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    Across oceans and across years, a poet’s steady gaze tests the character of places and peoples, measuring the Old World and the New against ideals of nature, taste, and civic life, and finding in the movement of travel a disciplined way of seeing that turns landscapes, streets, and daily customs into occasions for reflection on how societies are made, how culture is transmitted, and how individual perception—alert, patient, and humane—can translate fleeting impressions into enduring notes that guide readers through unfamiliar scenes without haste, without spectacle, and with an abiding curiosity about the world’s variety.

Letters of a Traveller; Or, Notes of Things Seen in Europe and America belongs to the tradition of nineteenth-century travel writing and epistolary nonfiction. Written by the American poet and editor William Cullen Bryant, it gathers correspondence that arose from journeys through parts of Europe and across the United States and presents them in a coherent, readerly sequence. Issued in book form in the mid-nineteenth century, the collection reflects a period when transatlantic travel and domestic exploration were expanding, and when the printed letter served as a principal medium for reporting experiences to a broad public eager for credible, literate accounts of distant places.

The premise is simple and inviting: a cultivated observer writes from the road, converting itineraries into scenes, scenes into sketches, and sketches into a sustained record of impressions. The experience offered to readers is one of steady companionship rather than drama—calm, lucid, and attentive to detail. The voice is measured and hospitable, shaped by long practice in journalism and poetry, and the style prefers clarity over flourish. The mood is reflective and often serene, with energy drawn from curiosity, humane interest in local life, and a willingness to pause for the physical textures of a landscape or the habits that give a community its tone.

Prominent throughout are themes of comparison and encounter: how the institutions, manners, and arts of the Old World illuminate possibilities and perils for the New; how nature and settlement are balanced; and how public spaces express a people’s ideals. The letters return to questions of taste and improvement, to the shaping of national character, and to the meanings of travel itself—as education, as moral exercise, and as a way of testing convictions against lived realities. Bryant’s attention to ordinary particulars gives these inquiries ballast, turning broad themes into concrete observations that readers can visualize, weigh, and carry forward.

Bryant’s method joins a poet’s sensitivity to landscape with an editor’s commitment to accuracy. He writes in the first person, but the self does not crowd the scene; it clears space for observation. Descriptions are economical yet vivid, often built from a sequence of carefully chosen details that move from the general outline of a place toward its distinctive textures. The epistolary form encourages immediacy and candor while allowing measured retrospection, and the result is a series of letters that read as polished sketches: intimate in scale, grounded in direct experience, and attentive to the interplay between natural beauty, human industry, and communal life.

For readers today, the collection offers a historically situated perspective on transatlantic perception in the mid-nineteenth century. It shows how an American writer trained his eye abroad and at home, and how travel writing can serve as a record of contact—across languages, customs, and landscapes—without sensationalism. The book invites reflection on the ethics of looking, the limits of vantage, and the responsibilities of description. It also provides context for ongoing conversations about cultural comparison, environmental appreciation, and the ways journalism and literature meet when a writer seeks to inform, to delight, and to preserve the feel of a moment in time.

Readers drawn to travel literature, American letters, cultural history, or the aesthetics of landscape will find in Letters of a Traveller a companionable guide. The book’s value lies not in spectacle but in steadiness: it seeks to orient rather than astonish. Its measured voice, careful seeing, and interest in civic and natural life make it a durable introduction to a world in motion and to a writer who prizes clarity over clamor. Approached as both document and art, it rewards slow reading and invites return, offering perspectives that remain pertinent wherever comparison, curiosity, and conscience meet.
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    Letters of a Traveller; Or, Notes of Things Seen in Europe and America gathers William Cullen Bryant’s newspaper letters from journeys undertaken across the 1830s and 1840s. The pieces record what he saw in cities and countryside, along rivers and roads, and inside galleries, churches, courts, and marketplaces. Addressed to readers at home, they combine topographical description with brief notices of manners, labor, law, worship, and education. The arrangement follows the routes he took, moving from the British Isles across the Continent and then through various regions of the United States. Throughout, Bryant notes contrasts between old institutions and new experiments, and between cultivated art and untamed nature.

Bryant begins with the approach to England and first impressions of London, a capital of dense streets, public parks, and long traditions. He observes the Thames as highway and boundary, visits halls and churches renowned in English history, and remarks on museums and publishing houses that concentrate learning. Excursions carry him to provincial towns and rural districts where hedgerows, factories, and ancient ruins share the landscape. He notes systems of charity and poor relief, the orderliness of public life, and the smoke and bustle of industry. In Scotland he traces famous valleys and coasts, measuring the romance of scenery alongside practical improvements in roads, shipping, and schools.

In France he records the breadth of Parisian boulevards, the collections of the Louvre, and the ceremonial presence of great cathedrals. Neighborhood markets, gardens, and theaters supply examples of civic recreation, while barracks, ministries, and courts suggest the machinery of government. Beyond the capital he travels among vineyard slopes and river towns, remarking on agriculture, village customs, and the network of posting-stations that carries travelers steadily onward. He notes the lingering marks of earlier upheavals, yet focuses on everyday order, craftwork, and taste. The Seine and other waterways frame his movement through the country, linking fortified relics and modern promenades.

Turning south, Bryant passes into Italy, where antiquity and devotion shape the scenes he describes. In Rome and its environs he visits ruins, basilicas, and galleries, tracing how ancient walls, Renaissance palaces, and narrow modern streets interweave. In Florence he considers studios, collections, and workshops, relating art to the habits of a living city. Naples and the surrounding coast introduce volcanic geology, gardens, and seafront commerce. Religious festivals, processions, and monastic houses appear as part of daily rhythm rather than spectacle. Rural districts reveal vineyards, olive groves, and peasant cottages, set against long perspectives of hills and sea that invite reflections on time and endurance.

Crossing central Europe, he follows the Rhine past terraces, castles, and river trade, noting how shipping, tolls, and town charters regulated life for centuries. University cities open glimpses of lecture halls, laboratories, and libraries, while police and passport systems structure travel. Switzerland’s mountain passes, lakes, and village commons offer examples of self-governing communities in rugged terrain. In the Low Countries he remarks on dikes, windmills, canals, and warehouses that reclaim and order the land, and on picture galleries that preserve a domestic, mercantile art. Taken together, these letters compare different arrangements of work and leisure, and different balances between scenery, memory, and enterprise.

Bryant then returns to the United States, beginning with familiar ground in the Northeast. He surveys New York’s harbor, ferries, and avenues, the shipping at its wharves, and the press that carries news through the republic. The Hudson River and adjacent highlands provide a sequence of villages, farms, and resort hotels, while New England towns show schoolhouses, meetinghouses, and factories clustered along falls and millraces. He remarks on roads, canals, and rail lines stitching together interior and coast. Seaside capes and fishing banks appear alongside apple orchards and pastures. Everyday civic routines—elections, sermons, lectures—punctuate these landscapes with institutional regularity.

