
raise to a checrful flame, to warm her home, and to pre-
serve and illustrate the name and mcwmory of his dead
father, is gone out—is quenchgd in darkness. The arms
which so often clung carcssingly around her, and whose
future strength promised to he as a staff to her old age,
are stiff in death. The eyes which glislened so lovingly
when she came near, now know her not. The little
tongue, whose guileless prattle had made the long days of
her bereavement short, is now silent as that of the * mute
Jdove.,” Alas! alas! that it should ever be a mother’s lot
to close in death the eyes of one whosé pious duty, if
spared, should be in future years to press down her own
eyclids. This is one of the great mysteries of life, to be
solved only thoroughly, ouly fully to our satisfaction, in
that day when, passing ourselves the gates of light, we
behold all our lost ounes gather around our feet.’?

Thus his afflictions were multiplying, for the process of
refinement was 1o be severe, because it was not to be long.
He who ¢sits as a purifter,” gave special intensity to the
‘refiner’s fire,’ as its action was not to be of continued dur-
ation. Beautifully had the mourner expresded himself
already as to the results of discipline :—

¢It is only hy the grafting of our will into His,tHat we
can bear much fruit—any fruit ; and no branch was ever

3 Daily Bible Illustrations, vol iv., p. 238,
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yet grafted without being cut to the quick. .In what He
allows us, or in what He takes from us, in His dealings
with us, or in His action upon us through others, the same
object is always kept in view, of teaching us our depend-
ence upon Him; and it is well with us—very well, then
only well—when our will so works with His, that in all we
see, or hear) or enjoy, or suffer, we strive to realise for
ourselves that which He strives to teach—to see His will,
and to have ho will but Ilis.’?

At this pbriod of sorrow he hecame worse himself, and
found no relief from any of his previous appliances. The
late Dr Golding Bird was then consulted, who, refusing at
first to entertain the casc of a deaf patient as it consumed
so much of his valuable time, no sooner lcarned who the
applicant was, than, in characteristic terms, he expressed
the warmest interest in him, and afterwards reccived his
fortnightly visits with the greatest cordiality, refusing, at
the same time, the customary fees.  He said to the sufferer,
¢If you mean to live, you must work less, and take more
excrcise.”  But, at the expiry of a few months, he declared
Dr Kitto incurable, because the intractable patient had
systematically counterworked his physician’s skill and pre-
seriptions.  1lis brain wanted rest. Dr Bird had tried to
subdue the cercbral irritation ; but Dr “Kitto persisted in
thinking and writing, and nullifying all his medical adviser’s
kindness and cfforts. It was pressed upon him, that he
must cease from labour for a period ; but he replied, ¢No ;
I, must finish the work for which I hate had the money,
and if T knew I should die with the pen in my hand, I will
go on as long as the Lord permits.” So that he virtually
sealed his own doom. In August he went down to Rams-
gate, and though ¢ he spent much of his time in the open
air, his head became rather worse than better.” To induce

1 Daily Bible Iustrations, vol iv., p. 318.
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him to prolong his stay, a box of books was sent for; but
¢ the books spoiled the holiday, and the holiday spoiled the
books.” His gencral health was, however, materially im-
proved, and so little apprchensive was he of any serious
ailment clinging to him, that he amused himself with pro-
jecting a plan of travel in Egypt and Palestine, ¢ mainly
for the purpose of biblical illustration,” which might be
produced after his return ¢in the shape of, perhaps, two
8vo volumes’” But he came hack to London ¢in pne re-
spect not sensibly Letter ;” and believing that, nevertheless, ®
some ‘salutary influence’ had heen received, he resolved
to ‘run about as much as time and circumstances would
allow.” It was at thie period that, as already stated, he
resigned the Journal of Sacred Literature into the hands
of Dr Burgess. But his hours of study were greatly cur-
tailed, and his labours on his closing work greatly abridged.
-He was forbidden to rise at four or five in the morning, as
he had donefor fifteen ycars, and enjoined to walk in the
forenoon, ¢ one of the prime portions of his time.” These
and similar explanations he made {o his Edinburgh pub-
lisher, confessing ¢ his fretting anxiety at his inability not
to get on faster” IIe had decided, at all hazards, to
finish the book on hand ; and had for it and other pressing
labours been tempted to neglect Dr Bird’s keen and honest
warnings.

It would be wrong, however, to suppose that the Daily
Bible Illustrations, though professedly his main work, were
either the heaviest or most exhausting element of his
labours. Tt was his anxiety about his other engagemquts
that fretted and fatigued him. Xe took too much in hand,
and, in his haste to keep all his appointments, he over-
tasked himself. What he had been doing for Bohn’s
Library and for the Tract Sbciety, his new enterprise in
connection with the Sunday Reading for Families, and his
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uneasy feelings and unrelaxing tension of soul about his

- Journal—this combination of effort and vigilance was far

“more damaging to him than any study or writing necessary
for the Daily Bible Illustrations.! The series of chapters
required for this work cost him little labour in comparison,
many of them heing subjective in their nature—the well-
ing out of his own spontancous reftections, and the others
which exhibit research, being upon topics long familiar to
him, and on which he had already delivered his thoughts.

, Thou":h the I)'ally Bible Illostrations were, at this time, his
largest, they Were, on the whole, his casiest work, for he
had ceased to compose a paper a day, and the toil had
become a pleasure to him, as well as oftentimes a relief to
his burdened spirit.  Nor did he die, ag he had protested,
with the pen in his hand, and bhis labour unfinished. The
angel of death calmly waited for him till he had laid it
down.

e carried out his resolve as to the eighth volume of
the Daily Bible Illustrations, amidst much weakpess and
delay, and at length copeluded his task. His wife and he
together blessed (rod when the last sentence was written,
and felt that they had abundant and pressing reason to
¢ offer thanksgiving.” This closing composition of a clos-
ing life has for its subject the Catacombs at Rome, and the
striking pictare of early Christianity furnished by them.
And his last words are, ¢ In these solemn recesses we meet
with “none but Christ.” It is the unobscured light of
His countenance, as of the sun shining in its strength, that
irradiates the gloom, of these solitudes. e is the Alpha,
the Omega, of all around. All is of Him—

“ HIM FIRST, HIM LAST, HIM MIDST, OIM WITIOUT END.”’

. L]
1 A tract which he wrote In 1852 for the Working Men's Educational Union, on
Eastern Ilabitations,’ needs scarcely be referred to.
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It was in the frame of mind indicated by these glowing
words, that he gave thanks to Him who had guarded and
blessed him in his last great labour upon earth, and had
carried him to its termination, though sickness and sorrow
had often threatened interruption.

And the work was not finished a daydoo soon. The
last day of regular teil was succeeded by the first day of his
final illness ; for next morning, as he’attempted to rise, he
felt a strange powerlessness, and said, in sad and Jurried
tones, to his wife, ¢0, Bell! I am nunb all down my side.’e
The effects of this stroke of paralysis continued for u con-
siderable period, yet he gave what tjme he could afford to
the revision of the Biblical Cyclopadia for a new edition.
This work being stercotyped, the eorreetions conld not he
very many, though some of them were very important.
Nor did he go over a large portion of the buok, for the
malady soon returned in a more intense and alarming
shapc. On the morning of the ith of February, he was
seized with a fit, which lasted till he was bled by Dr
Tunaley, his medical attendant. Consciousness was quite
restored, but violent and agonising headache, the result of
congestion of the brain, still remained. That rest which
he had been so unwilling to take, was now forced upon
him by extreme debility. 1Ie was worn out by continuous
and unrelieved labour. Still Dr Bird had thought and said
that a year’s rest might yet restore him.  The farmer allows
his field to lic fallow, and he believes that he loses nothing
by a ycar’s unproductiveness. But the powerless and
moneyless author had, in the meantime, his houschold, to
support, and without work there was no ingome, save the,
small pension from her Majesty. Mrs Kitto consulted Mr
Oliphant, and a plan was proposed to raise such a sum as
might secure the overdone labourer two years’ ‘release.
But before the idea was wrought out, fie was seized again,
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and more severely ; so that a larger and more permanent
form of assistance was projected. Committees for the
purpose were formed in London and in Scotland, presided
over respectively by John Labouchere, Esq., & generous
philanthropist in the metropolis, and by his old and valued
friend, Sir Johr M‘Ncill. Sir John took the chair at a
mecting in Edinburgh, and delivered, in his opening ad-
dress, a just and culogistic criticism on Dr Kitto’s biblical
labours. When the plan was brought into operation, con-

-tributions were reccived pt only from admirers at home,

but from New York, Nova qcotm, and South Australia.
The final result did npt, however, come up to expectation,
the sum received being only 1.1800.) Had the particu-
lars of Dr Kitto’s early life becn extensively known—his
hardships and privations, his fortitude and triumphs—
much more, we belicre, would have been promptly con-
tributed.

For many weeks, Dr Kitto was utterly prostrated ; but
he was in no small degree gratified by the public interest
shown in his behalf. It was not, however, till the month
of June, that he was able to pen a note, though he had
made several attempts ; and he wrote, on the 20th of that
month, to Mr Oliphant, under great dcpresslon and fecble-
ness :—

¢ At the present time, my head is, upon the whole, con-
siderably beiter, and I have, on most days, intervals of
comparative ease; but, at best, it is exceedingly tender,
and any little movement or effort brings on acute pain. I
am led .out now and then by -Mrs Kitto, or onc of the
elder children, for a short crawl; but I generally return
in great distress, the movement, however gentle, having
disturbed my head, and the lower limbs being still very,

} Of this surs, there remains about L.1200, which has been invested in the names
of Trustees for the benefit of Dr Kitto's widow and family.
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feeble, from the effects of the repeated seizures, though
the more obviously distressing results of these seizures
have most materially abated. I rejoice to learn, that my
medical adviser is of opinion, that, in the state to which I
have been hrought by diet and medical treatment, there is
little probability of further attacks of thi% natare. Still,
however, the origina} slight numbness along the whole left
side, which I was, if I remember rightily, deseribing to you
in the letter I left unfinished, and which was iorwarded
to you after the dreadful attack\of the 4th of February—*
this has remained all through, though less sensibly felt at
some times than at others. The doetor is, however, per-
suaded that this also will be displaced, under a change
of air. This change has been retarded by various cir-
cumstances, with which you are acquainted; and now,
lastly, by my wif¢’s illness, which added much to my
other distresses. But, through the Lord's mercy, she
seems much better to-day, though far from well; and I
entertain the hope, that the change, when it docs take
place, will re-establish her health, which has been much
shaken of late.

¢I cannot write more now ; but I cannot close this, my
first and necessarily short letter, without expressing how
deeply I have been affected by the kind interest which,
under these most irying circumstances, you have ,mani-
fested on my behalf, and the zecalous exertions you have
made to ameliorate the evils of this condition. God has
been very graciogs to me, not only in keeping my heart
from sinking in the cvil day, but in raising up many frieitds
to testify their effectual sympathy for me and mine. This
is most cheering ; and, if it should please Him to remove
dhe cloud which now hangs over my tabernacle, 1 shall
hope to be enabled to evince my gratitude by mere entire
devotement to that service in which alone perfect freedom
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is found—in actual labour, if that be possible, or, if not, in
patient waiting for Him.’ .

Labour, indeed, was denied him, and ¢ patient waiting’
was’ henceforth to be his duty. ¢Wait” had been his
motto, — ¢ only wail, only believe’ had been his shield
against despondency. In these seasons of trial, the Master
had been saying to him, ¢I come quickly ;* and his response
was, ¢ Amen, even so come.

A journcy to the Continent, which had been meditated

“for some time, was postpoutd for the purpose of ‘rying the

benefit of further medical skill in London.  The experiment,
alas! did not succeed. Hiy daughtier Shireen had gone
“down to Edinburgh, on her way out to Canada ; but failing
health obliged her to return to London. Ier father, in this
dark hour, writes in July to the same correspondent :—

¢Shircen returned from Edinburgh on Saturday, without
much exhaustion.  Her return was a mixed pain and plea-
sure {0 me—pain, that her weritorious hopes and endeavours
should be frustrated, and pleasure, to be reunited to one who
had seemed lo<t to us. Under all, I thank God, however—
and it is much to be thankful for—that I have been enabled
1o restin the full and satisfying persuasion, that all things
will assuredly work together for good, vital good to myself,
and to those whom God has given me. I have no ground
to expect—I never have expected, that the Lord should
establish on my behalf an exemption from all trouble; but I
believe and kuow that all must be for eventual good, though
it may be by ways I should not prefer, or by ways that I
mizht even wish to aveid. I am very uuable to express the
seuse 1 entertain of the munificent kindness and delicate
consideration which you have evinced towards me, both
before and since this present emergency and trial. The
last instarce is peculiarly gratifying to me, and will occupy
a pleasant place in my recollections of this time.’
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The next letter has some faint scintillations of his former
humour :— .

“July 31. . . . Tt seems that we are to goon Wed-
nesday se’nnight, and that in a day or two we leave this
house, in which I thought I had made my life’s nest, for
furnished Modgings, as a preparatory step? having let the
house. Changes o radical have become hard to me; but
the Lord’s will be done, and T think that T seek only to
know what Ilis will is. At Sh{reen’s supplicgtion, Isat to
the sun for my portrait on Ratwlay. Till [ saw it, T had ®
no idea how grand I look; it scems the conecentrated
essence of twenty aldermen and ien bishops, all in one.
Mrs K. sal also; but, womanlike, she spoke in the very
crisis of the operation, and so spoiled the likeness. 1
amused myself much with the idea, that the sun, who hag
hitherto lived like a gentleman, is now obliged to work for
his living.

