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    A solitary walker from the Continent tests Enlightenment ideals against the unvarnished realities of English roads, inns, and manners, discovering a nation—and a self—by putting one foot before the other.

Karl Philipp Moritz’s Travels, chiefly on Foot, through several parts of England in 1782, described in Letters to a Friend is a late-eighteenth-century travel narrative that unfolds as an epistolary account of a journey across England. Written by a German author and observer of his age, it records a tour undertaken in 1782 and presented as letters that interweave observation and reflection. First published in German soon after the journey and later translated into English under the present title, the book belongs to the Enlightenment tradition of travel writing, where curiosity, description, and moral inquiry form a unified literary purpose.

The premise is disarmingly simple: a traveler moves mostly on foot from place to place, reporting what he sees, whom he meets, and what he learns, all addressed to a confidant at home. Readers encounter towns and countryside, roadside conversations, and interiors of lodgings, rendered in a voice that is candid, attentive, and measured. The mood shifts between wonder and sobriety, while the style favors clear, steady narration over ornament. The letters provide a sequence of snapshots that, taken together, offer a cohesive portrait of England as experienced by an outsider intent on understanding rather than judging.

Key themes emerge organically from the road: the tension between preconceived images of a country and the corrections supplied by daily contact; the ethics of hospitality and civility; the visibility of class distinctions; and the traveler’s vulnerability when relying on the kindness—or indifference—of strangers. The book values firsthand experience as a means of knowledge, a core Enlightenment impulse, yet it also attends to feeling and sympathy. Because the journey proceeds at walking pace, attention gravitates toward minor details that yield larger insights, inviting readers to consider how habits, spaces, and small gestures reveal a society’s character.

As an epistolary work, the narrative cultivates immediacy without courting sensationalism. Each letter closes one small circle of experience and opens another, encouraging reflection rather than resolution. Moritz’s descriptive method balances landscape with social observation, preferring precise, situational remarks to broad generalizations. The prose maintains a courteous distance while remaining personally invested, a tone that allows readers to trust the observer even when he confesses uncertainty. The result is a travel book that avoids theatrics in favor of clarity, letting accumulated particulars draw a map of England that feels lived-in, provisional, and intellectually fertile.

For contemporary readers, the book’s relevance rests in its model of attentive, slow travel and its careful cross-cultural gaze. It shows how walking creates a different knowledge of place than hurried transit, and how writing to a single friend can shape a narrative that is intimate yet critically alert. The work also invites reflection on how nations are perceived from without, and how those perceptions can be corrected by modest encounters. Its questions—What do we notice first? What do we overlook? How do we learn to look again?—remain pressing in an era saturated with instant impressions.

Approached today, Travels, chiefly on Foot offers the pleasures of a lucid itinerary and the satisfactions of a mind thinking in motion. Readers interested in travel writing, eighteenth-century culture, or German literature in translation will find a steady guide who prizes observation over spectacle. The letters encourage patient reading: each stage is small enough to grasp, but together they form a sustained inquiry into place, character, and conduct. Without presuming to deliver definitive verdicts, the book shows how careful attention can refine judgment, and how walking—plain, unhurried, and receptive—can open a country and a consciousness alike.
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    Karl Philipp Moritz’s Travels, chiefly on Foot, through several parts of England in 1782 is a sequence of letters recounting a German traveler’s observations during a modest, largely pedestrian tour. Addressed to a friend, the correspondence records daily experiences, costs, routes, and encounters without elaborate rhetoric, aiming to convey immediate impressions. The narrative combines city and countryside, with London as the point of entry and return. Moritz emphasizes what he can witness at human scale—roadside inns, churchyards, workshops, and public spaces—while noting the practical constraints of traveling with limited funds. The letters progress chronologically, allowing readers to follow the itinerary and the changing settings.

Upon arriving in England, he proceeds to London, whose size, traffic, and ceaseless activity form his earliest English impressions. He remarks on streets and bridges over the Thames, the bustle of markets, and the variety of trades concentrated in districts. Public buildings and monuments establish the city’s character, while the orderliness of policing and turnpikes emerges in everyday scenes. He summarizes the cost of lodging and meals, the utility of stagecoaches compared with walking, and the ease of sending letters. Early contacts introduce English reserve and civility, which he registers matter-of-factly before planning a frugal excursion into the countryside on foot.