From the seaboard he travels inland to the lakes and prairies, tracing the new routes of canals and steamboats. He describes Niagara’s cataract and the spray-cloud environing it, then moves along lake harbors where warehouses rise beside muddy streets. Settlements on the prairie present wide horizons, rich soil, and the quick growth of towns organized around court-houses and depots. Log houses yield to brick blocks as surveys, fences, and crops advance. Encounters with emigrant trains, river pilots, and surveyors sketch the labor that turns open country into farms and markets. The letters underline both the promise and the provisional character of these communities.

Further south, Bryant follows river commerce down the Mississippi to port cities whose levees, cotton presses, and exchanges throng with traffic. He remarks on the mixture of languages and laws, on the climate’s effects on building and health, and on the spectacle of subtropical vegetation in swamps and hammocks. Plantation districts lead him to note agricultural routines and the legal and social structures that sustain them, including the condition of enslaved people observed at work and in markets. The Gulf shore and peninsular forests supply scenes of birds, reptiles, and flowering trees, as well as older Spanish towns whose walls and plazas record a different colonial order.

Across these journeys the letters maintain a steady method: record what the eye sees, connect natural forms to daily labor and institutions, and compare older, densely layered societies with a newer, rapidly extending republic. Bryant’s closing reflections point to the uses of travel for instruction and perspective, without relinquishing the pleasures of scenery. He emphasizes the mutual illumination of art and nature, and the need for civic moderation, education, and accessible law. The book’s central purpose is descriptive rather than argumentative: to furnish readers with clear, localized views of Europe and America, leaving conclusions to arise from the accumulation of concrete, varied particulars.
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    William Cullen Bryant’s Letters of a Traveller gathers dispatches written mainly between 1834 and 1849 from both sides of the Atlantic, a period marked by rapid industrial change, democratization, and imperial retrenchment. The letters emerge from cities and landscapes in the northeastern United States, the southern Atlantic coast and Florida, the Mississippi valley, and from Britain, France, the German states, Switzerland, and Italy. Steam power, canals, and early railroads shortened distances, while newspapers like Bryant’s New-York Evening Post (where many letters first appeared) forged a transatlantic public. Politically, Jacksonian America grappled with slavery and expansion, while post-Napoleonic Europe moved fitfully from the Metternich system toward the upheavals of 1848.

Native American dispossession frames many American scenes in the 1830s–1840s. The Indian Removal Act (1830) authorized treaties pushing southeastern nations west, culminating in the Cherokee Trail of Tears (1838–1839). In Florida, the Second Seminole War (1835–1842) pitted U.S. forces against Seminole leaders such as Osceola (captured in 1837), following the contested Treaty of Payne’s Landing (1832). Bryant’s letters from the southern Atlantic littoral and Florida record abandoned forts, reclaimed hammocks, and Spanish colonial vestiges at St. Augustine, juxtaposing natural beauty with the human cost of removal. His travel observations link landscape description to the policy’s aftermath, noting scattered communities and militarized frontiers.

Slavery and antislavery agitation were the central domestic crisis of Bryant’s America. After Nat Turner’s rebellion (1831), the domestic slave trade expanded sharply, with markets in New Orleans, Richmond, and the South Atlantic ports. In Congress, the “gag rule” (1836–1844) tabled abolitionist petitions; the Amistad case (1839–1841) spotlighted Atlantic slavery; Britain’s 1833 emancipation reshaped hemispheric debates. The Mexican–American War’s end in 1848 raised the question of slavery’s expansion, and the Fugitive Slave Act would follow in 1850. Bryant’s letters describe plantations and urban scenes in the slave South with an eye trained by his editorial antislavery stance, quietly underscoring coercion, patrols, and the moral distortions of bondage amid otherwise picturesque travel vistas.

Territorial expansion and the Mexican–American War (1846–1848) shaped national politics. Texas annexation in 1845, President James K. Polk’s war aims, and the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo (February 1848) added over 500,000 square miles to the United States. The Wilmot Proviso (1846), though failing, crystallized sectional conflict by seeking to bar slavery from new territories. Bryant, a prominent editor, criticized the war as aggressive expansionism that imperiled republican virtue. In Letters of a Traveller he registers war’s reverberations indirectly: reporting recruiting fervor, prices, and itinerant movement along eastern corridors, and weighing the civic consequences of conquest for a republic already strained by the politics of slavery.

The European Revolutions of 1848 are the book’s most resonant continental backdrop. In February 1848, Paris overthrew King Louis-Philippe, proclaimed the Second Republic, and later elected Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte (December 1848). Uprisings in Vienna drove out Metternich (March 1848) before imperial forces under Windisch-Grätz subdued the city in October. The Frankfurt Parliament met in the Paulskirche (May 1848–June 1849) to draft a constitution for a united Germany but fractured over sovereignty and was dissolved. In Italy, the Five Days of Milan (March 1848) challenged Habsburg rule; Charles Albert’s defeats at Custoza (1848) and Novara (1849) restored Austrian dominance; the Roman Republic (February–July 1849), led by Mazzini with Garibaldi’s defense, fell to a French expedition under Oudinot. Bryant’s letters from Paris, the German lands, and Italy catch the scent of barricades, proclamations, and censorship’s return, contrasting medieval quarters and classical ruins with modern crowds mobilized for constitutions, national rights, and civic reform.

Mass immigration and urban transformation altered New York and other American cities during Bryant’s career. The Great Irish Famine (1845–1852) and German crises swelled arrivals at Manhattan’s piers, feeding neighborhoods like Five Points even before Castle Garden became an immigration depot (1855). The cholera epidemic of 1832 exposed public health vulnerabilities; the Croton Aqueduct (opened 1842) delivered fresh water to a swelling metropolis, with its distributing reservoir rising at 42nd Street. In his letters, Bryant juxtaposes civic improvements, teeming docks, and polyglot street life with poverty and social disorder, reading the city as a barometer of republican capacity to absorb newcomers while averting disease, fires, and political corruption.

The transportation revolution supplies the book’s connective tissue. The Erie Canal (completed 1825) bound the Great Lakes to the Atlantic via New York, while early railroads—Baltimore & Ohio (chartered 1827), Mohawk & Hudson (1831), and the Boston & Albany (by the early 1840s)—knit regions together. Across the Atlantic, the Liverpool & Manchester line (1830) and the London–Birmingham Railway (completed 1838) showcased steam travel’s reliability. Cunard inaugurated regular oceanic steam service in 1840, compressing travel time. Bryant’s itineraries by canal-boat, rail carriage, river steamer, and transatlantic packet become meditations on speed and modernity, his letters recording the altered sense of distance that enabled both commerce and the rapid spread of ideas.

As social and political critique, the book compares systems and exposes fault lines. Bryant contrasts the slave South’s coerced labor with free labor cities, indicting bondage’s violence and civic corrosion. He weighs American expansion against republican restraint, and in Europe tests dynastic authority against constitutional aspirations, highlighting censorship, police power, and the costs of counterrevolution. His urban sketches critique class divides, immigrant precarity, and municipal patronage even as he lauds works like the Croton Aqueduct. By reading landscapes and streets as historical documents, the letters demand moral accountability from democracies and empires alike, advancing a civic standard grounded in liberty, legality, and humane reform.



