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PREFACE.

As 1 walked about my chamber at Frank-
fort, pronouncing, with no very feljdtous
accenut, the < Tek,” « Mick,” « Sich,” of the |
German grammar, I remembered the say ing
«.)f" Bacon, — ¢ 1le that travelleth into o
cot lry betore he hath some entrance
into the language, gocth to school, and
uet  to travel.”  Nevertheless, the un-
satisfied eyc demanded of me thadt it might
gaze on Germany, pleadiig with® = .aat
it spoke all Janguages, Y.and could interprer
ally and that there was rhuch in all coun-
tries intelligible to tite eye, and to the eye
alone.  With the exception of the cele-

brated .work of Madame de Stacl, and
[ ]
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the.admirablc Tour of Mr. Russel, so
little has been written on the subjcct of
\(.ef‘m;my, that the most me'mrc contri-
buition of a chance traveller in that coun-
try scarcely needs any wpology.” My bricf
notices of suoh places in Flanders and
Switzerland as 1 straversed in my route
bolou.b, of nccessity, to the character of a
volnme which is but the personal nar-
“wative of an autumnal excursion on the
Coutinent.
CLAVERTON IFansi,

Aug, 28, 1826,

.
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INTRODUETION.

It is a pleasant thing to be awakened by
the morning sun shining in, on new and
untamiliar objecets, and w find y'ourself A
the chamber of a foreign hote), actually
upon the Continent; youy projected tour
f.urlv bcnun, )our Pagsport, your pocl\ot-
book, your purse, sale on the (.llclll' heside
you; your portmanteau,’ and sec de nuit,
that have safely pasfed the ordeal of the
rumpling hand, rcady tor instant departure,
or long sojourn, as theie master shall de-
termiit¢; and cares, padxets, and the cus-

tom-house behind you. . .



2 INFROLUCTION,
)

It is a saying of Augustine, that “ the
wotld is a great lm()k, of’ which they who
_neyer stit from home read only % page.”
Ig sewith a delighted attention that we
gaze upon  news objects.  Curiosity s
awakened, and some Inowledge 1s sure to
be ac qunz'(l even by the gazer, not indecd
wvery profound, bt nevertfeless of value.

(fﬂlnis, Boulosme, and Dieppe have be-
coms *of late vears hall English; and the
British traveller havdly teels himsclf abroad
in such places. Commend me, therefore,
as a point of debarkation, to Rotterdam -
the city is interesting, ad the change ?x)m
home and contrast to it are stribing. The
canals ard sl wponothy and <, and co-
vered \v?lh schuvt=. In one of these 1 saw
a broad lmt(“ aﬂm in a shirt of rod flan-
nvmbm lmwm{-,. tmiploved with a
buchot in dashing \g'a.m' over the bows of
his erafl ; for witt #+¢ as at a loss to con-
jecture, seeing that it ‘(H already of a clean-
liness, which scemcod o resent the notion
of its having cwer heen defiled by use
heretotion o, m"dz-sirrned for it hercal®er. In
tact, wese ot for the size of these schuvts,



INTRODUCTION., 3

and the dirty red shirts ot their guardians,
you might faney them mere models—bright
brown models for the show-room of ,an
arscnal.  T'here is not a bit of brass werk
or a nail-head about thém, that does not
glisten, and the anchors hang over the
bows as polished s it they were some
kind of large aid noble: weapons, not tw
crapple with foul mud, but" with a hostile
walley. ".
The city 1s a strange object; there are
many things tos-like about it IF you pass
a shop, for instance, of a mere huckster ;
the vainted tubs, the cannisters, the mea-
sures, the scales, are all of a shining neat-
ness, that vou cannot reconcile with the
idea of their being ever used 5 apd the red
unsmiling face of the seated sho])m'm might
divert the faney witht g playful douhuas™o
his being anything more than some larger
creation of the ingenious toyman.  Thus it
is with the. houses prener ally :—the win-
dows, the doors, thc posts, the rails, the
ornamental iron work, arc all of a bright-
ness, 2Conce pleasing and fbl"bi(lding: you
doubt if any dare breathe on the windows,

e n O
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or touch the knockers. The colours too
are all peculiar to the land,—doors, win-
_doav-shutters, sash-frames ; th(, U';ccn, the
red, The yellow, fiave a depth, “and a kind
of dull yet rich gravity aboui them, quite
different from the like-named coloars with
us. ‘ '