As originally contemplated, Dr Kitto left for Germany
on the 9th of August, with his wife and seven of his
children, the other iwo remaiuing for the 'sake of their
ednecation in England, one of whom had in 1850, to his
father's great delight, received a presentation to Christ’s
ospital, through the influence of his old friend Mr, Tracy.
They were accompanied by a sympathising friend, the Rev.
Cornelins Hart, incumbent of Old St Pauncras. Landing
al Rotterdam, the party procecded up the Rhine by May-
ence and Mannheim, and thence to Stuttgurt. There Dr
Kitto became greatly worse again, and Dr Ludwig, the
king’s physician, was brought to him. Ou his visit, he
repeated what the medical men bhad said in Loodon, and ®
the certainty of speedy dissolution seems, from this time,
to have become a conviction with Dr Kitto. A dream,
as at the beginning of his life, pictured out his waking
thoughts, and he saw, in sleep, his wifc a widow and his
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children fatherless. The telling of this sad vision next
morning filled his cyes with tears, for he believed that the
presentiment would soon be realised. Stuttgart was found
to be very hot, and the invalid next took up his residence
at Caunstatt on the Neckar. The mineral waters at this
place are much®resorted to, but Dr Kitto found #rom them
no great bencfit.

The ¢ beginning of ihe end’ had arrived. First his
, youngest child, Henry 11 #rlowe, aged ten months, was
taken from ¥im on the 214¢ of September. The infant had
been always delicate. ¢1lis mother spent the days and
nights in walking {0 and fro with him, for so only would he
be quict, shedding many tears over her once beautiful baby,
now so wasted, and so soon to be taken from her. For
me, I could only spend my hours in prayer to God, that
He would be gracious to her and me, and spare us, if it
were possible, this heavy stroke of His hand. Inideed, I
felt emboldened to pray with great importunity for thc life
of this child. T veutured to ask it as a token for g,ood as
an cncouragement to my faith; and I promised to receive
it back as a trust and o gift—a double gift, from the womb
and from the grave—and as such (<hould my life be spared),
to watch his steps with daily solicitude, and give my best
time and carnest endeavours to the task of bringing him up
for the Lord, in the ways of holiness. I allow myself to
thiuk this prayer was heard and accepted. Certain it is,
that at his next visit the doctor began to express hopes,
and the child has since been reviving, and although still
wery feeble, he is now so much better, that even my poor
Rachel refuscs not to be comforted.

I have writien this by short iustalments ; my head has
been easier during the two nights which have intervened
since I began it.

¢ P.8.—Sept. 22.—1 was mistaken. Our dear child was
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taken.from us yesterday—-ﬁenry Harlowe Kitto, aged ten
months. Our hearts are very sorc. May He who does
not afflict willingly, strengthen us to bear this-new grief;
but these are the things I find it hardest to bear, and the
most difficult to understand. My poor wife suffers greatly,
for her heart was strongly sct on this child.® Please ask Dr
Brown if he will write to her.’?

Dr Brown did not and could not refuse such an appeal.
Nay, such an appeal was not\required 1o elicit his sym-
pathies, and Dring out his genindwords of corufort.

But the shadow of death was settling down on his house-
hold in thicker gloom. His first-horn, unable to proceed
to Canada, as she intended, had returned to London in
declining health; and her removal to Germnany, with its
change of air, had cffected no improvement on her. The
watchful eye of her father saw her real condition, and it
smote him to the heart.

T have yet to grieve that I am obliged to report less
favourably of our dear Shireen ; she seems gradually sink-
ing under her disease; and although there is perhaps no
tmmediate danger, the hope of her ullimate recovery is very
faint. Tt is sad to a parent’s heart 1o seec one so promis-
ing—his first-born—laid thns low, and I trust that the
prayers of my friends will not be wanting to strengthen
ours on her behalf.’?

Her disease was a complicated form of dropsy; and
when the little Henry died, she was confined to bed from
extreme debility,and never again arosc from it. During the
latt #welve days of her life, her father seldom left Ler bedside,
but strengthened and comforted the,dying girl, though hig ®
own condition and her weakness made the necessary finger-
talk very exhausting to both. Her cldest brother John
was summoned from England, but before he could reach

1 Letter to Mr Oliphant, Cannstatt Sept. 18, 1654, 2 Ihid.
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- Cannstatt, his sister had expired. Her mother tells the
sad tale :—

¢We hatl both been desirous that she should feel that
her change was near, but how were we to tell her? 1 felt
T could not. Ter dear father read and talked to her, and
gave some gentle hints that the doctors would not be
answerable for the resnlts, and indecd, that they thought
it a critical case. Whilst we were hesitating thus to com-
municite with her, the Lg*d Iimself showed His inten-
tions towards her. Onefmorning, as 1 was attending to
her, she said, ¢ Mamma, I dreamt last night that the dean
of the place came and told me 1 was ouly to live a fort-
night.” I took advaniage of the opportunity as well as J
was able, and said to her, “ Well, my dear, the Lord speaks
in various ways, and perhaps this is His message to you.”
“Yes,” she said, T thiuk it is, for certainly I cannot live
long thus.” After thut che became quite resigned and
composed, and daily talked very sweetly on the subject of
her decease, both with her dear father and myself. She
dicd exactly at the end of the iox tmgflt as her dream had
told her”

Her spirit had been gradually ripened for the great
change, and the evident preparation for it gave her father
unspeakable joy in the midst of his distress. After her
decease, he writes to Mr Oliphant :—

Cannstatt, Oct. 18, 1854.

‘Tt has pleased God to withdraw frem us the bodily
presence of our dear daughter Shircen, our first-borr?thus
following in just threg weeks our last-born to the tomb.
I blessed God in the midst of my distress for allowing me
the comfort of finding that she not only submitted to the
Divine appointment concerning her, but accepted it with
o checrful spirit, and was enabled to move on, day by day,
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consciously nearing the unscen world with an unshaken®
countenance, strong in the assured belief that to depart
and to be with Christ was far better for her than aught
which life could hage in store. , I thanked Grod with all my
heart for this higch grace granted to her; and while onr
affections have been deeply smitten by the loss of one so
dear and so highly gifted, we refuse not the comfort which
the contemplation of a death so serenc and cheerful is
(‘alcnlatcd to afford to those wh\know that hdpeless Sorrow o
is a sin.’

His sensations at this period of bereavement were such as
himself had already portrayed, thongh he knew not then
how soon the case deseribed.was. in God’s mysterious pro-
vidence, to be his own. As he bent over the corpse of his
lovely and accomplished daughter, his first-born and joy,
did he not remcmber what he had once said with such
truth and tenderness ?

¢ With this instance in view [that of the Prince Abijah],
we can find the parallels of lives, full of hope and pro-
mise, prematurcly taken, and that in mercy, as,.we can
judge, to those who depart. The heavenly Tlusbandman
often gathers for His garner the fruit that carly ripens,
without suffering it to hang needlessly long, beaten. by
storms, upon the tree. Oh, how often, as many a grieved
heart can tell, do the Lord’s best beloved dic betimes—
taken from the cvil to come; while the wnripe, the cvil,
the injurious, live .Jong for mischief to themsclves and
others! TRoses aud lilies wither far sooner than thorm
and thistles.”?

The corpse, being that of a young and unmarried '
woman, was, according to the custom of the country, o
crowned with a wreath of myrtle blossoms, and the,father
was moved to tears at the spectacle. His deep sorrow

1 Daily Bible Ilustrations, vol. iv., p. 159.
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vhad not as yet ventured to express itself in words. It was
a double trial in a land of strangers,—himself expecting
soon to be joined to bLoth his children, and anxious to
have a place secured f01 his own grave, by the side of that
of Shireen.
¢ The circum®tances of this great loss, following so soon
upon the otber, awakencd much sympathy among the
kind-hearted Germans, and the myrtle-crowned corpse
was followed to the tom} by a large train of sponta-
neous mourmers, composcit mostly of persons unknown to
us, and who are not likely to be known. I’'was not
among them; for although 1 had seen her die, the doctor
and our f{riends lhere prevailgd upon me to abstain from
attending her to the grave. But neither the bier nor the
tomb is here invested with the dismal incidents and ideas
which prevail in England.  All is here made significant of
cheerful hope, as among the early Christians. All the
gymbols and inseriptions in the churchyard are of this
character, and the yard itself is called the “peace-yard ”
(Friedhof), a sense which is probably local, as I find it not
in dietionaries. I forbear to tell you of the many things
this dear child was to do for we, and with me, * when she
got well;” and [ amn not yet strong enough to dwell upon
the close affinities of mind and character, and the ever
ready and quick apprehension on her part, which drew her
very near to me, and rendered my intercourse with her a
delight.  Bul all this is over. Year after year, week after
week, I am bereaved of my children; and other trials—
fraistrated purposes, loss of health, loss of means, expatria-
tion from the land I love—all these, though heavy, seem
light in comparison. God help me—and I assuredly know
and Delicve that, cven with this large “addition to my afflic-
tions, He does and will help me, and that His help is suf-
ficient for me in all things.
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¢My head has suffered considerably from these trials,
which necessarily, involved the suspension of my usual
exercise. But my poor wife, in addition to these wounds
to her maternal affections, has had great personal fatigues,
and nights of watching to undergo; and these together
have left her in a state of much disturffed health, from
which I trust that rest may restore her. She and I, with
our son, have been this day to visit the grave of our two
children (for they allowed the %ttle one to bestaken tp and,
deposited with his sister), and we found it ovarspread with
very bedutiful garlands—free-will offerings of the good
people here.’ :

Dr Kitto’s last letter but one has a peculiar interest
attaching to it. Mr Davis, once a publisher in London,
but latterly a very prosperous settler in South Australia,
having seen, in & Liondon newspaper, some account of the
benevolent exertions making for Dr Kitto, generously
transmitted a Subscription; and to him, as an acknow-
ledgment in return, was sent the following note, so ripe in
Christian feeling and hope :—

. Cannstatt, Wurtemberg, Oct. 27, 1854.

‘DeAar Sir,—Mr Oliphant has forwarded to me your
kind letter, with its enclosure, and I beg you to aceept my
earncst thanks for both. In the midst of the trials which
have been sent me, and by which I am-laid aside from the
labours in which I took much delight, I have been greatly
comforted and encouraged by the strong interest for-me
which has been expressed by many who have known e
only by those labours, and which has been evinced in warm
and hearty endeavours to ameliorate the relievable evils of
the condition to which I am .reduced. Of thesg kind
voices, none have reached me from so distant a®quarter,
nor have any been more encouraging than yours. To
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know that any of the writings which I have been enabled
to produce have been useful, under the circumstances you
indicate, in the land most distant from our own, is a
satisfaction very dear to my heart; and the accompany-
ing expressions of kind sympathy towards me will not be
the less preciods to me, as coming from one whose name
is familiar to my remembrance, from its presewce on the
titles of many publications which I used to sce in former
times. * !

 <The refreshment of ybur very friendly communication
comes most seasonably to me; for, in the short thue since
T have been in this place—for benefit of health and econoniy
of living—my cup las been filled very high, in the loss of
my eldest daughter and youngest son, whom, within three
ghort wecks, 1 have laid in ong grave. Dut thongh heart-
smitten, I have not been allowed to sorrow as having no
hope ; and T begin to pereeive, that, by these variously
afflictive dispensations, my Lord is calling me “up hither”
to the higher room in which e sits, that I may sce more
of His grace, and that I may more clearly understand the
inner mysteries of Ilis kingdom. What more awaits me,
I guess not. Dut the Lord's will be done.—I am, dear
sir, with affectionate regand, most truly yours,

* ¢ Joun Kitro.’

On the same day, Dr Kitto wrote his last letter to his
friend’ and publisher. It breathes a spirit of deep com-
posure ; for the writer was now, as himgelf says of David,
‘®oast all danger, for he kunew hé was to die” ¢We are
still most sorrowful ; but, not being ** forsaken,” we try to
gather strength from the lelicf, that He whose Tove has

+ been so often proved, would not willingly lay upon us one
Dxstroke more than is needed for our essential welfare, and
& Cor the final welfare of those whom He has taken. My
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dear wife was greatly cheered by Dr Brown’s most kind
and considerate letter. I may mention that, upon our first
loss here, we read his ¢ Comforiable Words” all through
together (that is, I read it to her), and were indeed greatly
comforted by it. We, more than once, exclaimed with
Mr Sherman, “God bless John Brown®for writing this
book 1”1

The time had now edme when Le ¢ must die.” His work
was over, and he was calmly *vaiting 1o be ealled @p. IIe
was neither impatient to deparngbor anxious ¢o remain, for,
by God’s grace, he was cnabled to say, ¢ My times are in
Thy hand.” 'The last weeks of his life were spent in quiet
meditation ; and as soon as Shireen was buried, he sclected
as his favourite chamber the room in which she had died,
whom he was so soon to follow. lle was soothed by
looking ¢ on the same scenes she had last looked on.”  His
spirit must have often pondered on the strange path by
which Providence had led him —a m(rgcd boy, toiling
beyond his strength, till a terrible calamity disabled him
—a miserable stripling, forced into gn almshouse—an ap-
prentice to an ingenious form of surgical art—a printer
on a Mediterranean isle—a stranger in a far-off city of the
plague—a literary workman in the metropolis—a famed
illustrator of Scripture — and now a worn-out invalid,
about to enter upon his final rest and reward. Thoughts,
too deep for utterance, and too sacred for publicity, must
have often sprung from such s retrospect. He had sur-
vived an accident all but fatal; had outlived his*own
purpose to die; had stood unscathed when thousands¥ll
Leforg the ¢burning pestilence’ on all sides of him; and®
now he understood the reason why Divine benignity had

1 Mr Sherman said so in a letter of sympathy to the Rev. Dr MFarlane of
Gl , prefacing the benediction by these wordse—*If you have not seen his

lweet book, read lt if you huave, read it again.’ See Dr M‘Farlune’s touching
and consolatory little work, * Why Weepest Thou ?* pp. 74, 76. London: Nisbet.
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uniformly spared him. The dreams of his youth had been
more than realised, for—
¢Dreams grow realities to earnest men.’