Letters of a Traveller; Or, Notes of Things Seen in Europe and America
Main Table of Contents








Letters of a Traveller.



Letter I.



First Impressions of an American in France.



Letter II.



A Journey to Florence.



Letter III.



Tuscan Scenery and Climate.



Letter IV.



A Day in Florence.



Letter V.



Practices of the Italian Courts.



Letter VI.



Venice.--The Tyrol.



Letter VII.



An Excursion to Rock River.



Letter VIII.



Examples of Lynch Law.



Letter IX.



Richmond in Virginia.



Letter X.



A Journey from Richmond to Charleston.



Letter XI.



The Interior of South Carolina. A Corn-Shucking.



Letter XII.



Savannah.



Letter XIII.



St. Augustine.



Letter XIV.



St. Augustine.



Letter XV.



A Voyage from St. Augustine to Savannah.



Letter XVI.



An Excursion to Vermont and New Hampshire.



Letter XVII.



An Excursion to Vermont and New Hampshire.



Letter XVIII.



Liverpool.--Manchester.



Letter XIX.



Edale in Derbyshire.



Letter XX.



Works of Art.



Letter XXI.



The Parks of London.--The Police.



Letter XXII.



Edinburgh.



Letter XXIII.



The Scottish Lakes.



Letter XXIV.



Glasgow.--Ayr.--Alloway.



Letter XXV.



Ireland.--Dublin.



Letter XXVI.



The Lunatic Asylum at Hanwell.



Letter XXVII.



Changes in Paris.



Letter XXVIII.



A Journey through The Netherlands.



Letter XXIX.



American Artists Abroad.



Letter XXX.



Buffalo.--Cleveland.--Detroit.



Letter XXXI.



A Trip from Detroit to Mackinaw.



Letter XXXII.



Journey from Detroit to Princeton.



Letter XXXIII.



Return to Chicago.



Letter XXXIV.



Voyage to Sault Ste. Marie.



Letter XXXV.



Falls of the St. Mary.



Letter XXXVI.



Indians at the Sault.



Letter XXXVII.



The Island of Mackinaw.



Letter XXXVIII.



An Excursion to the Water Gap.



Letter XLII.



An Excursion to the Water Gap.



Letter XL.



Boston.--Lawrence.--Portland.



Letter XLI.



The Kennebeck.



Letter XLII.



The White Mountains.



Letter XLIII.



A Passage to Savannah.



Letter XLIV.



Southern Cotton Mills.



Letter XLV.



The Florida Coast.--Key West.



Letter XLVI.



Havana.



Letter XLVII.



Scenery of Cuba.--Coffee Plantations.



Letter XLVIII.



Matanzas.--Valley of Yumuri.



Letter XLIX.



Negroes in Cuba.--Indian Slaves.



Letter L.



English Exhibitions of Works of Art.



Letter LI.



A Visit to the Shetland Isles.



Letter LII.



Europe under the Bayonet.



Letter LIII.



Volterra.






Letters of a Traveller.


Table of Contents




Letter I.


Table of Contents



First Impressions of an American in France.


Table of Contents



Paris, August 9, 1834.

Since we first landed in France, every step of our journey has reminded us that we were in an old country. Every thing we saw spoke of the past, of an antiquity without limit; everywhere our eyes rested on the handiwork of those who had been dead for ages, and we were in the midst of customs which they had bequeathed to their descendants. The churches were so vast, so solid, so venerable, and time-eaten; the dwellings so gray, and of such antique architecture, and in the large towns, like Rouen, rose so high, and overhung with such quaint projections the narrow and cavernous streets; the thatched cots were so mossy and so green with grass! The very hills about them looked scarcely as old, for there was youth in their vegetation--their shrubs and flowers. The countrywomen wore such high caps, such long waists, and such short petticoats!--the fashion of bonnets is an innovation of yesterday, which they regard with scorn. We passed females riding on donkeys, the Old Testament beast of burden, with panniers on each side, as was the custom hundreds of years since. We saw ancient dames sitting at their doors with distaffs, twisting the thread by twirling the spindle between the thumb and finger, as they did in the days of Homer. A flock of sheep was grazing on the side of a hill; they were attended by a shepherd, and a brace of prick-eared dogs, which kept them from straying, as was done thousands of years ago. Speckled birds were hopping by the sides of the road; it was the magpie, the bird of ancient fable. Flocks of what I at first took for the crow of our country were stalking in the fields, or sailing in the air over the old elms; it was the rook, the bird made as classical by Addison as his cousin the raven by the Latin poets.

Then there were the old chateaus on the hills, built with an appearance of military strength, their towers and battlements telling of feudal times. The groves by which they were surrounded were for the most part clipped into regular walls, and pierced with regularly arched passages, leading in various directions, and the trees compelled by the shears to take the shape of obelisks and pyramids, or other fantastic figures, according to the taste of the middle ages. As we drew nearer to Paris, we saw the plant which Noah first committed to the earth after the deluge--you know what that was I hope--trained on low stakes, and growing thickly and luxuriantly on the slopes by the side of the highway. Here, too, was the tree which was the subject of the first Christian miracle, the fig, its branches heavy with the bursting fruit just beginning to ripen for the market.

But when we entered Paris, and passed the Barrière d'Etoile[1], with its lofty triumphal arch; when we swept through the arch of Neuilly, and came in front of the Hotel des Invalides, where the aged or maimed soldiers, the living monuments of so many battles, were walking or sitting under the elms of its broad esplanade; when we saw the colossal statues of statesmen and warriors frowning from their pedestals on the bridges which bestride the muddy and narrow channel of the Seine; when we came in sight of the gray pinnacles of the Tuilleries, and the Gothic towers of Notre-Dame, and the Roman ones of St. Sulpice, and the dome of the Pantheon, under which lie the remains of so many of the great men of France, and the dark column of Place Vendòme, wrought with figures in relief, and the obelisk brought from Egypt to ornament the Place Louis Quatorze, the associations with antiquity which the country presents, from being general, became particular and historical. They were recollections of power, and magnificence, and extended empire; of valor and skill in war which had held the world in fear; of dynasties that had risen and passed away; of battles and victories which had left no other fruits than their monuments.

The solemnity of these recollections does not seem to press with much weight upon the minds of the people. It has been said that the French have become a graver nation than formerly; if so, what must have been their gayety a hundred years ago? To me they seem as light-hearted and as easily amused as if they had done nothing but make love and quiz their priests since the days of Louis XIV.--as if their streets had never flowed with the blood of Frenchmen shed by their brethren--as if they had never won and lost a mighty empire. I can not imagine the present generation to be less gay than that which listened to the comedies of Molière at their first representation; particularly when I perceive that even Molière's pieces are too much burdened with thought for a Frenchman of the present day, and that he prefers the lighter and more frivolous vaudeville. The Parisian has his amusements as regularly as his meals, the theatre, music, the dance, a walk in the Tuilleries, a refection in the café, to which ladies resort as commonly as the other sex. Perpetual business, perpetual labor, is a thing of which he seems to have no idea. I wake in the middle of the night, and I hear the fiddle going, and the sound of feet keeping time, in some of the dependencies of the large building near the Tuilleries, in which I have my lodgings.

