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PREFACE.

FroMm the great interest excited respecting
Nineveh, T have been induced to collect, and throw
into a narrative, the notes of two years’ residence
on its mighty plains, with accounts of excursions
into the remotest parts of Assyria. In order to
complete the record of my travels, I have added
some chapters descriptive of the countries on the
route.

The hypothesis respecting the difference between
the Babel mentioned in Genesis and that alluded to
in the later inspired writers, is, I believe, entirely
new ; as are, also, most of the remarks on Assyrian
history. Those which relate to the true position of
the Ararat of Scripture I found, after my return,
had suggested themselves to Bochart and others, but
I am not aware that they have appeared before in an
English dress.

The history of the Nestorians and Jacobites, as
well as the account of the massacre of the former by
the ferocious and savage Kurds, proceed from my
desire to excite, on behalf of the Christians of the
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East, a spirit of kindly sympathy among their
brethren in England.

The remarks on antiquities have been somewhat
abridged, in consequenee of the ground being in
great measure pre-occupied by Mr. Layard.

Before I conclude, I must acknowledge my grateful
obligations to the living and the dead. Among the
latter, I would particularize especially Herodotus and
Joseph Simon Assemani. The former I have always
found the most veracious, as well as the most
simple and unaffected of writers; while the pages of
the last-named contain an almost inexhaustible fund
of information respecting the churches of the East,
and other matters connected with Oriental history.
Gibbon, who terms him “the learned and modest
slave,” might have added with truth the title of
* impartial, to his other epithets.

Among the living, I must number Samuel Birch,
Esq., from whose valuable observations on the
Karnak Tablet I have derived much useful informa-
tion. I am also indebted to Mr. James Darling, of
the Clerical Library, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, for a
copious supply of many rare and high-priced works
of reference.

F.
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de., de.

CHAPTER 1.

Departure. Paris. French Oriental Works. Mediterranean
Monks and Methodists. A Nondescript. Sicily. A Maltese
Ecclesiastic. Malta. Nix Mangiare Stairs.

It was about the middle of February, 1842,
when I first received the intimation that I had
been appointed the lay associate of a clergyman,
who was about to proceed on a mission of inquiry
into the present state of religion and literature
among the ancient Christian churches of the East.
Soon after, my colleague proceeded to Malta, where
he had spent the greater part of his early life,

leaving me to follow him in the month of May.

VOL. I. B

s
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At that time I left England, and proceeded in the
first place to Paris, where 1 hoped to have the
opportunity of consulting two or three works on
Oriental matters, which could not so readily be
procured in London.

For some time France has taken a lively inte-
rest in the affairs of Turkey and of the East gene-
rally. Most of the Arabic and Turkish grammars
and dictionaries are written in French, and we
have in English scarcely any elementary work
relating to either of those languages. It is true
that we possess grammars of the written or clas-
sical Arabic, but they are of little use to one who
wishes merely to acquire the vulgar dialects used
in common conversation. Until very lately, too,
no English steamer was to be found in the Medi-
terranean, while the innumerable French packets
going hither and thither, seemed to assert the ex-
clusive right of our Gallic neighbours to what
_they have been pleased to term a French lake.
In Constantinople, and other parts of the Turkish
empire, French is more frequently spoken than
any other European language, with the exception,
perhaps, of Italian, which, fro‘m its facility of ac-
quirement, and its being the native tongue of the
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Roman Catholic missionaries, greatly predominates
in Syria and Egypt. The French government,
whether monarchical, imperial, or republican, has
always fostered and promoted the labours of those
men of letters, who devote their time to philological
pursuits. In England, works of this kind are left,
like all others, to the patronage of the public at
large, and as the number of those interested in
such pursuits will always be small, the linguist
cares little to engage in labours which are attended
with no profit, and even in many cases with certain
loss. Men will always prefer amusement to in-
struction, or at least they will require that the two
be blended together; and thus, the novelist, the
historian, or even the writer of travels, may seek
for his reward in the favour and the support of an
amused and gratified public, while the scientific
or philological writer will find that his researches
must be, like virtue, their own reward.

After a very pleasant journey through the south
of France, I arrived safely at Marseilles, and be-
held with varied emotions the vast expanse of the
blue Mediterranean extended before me. There,
indeed, was that historical sea on whose waves
Roman and Carthaginian had contended for the

B2
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empire of the world. On its fertile shores had
once existed the mighty empires of the past.
Egypt, the foster-mother of arts and learning;
Greece, the parent of poets, philosophers, and
heroes; Rome, the impersonation of military
power and dominion ; Carthage, the busy trader
of the old world ; and last, though not least, the
Holy Land of Palestine, rife with associations
connected with the patriarchs and prophets, the
apostles and martyrs of our faith. But though ages
of warfare and desolation have written on those
once mighty shores, Ichabod, the glory has de-
parted, yet the scenic beauty—a beauty ren-
dered, perhaps, more touching from its contrast
with decay—has not entirely abandoned them.
The works of man’s genius are ruined or gone,
but the creations of Deity shine as fresh and as
fair as when they first rose into existence at the fiat
of the Omnipotent. No, the eye may mark with
sorrow, the wrecks of man-created beauty which
lie scattered around, but the dark blue sea has
met with neither alteration nor change, and the
bright sky of the south still retains its sunny
smile. |

And now from the deck of a French steamer I
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take my last adieu of Europe, and then turn to
contemplafe my fellow passengers. They are a
motley group. Long-bearded Frenchmen and
Italians contrast strangely with the smooth-faced,
close-shaven Englishman, while here and there a
red cap and blue tassel proclaims its wearer a son
of the East. Figures, strange and novel to the eye
of an untravelled Briton, present themselves, en-
veloped in long brown frocks, girt about the waist
with the friar’s cord. They seem beings of another
age, relics of a system known only to us by the
pages of history, and the life-like pictures of the
middle ages, traced by the pencil of the great en-
chanter of the north. Yet whatever he might
have been in times past, the monk of the nine-
teenth century has little of the poetic about him.
Take the first methodist preacher you meet, invest
him with a brown vest and a pair of sandals,
and you have the fac-simile of a modern monk.
Perhaps, too, the comparison may go deeper yet.
The same religious enthusiasm, an enthusiasm
which feels deeper longings and more intense dis-
gust for the world than animates the ordinary class
of religionists, has made alike the monk and the
Methodist. But the Church of Rome has re-
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cognised and cherished the wild thoughts and
irregular acts of enthusiasm, while the Church of
England has repelled them from her with cold
disdain ; and the result has been, that the one
possesses a well-organised body of supporters, who
have, in return for the protection which they have
received, consented to barter some of the inde-
pendence of enthusiasm for the almost military
regularity and obedience of a monastic rule, while
the other has raised up enemies on every side of
her, who conspire her destruction, and menace her
stability continually. Whether the feeling that
drove Wesiey and Whitfield from the service of
the church into the ranks of dissent, was a healthy
and a proper one, I do not pause to enquire. The
repentance of the present generation for the mis-
takes of the past, may be genuine and satisfactory,
~ but it can scarcely retrieve the mischief. If it
could, the numerous and zealous body of which
Wesley was the founder might yet become the
bulwark of the Church of England.

We had on board an individual who excited
much curiosity, and greater disgust. He was a
short olive-complexioned personage, with a pair of
cunning and malicious eyes twinkling intensely
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with the love of mischief. No one could dis-
cover what part of the earth had the honor of
giving him birth. The most searching inquiries
failed of obtaining satisfaction, and even the
curiosity of a guessing American, who set to the
task with all the patient pertinacity of his coun-
trymen, was doomed to rest unsatisfied. This
mysterious individual had been, according to his
own account, in every region of the habitable world.
He spoke with equal volubility of the cities of
Europe, and the wilds of Africa. He had been in
London and at Pekin. He descanted on the
mode of travelling in Turkey, and preferred it to
the railroads of America. Tripoli and Timbuctoo
seemed famiiar words. Some doubts existed as to
his religion; one or two judged him to he a
Méhommedan, others said he was a Greek, an
Armenian, or a Jew, while a few who had been
occasionally wearied by his questions, or teased
by his sarcasms, affirmed that such conduct could
proceed from no one but a downright Pagan.
However, the object of our enquiries deigned, in
this latter particular, to satisfy in some measure
our curiosity. He had annoyed a worthy Priest
very much one day, at the dinner table, by some
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impertinence, and attempted to appease the
Padre’s displeasure, by professing his respect for
the sarcerdotal order, adding, “for you must
know, my Father, that I am a good Catholic.”
The Padre looked dubious, but said nothing,
though I have no doubt that he thought such an
unruly member better out of the Church than
in it.