In subsequent letters from London, he records visits to well-known sites—cathedrals, halls, and collections—describing arrangements, access, and crowds. The Thames offers vantage points to view commerce, and he notes wharves, taverns, and coffee-houses as places where news circulates. The theatre occupies a special place: he details the routines of admission, the actors’ renown, and the audience’s behavior, treating the playhouse as a civic institution. He also outlines Sunday observances and the rhythm of the week. These portraits of metropolitan life establish a baseline for comparison with provincial towns he intends to reach by walking rather than relying exclusively on coaches.

Leaving the capital, he follows frequented roads out of London toward green suburbs and riverside villages. The route through pleasant retreats and royal parks frames early country impressions. At places associated with the court and with elite education, he observes how public access is organized, distinguishing between ceremonial spaces and ordinary thoroughfares. Gardens, avenues, and river views attract attention alongside tollgates and milestones that structure the traveler’s day. The letters specify distances, fares when he occasionally hires a seat, and the small economies that permit continued progress, establishing the practical pattern that governs much of the journey.

As the tour carries him deeper into rural districts, difficulties specific to a pedestrian emerge. Some innkeepers hesitate to lodge a stranger on foot, prompting him to document the questions asked at doors and the proofs of respectability expected. Encounters with parish officers and a justice of the peace illustrate how local jurisdictions manage vagrancy, relief, and travel under the poor laws. He reports the process of explaining his purpose, securing advice or written assurances, and moving on. These episodes are presented as features of the system a traveler must navigate, interspersed with instances of ready assistance from private individuals.

At a prominent university town, he records the collegiate architecture, libraries, and ceremonial order of academic life. He compares tuition of manners in quadrangles and halls with the surrounding trades that support students and fellows, noting processions, chapels, and rules of access for visitors. The letter emphasizes visual impressions and arrangements—courts, cloisters, and river walks—over literary evaluation. He sets the town within a broader network of market centers reached by turnpike, and explains how he balances walking with occasional rides to keep appointments and observe fairs. The scene contrasts with London while retaining a sense of national institutions.

Continuing across counties, he surveys cottages, farms, and enclosed fields, summarizing crop rotations, hedgerows, and farm implements as he sees them. Windmills and watermills, small manufactories, and workshops appear at intervals, providing glimpses of industry distributed through the countryside. He describes parish churches, Sunday services, and charity arrangements, as well as schoolhouses and the condition of roads. Weather influences his route and the hospitality he finds, and he notes prices of bread, ale, and lodging across districts. Letters from this phase often combine descriptive passages with brief dialogues that reveal local accents and the practical temper of rural inhabitants.

Eventually he turns back toward London, evaluating the economy of foot travel against the speed and convenience of the post-chaise or coach. Entering the metropolis again, he supplements earlier sketches with scenes from docks, warehouses, and government buildings, linking trade to the city’s magnitude. He visits additional collections and public shows, and reiterates procedures by which strangers obtain access or pay fees. Attention is given to policing, lighting, and the nightly aspect of thoroughfares, completing the urban picture. With departure approaching, he settles accounts and arranges passage, sending final letters that gather the threads of route, expense, and observation.

The correspondence closes by restating the purpose of the journey and its method: to see as much as possible at close range, with limited means, and to report faithfully to a friend. The letters present England in 1782 as a country of orderly institutions, active commerce, and marked social gradations, visible in both capital and provinces. Without argument or polemic, they offer a compact record of routes, regulations, and manners that shaped a traveler’s experience. The overall message is practical and documentary: pedestrian travel yields a distinctive measure of detail, and the sequence of places visited forms the narrative’s unobtrusive design.
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    Set in the summer of 1782, the book unfolds in Georgian England under King George III, amid political transition and economic strain. Moritz moves from London through southern and midland counties, observing a nation of market towns, parish boundaries, and improving but still arduous roads. The social landscape is stratified: gentry, tradesmen, and day laborers inhabit sharply differentiated spaces—coaching inns, turnpike tollhouses, and workhouses. Anglo-German ties shaped by the Hanoverian dynasty (since 1714) eased his cultural curiosity while not shielding him from suspicion. The time and place are those of a commercial, war-burdened society negotiating rapid change in manufacturing, policing, and poor relief.

The American War of Independence (1775–1783) defined Britain’s public life when Moritz walked its roads. After the British defeat at Yorktown (19 October 1781), Lord North resigned (20 March 1782). The Rockingham ministry pursued peace and reform until Rockingham’s death (1 July 1782), when Lord Shelburne took office; preliminary peace with the United States was signed on 30 November 1782. Wartime taxation, press debates, and anxiety about foreign alliances (France, 1778; Spain, 1779) saturated conversation in city and inn. Moritz’s letters register the temper of a nation between empire and reform—he hears political talk in coffeehouses and senses the touchiness toward foreigners during a humiliating war.