When a generation of Frenchmen


"Have played, and laughed, and danced, and drank their fill"--




when they have seen their allotted number of vaudevilles and swallowed their destined allowance of weak wine and bottled small-beer, they are swept off to the cemetery of Montmartre, or of Père la Chaise, or some other of the great burial-places which lie just without the city. I went to visit the latter of these the other day. You are reminded of your approach to it by the rows of stone-cutters' shops on each side of the street, with a glittering display of polished marble monuments. The place of the dead is almost a gayer-looking spot than the ordinary haunts of Parisian life. It is traversed with shady walks of elms and limes, and its inmates lie amidst thickets of ornamental shrubs and plantations of the most gaudy flowers. Their monuments are hung with wreaths of artificial flowers, or of those natural ones which do not lose their color and shape in drying, like the amaranth and the ever-lasting. Parts of the cemetery seem like a city in miniature; the sepulchral chapels, through the windows of which you see crucifixes and tapers, stand close to each other beside the path, intermingled with statues and busts.

There is one part of this repository of the dead which is little visited, that in which the poor are buried, where those who have dwelt apart from their more fortunate fellow-creatures in life lie apart in death. Here are no walks, no shade of trees, no planted shrubbery, but ridges of raw earth, and tufts of coarse herbage show where the bodies are thrown together under a thin covering of soil. I was about to walk over the spot, but was repelled by the sickening exhalations that rose from it.
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Florence, Sept 27, 1834.

I have now been in this city a fortnight, and have established myself in a suite of apartments lately occupied, as the landlord told me, in hopes I presume of getting a higher rent, by a Russian prince. The Arno flows, or rather stands still, under my windows, for the water is low, and near the western wall of the city is frugally dammed up to preserve it for the public baths. Beyond, this stream so renowned in history and poetry, is at this season but a feeble rill, almost lost among the pebbles of its bed, and scarcely sufficing to give drink to the pheasants and hares of the Grand Duke's Cascine on its banks. Opposite my lodgings, at the south end of the Ponte alla Carraia, is a little oratory, before the door of which every good Catholic who passes takes off his hat with a gesture of homage; and at this moment a swarthy, weasel-faced man, with a tin box in his hand, is gathering contributions to pay for the services of the chapel, rattling his coin to attract the attention of the pedestrians, and calling out to those who seem disposed to pass without paying. To the north and west, the peaks of the Appenines are in full sight, rising over the spires of the city and the groves of the Cascine. Every evening I see them through the soft, delicately-colored haze of an Italian sunset, looking as if they had caught something of the transparency of the sky, and appearing like mountains of fairy-land, instead of the bleak and barren ridges of rock which they really are. The weather since my arrival in Tuscany has been continually serene, the sky wholly cloudless, and the temperature uniform--oppressively warm in the streets at noon, delightful at morning and evening, with a long, beautiful, golden twilight, occasioned by the reflection of light from the orange-colored haze which invests the atmosphere. Every night I am reminded that I am in the land of song, for until two o'clock in the morning I hear "all manner of tunes" chanted by people in the streets in all manner of voices.

I believe I have given you no account of our journey from Paris to this place. That part of it which lay between Paris and Chalons, on the Saone, may be described in a very few words. Monotonous plains, covered with vineyards and wheat-fields, with very few trees, and those spoiled by being lopped for fuel--sunburnt women driving carts or at work in the fields--gloomy, cheerless-looking towns, with narrow, filthy streets--troops of beggars surrounding your carriage whenever you stop, or whenever the nature of the roads obliges the horses to walk, and chanting their requests in the most doleful whine imaginable--such are the sights and sounds that meet you for the greater part of two hundred and fifty miles. There are, however, some exceptions as to the aspect of the country. Autun, one of the most ancient towns of France, and yet retaining some remains of Roman architecture, lies in a beautiful and picturesque region. A little beyond that town we ascended a hill by a road winding along a glen, the rocky sides of which were clothed with an unpruned wood, and a clear stream ran dashing over the stones, now on one side of the road and then on the other--the first instance of a brook left to follow its natural channel which I had seen in France. Two young Frenchmen, who were our fellow-passengers, were wild with delight at this glimpse of unspoiled nature. They followed the meanderings of the stream, leaping from rock to rock, and shouting till the woods rang again.

Of Chalons I have nothing to tell you. Abelard died there, and his tomb was erected with that of Eloise in the church of St. Marcel; but the church is destroyed, and the monument has been transported to the cemetery of Père la Chaise[2], and with it all the poetry of the place is vanished. But if you would make yourself supremely uncomfortable, travel as I did in a steamboat down the Saone from Chalons to Lyons, on a rainy day. Crowded into a narrow, dirty cabin, with benches on each side and a long table in the middle, at which a set of Frenchmen with their hats on are playing cards and eating déjeuners à la fourchette all day long, and deafening you with their noise, while waiters are running against your legs and treading on your toes every moment, and the water is dropping on your head through the cracks of the deck-floor, you would be forced to admit the superlative misery of such a mode of travelling. The approach to Lyons, however, made some amends for these inconveniences. The shores of the river, hitherto low and level, began to rise into hills, broken with precipices and crowned by castles, some in ruins and others entire, and seemingly a part of the very rocks on which they stood, so old and mossy and strong did they seem. What struck me most in Lyons was the superiority of its people in looks and features to the inhabitants of Paris--the clatter and jar of silk-looms with which its streets resounded--and the picturesque beauty of its situation, placed as it is among steeps and rocks, with the quiet Saone on one side, and the swiftly-running Rhone on the other. In our journey from Lyons to Marseilles we travelled by land instead of taking the steamboat, as is commonly done as far as Avignon. The common books of travels will tell you how numerous are the ruins of feudal times perched upon the heights all along the Rhone, remnants of fortresses and castles, overlooking a vast extent of country and once serving as places of refuge to the cultivators of the soil who dwelt in their vicinity--how frequently also are to be met with the earlier yet scarcely less fresh traces of Roman colonization and dominion, in gateways, triumphal arches, walls, and monuments--how on entering Provence you find yourself among a people of a different physiognomy from those of the northern provinces, speaking a language which rather resembles Italian than French--how the beauty of the women of Avignon still does credit to the taste of the clergy, who made that city for more than half a century the seat of the Papal power--and how, as you approach the shores of the Mediterranean, the mountains which rise from the fruitful valleys shoot up in wilder forms, until their summits become mere pinnacles of rock wholly bare of vegetation.