But he had been informed long ago, by the Angel Zared.
that ¢ the period of his sojourn on earth would not be, at
farthest, very many years.” Of this ideal warning he had
been reminded by the alarming illnesses which had so
often seized him, and which had proved themselves to be
Seated *beyond the power Hf dislodgment in that vital
organ, whichs though it had been so materially injured in
early life, had still, by the forced abundance of its fruits,
provided food and raiment for him and his. For many
years of his earlier manhood, there had been little to
attach him to life. Then he felt himself to be all but use-
less, and he was to a great extent dependent on others.
But the later portion of his career had been signally suc-
cessful ; and, in the midst of Lis fame and usefulness, these
premouitions of decease gathered thickly around him. The
idea that he had fallen into a second state of dependence
and usclessness, deeply affected him ; yet he repined not ;
and, though he might wonder at the mysterious dis-
pensation, he strove to profit by if. Two mornings
before he died, he said, among other things, to his wife—
¢Somechow I begin to feel a sad distaste of life. I am
now in a useless state, with little hope, that I can see, of
ever being useful again.’ He added, ‘I, who have all my
life been in the habit of referring everything to God,
natitrally sit and ask myself what all these things mean,
apll endeavour, if possible, to find out what His mind
towards me is; and, unless it be to draw me to }Ums_elf,
I confess I am at a loss. .

His gonclusion was just, and it was consoling toeo, as his
experiende had told him; for, since to-morrow was to be
his last day on earth, there had been special kindness in
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weaning him from life, and filling ‘him with the conscious-
ness, that every step towards and along the ¢dark valley’
was & step nearer glory and God. She who had so deep
an interest in it, has herself described that solemn scene,
which left her a widew and her children fatherless :—

“In the evening he read to me Thackdray’s Lecture on
Groldsmith, and said, that was the right spirit in which to
view literature, and expreqsed how much more happily and
respectably he had spent his® life in that parsuit than he
could have doue in any other ocgupation. Tle sat reading’
till eleven o’clock, and seemed quite pleased that I had
been able to rest so long listening to him. e then retired
for the night. About three o’clock in the morning, I was
awakened by his step in the room. I immediately sprang
ap, and inquired what wag the matter. He said, “ Un-
less I can be sick, I feel I shall be very ill.” 1 applied
some remedies, which had the desired effect, and wished
to send for Dr Burckhardt, his medical attendanty, but he
would not allow me, saying, it would pass off.” 1 did
not feel any particular alarm, and he went again to bed,
and slept till about seven, when I inquired how he was.
He said he felt better, and asked for his sauerwasser. Ile
then rose and dressed himself, but said he would defer the
more laborious process of shaving and washing till he had
taken his breakfast. " He sat at the table with the children
and myself. As soon as they had gone to school, he said,
“Well, after all, I think I must have a very strong con-
stitution to stand what L have gone through. I ncveY felt
so0 conscious as last night of the approach of a ﬁt, aud gad
I not peen sick I am sure I should have had one.” -Thére
nmkié two or three circles with his finger, to signify
giddiness, he added, almost in the same breath,. “ Look
sharp, Bell!” T saw he was greatly affected, @nd caught
hold of him, calling loudly to the servants, whom I hurried
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off to fetch Dr Burckhardt, and our kind friend Mr Hirsch,
who had shown himself throughout most anxious to render
every assistance in his power. Dear Kitto seeing I was
greatly agitated, waved his hand gently up and down,
signifying to me to be composed. His chest heaved vio-
lently, and continued doing so at intervals of about half
an hour. Between the paroxysms, he kept trying his eyes,
his fingers, and his tongue, and said, ¢ My impression is
] shalldie.” 'Medicine was given, but it could not be
retained. Ile sat on his chair, with his feet in a mustard
bath, and leeches on his temples, and, after an interval of
some hours, he was bled in the foot. There secmed, how-
ever, no signs of amendment. About two o’clock in the
day he was removed to beds  But the chest kept. constantly
heaving, and the head was swollen, and the facc very red.
Stertorous breathing commenced, and it became very
difficult to nnderstand him ; «ll told too plainly that, in a
few hours, we should be left desolate. In the early part
of the evening he said, « 1 am heing choked. Is it death ?”
I spoke with my fingers, hut L saw that he could not make
out what I said. I then, with my head, signified that it
was. Ile added, “ Pray God to take me soon.” These
were his last words. 1le continued for some hours in this
agony, which no human power could alleviate. Mr Iirseh,
and other kind friends, offered to sit with us during the
night, but all help of man was vain. Towards five o’clock,
the convulsive struggle became too agonising to witness,
andll'{)r Burckhardt, who had been sent for, insisted upon
mvlretiring, and would not suffer me again to return. 1
‘hever saw him afterwards. About seven o’clock g was
told that all was over, and that my beloved husband had
entered into the rest prepared for the people of God.’
Yes, reSt had been prescribed for him by physicians, and
urged upon him by friends, and he had gone to Cannstatt
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in search of it; but, on the morning of the 25th of Novem-
ber, he passed into that repose which the. brave and the
true enjoy, through thg merits and mediation of the Ex-
alted Redeemer.
¢ Spirit! thy labour is o'er!
Thy term of probation is run: -
Thy steps are now bound for the untroddew shore,
And the joy of immortals begun.

¢ Rpirit! look not onkhe strife, »
Or the pleasures of carth with regret—
Pausc not on the threshold of 1#mitless life,
To mourn for the day that is sct.

¢ Spirit ! no fetters can hind,
No troubles have power to molest :
There the worn out like thece—the weary shall find
A haven, a mansion of rest.

¢ Spirit ! how bright is the road
For which thou art now on the wing!
Thy home it will be, with thy Saviour and God,
The loud hallelujah to sing.”

The funeral, according to German nsage, took place two
days after his death. Dr Gleissberg the dean officiated,
and the service began and councluded with praise and
prayer. A sketch of Dr Kitto’s life and labours was also
given, and followed up with such impressive lessons as the
scene suggested. The Euglich residents, and a large con-
course of the native population, followed to their resting-
place the remains of the illustrious stranger, whose brief
abode among them had been checkered with such vials.
To be buried at Plymouth ¢in New Churchyard bigide
Granny,” was his boyish prayer, but he slecps with %iw
two Shildren in the cemetery of Cannstatt; and a hand-
some monument, erected by the publisher of his last work,
marks and adorns the hallowed spot. The wdnogram,
surrounded by a chaplel and winged with palm leaves,
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which is carved on the upper part of the stone, is taken
from a slab in.the Roman catacombs, and was the print
selected by him for the concluding paper of his Daily
Bible Illustrations, and appropriately symbolises his own
warfare and his victory—ay, more than victory—throngh
Christ. .

The monument, with its inscription, is here presented: —

N 7, /<<k
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¥n Hemoriam

I0ANNIS KITTO, D.D., ANGLI,

INGENIO, DOCTRINA, PTETAYE CLARISSIMI,

QUI ETSI MULTIS FORT(NA 1% PEDIMENTIS OBQTEI(‘TI'S,
ATQUE JAM PCER CASU CAPTUS FUIT AURIBUS,
TAMEN LEGENDO ET PERLGRINANDO
MAGNAM VARIAMQUE SIBI O'JMULAVI‘T ERUDITIONEM,
QUAM PERMCLTIS LIBRIS,

IMPRIMIS SCRIPTURAS SACRAS ILLUSTRANTIBUS,

EXPOSUIT
.

STUDIIS CONFECTUS IN GERMANIAM BE CONTOULIT
UT VALETUDINEM DERILITATAM RESTAURARET,
IBIQULL VITAM BEMPITERNAM IN CHRISTO INVENIT.

—_—
NATUS PLYMOUTHIR DIE IV MENS. DECEMB. AN, l’tDCMlV.

MORTUUS EST CANNSTADLE DIE XXV MENB. NOVEMB. AN. MDCCCLIV.

L
ANNABELLA SHIREEN, FILIA EJUB PRIMOGENITA, MORTEM OBIIT XIII 001“].
MDCCCLIV,, ANNO ZETATIS VICESIMO PRIMO;

“mmcus HARLOWE, FILIUS NATU MINIMUS, XXU SEPTEMB,
< EJUSDEM ANNI, VIX DECEM MENSES NATUS.
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CHAPTER XIL
GENERAL REVIEW OF CHARACTER AND CAREER.

MAaNy authors are remembered, not for their lives, bat for
their works. Their personality is lost, and they are known
by what they have achieved, not by what they have been.
¢ Not myself, but the truth that in life I have spoken ;

Not myself, but the seed that in life I have sown,

Shall pass on to ages, all about me forgotten,

Save the words I have written, the deeds I have done.
But this silent separation of the author from his works
cannot happen in the case of Dr Kitto, whose name is now
immortally associated with biblical study and literature.
For the measure of his success is not more amazing in
its amount than in the means by which he reached it.
His life is as instructive as are his labours; and the two
combined, present an unequalled picture of triumph over
obstacles which have heen very rarely so surmounted, and ,
over circamstances which few have ventured to encounter,
and which fewer, still have mastered to such advan nge.
He did not merely neutralise the adverse position of his
earlier years, but he wrung from it the lessons gnd habi.e
which slowly built up his fame, as they prepared lim for
his ultimate achievements. Truly has he realised the riddle
of Samson—*Out of the eater came forth mea’s and out
of the strong came forth sweetness” What a cuntrast
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between the deaf and pauper boy of 1819, wheedled into
a workhouse to keep him from ¢hunger and fasting, cold
and nakedness,’ and the John Kitto of 1854, doctor of
Divinity though a layman, member of the Society of Anti-
quarics, Editor of the Pictorial Bible and the Cyclopa:dia
of Biblical Litérature, and author of the Daily Bihle
Tllustrations.  The interval between the two extremes was
long, and sometimes very glonmy ; yet he bore hravely up,
with earnest resolution aud strong faith in God, often
murmuring te himself—
¢ Be still, sad heart! and ccase repining,
Behind the clouds the sun is shinimng.’

We have already characterised, in the preceding pages,
those numerous literary and biblical produetions which
ocenpied the last twenty years of Dr Kitto's life.  Suflice
it now to say of them zenerally, that they work principally
on the outer aspeete of Seripture, and seldom touch the
deeper difficulties that Jie heneath. Such labours have,
however, their own value; for, thongh they do not infer-
pret, they may conduet to the interpretation.  They hreak
the husk, thongh they do ot bring out the kernel. Many
of the topical deseriptions so lavishly given in the gnartos
of Couyheare and Ilowson, contribute not a whit to a jnst
exposition ; but they wonderfully freshen our eonceptions
of the toil and travels of the great apostle. On the other

. hand, Smith’s expository deseription of Paul's voyage! is
true to the life; the nautical language—ropes, anchory,
sails/ —is dexterously unravelled ; the positions of the
]gl}',uring ship, day after day, are laid down with a sea-
Suan’s preeision; and the wreck and the scene of it are
delineated with such fulness and accuracy, that at once he
sketches La picture and completes an exegesis.

RRAATV T Vny»;qe: and Shipwicek of St Paul,” ete. By James Smith, Esq. of Jor-
danhall, F.R.S. London, 1848,
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Sometimes Dr Kitto’s illustrations are too ingenions,
and sometimes, though rarely, they are beside the mark.
Thus, in the Pictorial*Bible and in the Daily Bible Illus-
trations, he holds up Ephron the 1littite as utterly supple
and dishonest in his transaction with Abraham about the
cave of Machpelah, and deunies him all E;enerosity, if not
integrity—a mode of representation unwarranted by the
narrative, and which errs in interpreting the ancient, and
simple manners of Canaan by the ingenions flattefes angl
lying courtesies of modern Persin.  In writifig under Acts
xix. 2, of the question which. properly rendered, is, < Did
ye receive the Holy Ghost when ye believed 2’ and of the
answer, ¢ We did not so much as hear whether there be
any Holy Ghost,” he understands the language as referring
to the existence or perspn of the Spirit; whereas the con-
text makes it obvious that it is to the gift, or rather’the
extraordinary endowments of the Spirit, that the querist
and his twelve respondents refer—for when they were bap-
tized, ¢the Iloly Ghost came on them, and they spake
with tongue$ and prophesied.” In his remarks upon the
rapid increasc of Israel in Egypt, he declares—¢ After all
the learned and sagacious talk about the laws of popula-
tion and of human increase, there is really no law of increase
in any population but the will of God” No one doubts
this great truth, yet surely the will of God ncither acts
without law nor by miracle, but according to certgin
physiological principles, which may be detected and ex-
plained. Under Ezckiel xiii 1(), 11, he has a cuious
dissertation on ies of rnde build ngs
formed of mud, and fnund in the gouth west of England®
But he jumps at once to the conelusion, that the process
had been carried, like his own name, from Phenicia to
Devonshire, from Caunaan to Cornwall. But’the rame
"methods of clay-masonry are found in Scotland and clse-
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where, and need not be traced to any other origin than
poverty and necessity. Mr Urquhart and he are puzzled
much about the syllable ¢ cob,’ which certainly has a varicty
of meanings in compounded forms, and they regard ¢ cob-
web’ as geaning thic wall and the web ; whereas the first
syllable in cobwew is simply the last of the carly name of
the inseect, called attercop still in Denmark, and in many
parts of Scotland and Englayd.