England’s early Industrial Revolution framed the regions Moritz traversed, especially the Midlands. Birmingham’s Soho Manufactory (Matthew Boulton) and the Boulton & Watt steam-engine partnership (1775) symbolized new power sources; Richard Arkwright’s water-powered cotton mill at Cromford (1771) and iron innovations at Coalbrookdale accelerated factory discipline and wage labor. Canal building—Bridgewater Canal (opened 1761) and Trent & Mersey (1777)—reconfigured trade routes and work rhythms. Passing through manufacturing districts and market towns, Moritz notes workshops, tool-making, and the bustle of specialized trades. The book mirrors the industrial transition by juxtaposing pedestrian slowness with mechanized speed, and by recording the manners, noise, and civility of towns reorganized by industry.

The turnpike system and transport improvements structured every stage of his journey. From the early 1700s to the 1770s, Parliament authorized thousands of miles of turnpike roads; by the 1780s, tollgates, milestones, and improved surfaces linked London to Oxford and the Midlands. Stagecoaches multiplied, while the Bow Street Runners (founded 1749) and more active magistrates reduced highway robbery along principal routes. Yet macadamized surfaces were decades away, and side roads remained rough. Moritz’s reliance on foot travel exposes the infrastructure’s social code: riders were welcomed, pedestrians scrutinized. His letters describe tollhouses, coaching inns, and wayfaring customs, converting the road network itself into a social institution under observation.

Poor relief and vagrancy policy directly shaped his reception. The Elizabethan Poor Law (1601), the Settlement Act (1662), and Vagrancy Acts (notably 1744) empowered parish officers to question travelers without settlement certificates and confine suspected vagrants in houses of correction (Bridewells). Crucially, the Relief of the Poor Act 1782—Gilbert’s Act—was passed during Moritz’s visit, encouraging unions of parishes and workhouses while promoting outdoor relief for the able-bodied. In practice, scrutiny of lone pedestrians remained severe. Moritz recounts refusals of lodging and, at least once, confinement overnight by parish officers as a suspected vagabond. His experience renders the poor-law regime visible, showing how mobility collided with local responsibility and summary justice.

Religious dissent and recent urban disorder colored public life. The Methodist revival under John Wesley (conversion 1738; annual Conferences from 1744) spread throughout the Midlands, fostering disciplined societies, Sunday observance, and a moralizing tone in towns and villages. Meanwhile, the Gordon Riots (June 1780), sparked by opposition to the Catholic Relief Act of 1778, left London scarred and cautious about crowds and outsiders, after prisons such as Newgate were stormed. Moritz’s letters register the prominence of chapels and Sabbath norms, and the lingering nervousness in populous places. The book thus situates everyday piety and wary civic order as background forces shaping encounters at inns, parishes, and markets.

Urban public culture and reform politics reached a high pitch in these years. London approached 800,000 inhabitants, with coffeehouses and newspapers amplifying debates over corruption and expenditure. The Yorkshire Association (Christopher Wyvill, 1779–1781) pressed for economical reform; John Dunning’s motion (6 April 1780) declared the Crown’s influence excessive. The Rockingham ministry’s 1782 measures—Civil List retrenchment and the Contractors Act—answered these pressures. In Birmingham, the Lunar Society (Boulton, Watt, Priestley, Erasmus Darwin) exemplified scientific-commercial collaboration. Moritz’s scenes in London taverns and provincial towns capture this argumentative public sphere: he hears reform talk, observes civility rules in clubs and inns, and notes how commerce and opinion converge in daily life.

As social and political critique, the book exposes how mobility, class, and law intersected in 1782. By walking, Moritz tests institutions designed for wealthier travelers and reveals the inn system’s class pricing, the parish state’s suspicion of the unsettled poor, and the punitive edge of vagrancy controls despite Gilbert’s Act. His depictions of industrial towns register both productive energy and the regimentation of labor. He observes how wartime nationalism shades into xenophobia, and how public debate coexists with local arbitrariness. The letters thus critique inequalities of access, hospitality, and justice, implicitly questioning a polity that celebrated liberty while policing the itinerant and foreign.
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Charles P. Moritz's "Travels, chiefly on foot, through several parts
of England in 1782, described in Letters to a Friend," were
translated from the German by a lady, and published in 1795.  John
Pinkerton included them in the second volume of his Collection of
Voyages and Travels.