~But we are passing along the Calabrian coast,
having obtained a good external view of Naples
and its celebrated volcano, while lying at anchor
for afew hoursin the bay. We sail by the Lipari,
which resemble, somewhat, the tall chimnies of a
manufacturing town, and like them smoke con-
tinually. Messina and Rhegium come on each
side of us, and we move peacefully by the once
terrible localities of Scylla and Charybdis. We
did not fall upon or into either, notwithstanding
the well known line, and indeed the rock and the
whirlpool so dreaded of yore, seem to excite little
terror in the breasts of modern sailors. Hardly,
however, had we passed through the straits of
Messina, when we were visited by a strong breeze,
which set all around us in commotion. A veil of
mist hid Sicily from our eyes, and the vessel
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began pitching and rolling to an extent which
obliged nearly all the passengers to retire below.
An unfortunate wight, who had succeeded with
great difficulty in lighting his pipe, by the aid of a
short rope, which was suspended from one of the
masts, was seen staggering from one side to the
other, the sparks flying about in all directions,
much to the indignation of an Italian sailor, who
imprecated on his unlucky head all the bad wishes
with which the Ausonian vocabulary is so replete.
I essayed to descend to the cabin, but the moans,
and the odour which arose from thence were too
strong for my sympathies, and olfactory nerves, so,
wrapping my cloak around me, I passed the night
on deck, and awoke the next morning from uneasy
slumbers, just in time to see the first dim outline
of Malta emerging from the horizon. Matters
being upon the whole in a more placid state than
on the preceding day, some of the sea-sick crept
up the stairs, and were much comforted by the
news that we were approaching land.

A Maltese Ecclesiastic, who had accompanied
us from Naples, saluted me in Italian, but being
ignorant of that language, I endeavoured to. call
up my school recollections of Cicero and Virgil,
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and addressed him in Latin. He answered me
with great volubility, having been accustomed to
speak it, in the college at Rome where he was
educated. I felt disposed to envy his fluency, as
I perceived myself getting confused with concords
and cases, and had besides an awkward conscious-
ness that my sentences were not very Ciceronian.
My friend was completely Laudator temporis acti,
and did not seem to relish the rule of England.
He dwelt complacently on the virtues of the order
of St. John, and hinted a wish to see their dynasty
restored. He complained that the English had
no religion, and in the same breath, lamented
their proselyting propensities. I pointed out to
the worthy Padre the slight inconsistency of these
two statements, but he maintained his ground in
more voluble Latin than I could command, and
certainly he managed to have the last word. Like
many of his countrymen, he could not admit that
any one rejecting the authority of the Pope was
a Christian; and he asked me triumphantly,
whether a nation could have much sense of piety,
that with such wealth and influence at its com-
mand, was content to provide only a miserable
room, that had formerly been the kitchen or wine
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cellar of the Grand Master, for the service of the
English Church.* Owur discourse was drawn to a
close by the entry of our vessel into the bay, and
as all were eager to descend into the boats, it was
impossible to debate the question any farther.
Landing on the quay, we found ourselves sur-
rounded by a mob of dark-featured islanders,
clamouring and shouting, and proclaiming each
his own particular virtues in bad Italian, and
worse English, After having been tossed and
pulled for some moments hither and thither, I
succeeded in securing the aid of a guide with whom
I prepared to ascend the celebrated stairs known
by the euphonious title of niz mangiare. Valetta
is built on the top of a rocky promontory or head-
land, which, jutting out into the sea, divides the
two principal harbours from each other. The

ingenuity of some knightly engineer contrived to

* That reproach, I am happy to say, has since been rolled away
from the English name by the munificence of the late lamented
Dowager Queen Adelaide, who erected at her own cost, a spacious
and magnificent church for the use of the Fnglish residents at
Valetta. Yetabout forty years had elapsed, since the period of the
occupation of the island by the English, before this act of royal
piety put to shame the tardiness and want of public spirit of the
English residents at Valetta.
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form on each side of this promontory ascents of
steps, so that all the lanes leading to the principal
thoroughfare, are literally streets of stairs. On
those which I was ascending, a troop of ragged
urchins had taken up their post, and began to
solicit my charity, with loud cries of niz mangiare,
nixz mangiare, which they presently translated for
my benefit into “not got nothing to eat, not got
nothing to eat.”” A small donation satisfied, or at
least quieted, my youthful escort, and a few
minutes afterwards, I found myself safely lodged in
the temporary dwelling-place of my friend, who
welcomed me to Malta with his usual kindness
and hospitality.
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CHAPTER II.

Malta and the Maltese. Valetta. St. John’s. Houses. Auberges.
Capucin Convent. Carneria. Fatal accident. Fortifications.
Calesh. Casal Mosta. Civita Vecchia. St. Paul’s Bay.
Casal Crendi. Macluba. Fungus rock.

ExPERIENCE confirms me more and more in
the opinion that the English public commonly
know far less of their colonies, than they do of
other countries. China is distant enough, and
yet we have had more written on the mannersand
customs of the people of Canton or Pekin, than
we have on the character, language, and antiqui-
ties of the most interesting of our Mediterranean
colonies.

Since the overland route to India has been

established, numbers of travellers visit Malta
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every month, and the salubrity of its climate has
led many medical men to recommend it as a
sanatorium for a certain species of complaints.

Yet, comparatively few that visit the island, feel
sufficient interest in its people or its antiquities, to

deem either worthy of much attention.

The Diary of the traveller generally presents
a very imperfect view of the interiors of one or
two churches, informs us that the Maltese are
very brown, barbarous, and superstitious; and
then proceeds to describe the festivities of some

mess table, or exclusive English soirée.

A young Anglo-Maltese was astonished, during
a short visit which he paid to England, to find his
friends and relatives perfectly incredulous when
he informed them that there were shops in Valetta,
and that his coat and pantaloons were actually
manufactured by a Maltese tailor. And yet
Malta presents no inconsiderable claims to the
notice of the studious traveller. It was for some
time the residence of St. Paul, it received the last
remnant of Christian chivalry, when, driven from
Rhodes, they made this rocky isle < Europe’s best
bulwark ’gainst the Ottomite.” It abounds with
associations of a poetical and romantic nature.
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One at least of the islands, Gozo, is said to have
been the enchanted home of Calypso; and Malta
itself was colonized, and inhabited by the Phce-
nicians, Carthaginians, Greeks, Romans, and
Saracens, previous to its occupation by the
knights of St. John. Its language excited the in-
terest, and occupied the attention of one of the first
linguists in Europe, the late Cardinal Mezzofanti.
Its antiquities, though not numerous, are by no
means to be despised, and the habits, manners,
and even superstitions of its semi-oriental popu-
lation merit some attention, and more inquiry
than the generality of travellers care to bestow.
The absurd and silly prejudices of a few English
merchants, and some self-satisfied military resi-
dents have indeed created a gulf between the two
races, who, separated by mutual antipathies, care
not to mix together in society, and perhaps the
chilling repulsiveness of our northern manners,
accords ill with the warm and excitable tempera-
ment of the south ; yet, if the traveller can get
beyond the, exclusive circle which his English
friends would fain draw around him, he will see and
hear much to stir up his curiosity, and to repay
with interest his inquiries. The Maltese are a
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lively, intelligent, quick-witted, and ingenious race,
though, like their Italian neighbours, they are
somewhat too fond of dolce far niente, and, like all
southerns, prone to push religion to the extreme
of superstition. Their ballads betray much
genuine feeling, and abound in allusions which
show clearly their Eastern origin, while the mag-
nificent churches to be found even in the poorest
villages reflect credit on their taste, and religious
principle. After their knightly masters had de-
serted their post, the Maltese bravely defended
their rights and liberties against the French in-
vaders, and had nearly forced the garrison in
Valetta to capitulate, when the English came to
- their assistance. Yet the Maltese have been re-
proached with moral degradation and cowardice,
by men who never knew .or cared to know a
single native of the island.