, The tate Hugh Miller, an immortal example of the suc-
cessful pursuis of science ynder difficultics, which to the
majority of men would have heen insuperable, has, in his
last work, ¢ The Testimony of the Rocks,” taken Dr Kitto
as the exponent of the popular view of the universality of
the Noachic deluge.  Tn our opinion, his direct refutation
of Dr Kitto fails on some points, turning the edge of the
weapon withont breaking it, and is greatly inferior in
cogeney and conclusiveness to the positive and very strik-
ing argument for his own hypothesis. Another recent
author has taken wp and rebaked both Dr Kitto and our-
selves npon a point on which he possesses practical skill
and experience.  The matter in dispute is the demolition
of the golden ealf by Moses. The conjecture may be un-
tenable, that Moses dissolved the call in some chemieal
fluid, and mixed the nauseous potion with the water which
he compelled the Israclites to drink, thou&,h certainly a
solvent sufficient for the purpose might easiiy be fixed upon,
and might e known to L;.”)lmn chemlstry The words
of Moses are, ‘hLe burned it in the fire, and ground it to
poyder, and strewed it upon the water,'—¢he stamped it

"1 The An('lcnt. Workers and Artificers in Mctal, from References in the Old Tes-
tument and other Ancient Wiitings By James Napier, F.C.S. 1856, This inter-
esting and informing little work loses much of its value to the student, hecause,
with the exception of quotations fiom Scripture, it does not note the sources of its
extracts, IMh besides, far more profuse about modern than ancient metallurgy,
and ingeniously misinterprets scveral passages of the Bible, by giving them a
chemical allusion rather than a popular sense.
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and ground it very small, even until it was small as dust.’
The text implies that the ¢burning’ in the fire was not
fusion, as our opponent supposes, for surely burning is not
melting, but some unknown process that prepared the
metal for being ‘stamped’ a‘ud then ‘ground’ to powder—a
process which Mr N'apicr, though he meditated a book on
‘the Chemistgy of the Bible,” hag certainly not discovered,
but hus been obliged to leave unexplained. .
Dr Kitto’s life was one of heroic daring angd perseverance.
With a dissipated father and a broken-hearted mothef,
afflicted with a deafness which a sad accident had brought
upon him, left pretty much to himself, and prone to wan-
der about the fields, or lie among the rocks, the lad might
lave grown up to lead a vagabond life, without seitled
aim or occupation.” But the waif, tossed about on the
billows, and in danger of being carried out to sea, was
floated into the haven of the old Plymouth workhouse.
And what was 1o be done with him there? In kindness,
the overscer set him to shoemaking, and probably his
relations thought him now provided for during life, and
reckoned the use of awl and pincers a fitting occupation
for a jobbing mason’s disabled apprentice. And had
it not been for his mental -elasticity, he would certainly
have been a poor labourer all his days. By and by he ix
leased out to a brutal tyrant, who made the poor boy’so
utterly wretched, that he cherished to familiarity the idea
of suicide. He *tried hard to be happy, but it would not
do,” and at lengéh he longed
¢ to be hurled
Anywhere, anywhere, out of the world.” - -
Ah! little did Mr Bowden know, when he was so cruelly
cuffing his helpless drudge, and dashing a tobaccg-pipe or
a shoe in his face, that the object of his contumely was
faithfully committing to record. in his Journal, the whole
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of the brutal procedure, to be turned up thirty years after-
wards to the gaze and reprobation of the world. The in-
denture must be cancelled, and the magistrates mercifully
sent him back to the almshouse: but he did not sink inte
apathy, nor did his spirit prey Jpon itself, and become the
nursery or the vietim of datk and vengeful passions.
Many, alas! in more propitious circumstaycees than his,
have yiclded to such temptation. Byron’s lameness was
an evildncomparably less than Kitto’s deafness, and yet it
so soured hic Lordship’s temper, that he could not en-
dure an unwitting allusion to his halt. It could be borne
that his mother called him a brat, but that she called him
“a lame brat,’” was ever a plague-spot on his memory.
Shut out from iutcreourse with society, Kitto never learned
to hate it—cheetless and homeless, & butt to the wilder
boys, sometimes pitied and sometimes slighted, he main-
tained a caln gud firm tewper; and, at length, he could
speak and write of his infirmity with the analytical pre-
cision of a physiologist, and the quiet resignation of a child
of God, to whom all things ¢work together for good.” It
was, indeed, a rough training to which he had been sub-
jected.  But it was not without its benefits ; for though he
was not what he has himself called a ¢ mother-bred youth,”
yet a good deal of his carliest days would have badly “fitted
him to endure the sharp air and gusty winds of practical
life.” ¢ Fhe hardening of such a character is the most dis-
tressing moral process to which life is subject. Tender to
touch as the mimosa, morbidly sensitive to every influence
from without, even thé¢ kindness of men seems rough, while
sucglect wounds and unkindness kills. Apt to see offence
where love is meant, mortified to be no longer the first ob-
ject of thought and solicitude to all around,—such a young
man, in his first adventure from home, cannot possibly
find any society in which his self-esteem will not be deeply
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wounded.”? The distinctness of this picture shows that it
was a sketch of himself, and the rewminiscence is a$ sore as
if the wounds had scarcely been healed.

. And that terrible fall was a prime means of his clevation.
But for this accident, the Cormsh miner’s grandson might
have been a decent tradesman, superior toahis class in intel- )
ligence and moral worth, an active nember of a Mechanics’
Institute, or aleading spirit in the committee of a public
library. Men might have suid, that the yoynger Kdtto had
retrieved the good name which .hiq father had lost. Tfe
boy had always a fondness for books; but his deafness,
shutting him out of the world, forced him, by an irresistible
instinct, to hold converse with himself and others upon
paper. There was in him a yearning for interchange of
thought, and therefore, as he'had few friends, he wrote
letters to himself, and communed with himsell through hig
¢ Journal.” Had he becn born a deaf mute, the same result
and tendency would not have been so strougly felt.  But
twelve years of boy-life, formed an expericuce not easily
forgotten. Through that mysterious and instinctive neces-
sity which eists betweensthoughts and language, what he
had been accustomed to put into words, he longed to put
into words still. As he could not hear his own words, so
he compensated himsclf- with seeing them, and the eye be-
came the natural substitute for the car. In the meanwhile,
his spirit was sustained by such nutriment and solace; and
literature, of the humblest sort, was a weleome luxury.
The native viggur of his mind achieved for him a good
self-education. Kind friends noticed him, and took him
out of the Workhouse——‘O happy hour!’? But few o
them guessed ‘what was in him. They could not see what
fire was in the flint, for it had not. been struck. He was at

1 Daily Bible Illustrations, vol. vi., p. 271.
3 Letter to Mr Harvey, July 20, 1823
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L]
this period not unlike Beattie’s Minstrel, the object of most
opposité opinions—

¢ Silent when glad—affectionate, though shy;

And now his look was most demurely sad ;

And now he laughed aloud, yet none knew why;

The neighbours s:ared and sighed, and blessed the lad ;

Some deemed him wondrous wise, and some believed him mad.’
He was, in fact, not fully aware of his own capabilities,
and, step by gtep, was he unconsciously led on to cele-
Brity and usefulness. Had there not been a deeper power
in him than was sm’misc’d, he might have remained in
charge of book-shelves in Plymonth or in Exeter—might,
perhaps, have written a few miscellanies, or done work
for some of the London publishers. But he would have
come short of that high cxcellence to which he ultimately
attained—an excellenee, based as much on the nature of
his studies as on the success with which they were pur-
sued. As he hus said in one of his Journals, ¢ Talent is
common, but the art of unfolding talent is not so com-
mon. Those whom e call men of talent had, perhaps,
ten thousand contemporaries of gqual talent, ‘but who had
not equal art and facility in unfolding the gifts they pos-
sessed.’

His romantic connection with Mr Groves was the turn-
ing point of his life. It opened up a new path of labour
in connection with the Church of England Missionary
Society. Manual toil it was, but it awoke novel ideas and
prospects. At length his journey to Bagdad fulfilled oue
of his first dreams, and revealed to his quick eye the very
edress and mamners of early times. He saw the East, and
soon learned to perceive what hiblical illustrations might
be gleaned from it. The seeds of piety had been sown in
*his heart oy his kind and loving grandmother, but they
were quickencd by the conversation and example of Mr
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Groves ; so that, when the time came, he took to biblical
work as a congenial task, and therefore he rose in it 1o
signal eminence. Again, his deafness aided him. It threw
him ever on his own mental resources; led him to retire
into his own heart, and commune with his Maker; and
gave his mind that special liking for Scfipture, and all
about it, which fitted him so well to illustrate it. The
mere love of fame, so natural to youth, gradually sul-
sided, though the nataral desire of appreciation sifll re-o
mained. ¢I did, he avows, ¢ eagnestly desir¢to leave to
the age beyond some record of my past existence, and
thereby establish a point of communication hetween my
own mind and the unborn generations.”* He has recorded
his obligation to & member. of the Socicty of Friends, who
showed him great kindness when few thought of him, and
especially impressed upon him this idea, ¢ that it was the
duty of every rational creaturc 1o devote whatever talenis
God had given him to useful purposes’? The counsel
took ecffect, and, as ¢a word spoken in season,’ aided in
producing large results.
Had Dr Kitto been born in such afflucnce as to receive

a good education, and to have been enabled to live among
books, and occasignally to comnpose a biblical paper for
amusement, he would have been regarded as a litcrary
phenomenon. Had he done even a tithe of what he has
done, without any such disadvantages as he had to contend
with, he would still have been entitled to no little thanks.
But he had to fight for life as well as for learning, had to
work sore and hard for food and raiment, while slowly
acquiring the elements of knowledge. His question was
not what shall I eat, but how shall I get it—not what shall
I put on, but how shall I contrive to provide,it. Sucha con-
flict might have absorbed all his energies, but the bhttle for

1 Lost Senses—Deafness, p. 89, aIbld., p. 91.
2C
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bread only hardened him for the struggle after knowledge.
The late Duke of Sussex possessed a magnificent biblieal
library, comprising many thousand volumes, and he could
occasionally talk of better versions and happier renderings.
Many gentleme;x who have similar tastes, and are not with-
out extensive mformation in the literature of Scripture,
can propose various readings, and defend ingenious trans-
lations. Dut study is to these dilettanti a matter of luxury
«and p:‘zstime, %nd rarely do they produce mich of perma-~
nent merit or utility. Xitto, on the other hand, had to
educate himsell while wearicd out with manual toil. He
had to gather his library with the fragments of his scanty
earnings, the crumbs that fell from his frugal table—had,
in fact, both to create his instruments, and teach himself
how to use them. 1{e had to collect the clay and glean
the straw ; and not only has he made the bricks, but he
has built themn into structures, stored with richer treasures
than were Pithom and Raamses.

There can be little doubt that Dr Kitlo’s infirmity in-
creased his natural love of books. His own account is,
¢ Whatever acquirements I have been able to make, have
been built np in solitude npon the foundation of the taste
for and habit of reading, which 1 had acquired at an early
age, before I had lost my hearing. How it would have
fared with me had not this taste been previounsly formed, I
am afraid to conjecture.’! Books became his companions.
He did not simply handle them, he fondled them. A book
was 8 thing of life and fellowship t6 hir. It spoke to his
heart in frank companionship. What a wistful eye he cast
on some favourite lying on a bookstall, when he painfully
knew the purchase to be beyond his means! He seemed
to fee' that thegbook instinctively understood his yearning
towards it, and sympathised with him. Day by day, as

1 Ldtter to Mr Oliphant, March 80, 1850.
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he passed the spot, the book and he exchanged lovers’
glances ; and this coquetry would last for months. When
speaking of Kirjath-Sepher, as meaning ¢ Book-city,” and
therefore probably having some library within it, he says,
with true zest, ¢ By the dear love we bear to books, which
place within our grasp the thought and Huowledge of all
ages and of all climes, we exult in this inevitable conclu-
sion.” Referring to the Pictorial Bible, he tells Mr Knight,
‘Never was there any commentary that required® more,
help from books, and yet perhapg no work of the kind was
ever undertaken by a person with a more scanty library.
It was my peculiar disadvantage, to have no books at all
when I came to England. T had a very decent collection
for a person in my circumstances ; but I have never heard
of it since I left it at Bagdad, to be sent home by way of
India.’! Books, however, were gradually accumulated by
him at no small expense, ill he could boast of a library
¢ three thousand five hundred strong.’

