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AT HOME AND ABROAD,

and tdtige from the earth in a balloon, was a bliss which I
wou'd-almost have given my life to enjoy. Perhaps the

root’of the instinet was the same in both cases; but Ma-

" .dame Pfeiffer’s desires shot off in a horizontal direction,

while mine went up perpendicularly.

I remember, as distinctly as if it were yesterday, the first
time this passion was gratified. Looking out of the gar-
ret window, on a bright May morning, I discovered a row
of slats which bad been nailed over the shingles for the
convenience of the carpenters, in roofing the house, and
had not been removed. Here was, at last, a chance to
reach the comb of the steep roof, and take my first look
abroad into the world! Not without some trepidation I
ventured out, and was soon seated astride of the sharp ridge.
Unknown forests, new fields and houses appeared to my
triumphant view. The prospect, though it did not extend
more than four miles in any direction, was boundless. Away
in the northwest, glimmering through the trees, was a white
object—probably the front of a distant barn ; but Ishouted

.to the astonished servant-girl, who had just discovered me

from the garden below: “I see the Falls of Niagara!”
‘With increase of knowledge, this instinct took the definite
form of a longing to see and to climb a mountain. My
nurse was an old Swiss woman, in the background of whose
stories stood the eternal Alps; some few of the neighbors
had seen the Blue Ridge (the members of our community,
generally, were as thoroughly attached to the soil as the
Russian serfs) and in our native region of softly-rounded
hills and small intervening valleys—a lovely reproduction
of English Warwickshire—the description of a mountain,
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the Highlands, the Catskills, Berkshire, and the Connecti.
cut Valley! Of co'urse, the tour must be accomplished
mostly on foot; and I confess I counted a little upon the
hospitality of the country-people for a meal or a bed, if my
purse should get very low. A fellow-apprentice, of ample
means (I believe he had twenty-seven dollars), agreed to
bear me company: ; and about the middle of May, 18483,
the necessary holiday was obtained from our employer.
My scanty baggage was contained in a soldier’s knapsack,
borrowed from a private of the “National Grays”—the
sole militia company in the place—and the gilded letters
“N. (1.” upon the back proved afterwards to be a source
of curiosity to the public—many persons, supposing me to
be an itinerant peddler, taking them to mean “New
Goods.” My money was entirely in quarter-dollars, as the
United States Bank was no more; and such things as
drafis, exchange brokers, etc., were unknown to me.

My companion, on account of his extensive means, deter-
mined to travel by railroad to New York, while I, who
wias obliged to foot it across the sands of New Jersey,
wtarted n day in advance, the rendezvous being a small
sodn water shop in John street, kept by a mutual acquaint-
snea,  Thoe steamboat from Philadelphia deposited me at
Bovdentown, on the forenoon of a warm, clear day. I
huekled on my knapsack, inquired the road to.Amboy, and
sruck off, resolutely, with the feelings of an explorer on
the threshold of great discoveries. The sun shone brightly,
the woods wore green, and the meadows were gay with
phlox and buttercups.  Walking was the natural impulse
of the musclen; and the glorious visions which the next
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gaze. Without waiting for my answer, she seized the pole,
and soon drew up the dripping bucket, which she placed
upon the curb. “I will get you a glass,” she then said,
and darted into the house—reappearing presently with a
tumbler in one hand and a plate of crisp tea-cakes in the
other. She stood beside me while I drank, and then ex-
tended the plate with a gesture more inviting than any
words would have been. I had had enough of cakes for
one day; but I took one, nevertheless, and put a second in
my pocket, at her kind persuasion. This was the first of
many kindnesses which I have received from strangers all
over the wide world; and there are few, if any, which I
shall remember longer.,

At sunset I had walked twenty-two miles, and had taken
to the rilroad track by way of a change, when I came
upon a treight train, which had stopped on account of some
slight acvident.  “ Where are youn going *” inquired the en-

Wy,

gineer, o Amboy.” ¢“Take you there for a quarter!”
It was too tempting: so I climbed upon the tender, and
rested my weary legs, while the pines and drifted sande
flow by us for an hour or more—and I had crossed New
Jorsey !

There was the ocean! At least T thought so, for I heard
the dash of waves on the beach, and the Neversink was
invisible in the fhint mist and moonlight.  Instead of sup-
por, 1 took a bath—tasted the water, and found it bitter-
malt,  ‘There was no doubt of it: I was swimming in the
Athmties. A deep sleep in some tavern followed; bat,
heaving at dayhireak the sad sea-waves again, T was up, and
down to the beach, hunting for shells, 1 expected to find
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“Two and a half!” eagerly shouted my companion. Evi-
dently the Peter Funks wished to lead him on gently, for
they allowed him to get the watch for four dollars. The
earnestness and volubility of the auctioneer amused me, and
I could with difficulty restrain my laughter. He, however,
put a different interpretation on my merriment, and looked
quickly away whenever he caught my eye. Innocent as I
was, he must have supposed that I understood the whole
business. “Let me see that watch—I'm a' watchmaker
myself,” said one of the heavy gentlemen. He opened it,
examined the works, and said: “It’s worn out; it won’t
go, but the silver is worth something. DIl allow you two
dollars for it, and scll you this, which I carry myself, for
five.” My companion was taken in a second time, and made
the exchange. The watch, however, though it was not
silver, kept pretty good time for a few wecks.

At night, the question was, Where shall we go? It
occurred to us, finally, that there was a hotel called the
IToward House, not far from John street. The size of the
building imposed upon us a little, but we had never heard
of more than twenty-five cents being paid for lodging, and
went cheerfully to bed. But in the morning our eyes
were opened. “Six shillings!” said the clerk, in anwer to
our inquiry. “SIx sHILLINGS!” we both mechanically re-
peated, in breathless astonishment. ¢ Yes, that is the regu-
lar charge,” he replied. We paid the money, in dumb
bewilderment, and went around to Gosling’s, in Ann street,
for our breakfasts. The next day, our names appeared in
the published list of arrivals at the Howard House, and that,
my companion declared, was worth at least four shillings.
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go beautiful. The green pasture-land, over which our road
lay, with its forests of pine and hemlock, singing in the joy
of the spring-time, charmed us scarcely less, and we walked
onward in a wild intoxication of delight. After we had
travelled about six miles, a country wagon came rattling
along behind us.  In it sat a short, thick-set farmer, with a
wife of still ampler proportions. As the wagon approached
us, he reined in his horses and shouted to us: “Get in!
get in! there’s plenty of room, and we’re going the same
way.” We cheerfully obeyed, and were soon on the most
intimate terms with the jolly people. “I said to myself|
the minute I saw you!” exclaimed the farmer, with a laugh
of intense satisfaction: “Ilere’s a couple of farmer’s boys,
who have just got their corn planted, and are taking a little
lark before hay-harvest. Tll help ’em along, that T willl
and you see I wasn’t wrong, Sarah ”’—turning to his wife.
“No, John,” said she, “you’re always in the right;” and
then whispered to me, who sat on the back seat with her,
“I do think my husband’s the best man in the world. We've
been married now goin® on thirty-six years, and we’ve never
fell out, as other married folks do. No, indeed !” Her
broad, happy face, no less than her determined voice, pro-
claimed the utter impossibility of such a thing.

“I've got a son, John,” she continued “and he’s lately mar-
ried, and gone to keepin’ house.  She's the nicest little
danghter-indaw I ever seen.  'Why, you wouldn’t know
but she was our own born child!™  The old lady was fairly
eloquent in praise of her son's wife. She explained to me
minutely how she kept her house in order, how many cows
she milked, how neat she was, how active, how savim?', how
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II.

A NIGHT WALK.

BerorE asking my readers to accompany me across the
ocean, in order that we may explore together those out-of-
the-way nooks of travel and life, which, because they do
not form an integral part of the tourist’s scheme, are gene-
rally omitted or overlooked (like the closets in a house)?
let me recall one more preliminary experience—of trifling
import, perhaps, yet it clings to my memory with wonder-
ful tenacity.

A year after my trip to the Catskills, I was occupied
with the preparations for a far more extensive and ambi-
tious journey. I found myself at last free, and though the
field before me was untried and difficult, I looked forward
to it with as light a heart as had carried me across New
Jersey and up the Hudson. My preparations were simple
enough—French and German grammars, a portfolio, and-a
few shirts. By the beginning of Juné (1844) I was ready
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Baltimore until the evening of the next day, and as the
steamer’s larder was not provided for such an emergency,
our fare consisted of salt meat and black coffee. The cap-
tain, however, apologised for his bad luck (the fact of our
being bound for Washington seemed to inspire him with
great respect), and made no charge for our hard fare,
“Let us,” said my cousin, as we stepped ashore at Balti-
more, “walk on to Ellicott’s Mills, which is only eight or
nine miles further, and sleep there to-night. We can then
easily go to Washington to-morrow.” This was a prudent
proposal, and we started without delay. The sun set, the
short twilight faded away, and it was about nine o’clock,
although not yet wholly dark, when we reached the little
village below the railroad viaduct. Tired and very hungry
—for we had not supped—we halted at the tavern, rejoic-
ing that our day’s journey was at an end. To our surprise,
the house was dark, and the doors locked. After knocking
vigorously for some time, an upper window was raised, and
a man’s head appeared: “ What do you want ?” he asked
in a surly tone. “We want lodgings. This is a tavern,
isn’t it ?2” said we. “Yes, it’s a tavern; but it’s too late
now. The law don’t ‘oblige me to keep it open after nine
o’clock.” “Well,” we mildly suggested, “it’s not so late
but you can come down and let us in.” “I tell you,” he
roared, ¢ the law don’t oblige me, and 1 won’t,”—where-
“upon he slammed down the window, remaining obstinately
deaf to our further knocks.
This was rather discouraging, especially as everybody in
the village seemed to be already in bed. There was nothing
to be done but to go on to the next tavern, which—as we
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We took the same steamer back to the mouth of the
Susquehanna, and walked the remaining thirty miles. I
reached home after midnight, and entering a bed-chamber
through the window, according to my usual custom, threw
some guests, who had arrived the day before, into a horrible
state of alarm,



ITI.