The Strada Reale is the grand thoroughfare of
Valetta, and towards it we direct our steps.
Ascending a lane of stairs, we come to a more
natural ascent leading into the square which fronts
the old palace of the Grand Master, now occupied
by the English ‘governor. This edifice is built in
the Italian style, and contains the armoury of the
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knights. You enter this apartment, and behold two
lines of figures in armour, bearing the red-cross
of Malta on their shields. Devices composed of
warlike implements decorate the walls. Here is
the suit of De Wignacourt, inlaid with gold, the
word of the famous Corsair, Dragut; and a
curious cannon, composed of a thin tube of iron,
bound round with ropes, and covered with a coat
of plaster painted black. Everything looks war-
like and ferocious, and you may almost fancy
yourself transported to the age of the Crusades.
Descending from the armoury we pursue our way
to the Collegiate Church of St. John, where the
knights were wont to assemble on Sundays, and
high festivals. It contains the chapels of the
different nations, or languages as they were called,
and the tombs of several of the grand masters.
The rich variegated pavement of Mosaic marble
is formed of tomb-stones, on each of which the
armorial bearings of the deceased are emblazoned.
The painted roof is divided into compartments, in
which are represented scenes from the history of
the order. Behind the high altar is a well-exe-
cuted group in white marble, representing the

baptism of our Saviour. To the right is the

VOL. I, C
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chapel of the Holy Sacrament, at the entrance of
which are suspended the keys of Acre, Jerusalem,
and Rhodes. A superb railing ofsilver excites your
attention, and you are told how it was saved
from French rapacity, by the ready wit of one
of the canons, who ,covered the precious metal
with a thick coat of green paint. You descend to
the crypt, and muse over the monuments of
departed chivalry, and perhaps wax indignant
against the plain, matter of fact spirit of the nine-
teenth century. Yet the men over whose remains
you grow sentimental, numbered among them the
selfish and intriguing, the gross and earthly minded.
Times are changed, but our race changes not,
notwithstanding the old assertion—
¢ Tempora mutantur et nos mutamur in illis.”

‘What man is in the nineteenth century, he was in
the fifteenth.

The houses of Valetta are built in the Italian
style, and have mostly a balcony attached to the
first story. In the evening, the people generally
ascend to the flat terraced roofs, to enjoy the sea
breeze, which meets with double welcome after
the sultry and oppressive heats of the days.
Malta is frequently visited by the scirocco, a hot
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burning wind, which completely enervates for the
time the whole frame, and renders it incapable of
exertion, From mid-day till three in the after~
noon, the Maltese close their shops and enjoy
the Italian luxury of a siesta.

The Auberges, formerly the residences of the
Knights, are still known by the names of the
different nations which composed the order. They
are buildings of some elegance, but not deserving of
any especial notice. Valetta contains many monas-
teries and nunneries, and the inmates of the
former in their sombre dresses and cowls, may be
often met in the streets and in the Botanic
Garden, situated without the gates, in the suburb
called Floriana.

A small distance from the Botanic Garden is a
monastery of Capucins, famous for its Carneria or
subterranean chapel, the ornaments of which are
composed of the relics of mortality, bones and
skulls. When a monk dies, his body is eviscerated
dried on the terraced roof, and then, clothed in the
monastic habit, it is placed in a niche in the
Carneria. Several of these spectre-like corpses are
to be seen, slowly mouldering away before the eyes
of the beholder. One of them holds a scroll con-

c 2
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taining a mournful, but neglectea truth, ¢ What
thou art, I was; what I am, thou shalt be.” It
has a strange and mournful interest, that old
monastery with its long passages and narrow cells.
A ghost-like air pervades the corridors, and makes
you feel as though a spectre were airing himself
behind you. I am not very nervous, but I de-
tected in my mind, a lurking desire to look over
my shoulder as the monk who accompanied me
related the following tale. One evening, he and
several of the inmates had been conversing about
the Carneria and its cold and silent dwellers.
One after another had told of fearful appearances
and strange sounds, disturbing at midnight, the
quiet of the monastery. In the midst of these
legends, a strange desire seized one of the party.
He expressed a wish to descend alone with a light
into the abode of the dead. The others attempted
to dissuade him, but in vain. With an air of
bravado, and a smile of contempt for what he
termed the superstition of his companions, he
burst from them, and they continued in awe and
silence, listening to his retreating footsteps. The
door of the Carneria was heard to open, and for a
few moments, no sound was heard as the listeners
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gazed fearfully at each other.  Suddenly, a pierc-
ing shriek rang through the passages of the
monastery, and hardly had the echoes ceased, when
it was followed by a succession of cries for help.
Lights were procured, and the whole convent, with
the superior at the head, rushed down to the sub-
terranean chapel. On the steps lay the unfortu-
nate victim of his own temerity, gasping in the
agonies of death. A nail in the stairs had caught
the hem of his long robe, while ascending to rejoin
his companions ; and his excited and superstitious
fancy had led him to imagine himself in the grasp
of the dead. He was carried to his cell, and died
the next day. His withered form, clad in monkish
attire, now fills one of the niches of the Carneria.
A striking feature about Valetta is the abund-
ance, I may almost say, the exuberance of its
fortifications. As you pass out ofthe gates, you find
yourself encompassed by drawbridges, moats, and
other strange sounding contrivances of defence. The
later Grand-masters seem to have contended with .
each other who could build the most, and when all
this fortifying had reached the acme of perfection,
the town was quietly taken without a blow having
been struck in its defence. No shame, however,
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to the engineers, for Buonaparte candidly ac-
knowledged, after he had gained admission into
Valetta, that it was well for him, some one from
within had opened the door.” How intensely he
must have despised the degenerate descendants of
the men who fought so bravely at Acre and
Rhodes, when he beheld them submitting, one by
one, to the degradation of tearing the cross from
their breasts, as they passed through the gates
which a handful of men might have defended
against a host. And now I must ask the reader,
to mount a calesh and take a drive with meinto the
country. A calesh is a most original vehicle ofits
kind, it has two shafts of a singular and primitive
construction, protruding from beneath abody resem-
bling somewhat in shape, that of a post chaise.
As it jolts along the stony roads of the country,
you wish in vain, that you had trusted to the
sagacity of a hired saddle-horse, to find his way
over the island and not have shut yourself up in
a box on wheels. The driver runs by the side of the
horse and when weary seats himself on the shafts.
We come now to Casal Mosta, a miserable col-
lection of small houses built in the Oriental style,
and displaying in their plain, unornamented ex-
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teriors and latticed windows, a striking contrast
to the gay colours, and Italian arrangements of
the town habitations. You hearno more the soft,
liquid sounds of the sweetest of languages, but in
its stead the rough, guttural Maltese, which re-
sembles greatly the Arabic,and is to be considered,
if Maltese philologists speak the truth, as the
modern form of the ancient Punic or Pheenician.
In some parts of the neighbouring island of Gozo,
the country people speak a dialect termed
¢« Braik,” which is said to be a distinct language
from the ordinary Maltese. ‘

The Church of Casal Mosta, will, when com-
pleted, be one of the finest in Europe. The story
of its erection is somewhat singular. A young
priest, a native of the village of Mosta, happened
to say his first mass in the Pantheon at Rome.
Struck with its peculiar beauty, he made a vow
that he would erect a similar structure in his
native village. Years rolled on, and the priest
became a comparatively wealthy and prosperous
man. He practised the most rigid economy, and
before he died, succeeded in collecting a large
sum, which he bequeathed to trustees for the
purpose of erecting the Church. Various addi-
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tions were made to the original fund, and at last,
after many delays, the execution of the plan was
confided to Mr. Grognet, a Maltese architect of
great skill. Mr., Grognet has nearly finished the
Church, although the work has been much delayed
for want of funds ; when finished, it will be one of
the most beautiful temples in the world.