The books common in his younger days were of a far
inferior class to those in circulatidn in his riper years, and
were also considerably dearer in price. ¢To bring this
home,” be calculates, ¢let us see how I might now employ
a weekly sixpence, which in thos¥ times would only have
furnished me with about thirty-two looscly printed octavo
pages, sixteen of quarto, or eight of folio, being a portion
of a work to be completed in from thirty to a hundred
numbers, and perhaps containing a cut in every fourth
number. The same #m would now enable me to gbtain
regularly the Penny Magazine, one number ; the Penny
Cyclopedia, two numbers; the Saturday Magazine, one
number ; and Chambers’ Edinburgh Journal, one number ;
leaving me, besides, an overplus of a weekly halfpenny,
which, at the end of the month, would more thad enable

) 1 Letter to Mr Knight, Feb. 22, 1837.
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me to obtain Chambers’ Information for the People. Thus,
for my weekly sixpence, I should have five distinct publi-
cations, containing a large body of interesting information,
and comprehending about eight times the quantity of
printed matter which my sixpence would formerly have
purchased. Besides this, instead of one engraving for
every third or fourth sixpence which I expended, I should
now have from cight to twelve neat and instructive cuts
Jncluded witle my printed matter; and, at the ‘end of the
year, I should be the pogsessor of six large volumes, con-
taining altogether upwards of 2000 closely printed pages,
and comprehending from 400 to 500 engravings.’!

Few men have made better use of books than Dr Kitto.
All his productions teem with the results of his multi-
farious reading. Not that he multiplies extracts unneces-
sarily, cither with slovenly profusion or with the parade of
learning ; for his selections tell at once upon the case in
hand, and in their aptness lics their force. So appropriate
are many of them, so exactly do they hit the precise point,
that one i apt to compare him to the left-handed warriors
of Benjamin, who could ¢sling at an hairbreadth and not
miss.” .The awful stillness in which he lived, gave him
special facility in consulting books, and his undisturbed
attention enabled him to turn all that he read to the best
advantage. :

His deafness gave also peculiar power to his eye,—

‘ For oft when, one sense is suppressed,
It but retires into the restg
This ocular discipline was, indeed, a natural necessity.
But it imparts a vividness to his descriptions. He excels
in word-painting. . He tells you what he has seen so dis-
tinctly, that you see it too. Every scene that he beheld
seemed o be photographed on his memory. Even when,
« 1 Penny Magazine, vol. iv., p. 228.
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as he quaintly describes it, he saw without Jooking, he could
trust implicitly to his impressions. He adduces in proof,
that his wife and he went to Woking to look out for a
house, and that, when they hegan to talk about it after-
wards—the day, indeed, before taking possession of it—
she, who had been on a second visit to it, #ffirmed that the
front was of plaster, while he maintained that it was ¢ good
red brick.” IIe had mcrely seen, and not looked ; but he
was correct. ‘I confess,” he adds, ¢ that I allowed smyself
to exult at this, as it was a very strong proof «& the distinct®
ness of the faculty of minute observation? Ile had heen
in the habit of noting whatever he observed. At Bagdad,
objects of natural history interested him ; and his accounts,
in his Journal, of the form, habits, and doings of certain
species of wasps and spiders, have not a little of the quaint
and amusing minuteness of Gilbert White of Selborne.
In conmsequence of this faculty, one of his paragraphs is
often equal to an engraving or a panoramic picture. The
effect is the same, whether he describe a tree or a mob, a
landscape or a portion of dress. lis style is cminently
pictorial, and, by a few masterly strokes, he paints what
he has set before you. In this pewer be rescmbles another,
who has raised himself to imperishable renown in physical
science. When the late Hugh Miller figures in words a
fossil fish, its jaw, or fin, or general shape; or describes
the attitude in which it was found, the species of rock in
which it is imbedded, or the scene in which the discovery
took i)lace, his raader- comprehends the object or place as
clearly as if he beheld it, and the pencil is felt to be almost
a superfluous aid. -

Dr Kitto’s eye was one peculiar source of enjoyment to
him. It drank in a rich and unfailing pleasure from the
landscape. Ile loved, therefore, to traverse the Hoe at
Rlymouth, to saunter on the baraccas or high terraces at
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Malta, and to gaze around him ag he lounged on the
housetop at Bagdad. A flower or tree was a special
delight ; nature, in all her visiblé forms, enchanted him.
He liked to see the old trees swinging their great boughs
in the storm, and ‘to Yancy the sound’ He could well
comprehend the seductions of grove worship, from the
gensation which he experienced among ¢the endless fir
woods of northern Europe, the magnificent plane trees of
Mediac and the splendid paln groves of the Tigris.” His
Study was usually selected, not so much for his conveni-
ence, as that it might enable ¢ his view {0 rest upon trees,
whenever his eyes were raised from the book he read or
the paper on which he wrote.’ IIe could describe, with
astonishing vividness, not only what he looked on, but also
any imaginary sccne which appealed to the vision. What
he saw in his mind’s cye, he could tell as clearly, and with
the same effect, as what he saw with those large and
lustrous orbs. - T can live again,” he assures us, ¢at will,
in the midst of any scenes or circumstances by which I
have becn ouce surrounded. By a voluntary act of mind,
I can in a moment conjure up the whole of any one out of
the innumerable scenes, in which the slightest interest has
been at any time felt by me. If I wish to realise a scene,
or to conjure up the view of a place, it comes pefore me,
peopled with the very persons I saw in it.’? Baintings
delighted him; but he could not endure such glaring
improprieties as painters of Scripture” scenes too often
commit—* the Prodigal Son in trunk breeches, and king
Joash as a half-naked mulatto;’ or, we might add, the
Jewish high-priest, in full poutifical costume, immolating
Jephthah’s daughter ; blind Bartimeus with a violin on his
arm; or the angelic choir over the common of Bethlehem,
chantings with a music-book spread out on the clouds
} Lost Senses—Deafness, pp. 56, 57. 1Ibid, p. 68 s
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beforc them. His eye had also a special quickness, and its
informing glance told him what question you were about
to propose. The writer was struck with this peculiarity
when he met with Dr Kitto. The moment he saw you
looking at anything, he divined &t once what you meant
to ask, or what had attractel your attgution. HMe read
the thought as unerringly as if he had heard the question.
Long practice had produced a facility, which had all the
promptness and surencss of an instinet. The v1gou1 in
short, of many of his descriptive passages, 1s ,owing to tie
use which he was forced to make of his vision, to supply,
as far as possible, the service of the orgun which had been
so utterly destroyed.

Yet thege is no question that this defeet told upon his
composition in another form. His scntences sometimes
want rhythm, the clauses are occasionally rugged, and his
manuscripts exhibit a word or an epithet recupring in con-
tiguous members of the same sentence. He had lost so far
the feeling of sound, and his eyesight could not guide him.
His poetry exhibits this aural defect of ¢halting, hopping
feet ;> and he admits that he could not regognise or rectify
it, and that he had always a misgiving on the subject.
The effect of such verbal repctition could be learncd only.
from readmg, for though he might read aloud himself,
he heard o syllable. A strange mystery—to use what
were sounds to others, but none to himself ; to speak, with
what tones he could not tell ; and to articulate, with what
results he could only faintly remember or dimly imagine.
He was sensible of this defect, and sought sometimes to
prove his MSS..by fancying the effect of reading them,
Still he had sensations which appcared like those of sound.
Perceiving, on one occasion, that I did not fully cowmpre-
hend his deep guttural speech, he said at once, {Zfeel that
I am not in good voice to-day.’ ¢I have often,’ he assures
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us, ¢calculated that above two-thirds of my vocabulary
consist of words which I never heard pronounced.’ The
words, of his first vocabulary he continued to prononncé as
he hall done in boyhood, and he could not get over the
provincial pronunciation ef tay for tea, though he was per-
fectly #ware of the error. Uneducated people are apt to
write words according to their sounds; but he was liable
to pronounce words as they are written, and as he generally
brought out all the syllables, German strangers, having
some acquaiptance with Fnglish, usually understood him
better than his own countrymen.!

But while we ascribe so much to the disaster which befel
him, we must not forget his extraordinary diligence and
perseverance. What he did, he did with his gnight. It
was not a feat, and done with it, but patient and pro-
tracted industry. He did not spring to his prey like the
lion, but he performed his dmly task like the ox. He did
his work with considerable ease, but he was always at his
work. Ile was either fishing or mending his nets, cither
composing or preparing for composition. From his earliest
days he could not be idle ; his repose was in activity—not
unlike the swallow, which feeds and rests on the wing. He
wrote to Mr Woollcombe, in 1827 :—¢I have no peculiar
talent ; 1 do not want it ; it would do me more harm than
good. I only think that I have a certain degree of industry,
which, applied to its proper object, may make me an instru-
ment of usefulness—of greater usefulness, perhaps, than
mere talent can enable any man to effect.” He declares also
to the same friend from Bagdad :—¢ All the fine stories we
hear about natural ability are mere rigmarole; every man
may, according to his opportunities and industry, render
himself almost anything he wishes to become.” At a later
period, in, 1841, he asserts to Mr Knight, ‘I am quite

1 Lost Senscs——Deatne'sa, pp. 23, 24,
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sensible that ¥ am in a condition to undertake what others
would shrink from. I am fitted, by a variety of circum-
stances, for hard work. From my .predilection for study
and composition, it is not easy for work to become labour
to me,; .

Though under the pressure of a calurhity which would
have broken the fortitude of many, he resolved, not so
much to be famous as to be useful ; and, though numerous
providences secmed conspiring to thwart kim, hes boldl
acted’ out his resolution. He often felt exhausted, ung
sometimes dispirited, an the ru;.)'g.'od and up-hill path. But
thoughg faint,” he was still ¢ pursning.” Every time be fell,
he rose with renewed vigour. His stout heart aud iv-
domitable perseverance carricd him through. ¢DPcrhaps,’
said he toward the end of his career, ¢few men are more
contented than 1 am. T have attained the object of youth-
ful aspiration—I am satisfied ®with the position 1 have
gained, and which I feel to be mine—1 haye to work, bat,
unlike very many men, my work is what 1 would do for
pleasure, though I were not obliged to do it.”!  Will any
one blame him for fecling that he had achieved something,
and done good service to his age?  After the traveller has
climbed the hill, may he not, as he gazes on the scenery
beneath him, contrast his present clevation with the humbler
position which he occupied at starting? We remember
how amused and gratified he was, when we took a vener-
able friend, the Rev. Dr Beattic of Glasgow, with us tosce
him, and who pajd him, through Mrs Kitto, such a com-
pliment as this :—¢Madam, 1 am disappointed in your
husband’s. appearance exceedingly. 1 had thought, from®
the amount of information he possesses, that he must be
double the age he is, and, from the quantity of labour he

L[]
' From a journal of some of his more remarkable sayings, kept by his cldest
daughter.
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has gone through, that he must possess twice the physical
vigour.” Yet, in spite of many temptations which naturally
sprang out of his singular career, he maiftained his humility
as deeply as when he said, in 1832, to Mr Woollcombe,
¢I know perfectly well that many thought you and my
earliest friends mt justified in their original kindness to-
ward me. What is more, 1 soon began to think so too
myself.” But he had won his position by toil, in season
and out of seagon, toil such as no constitution could long
sstain. ¢ The working day of the Museumn,’” he wrote to
Mr Knight, ¢is six hours—mine is sixteen hours.” What
physical frame could long bear up under such cogfinueus
strain and pressure? ¢ A merciful man regardeth the life
of his beast;’ and Dr Kitto’s soul should have had com-
passion on its ¢ curthen vessel,” and not worn it to death.
It is true that, in his latter years, there werc great
demands upon him. The @ares of & numerous family sum-
moned his pen into perpetual motion. e told me, when
I saw hign during the period of the Great Exhibition, that
he had not been across his threshold for about six wecks.
It was a manful struggle which he maintained in order
to support a wife and ten children, by his literary labours.
Such toils are not the most remunerating—very unlike
the lighter works of fiction, which often draw a princely
revenue. ¢ They are of the world, therefore the world
heareth them ;> but treatises like those of Dr Kitto, though
they bear upon the highest interests of mankind, neither
awaken the curiosity, nor gratify the relish, of the common
circle of readers. They are set aside as serious produc-
tions, to be read perhaps by and by, but when or where
the unwelcome study may be forced upon him, their re-
"jecter does not know. There seems every reason to
believe that Kitto's head had sustained some serious in-
ternal injury, and there was, therefore, all the more need
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that every precaution should be taken that labour shonld
not deepen into drudgery, and that, along with intervals
of entire relaxaticn, the amount of study should be meted
out with rigid regard to constitutional capability of* en-
durance. The how shduld have often been unbended, that
the cord might not be speedily snappal, or become so
flaccid as to be useless. Liess work——longer work, should
have been the motto of.his life. Iis memory began to
fail wuder those attacks which so prostrated lim—first
the memory of names, and then the scraps of poctry whith
had been so abundantly stored’up, ¢leaked out’ e was
to some extent awarc of this dunger. ¢ It may not,” he is
obliged to confess, ¢ be always prudent or safe for a man
to be constantly on the stretch, doing all Lie can’ Vet
with this conviction, we find himn, during his residence at
Woking, saying to Mr Tracy, ¢ I fancy that T must soon
trundle ihto town, notwithstanding the disinelinatipn to mo-
tion which results from the corpulency engendered by my
sedentary habits, which are so rooted that I cgn seldom
bring myself to move beyond my garden once in three or
four weeks.” This reluctance to physical exercise had
always made travelling a species of self-denigl, even though
he had enjoyed such benefit from it. ‘I would not,’ he
says to Mr Burnard from Bagdad, ¢ give five para to sce
the finest city in the universe, unless I could see without
going to sec.’