FIRST DIFFICULTIES WITH FOREIGN TONGUES.

I ax frequently asked whether travel in a country, with
the language of which you are unacquainted, is not attended
with great difficulty and embarrassment. All difficulties,
like all dangers, appear far more formidable at a distance
than when one is brought face to face with them; yet a
certain amount of experience is always necessary to enable
one to encounter perplexities of this kind with that courage
and s.elf-possession which take away half their terror at the
onset. If all mankind were suddenly deprived of the power
of speech, the embarrassment and confusion would be very
great for a few days; but a fortnight would not elapse
before government, business, and society would move on
in their accustomed courses. On entering a foreign coun-
try, however, you are only deprived of the faculty of com-
prehension.  The aids of tone and expression are added to
those of signs and gestures, and that unused power of
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outline of the French coast rose beyond the water, like the
shore of an unknown world. England can never seem a
foreign country to the American; and hence he cannot
thoroughly appreciate and enjoy it until @ffer he has
visited the Continent—until his home habits and pre-
judices have been so far obliterated that he can receive
impressions without constantly drawing comparisons, I
would advise every one who wishes to derive the greatest
advantage from a European tour, to visit England last of
all.

‘We were even more excited with the thought of cross-
ing the Channel than we had been, a month previous, with
the first sight of the Old World. The Ostend steamer,
which left only three times a week, was to start at four
o’clock in the morning, and we took carly lodgings at one
of the famous (or rather infamous) Dover taverns. There
were no “through lines” and ¢“through tickets,” as now,
when one may pass without detention from Liverpool to
the railroad stations nearest Asia. The landlord promised
to call us in season for the boat, but his looks did not
inspire us with confidence ; and our sleep, tormented with
the fear of being too late, was fortunately very broken
and disturbed. At three o’clock we rose and dressed by
moonlight. No one was stirring in the house. We waited
a quarter of an hour, and then groped our way down-stairs
to the coffee-room. Feeling around in the dark, we at last
reached the bell-rope and sounded a peal. The echoes
rang through the house, but no voice answered. The
outer door was doublelocked and the key taken away.
Just then, we heard the first bell rung on board the
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city, inspecting its ugly, ycllow houses, listening to the
queer Flemish dialect, wondering at the clatter of wooden
shoes—in short, in a general condition of astonishment and
open-mouthed observation.

At the station, the word ¢ Bruges” was sufficient to
procure us tickets; the exhibition of the tickets got our
baggage checked ; and we set out from Ostend, in high
glee at our success. In an hour we were at Bruges, feel-
ing a little less confident as we walked away from the sta-
tion. Here, however, we were accosted by a sort of
shabby valet-de-place, who spoke a few words of English,
and offered to guide us through the city for a franc. I
have not a very distinct recollection of our walk, except of
the dim, imposing cathedral (the first mediseval church I
ever entered), and some beautiful altar-pieces, from the
pencil of Hans Hemling. I remember, however, that the
evening was dark and rainy, and that I began, presently,
to feel miserably strange and lonely. The guide informed
us that a trekshuyt was to start that evening, on the canal,
for Ghent, and we could get passage, including a bed, for
three francs. He accordingly conducted us to the dark
old barge, and gave us into the captain’s care. We left
our knapsacks in the cabin; I went back to the town, in
the rain and twilight, to hear the chimes of the belfry in
the market-square, while my companions tried their luck
in purchasing material for a supper. They could point at
the articles displayed in the windows and on the shelves,
and offer pieces of money; but their choice was neces-
sarily restricted to what they saw, for they were unable to
ask for anything. 'Whenwe met again, in the low cabin of
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wine we should take. The favorite beverage at home then
was—and still is, in the West—coffee, even at dinner ; and
accordingly we ordered coffee. The man hesitated, as if
he had not rightly understood; but, on the brder being
repeated, brought us coffee, as if for breakfast, with French
rolls. Ile could scarcely believe his eyes, when he saw us
place the cups beside our beefsteaks and potatoes. We
tried the same experiment once or twice afterwards, but
were finally driven to taste the dreaded poison of the
Rhine. Finding, after a fair trial, that our health did not
suffer, nor our understandings become confused, we came
to the conclusion that we had been a little hasty in pro-
nouncing upon the nature of wine, from the representations
of those who had been ruined by whisky.

Our next day on the Rhine was a golden one. All these
‘little embarrassments were forgotten, when we saw the
Seven Mountains rising, fair and green, in a flood of sun-
shine—when we passed under the ramparts of Ehrenbreit-
stein, and heard the bugle-notes flung back from the rocks
of the Loreley. To me it was a wonderful, a glorious dream.,
I have tried, since then, to recall the magic of that day;
but in vain. I miss the purple tint breathed upon the hills
—the mystic repose of the sky—the sweetness of the air—
the marvellous splendor of the sunshine; or, perhaps, the
missing note, which alone could have restored the harmony
of the first impression, has been lost by me—the ardent
inspiration of youth, the light that <s once, on sea and land
—once, and never again !

I left my companions at Mayence, intending to visit
Frankfort, before proceeding to Heidelberg, where we
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Mr. Willis deposited me safely in the eilicagen for Heidel-
berg, where I remained quictly until I knew enough Ger-
man to travel with easc and comfort. Having mastered
one language, a second is acquired with half the difficulty ;
and I have, since then, had no particular trouble in picking
up enough of a strange tongue to cxpress simple and neces-
sary wants. The smallest stock upon which you can con-
veniently travel, is fifty words; which a man of ordinary
memory can learn in two or three hours. Let me advise
others, however, not to fall into the common mistake of
imagining that a man is deaf, because he cannot understand
you; neither clip your words, and speak a sort of broken or
inverted English, in the hope that it will be more easily
comprehended. I have heard of an American, who was
looked upon as an impostor in Europe, because he de-
clared he came from “’Mecca,” which he thought would
be better understood than if he had spoken out, like a sen-
sible man, syllable by syllable, the word— A-MER-I-CA.’:
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Have you ever known it, my friend? If not, I could
wish that you might have the experience for twenty-four
hours, only once in your life.

I remembered, at last, that during my first visit to Lon-
don, cighteen months previous, I had lodged a few nights
at & chop-house opposite the Aldgate Church-yard. The
price ot a bed was one shilling, which was within the com-
pass of my frane and a halt—and rest was even more to me
than food.  AsT passed through the crowd towards Cheap-
side and thence eastward to Aldgate, the lamps were lighted
and the twilight settled into a drear, rainy night. In the
lighted shops I saw joints of the dark crimson beef of Old
England, hams, fish, heads of lettuce—everything fresh,
succulent, and suggestive of bountiful boards. Men—the
very porters and street-sweepers, even—were going home
with their little packages of tea, shrimps, and penny rolls.
They all had homes to go to, and no care for the morrow:
how I envied them!

At last T reached the end of Aldgate, turned up the alley
beside the old church-yard, and entered the chop-house.
The landlord was a broad, pursy, puffy fellow, and his wife
a tall, keen, aquiline, and determined woman, who deserved
a better fate. She was intended by nature for the presi-
dency of a Charitable Association. The place had changed
proprietors, so that they could not recognise me, as I had
hoped. However, as there was a vacant bed, and they did
not manifest any special mistrust, I determined to abide
with them, and, professing great fatigue, was conducted to
my room at once. It was a bare apartment on the second
story, containing a miserable bed, an old spinnet, with
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pages and sent it to him, desiring his opinion of the form
of versitication—not without a secret hope that he might
be sufliciently impressed with the poem, to assist me in
finding a publisher. His answer was as follows :

“DeARr Sik: No form of stanza can iuterfero seriously with the effect of
goud poetry; but I do not think the labor implied in great complication
of stanza is ever likely to be repaid.  As, however, your poem is done, I
can only bid you God-speed ; and I am sure if it be, as a whole, as good
as the Eve, it will have a most encouraging reception here as well as in
America. Bernard Barton lives at Woodbridge, in Suffolk; and I have
no doubt he will be gratitied in hearing from you.

“ Yours, very truly,
J. G. LOCKHART."”