Civitda Vecchia, or the old city, formerly the
capital of the island, possesses a splendid Cathe-
dral, from the roof of which, a most extensive
view may be obtained. The Catacombs are in-
ferior in size and interest to those of Rome, but
their extent is very great; our guides told us
that many persons had been lost in endeavouring
to explore some of the more intricate passages.
On many of the tombs a cross is sculptured,
which seems to indicate the resting place of a
Christian.  Perhaps the early professors of our
Faith held their meetings here during seasons of
persecution.

A cave containing the statue of St. Paul is
pointed out as the abode of the Apostle during
his residence at Malta. Publius, who is mentioned
in the Acts as the chief man of the island, is
said to have been the first Bishop. Many of
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the Maltese peasantry can repeat the names of
the various chief pastors of the island, from Pub-
lius to the present Archbishop.

I visited St. Paul’s Bay, and was much struck
with the strong resemblance which it bears to the
place described as the scene of his shipwreck in
the Acts. Nothing in fact, can be plainer than
that Malta was the Melita of the Sacred historian,
and yet men have questioned even this. Our age
seems to find great satisfaction in doubting. Per-
haps, it would be happier, if it could believe a
little more.

The remains of Casal Crendi did not much in-
terest me. They consist of the outline of a
Pheenician or a Carthaginian temple, with several
chambers attached. The Punic race has done little
for mankind. A nation of traders, they seem to
have selfishly confined themselves to their own
peculiar objects of traffic and gain. They have
bad their reward in great national prosperity as
long as they continued a nation, and in oblivion
ever since. They did not choose to remember
the claims of posterity, and posterity has revenged
itself by forgetting them.

Not far from Crendi there is a kind of chasm
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said to have been formed by the giving way of
the roof of a large cavern beneath the surface. It
is called Macluba, a word signifying any thing
inverted, or, to use a common phrase, turned
inside out.

On the southern coast of Gozo is a rock which
derives its name from the fungus that is found in
great abundance on its summit. This rock is
almost perpendicular, and is separated from the
mainland by a narrow channel of about fifty feet
in breadth. The mode of transit adopted is
curious, and seems rather precarious. Two stout
ropes are extended across the channel in parallel
lines, thus connecting the rock to the land.
From these slackened ropes, a box of oblong form
is suspended by rings, and furnished with a
rope attached to the outer end, by which it
may be drawn across. A Maltese gets in-
side this box; and conveys himself to the rock,
where he fastens the end of what I may call
the tow line. The box is then sent back to re-
¢eive the enterprizing traveller, who, after sub-
mitting meekly to be packed up and disposed of
within the smallest possible compass, finds him-~
self gliding swiftly down the slackened ropes till
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he arrives midway. The man on the rock pulls
him up the ascending ropes and assists him
out of his box, which is somewhat needful after
the cramping process before alluded to. The
traveller then receives a fungus or two as trophies
of his valorous achievement, and not unfrequently
finds himself mulcted of a sixpence or more before
his guides will allow him to re-enter his box.-
He returns to the mainland the same way in
which he came, and doubtless congratulates him-
self that he has escaped with an unbroken neck,
though the danger is more in appearance than
otherwise.

. There are many other of the curiosities of
Malta which might perhaps deservedly require
some mnotice at my hands. But I feel that the
indulgence of my natural inclination to linger a
little longer amid scenes where I passed the

brightest and happiest hours of my life, would
lay me open to the just complaint that I was

keeping back the reader from more important and:
interesting matter.
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CHAPTER IIIL

English and Foreigners. Dissensions at Malta. The Bishop of
Gibraltar. Character of the Maltese. Language. University.
The Press of Valetta. Religion. Anecdote of a Preacher.
The Priesthood. The Canon and the Beggar. The Knights.
Singular species of Duel. The Hospital. The taking of St.
Elmo.

It is a general complaint among travelling
Englishmen that our nation is not properly esti-
mated by foreigners. Those too, for whom we
have expended both treasure and blood, often
seem the least disposed to acknowledge the debt,
or to manifest any grateful recollection of it. Yet,
to assume ourselves the innocent and blameless
victims of unmerited dislike, however consoling it
may be to the national vanity of the mass, would
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hardly satisfy the inquiries of a candid and philo-
sophic mind into the cause of an -alienation so
generally admitted. The man who is not utterly
blinded by national bigotry, can hardly read on
the walls of the Vatican, and even in St. Peter’s
itself, reflections in English of the most gross and
insulting kind on the Papal Government without
feeling that some members at least of our country
and creed have laid themselves and their nation
open to suspicion and dislike. The devout Ro-
manist who repairs with pious veneration to the
most sacred of the mysteries of his religion, is
both scandalized and shocked to behold St.
Peter’s converted into an opera-house, and some
of the most respectable of our countrymen and
countrywomen, using their lorgneties, talking and
laughing,with as much carelessness andindifference
as they would display at an opera or a ball. Nor
is his respect or love for England and the English
much improved when he hears what was actually
‘the case a few years ago, that an English lady has
placed her lap-dog on one of those consecrated
altars, where he believes the presence of God in-
carnate daily manifests itself. To say that we
discredit the doctrine of Transubstantiation is but
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a poor apology for shocking the feelings of those
who admit it.

It must be acknowledged, therefore, that im-
proprieties of this kind must have a tendency to
create an unfavourable impression concerning us;
yet this, I believe, is not the sole cause why we
accord so little with our continental neighbours.

We differ Zofo celo from every other nation on
the face of the earth. No one understands our
institutions. They are as unintelligible to the
mass of continentals as Shakespeare is. Try, for
instance, to make a Frenchman understand the
precise character of the Church of England, or of
the English Constitution. He would hardly be
able to reconcile the pretensions to Protestantism
of the former with her authoritative and dog-
matic teaching : he would regard the latter as the
uninitiated do a piece of complex and intricate
machinery. Our social notions, too, are so pecu-
liar. We can do nothing without asking a man
to dinner, and our friendship is consummated, like
the covenants of old, by eating. The foreigner
will only give you eau sucrée and a cigar, and he
looks upon invitations to dinner as monstra hor-
rende —as a polite way of picking your neigh-
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bour’s pocket. At Malta we have the mutual
antagonism of the English and the continental
enacted on a small scale.

The English merchants who began to establish
themselves at Valetta after 1815, were disposed to
look with some contempt on the Maltese Baron
or Marchese, who, with the blood of the Testa-
ferratas in his veins, lived on less than the wages
of an ill-paid London clerk. And the Maltese
gentleman, repaying the pride of purse with the
pride of birth, avoided the society of the foreigner
where his claims were not appreciated or his
position respected. Religion, too, interfered in
the way of union. The sturdy Protestant looked
with surprise and contempt on the large wooden
images of the saints placed at every street corner,
" which the devout Maltese saluted as often as he
-passed by. He was indignant, as a man of busi-
ness, to encounter daily such crowds of priests,
‘monks, and ecclesiastical idlers, who seemed to
have nothing to do but to contemplate and
lounge. Moreover, collisions often took place in
the streets. The English refused to salute the
host when passing in procession, and the mob of
Malta. endeavoured to enforce compliance. Dis-
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turbances often occurred on this account, for the
Maltese are most zealous for the honour of their
religion. I need scarcely say, therefore, that they
retaliated the contempt of the foreigner with the
most cordial hatred of him and his heresy. Nor
was this feeling softened or alleviated by the well-
‘meant but injudicious attempts at conversion
.which were made by some dissenting societies.

Yet, inimical as he may be to our race gene-
rally, let us give the Maltese fair play. When
conciliated and treated properly, he can show at-
tachment and affection even to the cold impassive
sons of the North. The excellent Bishop of Gib-
raltar has done, and is doing, much to bring the
Maltese and the English into friendly contact,
and I have never heard his Lordship’s name men-
tioned by respectable and well-educated islanders,
without hearing it coupled with the strongest
expressions of respect and esteem. His Lordship
has done much for Malta, and, if some of his
benevolent and well-meaning endeavours have
not met with the success they deserved, the fault
must not be ascribed to want of good-will, but
want of power in him who planned them.