Marseilles is seated in the midst of a semicircle of mountains of whitish rock, the steep and naked sides of which scarce afford "a footing for the goat." Stretching into the Mediterranean they inclose a commodious harbor, in front of which are two or three rocky islands anchored in a sea of more vivid blue than any water I had ever before seen. The country immediately surrounding the city is an arid and dusty valley, intersected here and there with the bed of a brook or torrent, dry during the summer. It is carefully cultivated, however, and planted with vineyards, and orchards of olive, fig, and pomegranate trees. The trees being small and low, the foliage of the olive thin and pale, the leaves of the fig broad and few, and the soil appearing everywhere at their roots, as well as between the rows of vines, the vegetation, when viewed from a little distance, has a meagre and ragged appearance. The whiteness of the hills, which the eye can hardly bear to rest upon at noon, the intense blue of the sea, the peculiar forms of the foliage, and the deficiency of shade and verdure, made me almost fancy myself in a tropical region.

The Greeks judged well of the commercial advantages of Marseilles when they made it the seat of one of their early colonies. I found its streets animated with a bustle which I had not seen since I left New York, and its port thronged with vessels from all the nations whose coasts border upon the great midland sea of Europe. Marseilles is the most flourishing seaport in France; it has already become to the Mediterranean what New York is to the United States, and its trade is regularly increasing. The old town is ugly, but the lower or new part is nobly built of the light-colored stone so commonly used in France, and so easily wrought--with broad streets and, what is rare in French towns, convenient sidewalks. New streets are laid out, gardens are converted into building-lots, the process of leveling hills and filling up hollows is going on as in New York, the city is extending itself on every side, and large fortunes have been made by the rise in the value of landed property.

In a conversation with an intelligent gentleman resident at Marseilles and largely engaged in commercial and moneyed transactions, the subject of the United States Bank was mentioned. Opinions in France, on this question of our domestic politics, differ according as the opportunities of information possessed by the individual are more or less ample, or as he is more or less in favor of chartered banks. The gentleman remarked that without any reference to the question of the United States Bank, he hoped the day would never come when such an institution would be established in France. The project he said had some advocates, but they had not yet succeeded, and he hoped never would succeed in the introduction of that system of paper currency which prevailed in the United States. He deprecated the dangerous and uncertain facilities of obtaining credit[1q] which are the fruit of that system, which produce the most ruinous fluctuations in commerce, encourage speculation and extravagance of all kinds, and involve the prudent and laborious in the ruin which falls upon the rash and reckless. He declared himself satisfied with the state of the currency of France, with which, if fortunes were not suddenly built up they were not suddenly overthrown, and periods of apparent prosperity were not followed by seasons of real distress.

I made the journey from Marseilles to Florence by land. How grand and wild are the mountains that overlook the Mediterranean; how intense was the heat as we wound our way along the galleries of rock cut to form a road; how excellent are the fruits, and how thick the mosquitoes at Nice; how sumptuous are the palaces, how narrow and dark the streets, and how pallid the dames of Genoa; and how beautiful we found our path among the trees overrun with vines as we approached southern Italy, are matters which I will take some other opportunity of relating. On the 12th of September our vetturino set us down safe at the Hotel de l'Europe in Florence.

I think I shall return to America even a better patriot than when I left it. A citizen of the United States travelling on the continent of Europe, finds the contrast between a government of power and a government of opinion forced upon him at every step. He finds himself delayed at every large town and at every frontier of a kingdom or principality, to submit to a strict examination of the passport with which the jealousy of the rulers of these countries has compelled him to furnish himself. He sees everywhere guards and sentinels armed to the teeth, stationed in the midst of a population engaged in their ordinary occupations in a time of profound peace; and to supply the place of the young and robust thus withdrawn from the labors of agriculture he beholds women performing the work of the fields. He sees the many retained in a state of hopeless dependence and poverty, the effect of institutions forged by the ruling class to accumulate wealth in their own hands. The want of self-respect in the inferior class engendered by this state of things, shows itself in the acts of rapacity and fraud which the traveller meets with throughout France and Italy, and, worse still, in the shameless corruption of the Italian custom-houses, the officers of which regularly solicit a paltry bribe from every passenger as the consideration of leaving his baggage unexamined. I am told that in this place the custom of giving presents extends even to the courts of justice, the officers of which, from the highest to the lowest, are in the constant practice of receiving them. No American can see how much jealousy and force on the one hand, and necessity and fear on the other, have to do with keeping up the existing governments of Europe, without thanking heaven that such is not the condition of his own country.
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Florence, October 11, 1834.

The bridge over the Arno, immediately under my window, is the spot from which Cole's fine landscape, which you perhaps remember seeing in the exhibition of our Academy, was taken. It gives, you may recollect, a view of the Arno travelling off towards the west, its banks overhung with trees, the mountain-ridges rising in the distance, and above them the sky flushed with the colors of sunset. The same rich hues I behold every evening in the quarter where they were seen by the artist when he made them permanent on his canvas.

There is a great deal of prattle about Italian skies: the skies and clouds of Italy, so far as I have had an opportunity of judging, do not present so great a variety of beautiful appearances as our own; but the Italian atmosphere is far more uniformly fine than ours. Not to speak of its astonishing clearness, it is pervaded by a certain warmth of color which enriches every object. This is more remarkable about the time of sunset, when the mountains put on an aerial aspect, as if they belonged to another and fairer world; and a little after the sun has gone down, the air is flushed with a glory which seems to transfigure all that it incloses. Many of the fine old palaces of Florence, you know, are built in a gloomy though grand style of architecture, of a dark-colored stone, massive and lofty, and overlooking narrow streets that lie in almost perpetual shade. But at the hour of which I am speaking, the bright warm radiance reflected from the sky to the earth, fills the darkest lanes, streams into the most shadowy nooks, and makes the prison-like structures glitter as with a brightness of their own.

It is now nearly the middle of October, and we have had no frost. The strong summer heats which prevailed when I came hither, have by the slowest gradations subsided into an agreeable autumnal temperature. The trees keep their verdure, but I perceive their foliage growing thinner, and when I walk in the Cascine on the other side of the Arno, the rustling of the lizards, as they run among the heaps of crisp leaves, reminds me that the autumn is wearing away, though the ivy which clothes the old elms has put forth a profuse array of blossoms, and the walks murmur with bees like our orchards in spring. As I look along the declivities of the Appenines, I see the raw earth every day more visible between the ranks of olive-trees and the well-pruned maples which support the vines.