1t is somewhat rcmarkable that one is able to trace in
Kitto’s early bpyhood the visible germs of those tastes
and habits by which he was afterwards distinguished.
Few lives are moulded by merely accidental circumstancess
Childhood often supplies the key to the interpretation of
ripened character. The soul has its ‘seed in itsclf;’ and
its growth is the result of a thousand invisiblesinfluences.
Kitto’s mind contained within it a strong formative prin-
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ciple, which was fostered and strengthened by causes ap-
parently the most unpromising and disastrous that can
well be imagined. His love of books was almost an infant
pasgion. A cordwainer’s recitation of juvenile stories set
him to buy them. He tasted, atd his thirst was never
quenched.  Mrs Barnicle’s shop-window became the
scene of daily and intense gaze and wonderment, finding,
however, a more formidahle rival in a book-stall in the
market.. The boy begged or borrowed volumes wher-
ever he could find them. The money that other youths
threw away on swectmeats, he cheerfully spent on books.
This book-love resisted every temptation—even that most
tempting of luxuries to older palates, the clotted cream of
Devonshive.  And the passion was a lasting one, In his
Workhouse Journal, he stated his highest ambition to be,
to gain a livelihood by means of a circulating dibrary. A
very short period before his death, he said to a friend, who
declared his relish for the couutry, because it afforded
hunting, fishing, and shooting—*¢1 like hunting too, but
in London ; T hunt books—they are my game.’

Not only so, but ene who reads the story of his boy-
hood, may disgover in it the foreshadow of his authorship ;
nay, the special form of literature which he should prefer
was thus early indicated. Copies of .the Pilgrim and
Gulliver’s Travels with illustrations, had been very attrac-
tive to him, and he daubed all the engravings with his
mother’s washing indigo. The story book he wrote on
one occasion for his cousin, was decorated by a pictorial
embellishment. Boys usually like pictures, and often
amuse themselves with drawing. , Kitto, however, not only
puinted, but he did it with endrgy, and to good practical
purpose. DPictorial works were his subsequent master-
piece. His early shifts were also, as it were, typical of his
later forms of industrious ingenyi?y. He wanted a penuny,
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and he bargained to writec a book to his cousin for it.
Really, what els¢ did he do during his life 7—he +iill wanted
a penny, and ne still \bargained to write a book for it.
If e wished anything, he was scldom baffled in obtaining
it. The deaf boy, unfit to work, and abandoned to Lim-
self, used to wade at low-water in Suttoy-pool, to fish out
pieces of rope or scraps of iron. Treading on a broken
bottle, he was laid up ; and then he gesorted to painting,
having expended twopence on paper to bet himself up in
busindss. When the first method of e prosmg his wares
bad lost its novelty, he next erccted a stall at Plymouth
Fair, and threw open to public gaze his Art exhibition.
Then he fell upon the device of printing labels, and was so
engaged, when, to keep him from utter misery, he was lodged
in the ¢ Hospital of the Poor’s Portion.” It was much the
same with him afterwards. If one thing failed, he tried
another : the conclusion of one labour was the beginning
of another—cither shoeing poople’s feet in Plymouth or
repairing their mouths in Exeter ; sctting tvpcs in Malta
or nursing and tutoring little children in erdad 5 writing
for the Penny Magaziue at Islington, editing the Cygo-
pedia at Woking, or completing the cycle with the Daily
Bible Illustrations at Camden Town. Iis letters to my-
self teemed with projects tq occupy hirg when this last
work should be concluded ; and they were all more or less
connected with Eastern life or biblical illustration. His
industry was unceasing—from the period when his thrifty
grandame taug,ht her quiet and delicate charge to sew
patchwork and *kettle-holders, to the period when he felt
the week by far too short to turn out in it the exched and, .
necessary amount of copy. He liked to have his hands full,
and they were sometimes too full; it puzzled him what to
do first, though the indispensable ¢ penny ’ had often sum-
. marily to settle the question.
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¢ Thus from its natare will the tannen grow,
Loftiest on loftiest and least sheltered rocks,
Rooted in barrenness, where naught beldw
*» Of soil snpports it *gainst the Alpihe shocks )
Of eddying streams ; yet springs the trunk, and mocks
The howling tempest, till its giant frame
Is worthy ofgthe mountains from whose blocks
Of rude bleak granite into life it came
And grew a giant trec : this life has proved the same.’

His literary Projects were truly multifarious. In pro-
spect of finishing one work, he generally sketchied a
score of successors. Before the Daily Bible Illustrations
were concluded, he had in view a Bible for the young,
with three volumes on Joseph, Ruth, and Esther, for the
purpose of cxpounding at lengih the customs and institu-
tions of the patriarchal age, the daily rural life of the
Hebrew nation, and the connection of the exiled people
with the court and kingdom of Persia. He proposed also
a series of ygreat dictionaries.—I. One of Ecclesiastical
Iistory, including not only sects, dogmas, ceremonies and
usages, but ecclesiastical geography and chronology, anti-
qujtics and litargies ; IL Dictionary of Christian Biography,
containing fathers, martyrs, heretics,,missionaries, . popes,
and divines; IIL. British History and Biography of the
Nineteenth Centyry. The two first works, had they been
combined with the materials of the Cyclopedia of Biblical
Literature, would have formed a work not unlike the
great German work in course of publication—the Real-
Encyclopzdie, edited by Professor Herzog, with the assist-
ance of a numerous circle of famous scholars and critics.
Kitto’s gigantic plans of literary labours seem to be
equalled only by those of Antoine Court de Gebelin, one
of the illustrious French Protestants who lived and suf-
fered under Louis xiv.—one who not only read with as-
tonishing voracity on all subjects, and who might be seen



MULTIFARIOUS PROJECTS. 415

with the Complutensian Polyglott on one side of him, and
a Treatise on Mathematical Infinitudes on the other, but
who sketched a phodigious repository, in twenty or thirty
volumes, to be called the ¢ Primitive World Analysed and
Compared with the Modern.” The first volume was to
deal in Eastern allegories, the generating principle of the
ancient religions; the second in universal grammar; the
third in the natural history of speech; the fourth in the
history of the Calendar, cte. ete. the three next being
etymological dictionaries of the French, Latin, and Gre8k
languages. ¢ Why, it would fake twenty men to do all
that,” interrupted an astonished auditor, as he listened to
8 partial detail of the plan up to the tenth volume.
¢ Twenty men, you say ?’ replied the smiling projector, ¢ I
begin to be reassured ; Mons. d’Alembert asserted that it
would require forty.”? Dr Kitto equalled De Gebelin in
laying out plans, and, like him, thought of executing them
too by unaided effort. .

Though Kitlo, in his youth, had seasons of melancholy,
yet he was buoyed up by sanguine anticipations. ¢ The
question was,” hie says to Mr Knight (1837), ¢ whether I
should hang a dead weight on society, or take a place
among its active men. I have struggled for the latter
alternative.” Even when he+was seated on Mr Burnard’s
tripod, he displayed an innate vitality, and lived in the
ideal regions of his own creation. Occasionally he pictured
to himself what he might, by God’s grace, become ; and he
laboured hard jo realise his picture. He looked to the
future, and lived in it.

¢TI slept and dreamed that life was beauty ;
I woke and found that life was duty :
Was then thy dream an idle lie?
Toil on, sad soul, courageously!

1 See The Priest and the Huguenot, by Bungener, p. 215. Edirb
and Sons, 1854,

gh: Nelson
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And thou shalt find thy Jdream to be
A noon-day light ind strength to thee.’

Indecd, he revealed his own secret, when'he said to a friend,
in 1853—¢ If you dreamed, you should not havo awoke ;
you should have striven to make your dreams realities. The
very act of dreaming these aspirations and desires, shows
that we possess the power to make them so.” He never
wholly renounced faith in dreams, though his own recorded
oncs may be trgeed tquan active imagination giving sphel"e
afld form to its waking thonghts and fancies. He dreamed,
and then he dared. Nothing was too arduous for him.
¢TI am,’ says he in his Eastern Journal, ¢not myself a be-
liever in impossibilities” When he lived at Woking, and
wished to have some means of livelihood® of a more per-
manent and regular kind than literary labour cottd secure,
he had serious thoughis of applying for the wardenship or
secretaryship of a new cemetery to be established in his
vicinity. The writer remcmbers how he wished him to
malke interest with one of the directors, and especially what
plans and coutrivances he proposed to ward off the objec-
tion about his deafness, and to mect the adricular demands
which such an office would necessarily bring upon him.
The reader is not to suppose from these statements that
Kitto was a mere bookworm-—a dry creature speckled with
dust, and living in the congenial brotherhood of moths.
Ie was a recluse from necessily, not from choice. He
valued society, and keenly felt the loss of being, as he has
phrased it, ¢ shut out from good men’s feasts.” Hedid not
condemn festivities, though he could not join in them; nay,
Me expressly vindicates them, as ¢ one whose infirmity frees
him from all misconception’ on the subject. In his Work-
house Journal, the boy records that, on a visit to his aunt,
she regafed him with ¢ a baked pig’s ear,’ and the man was
never an ascetic skeleton. Many who deem themselves the
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victims of circumstances, too oflen think that they owe
society nothing but a grudge, and they make war on the
world. But Kitto yearned for brotherhood, ay, and sister-
hood too. He loved ¢children, especially girls” When in
Exeter, he encouraged the girls to whom he gave tracts,
and whom he otherwise laboured to instrucs, to indite short
essays and letters to him; and, as his Journal shows, he
wrote them earnest, faithful, and beautiful replies. His
heart was in no risk of ossification. Ienevolence was a
distinguishing feature in his nature. Omne of his last actsy
before leaving London for Germahy, was to take some wine
and a few confections to a poor invalid incarcerated for debt,
whom he had often before relieved, even when in pressing
straits himself. This prisoner was the son of Mrs Barnicle,
whose littlg bopks had enraptured him, and who had been
kind to him in his boyhood. Out of tenpence which he
gained when toiling as a shoemaker’s serf in 1821, he
records that he gave ¢ a halfpenny each to five little children’
—a large proportion, for he expended only double the sum
for paper and books, the idols of his soul. Ie was fond
of his native country, and what he had seen abroad but
endeared it to him the more. The account of what he
suffered fro.m the savage to whom he was given out as an
apprentice; reveals also the depth of his emotion. There
wag no stoicism, real or affected, with him. e did not
morosely retire into himself, though he was forced to spend
so much time by himself. When she whom he had wooed
and won broke her plighted troth, his letters referring to
this sad disappointment reveal a crushed spirit overflowing
with tenderness, moaning under an agony which refused to
be comforted, and so smitten, as to be anxious to travel
out of view into a dark and solitary future.! He felt that
this condition of mind was morbid and ¢ unhealthy., &nd he

1 See page 147.
2D
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prayed God to revive him. And when the wound was
healed, and time had brought him one who has proved a
help-meet in so many respects, no ofe more enjoyed his
home. His trials had taught hitn that ¢if we are wise,
the fruit comes after the blossom has departed, and that,
although less fieasant to the eye than the blossom, is much
more useful.’?

So far, then, from being, as some might imagine from
Jhis istory and labonrs, an inkstained recluse or a living
mummy, Kitto was a man both of heart and hamour.  1le
enjoyed a good story, and could also tell one. So unex-
pectedly did his wit break ont, that it lost nothing by his
apparent gravity. When a friend quoted the lincs of Pope
as the motto of his desires—

¢ Give meyagain, a hollow trecy

A crust of bread, and liberty,’
he arcbly replied—* I would rather have a good dinner and
a comfortable library.” After he had felt what it wds to be
tried and crossed, he composed a specimen of a new Lexi-
con, to be called Liove’s Dictionary, with illustrations in
prose and verse. Three examples may suffice :—ApnE-
reNcE—a word well-known to the ancients, practical mean-
ing now forgotten ; apvice—that which thosq who are in
love never take ; Acre—indispensable in the ftlivsyncrasy
of a lover’s heart, ete.

The eloquence of the following paragraph is equalled
only by its pleasantry :—¢I have had but an indifferent
“taste for anything which travel offered (mountains and trees
excepted), save man, and the circumstances by which he
is surrounded ; and even ruins have been interesting to me,
chiefly as circumstances belonging to men of a past age,
and I bave cared for them only as I coald read man in
them. «Oh, how it has delighted me to take a man, dis-

! Letter to Rov. F. F. Tracy, June 1847,
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tinguished from his brother man by & thousand outward
circumstances, which make him appear, at the first view,
almost ag another’creature—and after knocking off his
strange hat, his kullah, or his turban—after helping him
off with his broadeloths, his furs, or his muslins—after
clipping his beard, his pigtail, or his dong hair—after
stripping away his white, black, brown, red, or yellow skin
—to come at last to the very man, the very son of Adam,
and to recognise, by one “ touch of nature,”, one tear, one
laugh, one sigh, one upward or downward loek—the same
old, universal heart—the same emotions, feelings, passions,
which have animated every human bosom, from the equator
to the poles, ever since that day in which the first of men
was sent forth from Paradise.”?

He was fond of poetry, and occasionally wrote it him-
self. A fine conception or a glowing image afforded him
intense pleasure. He had met with the following verse
from “Longfellow, as a motto, in some book he had been
reading—

¢ Art is long, and life is flecting,
And our hearts, though strong and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating .

Funeral marches to the grave.
He committed the lines at once to memory, and advised
his eldest daughter to do the same. “I would,” added he,
‘give £50 to be the author of that verse. 1le has done
something for the world ; he has given it a fine and beau-
tiful idea.” A qpaint humour, as we have alrcady said,
peeps out occasionally in his writings, and often in the
Daily Bible 1llustrations. ¢ Lamech had his troubles, as a
man with two wives was likely to -have, and always has
had” ¢ When Jacob kissed his fair cousin, he lifted up
his voiceand wept. . . . Had the faults of Jacob been

1Lost Senaes—Du;hess, pp. 160, 151
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greater than they were, we could forgive them for these
tears.” ¢Laban’s daughter was a match for her father,
even in his own line” ¢In dreams, we not only see, but
hear” ¢ A razor is itself a good thing, especially if it be a
good one’—a reminiscence of the earliest craft which he
was sent to leam. Describing the frontal ornament of the
women of Lebanon, he affirms, that the horn from its
height and weight, ¢needs as many forestays and back-
stays %o keep..it in position as the mainmast of a seventy-
four I’* Inereference to Solomon’s prayer for wisdom, he
avers, that ¢if twelve men were taken, whether from our
colleges, or our streets, or our church-doors, not mere than
one would say, as the Hebrew king said, “ Give me wisdom,”
most of them would think themselves as wise as Solomon.
It has not occurred to us in all our life, not now scant of
days, though, alas ! scant in accomplished punposes, to have
met with one man who avowed any lack of wisdom, or who
therefore would liave made the choice of Solomon, hdd that
choice been offered to him.”*

He went once up to the gallery at the top of the dome
of St Paul’s, and was exccedingly nervous in ascending,
and espectally in descending ; but he accounts for his fears
by saying, ‘My old expericuce in falling may have had
some effect in producing this trepidation.’® The atterpt
to explain away the miracle of the manna, by referring it
to the gum of the Tamarisk falling round the camp six
days, and intermitting the seventh day, is, says he, ‘much
‘harder of belief than the simple and naked miracle—much
harder than it would be to believe that hot rolls fell every
morning from the skies upon the camp of Tsrael’ Refer-
ring to a kind of rough and ready water-cure, applied to
persons under fever in the East, he writes, with consider-

[N
! Daily Bible Illustrations, vol v., p. 165. - 2 Ibid. vol lv., p. 47.
- 3 Lost Senses—Deafnesa. p. 66.
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able naiveté—‘ We have ourselves received exactly this
treatment, under the orders of a native physiciau, in &
fever that seemed likely to be fatal, and we certainly
recovered—though, whether by-reason of this treatment,
or in spite of it, we know not.” In she sublime contest
between Elijah on the one hand, aud the hundreds of
Baal's priests on the other, the conclusion agreed to was,
‘the god that answereth Dy fire, let him be God.’ 'The
commentator argues that the Daalite pnuts couM not
with a good grace, refuse to abide by such an ordeal,

seeing that ¢ Baal was none other than the sun, whence it
should have been very much 7 his Zine thus to supply them
with the fire which they wanted for his service.”  Accord-
ing to his own account, he was four feet eight in stature
when a lad of sixteen—and certainly he never attained a
much greater altitude. e is hard upon Samuel for ad-
miring Saul on account of his being a head taller than
any of the people, and he is rather satirical in the sentence
which follows :—¢ Even we want not experience of this in
the involuntary respect with which talless of stature and
powerful physical endowments are regarded among our-
selves by the uncultivated—and, indced, by persons not
wholly uncultivated, if we may judge from the not un-
frequent sarcasms which we may meet with in the most
“respectable” monthly, weekly, and daily publications,
upon the shortness, by yard measure, of some of the most
eminent and highly gifted public men of this and a neigh-
bouring country.» Ile is witty on the ponderous folios of
Caryl upon Job—a book so awfully large, that a clergy-
man’s son, on going to India, left his father reading it, and
found him by no means near the end of it when he returned.
¢ Life in sheep,”said he on one occasion, ¢ is merely salt to
keep them fresh, till they are wanted for eating.” * Deserib-
ing the unearthly sort of noise he made when speaking in

wrr
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the open air, he represents people as starting and staring
in astonishment ; and adds, that, in the Burlington Arcade,
¢the preternatural rumble of the voice is heard afar, and
the wonder really is, that all the busy inmates of that
industrious hive floek not forth from their cells to learn
what calamity tBreatens their flimsy habitations.’
Allusions to himself are sometimes found in the Daily
Bible Illustrations, and his loss is incidentally mentioned.
Still hé felt it; even in his resignation:—¢Very cheerless
was the lot that seemed to be before him.’ Describing
the peacocks imported hy Solomon’s fleet, he says of the
original name, that it i probably imitated from the ery;
and, as if he had ventured too far, he adds, ¢but we do
not know, for ave never heard it.” Illustrating the phrase,
¢ the wheel broken at the cistern,” he introduces a machine
which might he referred to by the royal sage—one which
was at work every morning in front of a house he had
dwelt in on the banks of the Tigris; and he adds, as if
painfully reminded of his *slain sense,” ¢ it is said to produce
a creaking disagreeable noise.” In alluding to Zacharias
as struck dumb, he at once puts in, as if it werc an
extraordinary alleviation of the judgment, but ‘he was
not deaf.” As if the sentiment did deeply gratify him, he
announces :—¢ Some of the most eminent men of ancient
times were subject to infirmities—Moses had a stammering
tongue, Jacob was lame, Isaac was blind—ryet they were
not the less chiéfs of the chosen race, and accepted of
God’ And we might venture to say, that the terseness
of the following sentence has its edge from the pangs of
boyish experience :—¢ The sight of the pottage was plea-
sant, and the odour overpoweringly tempting to a man
ravenously hungry.’ Esau knew that, if hé did not get it,
he must wait some time—¢an age to a famishing man.’
Such remarks might be indefinitely extended. The samples
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which we have given tend at least to show, that Dr Kitto
was of no peevish or misanthropic nature, but was kind,
social, frank, and génerous-—-attached to domestic comfort,
and well fitted to enjoy it. *His hours in his parlour were
as pleasant as those in his study ; and when you saw him
of an afternoon, with the festive cup in hi» hand, so happy
and so much at ease, you could not have thought that that
*hand had held a pen for eight or ten hours previous to
your pleasant interview. . °

It would be excess of eulogy fo say, that Dr Kitto wi
a paragon of scholarship, though certainly his attainments
were extraordinary in proportion to his opportunities.
He had as much knowledge of Hebrew, Greék, Latin, and
the modern tongues, as sufficed® for his purpose. 1is
English style is pleasant, and, on the whole, correct. Occa-
sionally, it has a tendency to diffuseness, and it has many
sudden changes, as if the writer were holding a conversa-
tion with himself. He thought, however, that his style
was ‘rather sententious than conversationally fluent, a
style for which, in reading, he avows a decided preference.
As his miod was somewhat poetical, many pathetic and
beautiful fancies adorn his compositions. The reader is
never at a loss for his meaning; whether you agree with
him or not, you always understand him. He wrote with
great ease—an ease not always consisient with vigour.
Sheridan’s remark, that ¢ easy writing makes hard reading,’
does not, however, apply to him. His references to books
and authorities are unusually accurate, and quite trast-
worthy.!

i But even *good Homer’ ionally nodded. An ing instance of over-® °
sight occurred in the paper on ‘God's Retributions,’ in the first cdition of the
Bible Nustiations.  Wishing to show that the Romish Chureh still maintains s
ancient persecuting principles, he inserted a quotation, very pat to his purpose,
from a recent pamphlet, purporting %o be written ‘by the Bishop o: Bantry,” and
having much the appeerance of a genuine R Catholic d t. On his
attention bemg called to it, and the panphlet placed in his hands, with the intims~
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.
His mind was sagacious and well balanced, and he had
one faculty in a very high degree—that of constant. ap-
propriation, Naturalists tell us, that though the zoophytes
are fixed to one spot, yct they are for ever tossing their
arms about them, and drawing in to themsclves whatcver
minute nutriment. floats within their reach. It was so with
Dr Kitto. IHe was well aware that there wronght within
him ¢ a strong faculty of mental association, which enabled
him to discover illustrative analogies where few would per-
céive them, and thus gain constant accession of materials
not commonly thought of or usually available” ¢ Recog-
nition, recollection, and research,” were his ¢ threefoldicord.
In his Daily Blble Hlustrations, there are many facts taken,
not only from the class of works usually referred to, but
also from current literature—from books he happened to
read in the course of his labours. Not only have we Ben-
jamin of Tudela, but we have also Beldam and Bartlett ;
verification is brought from Hollinshed, and likewisc from
Lord Cland Hamilton ; contribution is levied from Sir
Charles Napier, the Indian conunander, and from Emerson
Tennent, the governor of Ceylon; Napoleon III. and
Abd-el-Kader. the prince and the exile, are both pressed
into his ¢crvice; Marco I’olo and Mayhew are alike at his
command ; the ¢ Fair Maid of Perth’ and the Arabian
romance of ¢ Antar’ do him equal service; the ¢school
at the end of the street’ gives one example, and the temple-
palace of Karnak affords another ; ¢our own house” is put
in contrast with ¢ the old lady in Threadnegdle Street’ and
her nightly ¢ guard of bearskin-capped grenadicers;’ sculp-
“tared slabs from Koyunjik at Nineveh figure by the side
tion, ‘not by the Bishop of Bantry, but of Banter—the thing 1s a jen d'esprit’—
leaning his check on s hand, as was his wont, he locked amazed for a momens
or two, and t \en as he turned over a few pages, its true nature flushed upon his

mind, and hie burst Into a heaity langh, exclaiming, ‘ Well, this is the first time I
ever fell into such an absuid mistake.’
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of sepulchral tablets from the catacombs at Rome ; extracts
are given from such passing publications as Notes and
Queries, and the’Missionary Record of the United Pres-
byterian Church ; Sanchoniatho stands at the one extreme
of reference, and the Times newspaper at the other. The
same facult‘y was in active exercise, even®to his latest days.
‘When he was at Cannstatt, and smitten by bereavements,
he loved td study the processes of the vintage geing on
around him, which, he says, ‘have madg clearer to me
many of the allusions of Seripture on the sulject—all h(.-l’ug'
here conducted in a primitive ‘style” But he concludes,
in mournful tone—*¢ I find myself unable to enter into 1hese
matters with the eager zest of former days” Yes, his
work was over. Ile needed not 1o be detained hy the cut-
ting of the clusters, and the treading of them in the press,
for he was so soon to drink of the fruit of the vine new in
his Father’s kingdom.

Sentiments both beautiful and striking sparkle in his
pages. 1lad space permitted, we might have quoted the
long eulogy which he has pronounced on Moses—¢ the
greatest of woman hown, with the exception of One only,
and that One more than man.’ Or we might have refer-
red to the admirable summing up of the character of Joshua
—*¢an Asiatic conqueror, without personal ambition, with-
out any desire of aggrandisement.”  Or we might have se-
lected, for illustration, the concluding paper on the hook
of. Esther, in which he refutes and tosses away the frivolous
objection againgt this old historical fragment—that the
name of God does not occur in it. -

In fine, what point and truth are there not in the follow? -
ing paragraph ?—

¢ There are many who pride themselves on their deep
¢ knowledge of humaneuature,”—that is, being interpreted,
on their keen appreciation of the dark things and the foul
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things of the human heart. The Lord preserve us from
tgo much of this knowledge! He who has none of it is
little better than a fool, and he who has most of it is much
worse than a man. For we' usually find among men the

" highest degree of this knowledge united to the lowest de-

gree of appreciatidh of—a moral incapacity of gpprehend-
ing—a total inability of feeling, that which, through the
grace of God, is divine and spiritual, and therefore good
and holy, in th2 soul of man. . . The most perfect
master of this learning is Satan, and he is at once the most
consummate example, and the most egregious dupe of that
ignorance. It were difficult to find the man in whose soul
some faint glimmering of faith in God or man does not
linger. But Satan has none. He is the most finished pat-
tern of knowledge without faith. Thisis his character: nr
HAs No FAITH. This is his weakness and his shame. In
this possession and in this want, he has reached heights and
depths impossible to maun.?

The power of religious principle was the mainstay of
Dr Kitto’s life. The veader will not have forgotten the
sublime prayer which he wrote after his introduction to the
workhouse, nor his great desire to be confirmed at the
bishop’s visitation. Early impressions were deepened by
the Divine Spirit; and the Bible, which hag been a sealed
book, was then read by the guidance of a new sense, and
welcomed with the aspirations of a new heart. The ar-
dour of Mr Giroves communicated fresh impulse, and the
terrible visitations which crowded upon hin at Bagdad—

_p]arrue, famine, inundation, and blockade-—threw him, un-

Teserv cdly, into the arms of his heavenly Father. From

“Exeter he wrote, in 1824, to Mr Harvey:—¢1 did think

of religion now and then, but I did not make it the con-
stant subject of my thoughts’ In 4834, he said to the
1 Dally Bible llustrations, vol v., pp. 63, 64
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Rev. Mr Lampen :—¢I never talked about religion less
than I do now, but°there is much about religion which I
never felt so decfdedly and deeply.’ His faith in God ever
helped him on. Rescued from any crisis, he ¢thanked
God, and took courage.” Assured that God had work for '
him, he never wholly lost the assurante that .He would
bring him to- that work in the right place, and at the right
time. He had long studied the Bible, for itself and its
spiritual benefits, and not with any view to its public ijJus-
tration. 1t had been to him the Book of Life before it be-
came a text for pictorial comment. IIe had searched the
Scriptures, and discovered the Christ which they reveal,
ere he invited others to ascend the hills or traverse the val-
leys, mark the manners or investigate the antiquitics, of
the Lands of the Morning. ¢ On coming home,” he humbly
and thankfully states to Mr Tracy, in 1847, <1 was enabled
to lay all that I had during long years of silent study ac-
quired, and all that I had gathered together in foreign
parts, upon God’s altar; and I sometimes venture to think,
that He has been pleased to accept and honour even that
humble offering.” He had a firm faith in the plenary in-
spiration of the Bible, and he knew full well that mere
trathfulness in those Oriental allusions, which he was so
happy in illustrating, is not, of itself, as many have erro-
neously sapposed, any proof of a Divine origin. Agree-
ment with the ¢form and pressure of the age’ around it is
demanded of any production, and the want of it in Scrip-
ture would certainly be fatal to any higher claim. But
historical veracity is,not identical with canonical nuthoritx,.
though essential to its evidence.