The character of the Maltese seems, as our
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Transatlantic neighbours would say, a cross be-
tween the Asiatic and the southern European.
The dark eyes, the brown complexion, the lan-
guage, and the girdle commonly worn by the pea-
santry, tell of an Eastern origin; but there is a
degree of liveliness and fire, and certain scintilla-
tions of taste and genius, which claim an Italian
descent. Like all insular people, the Maltese
feels a pardonable pride in the place of his birth,
which he dignifies with the high sounding title of
Fior del Mondo, though its barren and rocky seil
can scarcely produce a flower. |
Though the common language of Malta is a
dialect of the Punic or Arabic, the law proceed-
ings of the different courts are carried on in
Italian, a tongue perfectly unintelligible to the
great mass of the people. This might, perhaps,
be of less consequence, if the Maltese were not a
most litigious race. Next to the clergy, rank
the advocates, in point of numbers. It is easy,
therefore, to see that law, written and adminis-
tered in an unknown language, must give room
for a thousand quibbles and quiddities which add
to the number of law-suits, and benefit no one but
the advocates. Another consideration is, that this
VOL. I. , D
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-marked preference for Italian on the part of the
-Government tends to retard the progress of the
‘English language among the people. But few
"speak it, and still fewer read it intelligibly.
‘The similarity of language attracts them rather
‘to the Italians and to Italian literature, than to
‘ourselves or our authors. Thus, even when they do
‘meet, the English and Maltese must encounter
-each other on neutral ground. All communication
"must pass in an idiom with which neither are per-
fectly familiar. The literature of Italy, too, can
bear no comparison'with our own for copiousness
‘and richness. Works of poetry, fiction, or devo-
‘tion may be found in it, but scarcely any on
‘science or philosophy. Andit may be questioned
‘whether even, on the three subjects alluded tp,
-~the tone of Italian writers is so pure and unal-
‘loyed as might be wished. The Maltese, indeed,
are not literary. Business, gossip, and the siesta,
-take up their time fully. Buf they have no edu-
- cational establishments, and those who wish their
'sons to know more than their ancestors, send
them either to the Jesuits in Sicily or to the
Colleges in France. In the former, they do not
imbibe much liking for the heretical yoke of Eng-
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land, in the latter they acquire infidel notions and
make themselves acquainted with the morality of
Eugene Sue and Georges Sand. But, with all
this, there is an institution at Valetta which claims
the pompous title of the University of Malta.
It possesses Greek, Hebrew, Mathematical, and
Arabic Professors, who are paid less than the
wages of a respectable housemaid. A few boys
assemble daily in the rooms of the University,
but the whole place looks as gloomy and deserted
‘as the halls of Oxford and Cambridge during a
long vacation. Ever since the commencement of
our régime in Malta, there has been an uninter-
rupted succession of changes. Rector has fol-
lowed rector, and regulations, three months old,
have been made to give way to fresh ones, until
the more sensible of the Maltese lost all confi-
dence in the institution, and the University has
“become a theme for derision and ridicule.

Valetta, though far less than Calais or Dover,
boasts of a number of newspapers; the editors
of which supply the dearth of news by ani-
mated and sometimes ungrammatical attacks on
| each other. When the freedom of the press was
claimed for Malta, the Duke of Wellington said

D 2
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something I believe about the equal propriety of
conceding it to the deck of a man of war. Yet
it was carried, and if the result has not been so
favourable as might have been expected, we cer-
tainly are not to blame. We are the sufferers,
for the Maltese use our gift to abuse us, and a
young Malta has taken its place among the other
juvenilities of the age, whose chief attempt at
demonstrating its principles, has been a great
effort to look ferocious and Italian. The exiles
from Italy, to whom we gave refuge, repaid our
hospitality by inculcating republican theories
among the Maltese,* while a Jesuit Padre insi-
nuated from the pulpit of one of the churches,
that no government unsanctioned by the Pope
could prosper, or ought to be obeyed, which de-
clarations he followed up by sundry lucubrations
in the Jesuit organ of Valetta.

Maita is a land of churches and of priests.
The former are magnificent, and costly in their
interiors, but as to the exterior, they seem to
share, what I must always call the bareness of

* T allude to transactions in 1842 and 1844. Towards the
close of the latter year the Italian exiles were prohibited by the
Local Government of Malta from writing in the newspapers. ’
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Italian church architecture. But I must own that
I am an enthusiast for Gothic, and therefore due
allowance should be made for my declaration. The
priests almost outnumber the lay population of the
town, to say nothing of the monks. The bishop
ordains any one who can prove he has a small in-
come, I believe not more than sixpence or a shil-
ling a day. The consequence is, a vast influx of
men into the clerical profession, who find no work
ready for them, and the sloth and indolence of
which this has been the necessary result, has
not improved the character of the body. Un-
questionably, many talented and worthy men may
be found among them, but their number is not
legion, and in a profession where conduct and
deportment undergo the strictest scrutiny, things
that might escape censure in others, are not easily
passed over or forgotten.

At the corners of the streets or lanes of Valetta,
you perceive huge images of the Virgin and of the
Saints, arrayed in gorgeous apparel, and having a
lamp burning before them. The Maltese touch
them respectfully as they pass, and then press
their hand to their lips, a mode of salutation,

common among the idolaters of early times. To
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this practice it is possible the book of Job alludes,*
when it says,  If I beheld the sun when it shined,
or the moon walking in brightness, and my
heart hath been secretly enticed, or my mouth
hath kissed my hand.” Such indeed is the extra-
vagant veneration which the Maltese pay to images
.and pictures, that a German priest,a man of great
talent and piety, exclaimed after he had seen
Valetta, almost in the words of St. Luke, “ Surely
the city is wholly given up to idolatry.” Much of
the blame, however, of this must rest upon the
character of the people as well as of he clergy.
An able preacher was once selected to deliver the
usual Lent sermons from the pulpit of St. John’s.
A large congregation assembled at about six o’clock
in the morning to hear him. He began by dwell-
mg forcibly on the necessity of contrition and
repentance, but he found his auditors yawning
and sleepy. Suddenly, he changed the theme, and
began a wonderful legend of some saint who
walked a dozen miles with his head in his hand.
Every body rubbed their eyes, neighbour nudged
neighbour ; and the legend was listened to with
marked attention, while the moral instruction

* Job xxxi. 26, 27.
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produced a most soporific effect. The southern
mind must always have truth in parables, and
i‘eligion in ceremonies. It can never tolerate the.
pure abstraction.

The celibate life professed by the priesthood,
enables them not only to avoid expense, but to
accumulate wealth. This generally descends to
the nephews and nieces, who supply the place of
children to a race of bachelors. It would scarcely
be fair to assume, as a general rule, that the single
state produces and encourages the love of money,
but most of the Maltese ecclesiastics are noted for
their saving propensities.

Some of the wealthiest of the clergy are the ca-
nons of St. John’s, as the collegiate church was well
endowed by the knights. A member of the chapter
was once wending his way to vespers, when, as he
was toiling painfully up one of the streets of stairs
leading to the church, he was accosted by a men-
dicant, who, in a low whining tone, besought his
reverence to give him alms. The canon, who was
not the most liberal of men, attempted to brush
by, butin vain. “Padre mio,” whined the beggar,
- “for the love of the Virgin, give me a shilling ?”

The canon gasped, threw up his eyes, and ejacu-
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lated, “Santa Maria!” withdouble emphasis. “Will
you give me sixpence then ? *’ rejoined the beggar.
¢ Go along with you,” said the canon. ¢ A penny
at least ?” “No!™ “ A farthing perhaps.” ¢ Not
a grain,” testily replied the priest. The men-
dicant changed his ground. ¢ Holy father, will
you give me your blessing > “Ah!” said the
canon, brightening up,  that is another thing,
kneel down my son.” ¢ No,” replied the beggar,
“I will not; I asked you for a grain, and you
refused me. Now, if your blessing were worth a
grain you would not bestow it, and so Addio,
Padre mio”

Malta abounds of course with reminiscences of
the knights: they seem to have been much be-
loved, though in many respects they held the
reins of 2:i\governmen’c with a tight hand. No
Maltese, however respectable, could pass the palace
of the Grand Master, without raising his hat. No
native of the island could enter the order, although
the highest dignities connected with the church
were open to him. The consequences of a life of
celibacy professed by men in the flower of their
age, and with much leisure time on their hands,
did not operate favourably on the morality of the



NOTES FROM NINEVEH, 41

islanders.  Concubinage was common, though
strictly forbidden by the statutes of the order.