“ REGENT'S Panrk, April 7, 1846,

This letter, although kind and considerate, was never-
theless a sufficient hint to me. ¢ The Troubadour of
Provence” was finally laid away on the same shelf with
¢ The Liberated Titan,” and various other aspiring produc-
tions of youth. O, the dreams we dream! O, the poems
we write! Kind are the hands which hold us back from
rushing into print— tender the words which pronounce
such harsh judgment on our works! For a year, we
proudly curse the stupidity of our advisers—for ever after-
wards we bless them as our benefactors. Reader, that
knowest, peradventure, how many bad poems I have pub-
lished, little dreamest thou how many more worse ones a kind
fate has saved me from offering thee! I keep them still, as
a wholesome humiliation ; but they serve a double purpose.
They humiliate when exalted, but they encourage when
depressed. Therefore they have not been written in vain :
but, thank Heaven, they have ondy been written !
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Puaradise ; but there can be no deeper rest than that which
descends alike on heart, brain, and limbs. One must have
whirled for a year or two in the very vortex of our Ame-
rican life, to taste the repose of the ocean in its refreshing
fulness :
“ Duty and Care fade far away ;
What Toil may be we cannot guess:
Axa ghip anchored in a bay,
As a cloud at summer noon astray,
As water-blooms on a breezeless day—
So the heart slecps,
In thy calm deeps,

And dreams, Forgetfulness!”

With all the monotony of its calm, the tranquil expanse
of the Ocean is infinitely suggestive. When the land has
disappeared, your vessel is a planet wheeling its way
through blue ether. But it is a planet of which you are
the creator, and at your will its orbit may touch the shores
of many distant regions, passing through zones of heat and
cold, of light and darkness. During those Summer days,
in the Gulf Stream, it seemed to need but a swerve of the
prow to bring all the lands of the Old and New Continents
with our reach. Cross the distant ridge of the horizon,
glide down the watery slope beyond, and you touch the
Pillars of Hercules; yonder lics Teneriffe and® there the
jungles of Senegambia; here on our right, under the noon-
day sun, are the palms of Hayti, the perpetual verdure of
the Antilles. When the fogs of Newfoundland lift like an
arch, and a keen northwester comes straigcht down from
Labrador, look to the north, and you will hear in fancy the
























56 AT HOME AND ABROAD.

Queen  Elizabeth’s  dressing-room, looking down on the
lake, and the Leicester buildings, the most ruined of all
though the latest built.  All parts of the Castle are mantled
with the most superb ivy, thrusting its heavy arms between
the shattered mullions, climbing the towers and topping
them with mounds and overhanging cornices of dark,
brilliant green. T noticed one trunk three feet in diameter.
Our guide did not permit us to lose a single feature of
the ruin. After finishing the building, he took us the
round of the moat wall, and pointed out the most pictu-
resque cffects.  IIe knew the positions to a hair’s breadth,
and it was in vain that I attempted to disregard them. I
must stand with my back to the wall, and my feet in just
such a spot. “Now,” said he, “look between John o’
Gaunt’s building and the Leicester building, and you’ll
catch a nice bit of Ciwsar’'s Tower.” He could not go
wrong, for the ruins are beautiful and imposing from every
direction ; they arc the crowning charm and glory of one
of the most delicious pastoral landscapes in the world.
Warwick Castle, only six miles distant, offers a remarka-
ble contrast to Kenilworth. Like the latter, the date of its
foundation is unknown, and its most ancient part bears the
name of Cwmsar’s Tower; but while Kenilworth is fast tum-
bling to pieces, it remains entire, and is still inhabited in
every part. The father of the present Earl expended im-
mense sums in restoring and improving it. The grounds
have been so laid out and planted, that the Castle is not
seen from any part of the town, but by walking to the
bridge over the Avon, one may obtain a grand view of its
embattled front. The presentation of a card at the porter’s




































6% AT HOME AND ABROAD.

St~ rich in Listorie interest a< the Rhine, nor so

fLavirex its landscapes present the same enchant-

inr varety, @ ouchel with a mellower grace and a tenderer

Euman <encinient.  Here there is little to remind one of

b.ate and bl

~ishel. The quiet villages, nestled at the
oitraness of yet virgian valleys winding into the hills, are
dropping to pleves ouly by aze, and the sombre coloring
of the Miidtle Awes, which they still wear, does no vio-
letice to the pracetil repose of the cultivated slopes behind
them.

Among the passenzers on our little ceraft was a stout

ol

Freneh gentieman, whose musical veice and exquisite pro-

nutciition of Lis native tongue attracted me to him. In
the course f our conversation he confided to me the fact
that he had travelled from Liege to Heidelberg with Lola

Montes, and had arrived at the latter place on the previous

wvening, My Frenciman was extravagant in his admira-
tion of that wendertil woman; he could speak of nothing
elves R oot wae romuie extraordinaire—vraiment ex-
traordinain '™ And ke went on to relate to me several
curious inctdents whereot' he was witness.  He then pulled
out his eigar-case and showed me, carefully laid away in
the satest corner, two delicate white cigaritos which the
astonishing Lol had made with her own hands and given
to hi,

W passed Eberbach, s tine old town, situated in the lap of
w beantitul amphitheatre of hills and overlooked by the lofty
RNutandedd (Cavs-Baek), the highest peak of the Oden-
wall,  Bevend this feline huwp, which is arched in a state

of perpetual indiguation, the mountains are lower and the
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I felt sure it would richly repay a longer tramp than we
had made. Everything about it is fresh and unbackneyed.
The landlord said we were the first native Americans he
ever saw, and requested us to write our names in his book,
at the top of a new leaf,



VIII.
A WALK FROM HEIDELBERG TO NUREMBERG.

[OCTOBER, 1851.]

Parr II.—ROTHENBURG AND NUREMBERG.

RoTaENBURG—the name of which is scarcely mentioned in
guide-books—is one of the oldest and most remarkable
places in all Germany. Founded before the year 800, and
till the twelfth century under the dominion of the Counts
of Rothenburg, it was for seven hundred years a Free City
of the German Empire, having under its jurisdiction one
hundred and forty-three villages, and was only incorporated
with Bavaria in the beginning of the present century. As
the chief city in the old province of Mittel-Franken (Mid-
Franconia), it has always been an important place, and
through its present isolated position (being at some dis-
tance from any travelled route), still preserves much of its
ancient appearance and character. These facts I learned
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“was once besieged by Tilly and Wallenstein, but the
Senate and citizens made such a stubborn resistance that
it was taken with great difficulty. Tilly was so incensed
against the Burgomasters on this account that he ordered
them all to be beheaded and the city razed to the ground.
Nevertheless, they received him and Wallenstein in the
great hall of the Rathhaus, and had the finest old Tauber
wine brought up from the cellar. The Emperor’s goblet
was on the table, and Tilly drank, and Wallenstein drank,
till the liquor softened their iron mood. ¢You have good
liquor,’ said Tilly, ‘and no doubt good drinkers, too. If
any of you will drain this cup (lifting the Emperor’s gob-
let, which held about seven quarts) he and his comrades
shall be pardoned, and I will spare the city.’ The chief
Burgomaster was already on his way to execution, and
there was no time to lose. Thereupon, Herr Nusch, one
of the Senate, filled the mighty bowl, and lifting it to his
mouth with both bands, drank it dry, without stopping to
take breath. Tilly was as good as his word. A messen-
ger was at once dispatched to stay the execution; and the
street where he met the Chief Burgomaster on his way to
death, is called the Freudengasse (Street of Joy) to this
very day.”

We tried the Tauber wine with our supper, and found it
light, pure, and pleasant. Still, I should rather let the
headsman be summoned than perform Burgomaster Nusch’s
feat. During the evening, a number of persons called at
the inn, apparently to drink beer and smoke, but in reality
to see and question the Americans. I did my best, talking
in an atmosphere of bad tobacco till near midnight, but






























IX.

PANORAMA OF THE UPPER DANUBE.

[OCTOBER, 1851.]

‘Wane plodding along the highway from Vienna to Linz,
in the summer of 1845, I frequently saw the Danube
gleaming to the northward in the lap of its magnificent
valley. I crossed it afterwards at Ulm, where it comes
fresh from its fountains, and parted from it with my love
for its name and associations strengthened by the slight
acquaintance. But within the last five days I have sailed
four hundred miles on its breast, and felt its might and
majesty as never before. It has completely displaced the
Rhine, which I had held to be without peer among Euro-
pean rivers; and as this preference is contrary to the
general opinion (probably because one person visits the
Danube where ten visit the Rhine), a rapid sketch of the
scenery from Donauwérth to Vienna may help to justify it.
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of “nasty porter,” as I heard it called by a cocknev in Nu-
remberg. The smoke soon becomes so thick, and the to-
bacco is of such rank Austrian growth, that we retire to our
smothering beds. The steamer’s cannon rouses us at four
o'clock ; we are off at daylight, sweeping down between
the cold, dark mountains, and in spite of two hours’ delay
on account of fogs, succced in reaching Linz by ten
o’clock.