The writer of this account of England as it was about a hundred
years ago, and seven years before the French Revolution, was a young
Prussian clergyman, simply religious, calmly enthusiastic for the
freer forms of citizenship, which he found in England and contrasted
with the military system of Berlin.  The touch of his times was upon
him, with some of the feeling that caused Frenchmen, after the first
outbreak of the Revolution, to hail Englishmen as "their forerunners
in the glorious race."  He had learnt English at home, and read
Milton, whose name was inscribed then in German literature on the
banners of the free.

In 1782 Charles Moritz came to England with little in his purse and
"Paradise Lost" in his pocket, which he meant to read in the Land of
Milton.  He came ready to admire, and enthusiasm adds some colour to
his earliest impressions; but when they were coloured again by hard
experience, the quiet living sympathy remained.  There is nothing
small in the young Pastor Moritz, we feel a noble nature in his true
simplicity of character.

He stayed seven weeks with us, three of them in London.  He
travelled on foot to Richmond, Windsor, Oxford, Birmingham, and
Matlock, with some experience of a stage coach on the way back; and
when, in dread of being hurled from his perch on the top as the
coach flew down hill, he tried a safer berth among the luggage in
the basket, he had further experience.  It was like that of Hood's
old lady, in the same place of inviting shelter, who, when she crept
out, had only breath enough left to murmur, "Oh, them boxes!"

Pastor Moritz's experience of inns was such as he hardly could pick
up in these days of the free use of the feet.  But in those days
everybody who was anybody rode.  And even now, there might be cold
welcome to a shabby-looking pedestrian without a knapsack.  Pastor
Moritz had his Milton in one pocket and his change of linen in the
other.  From some inns he was turned away as a tramp, and in others
he found cold comfort.  Yet he could be proud of a bit of practical
wisdom drawn by himself out of the "Vicar of Wakefield," that taught
him to conciliate the innkeeper by drinking with him; and the more
the innkeeper drank of the ale ordered the better, because Pastor
Moritz did not like it, and it did not like him.  He also felt
experienced in the ways of the world when, having taken example from
the manners of a bar-maid, if he drank in a full room he did not
omit to say, "Your healths, gentlemen all."

Fielding's Parson Adams, with his AEschylus in his pocket, and
Parson Moritz with his Milton, have points of likeness that bear
strong witness to Fielding's power of entering into the spirit of a
true and gentle nature.  After the first touches of enthusiastic
sentiment, that represent real freshness of enjoyment, there is no
reaction to excess in opposite extreme.  The young foot traveller
settles down to simple truth, retains his faith in English
character, and reports ill-usage without a word of bitterness.

The great charm of this book is its unconscious expression of the
writer's character.  His simple truthfulness presents to us of 1886
as much of the England of 1782 as he was able to see with eyes full
of intelligence and a heart full of kindness.  He heard Burke speak
on the death of his friend and patron Lord Rockingham, with sudden
rebuke to an indolent and inattentive house.  He heard young Pitt,
and saw how he could fix, boy as he looked, every man's attention.





"Oh, wad some power the giftie gie us

To see oursels as others see us!

It wad frae many a blunder free us,

And foolish notion."






And when the power is so friendly as that of the Pastor Moritz, we
may, if wise, know ourselves better than from a thousand satires,
but if foolish we may let all run into self-praise.


H. M
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On the Thames, 31st May.

At length, my dearest Gedike, I find myself safely landed on the
happy shores of that country, a sight of which has, for many years,
been my most earnest wish; and whither I have so often in
imagination transported myself.  A few hours ago the green hills of
England yet swam imperfectly before our eyes, scarcely perceptible
in the distant horizon:  they now unfold themselves on either side,
forming as it were a double amphitheatre.  The sun bursts through
the clouds, and gilds alternately the shrubs and meadows on the
distant shores, and we now espy the tops of two masts of ships just
peeping above the surface of the deep.  What an awful warning to
adventurous men!  We now sail close by those very sands (the
Goodwin) where so many unfortunate persons have found their graves.

The shores now regularly draw nearer to each other:  the danger of
the voyage is over; and the season for enjoyment, unembittered by
cares, commences.  How do we feel ourselves, we, who have long been
wandering as it were, in a boundless space, on having once more
gained prospects that are not without limits!  I should imagine our
sensations as somewhat like those of the traveller who traverses the
immeasurable deserts of America, when fortunately he obtains a hut
wherein to shelter himself; in those moments he certainly enjoys
himself; nor does he then complain of its being too small.  It is
indeed the lot of man to be always circumscribed to a narrow space,
even when he wanders over the most extensive regions; even when the
huge sea envelops him all around, and wraps him close to its bosom,
in the act, as it were, of swallowing him up in a moment:  still he
is separated from all the circumjacent immensity of space only by
one small part, or insignificant portion of that immensity.