If I have found my expectations of Italian scenery, in some respects, below the reality, in other respects they have been disappointed. The forms of the mountains are wonderfully picturesque, and their effect is heightened by the rich atmosphere through which they are seen, and by the buildings, imposing from their architecture or venerable from time, which crown the eminences. But if the hand of man has done something to embellish this region, it has done more to deform it. Not a tree is suffered to retain its natural shape, not a brook to flow in its natural channel. An exterminating war is carried on against the natural herbage of the soil. The country is without woods and green fields; and to him who views the vale of the Arno "from the top of Fiesole," or any of the neighboring heights, grand as he will allow the circle of the mountains to be, and magnificent the edifices with which the region is adorned, it appears, at any time after midsummer, a huge valley of dust, planted with low rows of the pallid and thin-leaved olive, or the more dwarfish maple on which the vines are trained. The simplicity of nature, so far as can be done, is destroyed; there is no fine sweep of forest, no broad expanse of meadow or pasture ground, no ancient and towering trees clustered about the villas, no rows of natural shrubbery following the course of the brooks and rivers. The streams, which are often but the beds of torrents dry during the summer, are confined in straight channels by stone walls and embankments; the slopes are broken up and disfigured by terraces; and the trees are kept down by constant pruning and lopping, until half way up the sides of the Appenines, where the limit of cultivation is reached, and thence to the summit is a barren steep of rock, without herbage or soil. The grander features of the landscape, however, are fortunately beyond the power of man to injure; the lofty mountain-summits, bare precipices cleft with chasms, and pinnacles of rock piercing the sky, betokening, far more than any thing I have seen elsewhere, a breaking up of the crust of the globe in some early period of its existence. I am told that in May and June the country is much more beautiful than at present, and that owing to a drought it now appears under a particular disadvantage.

The Academy of the Fine Arts[3] has had its exhibition since I arrived. In its rooms, which were gratuitously open to the public, I found a large crowd of gazers at the pictures and statues. Many had come to look at some work ordered by an acquaintance; others made the place a morning lounge. In the collection were some landscapes by Morghen, the son of the celebrated engraver, very fresh and clear; a few pieces sent by Bezzoli, one of the most eminent Italian painters of his time; a statue of Galileo, not without merit, by Costoli, for there is always a Galileo or two, I believe, at every exhibition of the kind in Florence; portraits good, bad, and indifferent, in great abundance, and many square feet of canvas spoiled by attempts at historical painting.

Let me remark, by the way, that a work of art is a sacred thing in the eyes of Italians of all classes, never to be defaced, never to be touched, a thing to be looked at merely. A statue may stand for ages in a public square, within the reach of any one who passes, and with no sentinel to guard it, and yet it shall not only be safe from mutilation, but the surface of the marble shall never be scratched, or even irreverently scored with a lead pencil. So general is this reverence for art, that the most perfect confidence is reposed in it. I remember that in Paris, as I was looking at a colossal plaster cast of Napoleon at the Hotel des Invalides, a fellow armed with a musket who stood by it bolt upright, in the stiff attitude to which the soldier is drilled, gruffly reminded me that I was too near, though I was not within four feet of it. In Florence it is taken for granted that you will do no mischief, and therefore you are not watched.




Letter IV.


Table of Contents



A Day in Florence.


Table of Contents



Pisa, December 11, 1834.

It is gratifying to be able to communicate a piece of political intelligence from so quiet a nook of the world as this. Don Miguel[4] arrived here the other day from Genoa, where you know there was a story that he and the Duchess of Berri, a hopeful couple, were laying their heads together. He went to pay his respects to the Grand Duke of Tuscany, who is now at Pisa, and it was said by the gossips of the place that he was coldly received, and was given to understand that he could not be allowed to remain in the Tuscan territory. There was probably nothing in all this. Don Miguel has now departed for Rome, and the talk of to-day is that he will return before the end of the winter. He is doubtless wandering about to observe in what manner he is received at the petty courts which are influenced by the Austrian policy, and in the mean time lying in wait for some favorable opportunity of renewing his pretensions to the crown of Spain.

Pisa offers a greater contrast to Florence than I had imagined could exist between two Italian cities. This is the very seat of idleness and slumber; while Florence, from being the residence of the Court, and from the vast number of foreigners who throng to it, presents during several months of the year an appearance of great bustle and animation. Four thousand English, an American friend tells me, visit Florence every winter, to say nothing of the occasional residents from France, Germany, and Russia. The number of visitors from the latter country is every year increasing, and the echoes of the Florence gallery have been taught to repeat the strange accents of the Sclavonic. Let me give you the history of a fine day in October, passed at the window of my lodgings on the Lung' Arno, close to the bridge Alla Carraja. Waked by the jangling of all the bells in Florence and by the noise of carriages departing loaded with travellers, for Rome and other places in the south of Italy, I rise, dress myself, and take my place at the window. I see crowds of men and women from the country, the former in brown velvet jackets, and the latter in broad-brimmed straw hats, driving donkeys loaded with panniers or trundling hand-carts before them, heaped with grapes, figs, and all the fruits of the orchard, the garden, and the field. They have hardly passed, when large flocks of sheep and goats make their appearance, attended by shepherds and their families, driven by the approach of winter from the Appenines, and seeking the pastures of the Maremma, a rich, but, in the summer, an unhealthy tract on the coast; The men and boys are dressed in knee-breeches, the women in bodices, and both sexes wear capotes with pointed hoods, and felt hats with conical crowns; they carry long staves in their hands, and their arms are loaded with kids and lambs too young to keep pace with their mothers. After the long procession of sheep and goats and dogs and men and women and children, come horses loaded with cloths and poles for tents, kitchen utensils, and the rest of the younglings of the flock. A little after sunrise I see well-fed donkeys, in coverings of red cloth, driven over the bridge to be milked for invalids. Maid-servants, bareheaded, with huge high carved combs in their hair, waiters of coffee-houses carrying the morning cup of coffee or chocolate to their customers, baker's boys with a dozen loaves on a board balanced on their heads, milkmen with rush baskets filled with flasks of milk, are crossing the streets in all directions. A little later the bell of the small chapel opposite to my window rings furiously for a quarter of an hour, and then I hear mass chanted in a deep strong nasal tone. As the day advances, the English, in white hats and white pantaloons, come out of their lodgings, accompanied sometimes by their hale and square-built spouses, and saunter stiffly along the Arno, or take their way to the public galleries and museums. Their massive, clean, and brightly-polished carriages also begin to rattle through the streets, setting out on excursions to some part of the environs of Florence--to Fiesole, to the Pratolino, to the Bello Sguardo, to the Poggio Imperiale. Sights of a different kind now present themselves. Sometimes it is a troop of stout Franciscan friars, in sandals and brown robes, each carrying his staff and wearing a brown broad-brimmed hat with a hemispherical crown. Sometimes it is a band of young theological students, in purple cassocks with red collars and cuffs, let out on a holiday, attended by their clerical instructors, to ramble in the Cascine. There is a priest coming over the bridge, a man of venerable age and great reputation for sanctity--the common people crowd around him to kiss his hand, and obtain a kind word from him as he passes. But what is that procession of men in black gowns, black gaiters, and black masks, moving swiftly along, and bearing on their shoulders a litter covered with black cloth? These are the Brethren of Mercy, who have assembled at the sound of the cathedral bell, and are conveying some sick or wounded person to the hospital. As the day begins to decline, the numbers of carriages in the streets, filled with gaily-dressed people attended by servants in livery, increases. The Grand Duke's equipage, an elegant carriage drawn by six horses, with coachmen, footmen, and outriders in drab-colored livery, comes from the Pitti Palace, and crosses the Arno, either by the bridge close to my lodgings, or by that called Alla Santa Trinità, which is in full sight from the windows. The Florentine nobility, with their families, and the English residents, now throng to the Cascine, to drive at a slow pace through its thickly-planted walks of elms, oaks, and ilexes. As the sun is sinking I perceive the Quay, on the other side of the Arno, filled with a moving crowd of well-dressed people, walking to and fro, and enjoying the beauty of the evening. Travellers now arrive from all quarters, in cabriolets, in calashes, in the shabby vettura, and in the elegant private carriage drawn by post-horses, and driven by postillions in the tightest possible deer-skin breeches, the smallest red coats, and the hugest jack-boots. The streets about the doors of the hotels resound with the cracking of whips and the stamping of horses, and are encumbered with carriages, heaps of baggage, porters, postillions, couriers, and travellers. Night at length arrives--the time of spectacles and funerals. The carriages rattle towards the opera-houses. Trains of people, sometimes in white robes and sometimes in black, carrying blazing torches and a cross elevated on a high pole before a coffin, pass through the streets chanting the service for the dead. The Brethren of Mercy may also be seen engaged in their office. The rapidity of their pace, the flare of their torches, the gleam of their eyes through their masks, and their sable garb, give them a kind of supernatural appearance. I return to bed, and fall asleep amidst the shouts of people returning from the opera, singing as they go snatches of the music with which they had been entertained during the evening.