Nothing could be more gentle and agreecable than the Cus-
tom-House and passport examination, soothed as it was by
the extreme politeness of the officials. Austria received us
as tenderly as a mother would receive her returning children;
and so far as concerns her people, we profited by the change.
The Southern warmth, the grace and suavity of the Aus-
trian character, impress one very pleasantly after leaving the
muddy-headed Bavarians. 'We were obliged to remain till
next morning in Linz; but the soft, warm air, the gay Ita-
lian aspect of the streets, and the beauty of the surrounding
scenery reconciled us to the delay. Besides, from the
parapet of the Schlossberg, did we not hail the airy
ranges of the Noric and Styrian Alps ?

At last, however, after losing three hours in waiting for
the fog to disperse, we are off for Vienna. The sun comes
out bright and warm over the thousand islands in the channel
of the Danube. 'We are amotley crew: three Russians; an
Aumerican, fresh from Moscow, and on his way to Poland ; a
Scotch physician; an Austrian, whom I take to be a secret
spy, because he has a sneaking face, and talks in whispers
about Hungary; and a Carmelite monk, who is the very
picture of jolly humor and good living. The brisk air and
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Danube grander than the Rhine. The mountains are infi.
nitely finer in their native clothing of forests, rough though
it be, than in their Rhenish veneering of vine-terraces,
through which their crags of sterile rock show with the
effect of a garment out at the knees and elbows. The hills
of the Danube wear their forests of pine and larch and oak
as Attila might have worn his lion’s hide.

As we pass the magnificent monastery of Molk, our Car-
melite talks juicily of the glorious wines in the eellar, and
the good dinners which the Benedictines enjoy within its
walls. He tells of the hills in Hungary and Moravia where
the best wines grow, and his eves are still sparkling with
the remembrance of them as we reach the shattered crags
of Dirrenstein. We look up at the crumbling tower in
which Richard of the Lion Heart was imprisoned, and won-
der on which side of it stood Blondel, when he sang the
lay which discovered the royal captive. We feel our blood
grow warm and our hearts beat faster, as we think of that
story of faithful love. But the boat speeds on and brings
us to Stein, where we leave the mountains, and leave, alas !
our ruddy Carmelite. The best of wines be poured out to
him, wherever he goes !

The sun is just sinking into a bed of molten crimson and
yellow and amber-green, as we reach Tuln. Vienna is but
an hour distant, and the twilight is lonz and clear, but the
captain says stop, and we stop, heartily wishing oursclves
in an American boat, with an American captain, “ bound
to put her through by daylight.” We are indebted to the
influence of a young officer, in getting a bad supper from
an uncivil landlady on shore, and go back to the boat, where
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we lie all night in the cabin with aching bones, :md z.f&;hild’s
wooden stool for a pillow. '._.-:,‘

In the morning an hour’s steaming brought us to‘.l;i'f\;s's.'-
dorf, a village about three miles from the city, wheré we e
were landed and left to shift for ourselves. Four of us,': N
hired a fiacre and started with our baggage. A certificate "»:_

given us at Linz saved us the trouble of examination, and
we were not asked for our passports,



X.

THE ROAD FROM VIENNA TO TRIESTE.

[1851 AND 1857.]

StarTING from Vienna alone, on my way to the Orient, I
took my place in the afternoon train for Gloggnitz, at the
foot of the Semmering Alp. The level basin of the Danube,
at first barren, but afterwards covered with vineyards and
maizefields, extended wide on the left; on the right,
veiled in clouds, ran the ranges of the Styrian Alps. After
passing Neustadt, forty miles from Vienna, one of my
neighbors directed my attention to a spire which marked
the position of a village about two miles to the eastward.
That village, he said, was in Hungary, and so also was a
bold wooded ridge—one of the last spurs of the great Alpine
chain—which rose behind it. This ridge gradually ap-
proached us on the left, and the plain by degrees narrowed
into a valley. The beautiful vineyards which covered the
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120, 103, and 98 feet to the mile, though there are a few
rods on the Baltimore and Ohio which reach 140 feet.
The engineers who built the track over the Semmering
first visited the latter road, to which belongs the credit
of inaugurating mountain grades.]

At Gloggnitz I was obliged to wait until midnight for the
stage over the mountains to Mirzzuschlag. A handsome
Slave, whose acquaintance I had made in the car, accompa-
nied me to a café, where he took supper with me, before
going to his home, a few miles further. In the warmth of
his heart, he wanted me to go with him, and spend the
night under his roof. He had the most amiable wife in the
world, and a darling little boy, the very pearl of all infants,
only four months old. Before he was married, he was very
fond of dogs, but now they disgusted him : one child was
worth a million dogs. And then followed the whole his-
tory of his love and courtship, so naive, so simple, and
told with such delightful frankness, that my heart over-
flowed towards the good Slave. At parting, I gave him my
hand and a silent blessing on his honest and confiding
nature.

‘When one is obliged to wait at night in the barren room
of an inn, the hours are dreary enough. They had an end,
however, and I crept into a small stage, with three Ger-
mans, who instantly insisted on closing all the windows
and lighting their pipes. I like the Germans most heartily
in many respects, and I love their land next to my own. I
can sleep under their big feather-beds, and eat their hetero-
gencous dinners, and bear with patience their everlasting
delays: but I cannot tolerate their inveterate dread of
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is a meagre-looking place, and contains nothing of interest.
Most of the passengers for Trieste took the diligence on
arriving and travelled all night, but I preferred remaining
till morning, in order to make the journcy by daylight. At
the principal hotel I found an English Colonel, on his way
to India, who had made the same choice. We went to bed
carly, and were called up before daylight to take our coffece
and make ready to start. The Colonel was very anxious
to have a comfortable place, with not too many fellow-pas-
sengers, and gave the ZXellner no rest on the subject.
Finally, as the diligence was ready to start, the latter came
up, saying that he had found the very place—a sort of
coupé, in which there was no one but a lady. ¢Isshe
young and handsome, and does she speak French ?” asked
the Colonel, who was innocent of German. ¢ She is very
young and beautiful, and of course she speaks French,”
replied the kellner. Iereupon the officer took up his cloak
and went down, rejoicing over his agreeable companion ;
but what was his horror, when the day broke, to find a
Styrian Baroness, old, fat, frightfully plain, and ignorant of
French! I was more lucky, in finding a separate vehicle,
in.which there was a young Bavarian officer. I gave him a
cigar, he spread half of his camp-cloak over my knecs,
and thenceforth we fraternized perfectly.

It was a damp, dark morning, but the horns of the pos-
tilions blew a merry peal as we rolled out of Laybach.
The roads were in a miserable condition from recent
rains, and the wet plain over which we drove seemed
interminable. During the forenoon we passed over many
ranges of hills, running parallel with the coast, and inclos
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text cover the tables of the reading room. The Frank
and Mussulman are seen cheek by jowl in the arcades of
the Exchange, and if you go there at two o’clock your
cars will be stunned with the clatter of a dozen different

languages,
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without endangering the sanctity of his pledge. There
was a barrel of the coarser sort on deck, which served the
mongrel Greek and Dalmatian sailors instead of a water-
butt. Our day wound up with a cup of tea, made in good
English style. If one cannot endure such hardships as these,
while skirting the mountain-shores of Greece and Albania,
let him stick to his easy chair.

Our passengers were brought together from all parts of
the earth, and from some odd corners of Society. In the
after cabin there was a Greek, of the noble family of
Mavrocordato ; the English wife of a Turkish Bey, and a
German missionary with an English wife, bound for Bey-
rout. In the fore cabin, there were three Italian singers,
going to the Constantinopolitan opera; an Ionian; a most
ignorant Prussian, bound for Athens, and a Swiss. The
deck was occupied by a Jew and his family, on their way
to Jerusalem. The man wore a greasy gown of black
serge, with a beard reaching to his waist, and the whole
family represented to the life Thackeray’s

“filthy Jews to larboard,
Uncombed, unwashed, unbarbered.”

They had a young child, which squalled twice as loud as
any uncircumcised infant I ever heard. I recollect once
hearing a camp-meeting hymn which commenced ¢ What’s
became of the Hebrew children?” I think I could have
given information as to the locality of one of the aforesaid
children.

We pass unnoticed, the distant view of the Dalmatian
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tos were already behind us; Anti-Paros, Paros, and Naxos
retreated beyond cach other, far to the East; the low
shores of Delos rose in front, with Mykonos still further
off, and the hills of Tinos blushed in the sunrise over the
nearer coast of Syra. We doubled a rocky cape and
entered the harbor, just as the sunshine reached the top of
the mountain-cone on which the old city is built. The bril-
liant white of the flat Oriental houses, which rise tier above
tier up the craggy steep, contrasted finely with the soft
morning sky and the perfect ultramarine of the water. It
was something more than a sunrise to me; it was the
dawn of the Orient.