Among the most peculiar of the customs of the
cavalieri, was the regulation with regard to
duelling, which recalled some of the practices of
early chivalry. The parties who quarrelled were
to repair to the next street, unsheath their swords,
and fight out their duel in public. But at the
command of a priest, a lady, or a senior knight,
they were enjoined to desist, and to be completely
reconciled on the spot. Of course such encoun-
ters seldom terminated fatally. An old Maltese
lady told me that her interference had often been
requested by the friends of the belligerent parties,
and in no single instance had it ever failed. An
aged Maltese priest averred that he had often been
knocked up at twelve o’clock at night to stop
the warlike proceedings of some of the younger
cavalieri.

The government of Malta, during the sojourn
of the order, was vested in the Grand Council,
who exercised a check on the proceedings of their
chief. That sovereign was obliged to swear at his
inauguration, faithfully to observe and respect the
liberties of the Maltese and their ancient institu-
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tions, an oath, which was, upon the whole, religi-
ously observed. Of the numerous Grand Masters
who presided over the destinies of the order since
its removal to Malta, the annals only record the
name of one who acted with tyranny and bad
faith. 1 have heard, however, complaints that the
exercise of the judicial functions was subject to a
certain control; and that the Maltese judges were
mostly creatures of the Grand Master. Yet, with
all their faults, the Maltese remembers his old
masters with regret. Old men will talk sorrow-
fully of the times of “ the religion,” when the
gallies returned to Valetta laden with the spoils of
the hated infidel, when the crescent was hawled
down amid the shouts of the Maltese sailors, and
the standard of St. John floated proudly in the
breeze. X

The Knights of Malta still retained an ancient
vestige of their former occupation, as attendants
on the sick, in the hospital, which they erected at
Valetta: With a pardonable ostentation, they
waited themselves on the infirm inmates, and
conveyed their food and medicines in silver
utensils. A large amount of plate belonging to
this charitable institution, fell into the hands -of
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the French, when they obtained possession of the
1sland.

Perhaps the most interesting part of Malta, as
connected with the history of the knights, is the
extreme point of the promontory, called Mt.
Xibaras, on which stands the comparatively
modern Fort of St. Elmo. It was witness to a
feat of self sacrifice and chivalry, which can
hardly find a parallel since the days of Leonidas.

At the commencement of the year 1565, the
celebrated Suliman filled the Ottoman throne, a
prince renowned for his success in war, and his
indelible hatred of the Christian name. The
capture of a Turkish vessel, belonging to one of
his favorites, had filled him with indignation
against the Knights of Malta, which was still
more increased by the complaints of a numerous
crowd, who beset him on his passage to the
Mosque, and demanded, with loud cries, satisfac-
tion for the losses they had sustained from the
enterprize, and restless activity of the galleys of
the order. The voice of his people found an
echo in the bosom of the monarch, and Suliman
determined to fit out a fleet and army, that should
reduce the island, and totally exterminate its



44 NOTES FROM NINEVEH,

defenders. One hundred and fifty-nine gallies,
received on board an armament of 30,000 men,
the flower of the Turkish troops, and on the 18th
May, 1565, these formidable invaders appeared in
sight of Malta. Besides these, their commander,
Mustapha Pasha, was promised the valuable aid of
the Viceroy of Algiers, the inveterate enemy of
the knights, whose prowess by sea, he had
proved on many occasions.

The Grand Master, Lavalette, could only
muster about 700 knights, and a motley force of
nearly 8,500 men, composed of the servants at
arms, the mercenary troops in the pay of the
order, and some peasants, and natives of the
island, whom attachment to the order, and fear of
the sanguinary cruelties of the Turks, had im-
pelled to take up arms. With these inadequate
numbers, he entrenched himself in the modern
town of Burgo, to the south of the great harbour,
having the Fort of St. Angelo, which had been
strongly garrisoned, between his forces and the
promontory of Xibaras. The latter place became
now of great importance, from its central position
between the two harbours, into one of which it

was necessary for the Turks to penetrate. The



NOTES FROM NINEVEH, 45

Commander Duguarras, with sixty knights, and a
company of infantry, shut themselves up in the
Fort of St. Elmo, determined to maintain it to
the last, even at the cost of their lives. It was
there the Turks made their first attack. On the
24th of May, the Pasha commanded a general
assault, but he was met with the utmost gallantry,
and repelled with a heavy loss. Attack after
attack was made in vain, but the number of the
defenders decreased daily, and notwithstanding
the succours dispatched from time to time, by the
“Grand Master, it became evident that the Fort
must shortly fall into the hands of the assailants.
At length, the Turks, having succeeded in pene-
trating a short distance into the mouth of the
great harbour, prevented any reinforcements from
reaching the devoted garrison, who thus aban-
doned to their fate, determined to prepare them-
selves for that death, which appeared to all
inevitable. The little band received with devo-
tion and fervour, the last Sacraments of the
Church, and then, embracing each other, they
repaired to the breach, bearing along with them
the wounded in chairs, and there awaited the

assault of their enemies. On the morning of the
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23rd. of June, the Pasha gave the signal to attack,
‘the conflict was sharp and decisive, and the fall of
the last knight, covered with wounds, was suc-
‘ceeded by the planting of the crescent on the
‘ramparts of St. Elmo. |
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CHAPTER 1V.

The East. Fellow-passengers. Cape Matapan. Syra. Greek
Church. Priesthood.  Smyrna. The Streets. Bazaars.
Mosque. Holy Shoes. Misadventure. = Departure from
Smyrna. Constantinople. '

At Malta, one seems to be on the frontier line
‘which separates the east from the west. Itisa
kind of neutral ground, on which the habits of
the Orient mingle with the usages of Europe.
In leaving it, therefore, I felt that I had quitted
for a time, that might be more or less prolonged,
‘all the associations and customs of past years.
‘Nor can I tell, whether in doing so, the emotions
of pleasure or regret most predominated. The
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feeling that a new world was opening before me,
was sobered by the reflection, that the old one was
fast passing away, never, perhaps, to be beheld
again by me.

The traveller for mere amusement, can leave
without regret, scenes that he may shortly an-
ticipate to welcome once more; but one whose
lot is fixed in the country to which he is journey-
ing, feels that the uncertainty of return, clothes
with interest each receding object. I could not
watch, with mere indifference, the distant towers
of Valetta, as our vessel moved on, and they
became gradually more indistinct, and soon dis-
appeared entirely from view.

For years, the east has exercised a mysterious
influence over the western mind. It has been the
El Dorado of the imagination, and still continues
to captivate, and allure the fancy, in spite of the
prosaic, and matter of fact attempts of modern
travellers to dissipate the illusion, and to destroy
the charm. The pages of Marco Polo, and
Mandeville, represent the east of our boyhood,
with its various marvels, its mysteries and its mag-
nificence, but the efforts and energies of their suc-
cessors have been used to demonstrate that Oriental
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gold is but tinsel, after all, and that its mysteries,
" and its marvels, are as shadowy and unreal as the
tales which amuse the uncriticising fancy of child-
hood. Truth is sometimes unpleasant, and we do
not always thank the hand, that tears down the
enchanted veil, and shews us squalidness and
misery, in the place of the gilded visions of
imagination.

My anticipations were, perhaps, less brilliant
than those of the untravelled generally are, for
during my stay at Malta, I had heard much of the
region to which I was going, and some of my
illusions were beginning to fade away. But, still
there remained much to expect, and to wish for,
and it was, therefore, upon the whole, rather
gratifying to find one-self once more en route.