Such is a picture of what passes every day at Florence--in Pisa, on the contrary, all is stagnation and repose--even the presence of the sovereign, who usually passes a part of the winter here, is incompetent to give a momentary liveliness to the place. The city is nearly as large as Florence, with not a third of its population; the number of strangers is few; most of them are invalids, and the rest are the quietest people in the world. The rattle of carriages is rarely heard in the streets; in some of which there prevails a stillness so complete that you might imagine them deserted of their inhabitants. I have now been here three weeks, and on one occasion only have I seen the people of the place awakened to something like animation. It was the feast of the Conception of the Blessed Virgin; the Lung' Arno was strewn with boughs of laurel and myrtle, and the Pisan gentry promenaded for an hour under my window.

On my leaving Florence an incident occurred, which will illustrate the manner of doing public business in this country. I had obtained my passport from the Police Office, viséd for Pisa. It was then Friday, and I was told that it would answer until ten o'clock on Tuesday morning. Unluckily I did not present myself at the Leghorn gate of Florence until eleven o'clock on that day. A young man in a military hat, sword, and blue uniform, came to the carriage and asked for my passport, which I handed him. In a short time he appeared again and desired me to get out and go with him to the apartment in the side of the gate. I went and saw a middle-aged man dressed in the same manner, sitting at the table with my passport before him. "I am sorry," said he, "to say that your passport is not regular, and that my duty compels me to detain you." "What is the matter with the passport?" "The visé is of more than three days standing." I exerted all my eloquence to persuade him that an hour was of no consequence, and that the public welfare would not suffer by letting me pass, but he remained firm. "The law," he said, "is positive; I am compelled to execute it. If I were to suffer you to depart, and my superiors were to know it, I should lose my office and incur the penalty of five days' imprisonment."

I happened to have a few coins in my pocket, and putting in my hand, I caused them to jingle a little against each other. "Your case is a hard one," said the officer, "I suppose you are desirous to get on." "Yes--my preparations are all made, and it will be a great inconvenience for me to remain." "What say you," he called out to his companion who stood in the door looking into the street, "shall we let them pass? They seem to be decent people." The young man mumbled some sort of answer. "Here," said the officer, holding out to me my passport, but still keeping it between his thumb and finger, "I give you back your passport, and consent to your leaving Florence, but I wish you particularly to consider that in so doing, I risk the loss of my place and an imprisonment of five days." He then put the paper into my hand, and I put into his the expected gratuity. As I went to the carriage, he followed and begged me to say nothing of the matter to any one. I was admitted into Pisa with less difficulty. It was already dark; I expected that my baggage would undergo a long examination as usual; and I knew that I had some dutiable articles. To my astonishment, however, my trunks were allowed to pass without being opened, or even the payment of the customary gratuity. I was told afterwards that my Italian servant had effected this by telling the custom-house officers some lie about my being the American Minister.

Pisa has a delightful winter climate, though Madame de Staël has left on record a condemnation of it, having passed here a season of unusually bad weather. Orange and lemon trees grow in the open air, and are now loaded with ripe fruit. The fields in the environs are green with grass nourished by abundant rains, and are spotted with daisies in blossom. Crops of flax and various kinds of pulse are showing themselves above the ground, a circumstance sufficient to show that the cultivators expect nothing like what we call winter.
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Florence, May 12, 1835.

Night before last, a man-child was born to the Grand Duke of Tuscany[5], and yesterday was a day of great rejoicing in consequence. The five hundred bells of Florence kept up a horrid ringing through the day, and in the evening the public edifices and many private houses were illuminated. To-day and to-morrow the rejoicings continue, and in the mean time the galleries and museums are closed, lest idle people should amuse themselves rationally. The Tuscans are pleased with the birth of an heir to the Dukedom, first because the succession is likely to be kept in a good sort of a family, and secondly because for want of male children it would have reverted to the House of Austria, and the province would have been governed by a foreigner. I am glad of it, also, for the sake of the poor Tuscans, who are a mild people, and if they must be under a despotism, deserve to live under a good-natured one.

An Austrian Prince, if he were to govern Tuscany as the Emperor governs the Lombardo-Venetian territory, would introduce a more just and efficient system of administering the laws between man and man, but at the same time a more barbarous severity to political offenders. I saw at Volterra, last spring, four persons who were condemned at Florence for an alleged conspiracy against the state. They were walking with instruments of music in their hands, on the top of the fortress, which commands an extensive view of mountain, vale, and sea, including the lower Val d'Arno, and reaching to Leghorn, and even to Corsica. They were well-dressed, and I was assured their personal comfort was attended to. A different treatment is the fate of the state prisoners who languish in the dungeons of Austria. In Tuscany no man's life is taken for any offense whatever, and banishment is a common sentence against those who are deemed dangerous or intractable subjects. In all the other provinces a harsher system prevails. In Sardinia capital executions for political causes are frequent, and long and mysterious detentions are resorted to, as in Lombardy, with a view to strike terror into the minds of a discontented people.

The royal family of Naples kill people by way of amusement. Prince Charles, a brother of the king, sometime in the month of April last, found an old man cutting myrtle twigs on some of the royal hunting-grounds, of which he has the superintendence. He directed his attendants to seize the offender and tie him to a tree, and when they had done this ordered them to shoot him. This they refused, upon which he took a loaded musket from the hands of one of them, and with the greatest deliberation shot him dead upon the spot. His Royal Highness soon after set out for Rome to amuse himself with the ceremonies of the Holy Week, and to figure at the balls given by Torlonia and other Roman nobles, where he signalized himself by his attentions to the English ladies.