During a day and a half that we lay at anchor there, I
became quite as well acquainted with the city as I desired.
Its Oriental character holds good in every respect—all fair-
ness without and all filth within. There is but one respect-
able street, which you enter on landing—a sort of bazaar,
covered with ragged awning, and occupied by the principal'
merchants. The rest is a wilderness of dirty lanes, barely
wide enough for two persons to pass each other, and spread
for more than a mile along the mountain-side. You ascend
and descend between walls, just too high to prevent your
seeing anything, and after much labor, come to a halt in a
vile little court, breathing anything but balm, or perhaps
on the flat house-top of some astonished Greek. Then you
return, picking your steps with much trouble, and try
another course, but the twists and turns, the steps here and
there and the culs-desac so bewilder you, that you finish
by finding yourself just where you did not wish to go.
I tried the experiment twice, and after looking in on the
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manners possessed a native grace which I hardly expected
to find in such a locality. .

I rose before sunrise and went on shore, to make the
ascent of the lofty peak which rises behind the town.
Escaping from the tortuous lanes of New Syra, I crossed a
narrow plain to the foot of the old town, which rises like
an immense sugar-loaf, at the opening of a deep and rocky
glen. Here there are not even lanes, but only steps from
the bottom of the town to the top, up which the asses,
laden with water-jars, toiled painfully. The houses are
very old, and raised on arches in many places, where there
is not soil enough to hold them. For a while I climbed the
fatiguing steps without losing the way, but finally went
astray on the house-tops, and surprised the inhabitants. A
bare-legged boy, looking down from the next house above
me, shouted “San Giorgios?” I nodded my head, and
with a spring he was beside me, and went capering up the
steps asa guide, Three or four other urchins followed, and
when we reached the Church of St. George, which crowns
the sharp top of the cone, I had six attendants. The glen
below me was filled with a long array of women, with
water-jars on their heads, and boys driving laden asses,
going to and from the fountain behind the town. I pointed
to the fountain and then to the peak, which lifted its mar-
ble crags high above us, and made signs to the boys that
they should accompany me. Their wild black eyes sparkled
assent, and the tassels of the red caps fluttered in the wind
as they leaped down the rocks. We went at a breakneck
rate into the bottom of the glen, the shelvy sides of which
were laboriously formed into terraces, planted with figs,
oranges, and vines.
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and yellow in the sun, and all girdled by the same glorioue
blue of the sea. Here, almost at my feet, was Delos, where
Latona gave birth to Apollo and Diana; yonder Paros, the
birth-place of the Medicean Venus and the Dying Gladia-
tor ; behind it Naxos, sacred to Bacchus and Ariadne ; and
faint and far to the south, Nio, where Homer died. To the
west lay Thermia, Zea, and Andros, and away beyond An-
dros the shadowy hills of Negropont, the ancient Eubea.
Zea concealed the promontory of Cape Colonna, but be-
tween the island and Negropont, dim as a dream, stretched
the mainland of Attica, the tops of Hymettus. In the
northeast I distinguished Icaros and Samos, and in the
south the topmost summit of Milo. The feeling with which
I gazed on that panorama can scarcely be expressed in
words; or if in words, only in that speech taught by him
who was born on Delos.

On my return, I descended to the fountain, which gushes
from the solid rock, in the ravine behind the old town. It
is the same to which the pilgrims of old resorted for puri-
fication, before visiting the shrine of Apollo at Delos.
‘Without the supply of soft and pure water which it affords,
the island would not be habitable. I found a number of
women grouped around it, waiting to fill their heavy jars,
which they then bore off on their shoulders. The water is
sold in the town and even retailed by the glass to the sailors
along the quay. I came on board like one of the messen-
gers from Eshkol, bearing a cluster of transparent pink
grapes, which weighed more than four pounds.

‘We left Syra towards evening, our deck crowded with
Greeks, Turks, and Jews. On passing the strait between
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diate state referred to, than in the dreams of a perfeot
sleep. It is possible that the incident was real: many
persons would have accepted it as being so ; but I did not
feel sure enough of its reality to include it in my narrative
of travel. It is certainly more valuable as an illustration of
the singular force and vividness which mental impressions
attain, when the senses are in conscious operation, than as
a piece of actual experience.

An undoubted instance of the same kind happened to
me, while in California, in November, 1849. Starting from
Sacramento, on horseback, for a journey to the Mokelumne
and the American Fork, I was detained three days at a
lonely ranche near the Cosumne River, by a violent storm
of rain. On the fourth morning, the clouds broke away.
I saddled, swam the river, and took a faint trail leading
over the plains, intending to make Hick’s Ranche, twenty-
four miles distant, among the foot-hills of the Sierra
Nevada. Very soon, however, I lost the trail, which had
been completely washed out by the rain. Riding at hazard
towards the mountains, a sudden blind instinct—which I
never felt before, and cannot intelligibly describe—told me
to strike a bee-line in a certain direction. I thereupon took
my bearings by the distant snowy peaks, and rode slowly
on, my mare sinking to her knees at every step in the loose,
saturated soil. It was during this ride that I came upon
four grizzly bears, eating acorns in a little grove of oaks.
Our interview was like that of two Englishmen in the
desert : a momentary pause—a long stare—and each hurries
to get out of sight of the other. To be candid, I did not

desire an introduction.
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Two different explanations occurred to me. Either the
imaginative part of the brain-was dreaming, while the
senses were awake—as in the former cases—or the incident
was real, and the mysterious visitor was a somnambulist—
possibly a housekeeper or a chambermaid, unconsciously
repeating her rounds to see that everything was in order.
The vision of the lighted candle must have been an illusion
—an instantaneous dream—suggested by that electric spark
of light which is sometimes struck from the eyes on open*
ing them suddenly.

In all these experiences, notwithstanding the liveliness
and permanence of the impression produced on my mind,
I am fully satisfied that there was nothing whatever of a
supernatural character. So long as the visible world, and
the constitution of our mortal nature, furnishes us with a
sufficient explanation of such phenomena, why should we
lay hold upon the invisible and the immortal ?
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heard the servant’s voice calling: “Open the door, if you
please, sir; I have come to make the fire.” He was lying,
not in bed, but upon the floor, in the middle of the room.
The snuffers were still in his hand ; but the long steel points
were bent double. The morning light already shone through
the crack of the door. By the time he was fully aroused,
he had recovered his self-possession, and at once admitted
the servant. ‘“Holy cross!” exclaimed the man—‘“how
pale you are! What has happened ?” “Nothing what-
ever,” answered the traveller, “except that the fire has
gone out, and I am almost dead of cold.” He protested
to the landlord that he passed a very pleasant night, and
ridiculed the notion of the house being haunted ; but took
good care, nevertheless, to leave the town in the course of
the day.

My readers can themselves apply to this story the expla-
nation I have suggested. And so, let us now bid farewell
to the border-land of dreams!
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a chair T saw a bridze in the mooalight, which I took to be
the faimang hridge of Ronse’™s Pomme.

The aewr morning. while waiting for the cars, [ was
familiar's addresserd hy a2 gentleman. as < Mr. Joseph
Woapniea™  Tntic T meet the real Whipples, I cannot
totl vien of e ie enmpiimented by the resemblance. There
*w 3 -oite Canadian Castom-er in attendance, who toek
My aranie ward a2 evidence that I was no smuggler, and
marked 2 dentle eross on all my baggaze, which admitted
it anavened into Canada. The worls = Trurerse de chemin
Ao for (Fomk ot for the locomotive when the bell rings?),
at the eronsinga, first to.d me that I had emesed the froatier.
The conntry waa flat a3 a pancake, wet and dreary ; log huts,
painted red, atieml here and there, alternating with stunted
wonds and fielda full of charred pinestampe. At the
stopping-places, | 2aw men with round fur caps, and bread,
hardy faces, who spoke French with a savage accent, which
made it sonnd like another Janguage. In some places they
were ploughing in the ficlds with real Canadian ponies. We
followed the conrse of the St. Johns River, which gleamed
brightly on our right, and in something over an hour came
to the flourishing town of St. Johns, near which there is 3
very picturesque, isolated hill. Here the road swerved to
the north-west, and made direct for St. Lambert, opposite
Montreal.

When we got out of the cars, on the long pier, and saw
the stately city rising behind its massive quays, I could
have believed myself—but for the breadth and swiftness of
the St. Lawrence—on the banks of the Seine. The sun
suddenly shone out, gilding the lofty towers of the cathedral,
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it was said we should not reach before midnight, but did
not s-.ck my state-room until we had touched at Morris-
town and Brockviile, the former on the American, the
latter on the Canadian shore.  They are both thriving
places, but Brockville bore away the palm of appearance,
in the moonlight.

Speaking of” palms reminds me how I longed to be back
again inside the Tropies that night.  When I went to my
state-room, the pitcher contained a solid lump of ice instead
of water. The loose window rattled in the wind, and as
the bedding was eut according to the width of the berth,
I leave the reader to imagine whether a man could tuck
himself” in or not. The long night passed away in a weary
battle, whercin Cold did not lose a single intrenchment,
but Sleep was utterly routed, and fled. I diversified my
miscry by looking out on the wintry shores, which were
coldly lighted by the moon. I have an idea that I saw
some of the Thousand Islands, but I was in such a numb,
torpid, halfawake state, that T cannot to this day tell
whether it was a dream or a reality. I certainly have in
my mind the images of three or four natural piers of rock,
surmounted with dark clumps of pine, but they are of such
a singularly weird aspect that I haltf-suspect they belong to
the realm of dreams.