My compagnons de voyage were as mixed a crew
as one might wish to see. There were three old
Jews with dirty gaberdines, and still dirtier faces,
whose grey, uncombed beards, hung raggedly down
almost to their waists. Their cunning eyes, as
stealthy as the glances of a cat, gleamed wilily
from beneath their high-arched eye-brows. They
seemed every moment to anticipate being either
deceived by craft, or plundered by violence. I

VOL. I. E
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could have pictured each of them in the position
of Isaac of York, eyeing ruefully, and sus-
piciously, the hot glowing bars of his dungeon
grate, and struggling internally with fear of pain,
and love of gold. They appeared like Ishmaelites
of the town, every man against them, and .they
against every one. A hard featured, stern looking
Monk, with the aspect of an Inquisitor, gazed
with undisguised contempt on the children of
Abraham, several of his brethren were near him,
all going to be employed in the Levantine Mis-
sions. One or two Oriental physiognomies mingled
with the group, on the main deck, looking awk-
ward, and by no means at home, in their semi-
European dress.

An Italian artist, with his sketch book under
his arm, was going to settle at Constantinople, for
he said, that in consequence of the progress of
civilization, the Turks might require his services
as a miniature painter. Another countryman of
his, who had picked up a smattering of physic
somewhere, intended to bestow on the unfortunate
Infidels, the fruits of his medical science. He
owned he knew little of drugs, but “ che fare”
times were hard, and he must live, even by other
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people’sdeaths. An interesting exile sought for that
liberty under the paternal Government of Turkey,
which was denied him under the equally paternal
régime of Austria. One man was going to teach
the Turks to ride, another intended to be their
instructor in the art of war. Verily, the poor
Ottomans had reason to exclaim, “save me from
my friends,” or rather from those who desire to
become such. Then there was the usual quota of
travelling Englishmen, looking stern and dis-
satisfied at every body, a shabbily dressed German
prince, with I do not know how many ancestors ;
and some gay and lively Frenchmen, who seemed
disposed to treat everything with a shrug and a
ma jfoi. An enthusiastic American was bent on
turning Sancta Sophia into a Presbyterian meet-
ing house, and had no doubt of success, although,
like George Primrose, he seemed to have forgot-
ten, that in order that he might teach the Turks
Christianity, it was necessary that they should first
teach him Turkish.

But we are in sight of land. Telescopes are in
requisition immediately. Guide books are pro-
duced, and referred to with much anxiety. A |
large map is spread over the covering of the

E 2
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hatchway, and the report that land is in sight,
seems to stir up every body to redoubled cheer-
fulness and activity. Young tourists, from college,
strain their eyes, and recall all their classical re-
collections. The deep blue eyes of the German
beam with enthusiasm, the Frenchmen become
silent for a moment; young ladies divide their
attention between Lord Byron and the horizon;
the Englishman lays down his newspaper; while
our American friend ejaculates nasally, that’s
Greece, I guess.”

And Greece it is, as we ascertain from the
Captain, or at least, a very barren part of it,
ycleped Cape Matapan. It is a rocky headland,
jutting out into the sea, respectable from its con-
nexions, but by no means interesting in itself,
and we look upon it as we should upon the ninety-
ninth cousin of Napoleon, or some other great man.
On the declivity towards the sea, a few stones piled
together, was pronounced to be a hermitage, but
it was uninhabited. Perhaps, the hermit had left
in disgust, at the modern innovation of steamers ;
perhaps, he was tired of contemplating nothing
save pontus ef aér; but all seemed to agree that
he had not been visible of late years. And now
we are entering the Archipelago.
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“ The Isles of Greece, the Isles of Greece,
‘Where burning Sappho lived and sang.”’

- But we saw no burning Sappho, only a few Greek
fisherwomen,who, with their long dishevelled locks
covering their shoulders, gazed at us as we moved
by them. At length, Syra was pronounced in
sight, and we soon discerned its cone shaped rock
emerging from the waters. We anchored in face
of the small town, situated at the foot of the
mountain, the higher part of which is inhabited
chiefly by Greek Catholics, or those members of
the Greek Church, who acknowledge the supre-
macy, and submit to the sway of the Roman
Pontiff.

A dilapidated flag, placed on the roof of the
quarantine establishment, announced that we were
on the point of entering the jurisdiction of King
Otho, upon whom one of our English fellow
travellers pronounced no very flattering eulo-
giums, as we entered the close and filthy streets
of his dominions. It seems to be an indisputable
axiom, with many of our errant countrymen, that
the Government of a foreign country is respon-
sible for every thing, even for the ill-washed
faces, and ragged garments of its subjects. The
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southern nations are not generally noted for
cleanliness, although one might expect that the
heat would render the cold bath a pleasing and
agreeable resort. Yet the use of the cold ele-
ment, is not common even in Turkey, where the
ablutions are performed in a room filled with
steam, and with almost boiling water.

The dress of the Greeks of Syra, was of a very
mixed character. Some of the loungers, whom .
we had encountered on landing, wore a bad imita-
tion of the European costume, others retained the
kilts, buskins, and jackets of their native land,
while a third party appeared in modern Egyp-
tian vestments. The two latter were, certainly,
more graceful than the former, yet the traveller,
who has worn or beheld the flowing robes of
Asia, will not be easily reconciled to their tight
compression of the arms and legs. The Greek, or
Albanian jacket struck one as being more com-
fortless, although, perhaps, more ornamental than
the dress coat of KEurope, while the buskins,
although they present an elegant and showy
appearance, must yield, in point of ease, to the
lnose, unfettered drawers of Turkey.

The streets of Syra are very steep, owing to
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the nature of the ground on which the town is
built. Its population, which exceeds 13,000, is
larger than the first view of the houses would
seem to warrant, but it appears credible enough,
after you have traversed the various ins and outs,
the turnings and the bends, which are most
numerous and complicated. After some difficulty,
we reached the house of the Rev. Mr. Hildner, a
German Clergyman, in the service of the English
Church Missionary Society. Mr. H. has opened
his schools, under the sanction of Government,
and is on good terms with the authorities,
both civil and Ecclesiastical. His establishment
consists of a school for boys, and another for
girls, and many of his pupils are children of the
most respectable Greek families.

It seemed strange to hear little Greek girls of
six or seven years of age, reading and translating
with ease and fluency, the pages of Herodotus and
Xenophon. But the similarity of the modern
dialect to the ancient Hellenic, renders this com-
paratively easy. One of our party, however, who
piqued himself upon his classical knowledge, was
unsuccessful in his attempts to converse in the
old dialect, with a little girl of ten years old, who
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professed to understand and speak Hellenic, but
the unintelligibility on both sides, was probably
occasioned by the difference of pronunciation.
The modern Greeks pronounce Beta, like v, and
Upsilon like 4, or y, while they give the Chi, a gut-
tural aspiration, like that of the German ¢k. The
diphthongs too, are nearly all pronounced alike, so
that the most eminent English scholar, would
have some difficulty in recognising by ear, even
the well-known verses of Homer, if they were read
aloud to him.

From the schools, we proceeded to the Greek
Church, a small, and by no means inelegant build-
ing, standing in the midst of a species of quad-
rangle, on the four sides of which were the dwell-
ings of the priests. They were all dressed in a
kind of long dark Cassock, reaching to the ancles,
over which was thrown a gown of black cloth.
Their hair was worn long, and surmounted by a
small round cap. Every one was bearded, for the
beard is considered all over the East, a necessary
appendage to the Priestly office. A Syrian Eccle-
siastic whom I knew at Malta, remarked of the
late Bishop Alexander, that he was a very good
man, but that he had no beard, and hinted that
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this latter disqualification for Episcopacy, was by
no means a light one.

The clergy of the Greek Church are permitted
to marry while in Deacons’ orders, but their bishops
and monks are unmarried. If, however, the wife
of a papas dies, he cannot give her a successor,
and it is said, that the knowledge of this gains for
her a larger amount of respect and attention than
is usually the lot of her sex in the East. A friend
of mine, who had resided some time in Syra, was
surprised on entering the house of one of the
principal priests, to find the reverend papas wash-
ing with his own hands, the linen of the household.
On enquiring the reason, the papas replied, “I do
this to save my wife labour, that she may live the
longer, for you know, oh Kyrie, that the law of our
Church does not permit me to have another, and
I wish to keep this as long as I can.” V

Preaching forms rarely a portion of the Greek
service, the people being instructed in their moral
duties, chiefly through the medium of the confes-
sional. Confession is one of the Seven Sacraments
which the Greeks hold in common with the
Latins, but among the former, the priest is for-
bidden to question the penitent, and the latter is
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~ not bound to reveal everything, but merely such
offences as seem to require ghostly counsel and
advice. In the Greek Church, the altar, which is
square in form, and strongly resembles our own,
is separated from the nave by a wooden screen,
richly decorated and hung with pictures of the
Saviour and the saints. These portraits have
frequently the heads, arms, or hands, formed of
thin silver plates, which are fastened to the
canvass, and present a curious medley, half-
image, half-picture. The pulpit; which, although
rarely used, forms generally part of the church
furniture, is always surmounted by the figure of a
dove, with extended wings, said to represent the
Holy Ghost. The part screened off from the
choir, is termed the Holy of Holies, and strictly
speaking, should never be entered by a layman,
but this rule is not always observed.