Of the truth of the story I have related I have been assured by several respectable persons in Naples. About the middle of May I was at the spot where the murder was said to have been committed. It was on the borders of the lake of Agnano. We reached it by a hollow winding road, cut deep through the hills and rocks thousands of years ago. It was a pretty and solitary spot; a neat pavilion of the royal family stood on the shore, and the air was fragrant with the blossoms of the white clover and the innumerable flowers which the soil of Italy, for a short season before the summer heats and drought, pours forth so profusely. The lake is evidently the crater of an old volcano: it lies in a perfect bowl of hills, and the perpetual escape of gas, bubbling up through the water, shows that the process of chemical decomposition in the earth below has not yet ceased. Close by, in the side of the circular hill that surrounds the lake, stands the famous Grotto del Cane, closed with a door to enable the keeper to get a little money from the foreigners who come to visit it. You may be sure I was careful not to trim any of the myrtles with my penknife.

But to return to Tuscany--it is after all little better than an Austrian province, like the other countries of Italy. The Grand Duke is a near relative of the Emperor; he has the rank of colonel in the Austrian service, and a treaty of offense and defense obliges him to take part in the wars of Austria to the extent of furnishing ten thousand soldiers. It is well understood that he is watched by the agents of the Austrian Government here, who form a sort of high police, to which he and his cabinet are subject, and that he would not venture upon any measure of national policy, nor even displace or appoint a minister, without the consent of Metternich.

The birth of a son to the Grand Duke has been signalized, I have just learned, by a display of princely munificence. Five thousand crowns have been presented to the Archbishop who performed the ceremony of christening the child; the servants of the ducal household have received two months' wages, in addition to their usual salary; five hundred young women have received marriage portions of thirty crowns each; all the articles of property at the great pawnbroking establishments managed by goverment, pledged for a less sum than four livres, have been restored to the owners without payment; and finally, all persons confined for larceny and other offences of a less degree than homicide and other enormous crimes, have been liberated and turned loose upon society again. The Grand Duke can well afford to be generous, for from a million and three hundred thousand people he draws, by taxation, four millions of crowns annually, of which a million only is computed to be expended in the military and civil expenses of his government. The remainder is of course applied to keeping up the state of a prince and to the enriching of his family. He passes, you know, for one of the richest potentates in Europe.
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Munich, August 6, 1835.

Since my last letter I have visited Venice, a city which realizes the old mythological fable of beauty born of the sea[2q]. I must confess, however, that my first feeling on entering it was that of disappointment. As we passed in our gondola out of the lagoons, up one of the numerous canals, which, permeate the city in every direction in such a manner that it seems as if you could only pass your time either within doors or in a boat, the place appeared to me a vast assemblage of prisons surrounded with their moats, and I thought how weary I should soon grow of my island prison, and how glad to escape again to the main-land. But this feeling quickly gave way to delight and admiration, when I landed and surveyed the clean though narrow streets, never incommoded by dust nor disturbed by the noise and jostling of carriages and horses, by which you may pass to every part of the city--when I looked again at the rows of superb buildings, with their marble steps ascending out of the water of the canals, in which the gondolas were shooting by each other--when I stood in the immense square of St. Mark, surrounded by palaces resting on arcades, under which the shops rival in splendor those of Paris, and crowds of the gay inhabitants of both sexes assemble towards evening and sit in groups before the doors of the coffee-houses--and when I gazed on the barbaric magnificence of the church of St. Mark and the Doge's palace, surrounded by the old emblems of the power of Venice, and overlooking the Adriatic, once the empire of the republic. The architecture of Venice has to my eyes, something watery and oceanic in its aspect. Under the hands of Palladio, the Grecian orders seemed to borrow the lightness and airiness of the Gothic. As you look at the numerous windows and the multitude of columns which give a striated appearance to the fronts of the palaces, you think of stalactites and icicles, such as you might imagine to ornament the abodes of the water-gods and sea-nymphs. The only thing needed to complete the poetic illusion is transparency or brilliancy of color, and this is wholly wanting; for at Venice the whitest marble is soon clouded and blackened by the corrosion of the sea-air.

It is not my intention, however, to do so hackneyed a thing as to give a description of Venice. One thing, I must confess, seemed to me extraordinary: how this city, deprived as it is of the commerce which built it up from the shallows of the Adriatic, and upheld it so long and so proudly, should not have decayed even more rapidly than it has done. Trieste has drawn from it almost all its trade, and flourishes by its decline. I walked through the arsenal of Venice, which comprehends the Navy Yard, an enormous structure, with ranges of broad lofty roofs supported by massive portions of wall, and spacious dock-yards; the whole large enough to build and fit out a navy for the British empire. The pleasure-boats of Napoleon and his empress, and that of the present Viceroy, are there: but the ships of war belonging to the republic have mouldered away with the Bucentaur[6]. I saw, however, two Austrian vessels, the same which had conveyed the Polish exiles to New York, lying under shelter in the docks, as if placed there to show who were the present masters of the place. It was melancholy to wander through the vast unoccupied spaces of this noble edifice, and to think what must have been the riches, the power, the prosperity, and the hopes of Venice at the time it was built, and what they are at the present moment. It seems almost impossible that any thing should take place to arrest the ruin which is gradually consuming this renowned city. Some writers have asserted that the lagoons around it are annually growing shallower by the depositions of earth brought down by streams from the land, that they must finally become marshes, and that their consequent insalubrity will drive the inhabitants from Venice. I do not know how this may be; but the other causes I have mentioned seem likely to produce nearly the same effect. I remembered, as these ideas passed through my mind, a passage in which one of the sacred poets foretells the desertion and desolation of Tyre, "the city that made itself glorious in the midst of the seas,"


"Thy riches and thy fairs, thy merchandise, thy mariners and thy pilots, thy calkers and the occupiers of thy merchandise, and all thy men of war that are in thee, shall fall into the midst of the seas in the day of thy ruin."




I left this most pleasing of the Italian cities which I had seen, on the 24th of June, and took the road for the Tyrol. We passed through a level fertile country, formerly the territory of Venice, watered by the Piave, which ran blood in one of Bonaparte's battles. At evening we arrived at Ceneda, where our Italian poet Da Ponte was born, situated just at the base of the Alps, the rocky peaks and irregular spires of which, beautifully green with the showery season, rose in the background. Ceneda seems to have something of German cleanliness about it, and the floors of a very comfortable inn at which we stopped were of wood, the first we had seen in Italy, though common throughout the Tyrol and the rest of Germany. A troop of barelegged boys, just broke loose from school, whooping and swinging their books and slates in the air, passed under my window. Such a sight you will not see in southern Italy. The education of the people is neglected, except in those provinces which are under the government of Austria. It is a government severe and despotic enough in all conscience, but by providing the means of education for
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