The lurid glare of the dawn upon a black sky at last
called me from my freezing berth. 'We were in the harbor
of Kingston, trying to make fast to the wharf] for it blew a
gale. The wind was so violent that the captain at once
gave up all idea of proceeding further. I saw a boat,
manned by six oarsmen, put off in the endeavor to reach a
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he forests and the mountains, steeped in the flavor

'k and fir. But, wild mountaineer as it is, it

r like the rest of us, and keeps many a mill-wheel

From Watertown I came southwards, and succeceded in

enjoying the last days of the Indian Summer, before the
winter from which I had fled overtook me again.



XVI.

THE MAMNOTH CAVE

{MAY, 1838

Paer L—Tax Jorexey Tormeez.

WE were a family party of six, and ourselves and our
baggage, including a bucket for the horses. just filled two
carriages. It was our intention to have leff New Albany,
Ind. (where we had been sojourning a day or two), in the
morning. in order to reach Eiizabethtown the same evening ;
bat the heavy rains of the previcus night prevented us
from starting before noon. Crossing the Ohio River to
Portland we struck the Nashville turnpike on the outskirts
of Louisville, and took up our journey towards Salt River,
twenty-two miles distant. The country through which we
passed is low, slightly undulating, and very fertile. Now
and then appeared an old family mansion surrounded by its
orchards and gardens, and presenting much the same aspect
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passed a log cabin and clearing, beyond which our way
was blocked up by a tree which had Leen blown down
by the winds. Two of us took rails from the fence to
serve as levers, and as the ladies joined in the work with
good will, the log was gradually heaved aside sufliciently
to allow the carringes to pass. After our labors were over
three men (inmates of the log-cabin) arrived for the pur-
pose of assisting us. Crossing a deep valley, we climbed
an opposite ridge, by a very steep and difticult road, and
seeing the long, wooded crest of the hill extending far
before us, supposed that the worst part of' the journey was
over. But exactly at this juncture the tongue of my car-
riage snapped in twain in consequence of a sudden wrench,
and we were left stranded.  We had neither ropes, knives,
nor implements of any kind, and, after holding a council of
war, decided that the only thing to be done was to leave
the wreck in the woods. We succeeded in detaching the
broken parts, lashing them to the remaining carringe, and
mounting three persons upon the two horses, using the
carriage cushions as saddles. One of the natives of this
region, who had ridden up immediately afier the accident,
stood watching us during these proccedings, and at their
close observed: “ Well, T guess yowre the right stripe:
you can get along ”—after which he left us.

‘We made slow but merry travel through the seven miles
of forest intervening between us and the Cave Hotel, where
we arrived in season for dinner, without further accident.



XVII.
THE MAMMOTH CAVE.

[MAY, 1855.]

Parr II.—TuE Fiest JourNEYy UNDER GROUND.

NorwiTHSTANDING the irregular order of our arrival, after
our mishap in the woods, we were cordially welcomed i)y
Mr. Miller, the host. The hotel is a long, straggling pile
of wooden buildings, with stone chimneys attached to the
exterior at the gable ends. A wing of furnished apart-
ments joins its northern end, fronting upon a lawn where
tall forest trees have been allowed to stand in their natural
attitudes and groupings. The main body of the hotel, with
this wing, farnishes at least six hundred feet of portico,
forming one of the most delightful promenades imaginable
for Summer weather. Around the place intervenes a nar-
row girdle of cleared land, beyond which stand the primi-
tive woods, wherein the deer and wild turkey still make
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hue, intensely bright, and the sky was paler but more
luminous than usual. The air, by contrast with the exhila-
rating nitrous atmosphere below, felt close, unpleasantly
warm, and oppressive—like that of an ill-ventilated green-
house in Winter. There was too much perfume in it—too
many varieties of vegetable smells—for I found that the
short absence had made my scent unusually keen and
intelligent. This first sensation soon wore off, and left us
with no other unpleasant effect from our trip than that of
great hunger, of which Mr. Miller speedily relieved us.



XVI1IL.
THE MAMMOTH CAVE.

[MAY, 1855.]

Parr II.—A Day Bevoxp THE STYX,

ThE next morning we made preparations for an early start,
as we had a long day’s journey before us. Our party wae
increased to eleven by the addition of a bridal pair, a young
Tennessean, and two silent Boston gentlemen. We had
two guides: Stephen, whom I had specially engaged, and
Mat. The ladies, with one exception, were attired in
Bloomer costume, greatly to the merriment of the party,
but much to their own convenience. Dresses are kept at
the hotel for the use of lady visitors, and I would advise all
such to make use of them. In addition to the supply of
lamps the guides carried canteens of oil and baskets of
provisions for the dinner we were to make in the regions
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ot hunchoa olustoring so thickly as to conceal the leaves,
g for over vipe and for ever unplucked in that marvellous
vintage of the subterranean world.  For whose hand shall
sipieeas Lthe black, infornal wine from the grapes that grow
buyond Lothe ¥

Mounting for a short distance, this new avenue suddenly
turnend ta the loft, widened, and became level ; the ceiling is
luw, but beautitully vaulted, and Washington’s Hall, which
W auph renchedd, b vireular, and upwards of a hundred feet
in disetor,  This is the usual dining-room of parties who
gw by owd the rivers,  Nearly five hours had now elapsed
sinee we ontered the cave, and five hours spent in that
Wwing, stimulating atmosphere might well justify the
langing gl which we cast upon the baskets carried by
the guides.  Mr. Miller had foreseen our appetites, and
thure wura stores of vonison, biseuit, ham, and pastry, more
thuu sufligient for all, - We made our mid-day or rather mid:
wight woal witting, like the nymph who wrought Excalibur,

“Upon the hidden basea of the hills”

Luevied te holow the greon Kentucky forests, far below the
togetten sunshine. For in the cave you forget that there
e uetor warlib somowhere above you. The hours have
Gas te g - Ve cases to bot no thought of labor, no
¢ wa o terpaetldlity, wo twinge of conscience, intrudes to

¢ e eattonen yon have left, You walk in some

v oncponnd the suudines al astual life, yet no nearer the
o v oopwate Vet part b osould not shake off the
vt bwaeowaidoring on the outside of Uranus






. her sisters

} mammary
ing beneatk
! soil which
‘oses, singly
base of the
1dulous cac-
diamonded
ts curiously
leaves; and
«der enough
hes of gyp-
ace of iron.
is no cessa-
ooms burst
| the brittle
o the floor.
it has done

travels was
ere. Why
flowers and
8o wonder-
ms and the

seemed to
1ations of a
1 informing
1e agencies
tk for thou

[ o










































XIX.

MACKINAW, AND THE LAKES.

[1855.]

By some coincidence or fatality I never visit St. Louis, or
Springfield, Ill., without taking rain with me. When I left
the former city, on the morning of the 17th of May, the
streets were full of mud and the sky dark and leaky. As
we reached Alton the rain began to fall vigorously, bright-
ening the green of the prairies over which we sped, it is
true, but shutting in their horizon, so that we had all of
their monotony with none of their glorious expansion.
Springfield, which we reached in due time, was in a state
that recalled my Winter’s experiences—including loss of
overshoes. I made no allusion to the fact, however; for I
have already discovered that you cannot touch up a West-
ern town or railroad, even in a jocular way, without excit-
ing some rampant local prejudice and superfluous indigna-
tion. In the West all the traits of our national character




































X X.

A TELEGRAPHIC TR{P TO NEWFOUNDLAND.,

[AUGUST, 18585.]

I.—HarFax AND PORT-AUX-BAsqQuzs.

TaE stcamer James Adger, chartered by the New York
and Newfoundland Telegraph Company for the purpose of
laying the submarine cable across the Gulf of St. Lawrence,
left New York on the 7th of August. In addition to Peter
Cooper,Cyrus W. Field, and Professor Morse—the managers
of the enterprise—and their families, a large number of
invited guests, several of whom were ladies, accompanied
the expedition. A summer voyage to regions then so
little known presented strong attractions, and the trip
was commenced under the most cheerful and agreeable
auspices. The line of telegraph from New York to St.
Johns, which was then nearly completed, with the excep-
tion of the submarine portion, was the precursor of the
Transatlantic Cable, and the prospect of finally carrying
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persons in the streets. We should probably have touched
there but for the fact that the French government exacts a
duty of three francs a ton on all foreign shipping entering
the port. St. Pierre is to be made a naval station, and
the Government designs sending large numbers of re-
cruits for the marine to be educated in the fishing service.
There is no better school in the world to make hardy
sailors,



XXI.

A TELEGRAPHIC TRIP TO NEWFOUNDLAND.

[AUGUST, 1855.]

IL.—Sr. JoBrNS, AND A WALK To ToPSAIL.