Leaving the church, we re-embarked, and in a
few hours were entering the gulph of Smyrna. Its
shores are formed by two ranges of mountains
which unite just above the city, in a kind of
semicircl.e.l The eye wanders with pleasure and
interest along the _thickly wooded declivities, till
its view rests upon the dark groves of cypress
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which indicate the site of the cemeteries, the cities
of the dead. At the foot of Mount Pagus, is seen
the modern town, extending itself along the Eastern
shore of the gulf, and marking by its domes and
minarets, the triumph of the crescent over the
Cross.

Smyrna is generally the first Oriental city that
greets the eye of the wanderer in Eastern climes,
nor does its aspect disappoint the poetical and
romantic visions which he may have felt disposed
to cherish. The gay colours, and almost Italian ex-
terior of the houses on the quay, conceal the nar-
row and somewhat filthy streets of the interior,
while the really elegant shapes of the domes and
minarets, which tower above them, delight as
much by their novelty, as by their intrinsic
beauty. As the eye wanders over the mass of
houses, it rests upon the rich and ' luxuriant
gardens which border the town, the picturesque
ruins that crown the summit of Mount Pagus,
and the not inelegant outlines of the villages in
the environs.

Nor is the illusion dispelled when on landing,
the new comer finds himself among the Oriental

crowd and gazes, with a mingled feeling of amaze-
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ment and admiration, on the rich flowing robes of
the East, or the gay and glittering costume of the
Albanians or Egyptians. As he proceeds along,
the narrow streets with their latticed houses,
excite his attention, which is perhaps, more rudely
solicited by a string of loaded camels, whose
driver jostles him unceremoniously aside as he
passes. Interruptions, indeed, the traveller must
expect at every step. Some of these will almost
recall to his memory, if he be classical, Horace’s
humorous accounts of similar troubles in the
streets of Rome. A carpenter, with a beam on his
shoulder, assails you in front, a file of Turkish
soldiers take you in the rear. A newly arrived
Englishman in Constantinople, was once cooly
pushed out of the way with the butt end of a
musket, for Turkish soldiers are not prone to
sacrifice much to the courtesies of life. You
stand engaged in mute admiration of some ancient
pillar placed in a modern wine-shop, when a yell
like the cry of a despairing Afrite bursts on your
ear, and you rush madly into the embraces of a
stout portly Armenian banker, very much to his
surprise and your own.

Yet, if heedless of these little inconveniences,
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you make your way into the Bazaai', and establish
yourself on one of the stools in front of any of the
coffee-houses, you will there be enabled to satiate
yourself to the full with Eastern peculiarities and
costumes. Inhaling the fumes of what you may
call, if you please, the pipe of contemplation, you
will not want objects to attract your attention,
and inspire you with interest. Above you is the
arched roof of the Bazaar, gracefully adorned with
Arabesque painting, and gay with many and bril-
liant devices. Around you are the shops of which
you have so often read in boyhood’s chosen classic,
the Arabian Nights. How astonished you are to
find instead of the large room usually dignified by
the name of a shop in London and Paris, its
Oriental namesake assuming the form and dimen-
sions of an English stall, or of one of those travel-
ling places of merchandize, which one meets with
in one’s peregrinations athome, laden with fruit or
cheap china. The Eastern shop is merely a small
square recess in the wall, having a board projecting
forth alittle way, which serves the double purpose
of a counterand a seat. On this the merchant sits
cross-legged, smoking his never failing pipe. You

feel in want of something, and would fain have
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dealings with him, but you are in a land where

business is not transacted with the same undigni-
fied and uncomfortable rapidity as in England or

America.

You make your salutation with much ceremony
to the merchant, which he returns in the same
manner. Mutual enquiries respecting each other’s
health then take place, after which the merchant
if respectable, sends for pipes and coffee, from the

‘next coffee-house, or if poor, he takes the pipe
~ from his lips, wipes the mouth-piece on his
sleeve, and hands it to you with a low bow, press-
- ing at the same time, his hand to his heart. In-
clining your head gently, you accept the proffered
kindness, and after some indifferent conversation
~venture to hint at the object of your visit. The
goods are brought forth and displayed upon the
board, while you make your choice. And, after a
little haggling, but very little if your tradesmanis a
- Turk, you pay your money, and with mutual salu-
tations depart rather with the air of one who has
received, than one who has conferred a favour.
The crowd of persons passing and repassing in
the Bazaars, is very great, and mingled with them
-are numbers of the fair sex, enveloped in veils,
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or rather wrappers of blue stuff, which reach
about half way down the long yellow boots, which
the Turkish ladies always wear abroad. Their faces
are partially concealed by another veil, or cloth
of white linen, which is so arranged as to leave
visible, only the eyes and the upper half of the
nose. Theyhavean unpleasant ghost-like appear-
ance, and reminded me almost of an old school-boy
acquaintance, the Ghoul wife Amina, who was
surprised by her husband while devouring a corpse
in the neighbouring cemetery.

As we were rambling through the streets, a
ragged looking Jew came up and offered to be our
guide, for a consideration of course. He was the
first Israelite I had seen dressed in the Oriental
garb, and it harmonised well with his peculiar
features and eastern physiognomy. Go where they
will, the Hebrews bear about with them the inde-
lible marks of their Asiatic origin. The samelove
of decoration, the same taste for gaudy colours ;
vea, the same appetite for fried fish, distinguish
the inhabitants of Damascus and the denizens of
Petticoat Lane. I even fancied, on entering the
Jewish quarter of Smyrna, that I recognised that
peculiar odour which characterises also those
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parts of London devoted to the sale of old
clothes.

As foreigners are allowed in Smyrna to visit the
mosques, we determined to avail ourselves of this
toleration, and desired our conductor to get us
admission. Fresh from Europe, we did not think
of the prejudices entertained by the Mohammedans
with regard to Jews, or anticipate that we should
incur the wrath of the faithful, by introducing a
Chefoot into the precincts of one of their places of
worship. We were soon reminded of whom we
had to deal with.

At the porch of the Great Mosque, the Jew
stopped, and entered into conversation with a
stout good-natured looking Mahommedan, who,
after a little whispering, consented to admit us.
We were ordered to pull off our shoes, and this
we were quite willing to do, but unfortunately a
lady of our party had on a pair of tightly laced
boots, and the lace got into a knot as she was
endeavouring in great haste to unfasten it, so that
they could not be taken off. Here was a dilemma,
The lady could not be left in the street, like the
heroine of some old knightly romance, surrounded
by ferocious-looking Saracens, and she was also
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very anxious to see the interior of a mosque. The
Jew offered our stout friend, who was a kind of
sexton there, a small douceur, but he shook his
head. The boots were tried again, but the tangled
lace was inexorable, and there seemed to be but
little chance of our gaining admittance.

At last, one of the standers-by recollected that a
great devotee, one Hadjee Mohammed Ibn Ab-
dallah, had left at his decease a pair of holy slip-
pers to the mosque, which slippers were said
to inherit the odour of sanctity. Now the shoes
of so great a man were evidently better than even
the feet or stockings of a female Kafir, and there-
fore it was agreed that our fair companion should
encase her feet, boots and all, in the holy slippers
of the late Hadjee. The slippers were brought ;
they were very dilapidated, very dirty, and if the
odour which exhaled from them was the odour of
sanctity, it was certainly not very grateful to the
nose. The lady gazed at the holy shoes for some
time, with indecision mingled with appr