His trust in God was unwavering :—¢ There is One,’” he
solemnly writes, ¢ higher than the highest, whase honour
is not to be the second or the third, but the ¥irsT matter
for consideration.’ It was very natural in him, who re-
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ferred all things to God, to" ask, on a review of the sad
passages’ of David’s life, ¢ How is it that we hear no more
of David’s asking counsel of the Lord?” Aud he nobly
records :—* Thirty years ago, before “the Lord caused me
"to wander from my father’s house,” and from my native
place, I put my ntark upon this passage in Isaiah, “I am
the Lord : they shall not be ashamed that wait on Me.”
Of the many books I now possess, the Bible that bears
this mari is the only one that belonged to me at that
time. It now dies before me; and 1 find that, although
the' hair which was then dark as night, has meanwhile
become “ a sable silvered,” the ink which marked this text
has grown into intensity of blackness as the tipe advanced,
corresponding with, and, in fact, recording the growing
intensity of the conviction, that “they shall not be ashamed
that wait for Thee.” T believed it then, but 1 know it
now ; and I can write Prebatum est, with my whole heart,
over against the symbol, which that mark is to me, of my
ancient faith. “ They shall not he ashamed that wait for
Me.” Looking back thronch the long period which has
passed since I set my mark to these words—a portion of
human life, which forms the best and brightest, as well as
the most trying and conflicting in all men’s experience
—it is a joy to be able to say, “I have waited for
Thee, and have not been ashamed. Under many perilous
circumstances, in many most trying tcencs, amidst faint-
ings within and fears without, and under sorrows that
rend the heart, and troubles that erush it down, I have
waited for Thee; and, lo! I stand this day as one not
ashamed.” !

During a period of great straits, in 1848, he penned
these words to a friend :>—¢ My sensations have become
less acute, tiot because my burden is less heavy, but be-

1 Daily Bi%)le Illustrations, vol v., p. 203. 2 Rev. Mr Lewls.
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cause I have become more accustomed to its weight. . .

It has not yet pleased God to relidve me from the great
present distress,” in which I have been so long plunged;
yet I still wait day by day for this help, believing that He
will not suffer one who has been enabled to trust so much ¢
in Ilim to be ultimately confounded.®sI shall learn one
day the lesson He designs to teach me; and 1 know that,
when the lesson I am to Tearn has reached my heart, He
will stay Iis hand. My heart had fajnted loyg since
unless I had believed in that fatherly vme, which has n8ver
yet failed me, and unever will. ' None but those who have
been tried in the furnace of aflliction can tell or conceive
the bitterness—greater than the bitterness of death—of
the trials which one day after another brings to me, and
under which I sit still in a depressed and sorrowful, but
not in a despairing spirit. I have hope, but it is **hope
deferred.””’

We present only another illustration, the sentiment of
which hag. its source in his own domestic experience, and
the number of his ¢ olive plants :’—¢ There are tens of thou-
sands among us, who would by no means be thankful for
such an intimation as that which the angel of God brought
to Manoah and his wife. How is this? Alas, for our
faith! which will not trust God to pay for the board and
lodging of all the little oncs He has committed to our
charge to bring up for Him. Good old Quarles, who was
himself the father of eighteen chlldren, enters feelingly into
this matter :—.

¢ Shall we repine,
Great God, to foster any babe of Thine!
But ’tis the charge we fear; our stock’s but small:
If heaven, with children, send us whercwithal
To stop their craving stomachs, then we care not.

Great God! |
How hast Thou crackt Thy credit, that we dare not
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Trust Thee for bread ? How is’t we dare not venture
To keep Thy Babes, unless Thou please to enter
In bond for payment? Art Thou grown so poor,
To leave Thy famished infants at our door,
And not cllow them food,? Canst Thou supply
+ Thy empty ravens, and let Thy children die?”*?
o .

The last days of his life were clouded, as we have nar-
rated, by successive family beréhvements. In that land of
strangers whither he had goue to die, his youngest child,
anu then his eldest oue, the lovely and bright-eyed Shireen,
preceded bim to the tomn. The trial shook him with
intense agony. Dut though he mourned, he did not mur-
mur—IJooking to Him who ¢healeth the broken in heart,’
and wipes away the tears of the bereaved. Therc pressed
upon him, too, the consciousness of physical disability ;
and the sad thouglht, that, at the end as at the beginning
of his life, he ‘was dependent on the bounty of others.
He caunot, indeed, be classed ,among the infanti perdeuti—
authors noted for misfortuce and sorrow. His works, as
he says, had a steady, though not always an immediate
sale ; but his calamity lay in failing health and occasional
want of employment. . He was, however, no exception to
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton’s statement—* For the author
there is nothing but his pen, till that and life are worn to
the stump.’ ’

Dr Kitto was in connection with the Church of England,
but he was a man of catholic spirit. e was wont to say
that he belonged to the Church Universal, meaning thdt
he had no sectarian leanings, and that he was not, and

-¢ould not be, a constant and visible worshipper in dny
sanctuary. Bnt he punctually attended the Episcopal
Church on communion Sabbaths, for this reason among
others of bigher moment, that with his prayer-book *he

1 Duﬂ;' Bible Illustrations, vol ii., pp. 425, 426.
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could follow the service’” He thought, too, that this
absence of ecclesiastical bias tended 1o recommend his
writings to all classas of the community. The example of
Mr Groves was not in this respect lost upon him. ¢Talk,’
said this worthy man, ¢of loving me, while I agree with*
them. Give me men that will love me,swhen I differ from
them and contradict them.’! Every Christian was a bro-
ther to Dr Kitto, and he loved the image of the Master
wherever he saw it. On parting with Mr Pfander at
Bagdad, he sets down this meditation in dis Journal:—
¢ The personal separation of Christians, even in this life,
is less complete than that of other people. There is a
spiritual intercourse which still subsists when their bodies
are widely separated. There is also the feeling of heing
children of one common Father, who Himself sees and
loves all ITis, whilst they are unseen to one another; and
who thus, so to speak, becomes a medium of intercourse
with their spirits, which all. centre in Him. Z7in whom I
love, they love also ; Him to whom they look every day, I
also look to daily, and I see them in Ilim; and Ilie who
talks to my heart, talks with theirs also. No! thus mem-
bers of one body, we cannot be completely separated.
Nay, he had a strong desire to serve the Lord in what he
justly reckoned the highest form of earthly service, that of
' an Evangelist o a heathen country.  His want of hearing,
indeed, disqualified him ; but, even with this drawback, he
felt the handling of types to be a sacred duty, from its
Qonnection with Bible circulation, and he looked on his
journey to the East in the light of a missionary tour.

Dr Kitto’s life was marked by gratitude to all his friends
and patrons, and he rejoiced to make prompt and cordial
declaration. His early epistles are full of his thanks ; and,
in his last letter, referring to the public subscription in

1 Newman's Phases of Faith, p. 37, Fourth Edition.
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process of being raised for him, he writes :—‘I am deeply
thankful for what has been alrcady done, and for the most
kind attentions of which, under these circamstances, I have
become the object.”! This dying testimony at Cannstatt is
only the echo of his first acknowledgments in the Plymouth
Workhouse. Mr Tracy. at the time one of the surgeons
of the Public Dispensary, visited the boy who had fallen,
and * his sympathetic and good-natured face’ being the
first that met the poor patient’s gaze on a momeniary re-
turd to conscicusness, was never effaced from his recollec-
tion. ¢ Are you Mr Tracy ¢ gcribbled the little cobbler
on a slate, as that gentleman was afterwards passing
through the wards of the Almshouse, for the questioncer
was anxious to recognise and honour him. In 1847 he
wrote to him :—* T'hirty years ago—is it possible that it is
thirty years ago >— I lay before you as onc dead.” ¢ Ten
years after, [ saw you in London. I went and rcturned,
and now we meet again. "

The only objeetion which can be brought against our
statement is, that Dr Kitto does not, in any of his works,
make allugion to Mr Groves: not only in places where he
refers to hix journey to the KEast, but cven in the Lost
Secrises, where many of the changing pursuits of his life are
described. 'We believe that Mr Groves himself, on visiting
Kitto in London, asked why his name had never been men-
tioned by him in any of his writings, and that Kitto replied,
that the silence was in accordance with his own peremp-
tory request before the separation at Bagdad. Mr Grovés
then made some explanation as to the meaning and pur-

"pose of his injunction, to the effect that it was not in-
tended to forbid all mention of him, but only the mention
of him in connection with his religious history and mission.
This awkward misconception, if it were one on the part of

" 1 Letter to Mr Oliphunt, Cannstatt, Oct. 27, 1854,
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the deaf author, is but another example of the loss sustained
through his infirmity—which prevented, as®we have said
more than once, all siipplemental talk with him ; and, in-
deed, he confesses, in a note {o-Mr Blackader, that he ‘had
always an unfortunate turn for taking people at their word.’
This same tendency led him to express hfs own opinions in
a bold and unmodified style. We have referred to the
foregone conclusion which he aseribed to Professor Robin-
sous' and he asserts with cqual hluntnesssof Sir Gardper
Wilkinson, in reference to the question of Human sacrifice
in Egypt, that, throughout his work, ¢ he keeps the sub-
ject as much as possible out of view, for a very pardonable
unwillingness to bring forward into broad light a matter
so disparaging to the civilization of a people whom he has
made it the business of his life to comprehend, and, fromn
the influence of that devotedness to a single object, to extol
and magnify.”

Dr Kitto was, at the same time, of an honest and inde-
pendent nature. Though he had been so much patronised,
he had never learned to cringe. In July 1828, he began
thus to Mr Woollcombe :—* I commence my letter with
telling you, that I have ever been accustomed Lo write my
opinions with freedom, and that I should deem myself un-
worthy of your patronage if I could be so base as to sacri-
fice my intellectual and moral independence at the shrine
of interest. Much of my future welfare depeuds, I belicve,
op you; yet, were I certain that you were my only friend,
and that on yod rested my every hope of carthly eomfort,
I would not seek the way to your continued favour by en-
deavouring to accommodate my opiuions to yours.’ Whal
the lad, who had just thrown off the poorhouse livery,
said so firmly, the man continued to asscrt and gxemplify.
He was too self-reliant to ‘be servile. All he Sought was

! Page 322. 2 Pictorial History of Palestine, vol. i., p. 084,
2E
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opportunity to put forth his energies. He was noted for
bis uniform eshdour and truthfulness, and for his kindness
to all his correspondents and ('oa'HJutors. He bad no
jealousies of otaers, and he loved to encourage promising
talent. Perhaps, from his peculiar situation, he might
imagine slights where none were intended ; and that per-
sistency which made him what he was, must have some-
times assumed, in the view of others, the character of
ob;-tma(,y
In whatever” uspect we view him, he is a wonder. Itisa
wonder that he rose in life at all ; & wonder that he acquired
" 50 much, and that he wrote so much is yet a higher wonder.
Many have excelled himn in the amount of acquisition, but
few in the patience and hravery which he displayed in lay-
ing up his stock of knowledge, in the perfect mastery he
bad over it, and in the freedom aud facility with which he
dispensed it in Magazine, Review, or Treatise. Most cer-
tainly he hit upoen the moral of hig life when he couched it
in these vigorous terms :*—¢ 1 perhaps have as much right
as any man thut lives, to hear witness, that there is no one
&0 low but that he may rise; no condition so cast down as
to be really hopeless ; and no privation which need, of it-
self, shut out any man from the paths of honourable
exertion, or from the hope of usefulness in life. I have
sometimes thought that it was possibly my mission to
affirm and establish {hese great {ruths” We do not mean
to place hitn among those men. of whom the Italian poet
sings—

C ¢ Natura il fece, e poi ruppe la stampa;’
¢* Nature made him, and then broke the die¢; but, take him

all in all, he was a rare phenomenon—an honour also to
his age and country. He struggled manfully, and gained

1 Lost Senses—Deafness, p 75
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the victory; nay, out of his.misfortune he constructed the
stepa of his advancement Neither povertﬁ nor deafness,
nor hard usage, nor ‘dminous warnings, nor sudden checks,
nor unpropitious commenceménts, nor abandoned schemes, ,
chilled the ardour of his sacred ambition. He lived not to
3 long age, but he had not lived in vait'; and when death
at length came, it was but the Master sayiug, as of old, to
the deaf one, ¢ Ephphatha—be opened !’ and lus spirit,
which had so long dwelt in distressing sﬂen(-e. butst aeay
to join the hymning myriads whose song s

¢ Louder than the thunder’s roar,

Or the fulness of the sea
‘When it breaks upon tl.e shore.

THE END.

MURRAY AND GIBB, PRINTERS, EDINBURGH.
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