I was lying in my berth, in one of the deck statgrooms,
on Monday morning, when a sailor came up to the open
window and said: “You’d better get up, Sir; we shall be
at St. Johns in an hour.” I took his advice at once, hur-
ried on my clothes, and got on deck in time to see us pass
Cape Spear, a bare, green headland, crowned with a light-
house, beyond which the coast trends westward for several
miles. The land was lofty, presenting a bold front to the
sea, and the entrance to St. Johns Harbor, which our little
pilot pointed out to me in front of us, was a narrow gap
between two precipitous hills whose bases almost touched.
The morning was rainy and overcast, but not foggy, and
the approach to the shore was so secure that we made




















































































XXIII.

A TELEGRAPHIC TRIP TO NEWFOUNDLAND,

[AUGUST, 1855.]

JV.~—A TrawmP INTO THE INTERIOR.

ArTER clearing Cape Spear, on Saturday afternoon, we
stood down the coast, intending to stop for the night at the
Bay of Bulls, about twenty miles distant, in order to put
the steamer in proper trim. The hills rose abruptly from
the water’s edge to the height of seven or eight hundred
feet, their ribs and shoulders of dark-red rock but scantily
clothed with a covering of gray moss, sheep’s laurel, and
dwarf fir-trees. There are neither rocks nor shoals on this
part of the coast, and the steamer might have sailed to
Cape Race within a gunshot of the land. The deep sea-
swells, caught in the innumerable clefts and hollows of the
rocks, burst upwards in enormous jets of foam, which sub-
sided to rise again after a minute or two of calm. In one




































XXIV.

A TELEGRAPHIC TRIP TO NEWFOUNDLAND.

[AUGUST, 1855.]

V.—CarE RAY, AND THE NEWFOUNDLAND FISHERMEN.

Ir was dusk on Tuesday evening before the James Adger
made her appearance off Port-aux-Basques, returning from
Cape Breton. I had made arrangements to pass the night
in one of the houses on shore, and as the fog was beginning
to gather, and the Victoria had not yet made her appear-
ance, judged that I should be safe in remaining. Dr. and
Mrs. Sayre, who had made a journey to Cape Ray the
previous day, and camped all night in a thicket of spruce,
had found accommodations with our friend Butt, and Genge
offered me similar hospitality. Both of these men offered
us every kindness in their power—bringing us their heavy,
well-oiled boots and thick woollen socks in exchange for our
own, which were thoroughly soaked by our tramp over the
hills. Their rough, hearty bluntness assured me that ¥
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rising all day, blew so violently that it was found necessary
to cut the cable in order to save the bark from foundering.
Thus disastrously terminated our expedition, which, how-
ever, was repeated with complete success the following
summer. The next morning we reached Sydney, on Cape
Breton, took on board a fresh supply of coal, and then
returned to New York, having been absent a month.
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girls, without any apparent effect, surprised me. It was a
stronger proof than I had yet had of the vigor of their
constitutions.

Before leaving the dancing-hall I gave the leader what
we should consider a very trifling fee, but it was so large in
his eyes, that the munificence of the American guest was
talked of all over the village. We were serenaded again
the next day, and through the harmless fraternization of
the Kirmse, received the most friendly and familiar greet-
ings on all sides. As for the Forester, who accompanied
us a mile or two of our way, we parted from him as from
an old friend, and the days we spent under his roof and
beside his camp-fire will not live longer in his memory than
in ours,

15
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XXVIII.

INTERVIEWS WITH GERMAN AUTHORS.

WaiLE at Coburg in the beginning of October, 1852, I
paid a visit to Rickert, the poet, who has a small estate in
the adjoining village of Neusass. He has the reputation of
being a cold, ascetic man, and never mingles in society.
Very few of the Coburgers know him, and many have
never once seen him. I fell in with a student of the Orien-
tal languages who had some acquaintance with him, and
accompanied me to his house. As we were passing through
the garden we came iipon him suddenly, standing in the
midst of a great bed of rose-bushes and gathering the
seeds of flowers. In this occupation I recognised the
author of “ Oriental Roses,” but scarcely the poet of Love,
the ardent disciple of Hafiz, in the tall, stern, gray-haired
man who stood before me. His manner at first was rather
cold and constrained, but it was the constraint of a scholar,
unaccustomed to strange faces, and therefore ill at ease,
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bad wind, because T hated them, as I hate you, and all the
brood of thieves who have robbed me and my people of
our land.” I referred to the character of Niels ITelgestad,
and spoke of his strong resemblance, in many respects, to
one of our Yankee traders of the harder and coarser kind.
Mugge assured me that I would find many of the same
type still existing, when I should visit the Lofoden isles.
He spent a Summer among the scenes described in “Afraja,”
and his descriptions are so remarkably faithful that Alex-
ander Ziegler used the book as his best guide in going over
the same ground.
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II, to which he was bidden. “You will pass through
Berlin on your way to Moscow ?” said he., ¢ Yes.
“ Well—I must be polite enough to live until then. You
must bring your wife with you. Oh, I know all about it,
and you must not think, because I have never been married
myself, that I do not congratulate you.” After these cor-
dial words, and a clasp of the hand, in which there was
nothing weak or tremulous, I parted from the immortal
old man.



XXX.
SUMMER GOSSIP FROM ENGLAND.

[1857.1

As it was necessary that I should visit London on matters
of business, before proceeding to Norway, I took the
opportunity of accompanying my brother and sisters as far
as Southampton, on their voyage home. Leaving Gotha
on the 9th of June, we went by rail to Bremen, by way of
Cassel and Hanover. The only thing in the former city
which we had time to visit was the celcbrated Ruthskeller,
or crypt of the old Hall of Council. This is renowned
through all Germany for its tuns of Rhenish wine, of the
most undoubted antiquity. They are kept in great vaults,
distinguished by different titles. That of the “Twelve
Apostles” has been immortalized by Hauff and Heine, but
the apostolical wines are not so fine as those authors would
have us believe. Each cask bears the name of one of the
Apostles; they contain wine of the vintage of 1718, which
























XXXI.

THE CASTLES OF THE GLEICHEN.,

[SEPTEMBER, 1858.]

No part of Germany is so rich, either in romantic legends
or in picturesque historical associations, as that portion of
ancient Thiringia which is now parcelled into the Duchies
of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, Saxe-Weimar, and Meiningen. The
range of mountains, called the Thiiringerwald (Thiringian
Forest), the Wartburg with its memories of Luther and the
Minnesingers, and the beautiful valleys of the Saale and the
Ilm, have become not only storied, but classic ground ; yet,
I venture to say, not more than one out of every hundred
of the American travellers who visit Germany ever see more
of this region than may be caught from the window of a
railway carriage, bound from Frankfurt to Leipzig. To
me, many of those spots are almost as familiar as the
place of my nativity ; and for that very reason, perhaps,








































































398 AT HOME AND ABROAD.

Karl August, their princely friend, lies near—not between
them, as he desired—for Weimar is intensely aristocratic
and proper. But it is better so. The true noblemen sleep
together, separated from the crowd of nominal and acci-
dental ones.




































XXXIV.

THE THREE HUNDREDTH ANNIVERSARY OF
THE UNIVERSITY OF JENA.

[AUGUST, 1858.]

In Europe the year 1858 was distinguished principally for
the number of civic and military festivals of a national
character, which were celebrated in various countries.
Greece had her royal jubilee; Russia, the dedication of
her greatest church; Sweden and Norway, their camp at
Axevalla; Spain, her water celcbration at Madrid; and
France, her pompous show at Cherbourg. In Germany,
the great event of the year was the celebration of the
three-hundredth anniversary of the University of Jena—
a festival which possesses more than local importance,
through the peculiar history of this University, and the
part which its students have taken in the political move-
ments of the last half century. To no institution of the
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solation,” composed by John Frederick himself, when a
captive in Austria. As a specimen of the sturdy, downright
language of the times—of the dialect whose words were
more potent than cannon-balls, in the mouth of Luther, T
translate a few stanzas of it:

As't pleases God, so it pleases me:
Nor am I led astray,
Though biting smoke confound mine eyes,
And though along my way
All is obscure,
Yet I am sure
That God doth clearly see it:
As He may send,
So must it end :
If’t must be, then, so be it:

As't pleases God, I am content,
I care not for the rest;
‘What's not to be, why, let it go—
The obedieht heart is blest.
Although my mind
Be scarce resigned,
His grace will grant assistance:
I firmly trust—
What must be, must;
'Gainst God there’s no resistance.

As't pleases God, so let it pass:
The birds may take my sorrow;
If fortune shuns my house to-day,
T'll wait until to-morrow.
The goods I have
I still shall save,
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although the Commers was prolonged until after mid.
night. For two or three days afterwards, however, there
were festivals of the societies in all the neighboring vil.
lages, and the three or four thousand guests who departed
on the 18th were scarcely missed, so great was the crowd
that remained. Before leaving, I again made the round of
the city,in order to view the residences of the distin-
guished men who have, at different times, made their
homes there. Every house where a great man had resided
bore a shield, inscribed with his name and the date of his
visit. The popularity of the University may be judged
from the fact that there were nearly three hundred of these
shields. I will give some of the most notable :

Arndt, 1794, Melancthon, 1527-1585.

Blumenbach, 1770.

Eichhorn, 1775-1788.

Fichte, 1794-1799.