That portion of this space, which I now see surrounding me, is a
most delightful selection from the whole of beautiful nature.  Here
is the Thames full of large and small ships and boats, dispersed
here and there, which are either sailing on with us, or lying at
anchor; and there the hills on either side, clad with so soft and
mild a green, as I have nowhere else ever seen equalled.  The
charming banks of the Elbe, which I so lately quitted, are as much
surpassed by these shores as autumn is by spring!  I see everywhere
nothing but fertile and cultivated lands; and those living hedges
which in England more than in any other country, form the boundaries
of the green cornfields, and give to the whole of the distant
country the appearance of a large and majestic garden.  The neat
villages and small towns with sundry intermediate country seats,
suggest ideas of prosperity and opulence which is not possible to
describe.

The prospect towards Gravesend is particularly beautiful.  It is a
clever little town, built on the side of a hill; about which there
lie hill and dale and meadows, and arable land, intermixed with
pleasure grounds and country seats; all diversified in the most
agreeable manner.  On one of the highest of these hills near
Gravesend stands a windmill, which is a very good object, as you see
it at some distance, as well as part of the country around it, on
the windings of the Thames.  But as few human pleasures are ever
complete and perfect, we too, amidst the pleasing contemplation of
all these beauties, found ourselves exposed on the quarter-deck to
uncommonly cold and piercing weather.  An unintermitting violent
shower of rain has driven me into the cabin, where I am now
endeavouring to divert a gloomy hour by giving you the description
of a pleasing one.
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London, 2nd June.

This morning those of us who were fellow passengers together in the
great cabin, being six in number, requested to be set on shore in a
boat, a little before the vessel got to Dartford, which is still
sixteen miles from London.  This expedient is generally adopted,
instead of going up the Thames, towards London, where on account of
the astonishing number of ships, which are always more crowded
together the nearer you approach the city, it frequently requires
many days before a ship can finish her passage.  He therefore who
wishes to lose no time unnecessarily, and wishes also to avoid other
inconveniences, such as frequent stoppages, and perhaps, some
alarming dashings against other ships, prefers travelling those few
miles by land in a post-chaise, which is not very expensive,
especially when three join together, as three passengers pay no more
than one.  This indulgence is allowed by act of parliament.

As we left the vessel we were honoured with a general huzza[1], or in
the English phrase with three cheers, echoed from the German sailors
of our ship.  This nautical style of bidding their friends farewell
our Germans have learned from the English.  The cliff where we
landed was white and chalky, and as the distance was not great, nor
other means of conveyance at hand, we resolved to go on foot to
Dartford:  immediately on landing we had a pretty steep hill to
climb, and that gained, we arrived at the first English village,
where an uncommon neatness in the structure of the houses, which in
general are built with red bricks and flat roofs, struck me with a
pleasing surprise, especially when I compared them with the long,
rambling, inconvenient, and singularly mean cottages of our
peasants.  We now continued our way through the different villages,
each furnished with his staff, and thus exhibited no remote
resemblance of a caravan.  Some few people who met us seemed to
stare at us, struck, perhaps, by the singularity of our dress, or
the peculiarity of our manner of travelling.  On our route we passed
a wood where a troop of gipsies had taken up their abode around a
fire under a tree.  The country, as we continued to advance, became
more and more beautiful.  Naturally, perhaps, the earth is
everywhere pretty much alike, but how different is it rendered by
art!  How different is that on which I now tread from ours, and
every other spot I have ever seen.  The soil is rich even to
exuberance, the verdure of the trees and hedges, in short the whole
of this paradisaical region is without a parallel!  The roads too
are incomparable; I am astonished how they have got them so firm and
solid; every step I took I felt, and was conscious it was English
ground on which I trod.

We breakfasted at Dartford.  Here, for the first time, I saw an
English soldier, in his red uniform, his hair cut short and combed
back on his forehead, so as to afford a full view of his fine,
broad, manly face.  Here too I first saw (what I deemed a true
English fight) in the street, two boys boxing.