Charles Follen, 1818-1819.
Goethe.

Hegel, 1801-18017.

‘Wilhelm von Humboldt, 1797.
Alexander von Humboldt, 1791.
Klopstock, 1745,

Kotzebue, 1779-1781,
Leibnitz, 1662.

Martin Luther, 1522,

Museeus, 1754.
Oken, 1805-1819.
Puffendorf, 1656.
Ruckert, 1811.
Schelling, 1798.
Schiller, 1789-1799.
Schlegel, 1798-1802.
Schubert, 1801.
Tieck, 1799.

Voss, 1802-1805,
De Wette, 1805.
‘Winkelmann, 1741.

Count Zinzendorf, 1728,

On the following afternoon we bade adieu to Jena, foot-
ing it back over the uplands to Apolda. The garlands of
oak leaves were a little withered, but the scarlet ash-






XXXV.

SOME ENGLISH CELEBRITIES.

DuriNG a visit to London in September, 1851, I spent ten
days in the same house with Robert Owen, the great
Socialist, whose recent death has recalled public attention
to his life and labors. He was then nearly eighty years old,
but as bright, gay, cheerful, and hopeful as a young man.
Even then, after so many failures and disappointments, his
confidence in the speedy success of his plans was unbounded.
In fact, when you looked upon the mild, benevolent brow,
the clear bluish-gray eye, and the persuasive mouth of the
old man, it was difficult to call him away from his sunny
theories to the hard, conflicting facts which arose in your
mind. But he would not be called away: his hope over-
flowed everything, and your arguments lay buried a thou-
sand fathoms deep under his gorgeous promises for the
future. In this respect, he was almost a phenomenon.
“Why,” he would exclaim, “you have only to let man-
kind know what the right plan of Government, the true


































































XXXVII.

ASPECTS OF GERMAN SOCIETY.

FroM a cursory view, there would appear to be little diffi r-
ence in the outward form and mould of Society, in all
civilized countries, at the present time. So great is the
amount of intercourse between the different nationalities,
that a uniform set of conventional observances now passes
current everywhere. The same ordinary forms of courtesy
flourish in the latitude of New York and St. Petersburg,
Stockholm and Madrid.

It is, therefore, only in the more intimate circles of private
and domestic life, that we still find the peculiar traits exist-
ing, which distinguish one people from another—traits which
will no doubt be gradually effaced under that tremendous
levelling system, which has already swept away the distinc-
tions of costume and of address. These characteristic
agpects of Society are most interesting among the German
and Scandinavian races, on account of their marked domes-
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vailing under a long-established Government, and the
freedom of a matured and settled Society. With complete
political independence, we must still endure a social
tyranny. The opinion of the community in which we live,
with regard to our own opinions, actions, and habits of life,
is the Autocrat that rules us. Where this public opinion
is enlightened, liberal, and generous, very well ; no home in
the world can be more fortunate. But where it is narrow
and uncharitable, resist it and you will become a social
martyr.
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of his life. A manly and affectionate correspondence was
carried on between the two while the latter lived. The
circumstance became public, and the deed was officially
recognised in a way most flattering to the pride of Capt.
Lamotte. The Grand Duke of Saxe-Weimar and the King
of Saxony conferred upon him the orders of their respective
houses, which were followed soon afterwards by the Cross
of the Legion of IHonor from Louis Napoleon, and an
increase of his pension which assured him ease and comfort
for the remainder of his life. A translation of the Dr.’s
narrative, published in the French papers, drew attention
to him, and he was no longer a neglected frequenter of the
café. He was known and honored, even without his orders.

¢« Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou shalt find it
again, after many days.”
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important feature. Climbing the long street of the Darro,
we enter the Albaycin, an ancient Moorish suburb, from
the crumbling parapets of which the eye takes in at one
glance, the city, the Alhambra, the Vega, and its ring of
encircling mountains.  Across the deep gorge through
which the Darro issues from the hills, rises the headland
crowned by the palace of the Moorish Kings, the huge red
towers of which stand out in massive relief against the dark
purple background of the Sierra Nevada. The summit of
this single group of mountains rises nearly to the height of
the Jungfrau, and their sides of dark-red rocks are streaked
with fields of eternal snow. To the right, beyond the gay,
glittering city, stretches for twenty-five miles the blooming
Vega—a huge parterre of gardens, olive groves, fields, and
forests, dotted with white towers and palace-fronts, and
lighted by shining glimpses of the winding Xenil. Across
the glorious plain towers the huge mountuin of Parapanda,
while a chain of lesser heights incloses it on all sides.
Beautiful as the details of the landscape are, its breadth,
and grandeur, and splendor of coloring are the charms
which hold you captive.

The view of Damascus, from the Salahiyeh—the last
slope of the Anti-Lebanon—is less perfectly proportioned,
but more dazzling. It is transfigured by the magic of the
Orient. From the mountain-chain whose ridges heave
behind you, until, in the south, they terminate in the
snowy head of Mount Hermon, the great Syrian plain
stretches away to the Euphrates, broken, at distances of
ten and fifteen miles, by two detached groups of moun-
tains. The far horizon of sand quivers in a flush of roseate
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and convents, cypress forests and orange groves; then, the
flashing of the great lakes, dim fields, and faint villages in
the distances; and lastly, the embaying curves of the
mountains, now projected near in rugged and barren
grandeur, now receding into purple distance, or seeming
to overhang their bases, in the delusive nearness of their
dazzling snows. When a few scattering clouds are in the
sky, and moving belts of golden light and violet shadow
lend their alternate magic to these grand and wonderful
features, you can only say, again and again, “ This is the
one great landscape of the world!?»



XL.

PREFERENCES, AFTER SEEING THE WORLD.

Tee traveller, one would suppose, must necessarily become
an optimist, an eclectic, since he has an opportunity of learn-
ing what is best in the varied life of the world. Yet, my
friend, a little reflection will show you that a considerable
amount of philosophy is necessary, to enable him to go
through with such a range of experience, and therefore,
that even after he has learned all that is best of its kind, he
is scarcely the man to complain that he cannot enjoy the
same in his own person. In fact, he must possess many
standards of comparison—wide ranges of observation—
before he is capable of deciding what ¢s best, and long
before that period arrives, there will be little of the Epi-
curean element left in his nature.

To begin with a paradox: he is best adapted for a tra-
veller who is capable of the strongest local attachments,
Without this characteristic, he will never thoroughly appre-
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494 AT HOME AND ABROAD.

brighter and richer than it is here, at present, yet no temp:-
tation could induce me to give up my birthright and adopt
a foreign home.

If the best government is that which governs least, then
ours is certainly the best in the world. However dishonest
our professed politicians may be, however grievous the errors
which have crept into our administration of the laws, we
nevertheless enjoy, as individual citizens, a degree of inde-
pendence which makes all other systems unendurable to us.
‘We do not feel the hard hand of Government pressing upon
our heads, controlling our movements, repressing our free
development. We buy and sell, build and pull down, learn
trades, study professions, engage in business, without the
permission or license of any one. Our local and municipal
governments, it is true, are less carefully administered
than in some parts of Europe; we do many things in a
bungling manner ; but all these minor evils cannot outweigh
the one great fact of individual freedom. The law interferes
as little as possible with our pursuits, our business transac-
tions, and our habits of life. 'We may live for years, with-
out being aware, through our own personal experience,
that there is any Government at all.

‘With regard to Society, however, we are still in a transi-
tion state. Except in the four large cities of the Atlantic
Coast, we find local conventionalities, but not that ease and
repose which spring from the adoption of a few broad and
general observances. There is no liberal recognition of a
man’s social value, without regard to his religious or politi-
cal opinions. The main cause of this is, sufficient attention
is not paid to the social amenities of life. In all country


















b YU AT UUME AND AEROALL

suisoantin Jisbes of oug and vegetables, with light wine
e wair, anl o ety of cofee at the close.  Five to six
Pobs man svadisbie Ume are pow befure you, during which
Yoo areanpind Voar abiotted day's work. At 5 p. . din-
s sottes—4 generouns meal, followed by coffee.  The
vilang 1 anvoled 10 so@elY o recreation of some kind.
A o'ok Yoz tuke a cup of 1ea, or an ice, but nothing

Motk il 3ol secp is unireubled by nightmares. I have

wever dound mysell in better health or more admirable

wark 2 oo ilan when following this programme of

N wevern esch man is but a unit in Society, and must
saeiiiiae many of his individual tastes and likings for those
srvand KHme One might as well ery for the moon, like an
i.funl S Altempt 1o transplant all the pleasant features
of hife in other climates and among other races into a soil
fareign 1o them. I am well satisfied with the land where
my lot is cast, without feeling myself bound to say that
nothing is better elsewhere. As I look up from this page,
and see. through the open window, my own trees tossing
the silver lining of their leaves to the summer wind, and
the peaceful beauty of the vales and blue hills stretching
beyond, I know that no tropic island, no palace on a Medi-
terranean shore, no advantage of wealth and position in the
grreat capitals of Europe, could ever tempt me to give up
the name, the rights, and the immunities of an American

Citizen.

THE END.



