Our little party now separated, and got into two post-chaises, each
of which hold three persons, though it must be owned three cannot
sit quite so commodiously in these chaises as two:  the hire of a
post-chaise is a shilling for every English mile.  They may be
compared to our extra posts, because they are to be had at all
times.  But these carriages are very neat and lightly built, so that
you hardly perceive their motion as they roll along these firm
smooth roads; they have windows in front, and on both sides.  The
horses are generally good, and the postillions particularly smart
and active, and always ride on a full trot.  The one we had wore his
hair cut short, a round hat, and a brown jacket of tolerable fine
cloth, with a nosegay in his bosom.  Now and then, when he drove
very hard, he looked round, and with a smile seemed to solicit our
approbation.  A thousand charming spots, and beautiful landscapes,
on which my eye would long have dwelt with rapture, were now rapidly
passed with the speed of an arrow.

Our road appeared to be undulatory, and our journey, like the
journey of life, seemed to be a pretty regular alternation of up
hill and down, and here and there it was diversified with copses and
woods; the majestic Thames every now and then, like a little forest
of masts, rising to our view, and anon losing itself among the
delightful towns and villages.  The amazing large signs which at the
entrance of villages hang in the middle of the street, being
fastened to large beams, which are extended across the street from
one house to another opposite to it, particularly struck me; these
sign-posts have the appearance of gates or of gateways, for which I
at first took them, but the whole apparatus, unnecessarily large as
it seems to be, is intended for nothing more than to tell the
inquisitive traveller that there is an inn.  At length, stunned as
it were by this constant rapid succession of interesting objects to
engage our attention, we arrived at Greenwich nearly in a state of
stupefaction.

The Prospect of London.

We first descried it enveloped in a thick smoke or fog.  St. Paul's
arose like some huge mountain above the enormous mass of smaller
buildings.  The Monument, a very lofty column, erected in memory of
the great fire of London, exhibited to us, perhaps, chiefly on
account of its immense height, apparently so disproportioned to its
other dimensions (for it actually struck us as resembling rather a
slender mast, towering up in immeasurable height into the clouds,
than as that it really is, a stately obelisk) an unusual and
singular appearance.  Still we went on, and drew nearer and nearer
with amazing velocity, and the surrounding objects became every
moment more distinct.  Westminster Abbey, the Tower, a steeple, one
church, and then another, presented themselves to our view; and we
could now plainly distinguish the high round chimneys on the tops of
the houses, which yet seemed to us to form an innumerable number of
smaller spires, or steeples.

The road from Greenwich to London is actually busier and far more
alive than the most frequented streets in Berlin.  At every step we
met people on horseback, in carriages, and foot passengers; and
everywhere also, and on each side of the road, well-built and noble
houses, whilst all along, at proper distances, the road was lined
with lamp-posts.  One thing, in particular, struck and surprised me
not a little.  This was the number of people we met riding and
walking with spectacles on, among whom were many who appeared stout,
healthy, and young.  We were stopped at least three times at
barriers or gates, here called turnpikes[2], to pay a duty or toll
which, however small, as being generally paid in their copper
coinage, in the end amounted to some shillings.

At length we arrived at the magnificent bridge of Westminster.  The
prospect from this bridge alone seems to afford one the epitome of a
journey, or a voyage in miniature, as containing something of
everything that mostly occurs on a journey.  It is a little
assemblage of contrasts and contrarieties.  In contrast to the
round, modern, and majestic cathedral of St. Paul's on your right,
the venerable, old-fashioned, and hugely noble, long abbey of
Westminster, with its enormous pointed roof, rises on the left.
Down the Thames to the right you see Blackfriar's Bridge, which does
not yield much, if at all, in beauty to that of Westminster; on the
left bank of the Thames are delightful terraces, planted with trees,
and those new tasteful buildings called the Adelphi.  On the Thames
itself are countless swarms of little boats passing and repassing,
many with one mast and one sail, and many with none, in which
persons of all ranks are carried over.  Thus there is hardly less
stir and bustle on this river, than there is in some of its own
London's crowded streets.  Here, indeed, you no longer see great
ships, for they come no farther than London Bridge

We now drove into the city by Charing Cross, and along the Strand,
to those very Adelphi Buildings which had just afforded us so
charming a prospect on Westminster Bridge.

My two travelling companions, both in the ship and the post-chaise,
were two young Englishmen, who living in this part of the town,
obligingly offered me any assistance and services in their power,
and in particular, to procure me a lodging the same day in their
neighbourhood.

In the streets through which we passed, I must own the houses in
general struck me as if they were dark and gloomy, and yet at the
same time they
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