« Except a few of thc old Dutch skippers,
therg is little remarkable in costume.  In
the Inarkets, indeed, some of the country-
women attiact attention by the size and
form of their car-rings, and of thosc large
plaques of thin gold, or gilt metal at thc
sides ot their head ; but the dress bogh of
men and women, in their respective classes,
is a sometlunu belonging, strictly, neither
to that @f' lingland or Irance, but par-
taking the { dxlugn of both countrics. A few
of the éTuerly ferhafrs ol the middle class,
and uj per maid-serve ants of the like age,
wear the decent’ dnCss, which I remember
in my boyhood to h&vc seen son the same
classes in old England:—the plain caps
and frills, the kerchiets wrapping over the
bosont, the fair uncovered arm, th®round,
full, nurseltke form, ind the quict motherly
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look, together with their remarkable rlil-
ness of complcvml,,are very ple |smn' to
the eye of dll Inglishman ; and, with many,
will bring lm( k the fhouuhts of their e
sery days. . ’

The inhabitants, generally, look as if the
busy world had ]cft them Pehind in the
race of life, and as il they were too slow te
recover their lost ground. "I was pargicu-
larly struck with their late rising, and With
the slow and measured manner of all their
labour,—between the hours of five and
six, on a July morning, 1 scarce encoun-
tered a soul, and lew houxcs werc open
when I returned to mine.  The sledges,
which go about with burthens, are drawn by
large powerfyl animals with full ypanes and
long tails: they are shod, in an uncouth
manner, fitted only I & slow hwh walk,
and they seem subducd by Situation to an
unhorsclike tamenecss.® On a marfet day
there is a little mon’, stir; some waggons
arc driven in at a LlO(,, .md you ins tdnt]y
recognize, in their forms, the vchicles
wluch’t'he old Dutch and TFlemish mas-
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ters have made us all familiar with. I saw
few beggars; and these not in rags, they
.seemed only to ask charity from those in
the middle class, and their abord was ra-
ther a coax than a craving, and generally
ventured on near the beer-house benches.
I should perhaps have doubted the ex-
istence of mirth in Rotterdam, if a boat,
returning from the fair at Brill, had not
passed under my windows the evening
before T went away. They were ¢ the
happy low,” and loudly happy; they
danced with bent and lifted knees, and
chins depressed ; they sung out, and they
drowned the softer tabor.  ITeads were
thrust from cvery window, and the sym-
pathy of good humour shone. in all coun-
tenances  as the groupe floated past, en-
actnw thcn‘ joy, and appdlcntly rather de-
lighted than disturbed by the public gaze.
But the sounds of joy arerfew in this city :
they certainly are nd¢ of a cheerful cha-
racter in the Spiel Tluis Straat; through
which if you walk after dusk, you will see
mean curtains hanging before many ‘doors,
and from tli¢ lights behind, and the vile
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scraping of fiddles, and the discordant roar
of Dutcll SCil-SONgS,, you may know {hose
wretched places, conce rning which so many
travellers have written, .md not a feweup-
faithfully. . I believe thal they are the re-
sorts of the very lowest, class, apd that (in
Rotterdam) a Hollander oY any respect-
ability is never to be scen in them.  If dt
lad been possible, in the garh of a gen-
tleman, to have ascertained their ®xact
state, I should unhesitatingly have entered
them ; for the system is but the remnant
of a cruel, and once general custom in
Tiurope, no doubt imported from the East.
1n our older dramatists, the system of the
old licensed brothels ineIondon is spoken
of as ncarly the same, and thg unhappy
state of their en.sla.vul iynates is not un-
frequently alluded tos ° :
In spite of the tame rurularlty of straight
canals, and trees dotted in rows, there are
many good.views in Iiottcrd(un. The Boom
Quay is a noble stu,ct commanding a
fair prospect, and the houwa are excdlcnt,
with*farge handsome windows of plate
B 4
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glass. In many quarters, where you can
take "your stand so as to catch a point of
view with the water, the house gables and
thchr fidorned tops, ‘the white draw-bridges,
the foliage of the'trees en messe, and the
stately tower of St, Lawrence rising above
all, the effect i% truly ifnposing.

«The view from the top of this tower is
also a fine thing: the eyc ranges over a
vast vract of flooded country,—over green
flats, canals, dyke roads, and avenucs of
trees ; and many towers and spires glitter
in the distance.

The suburbs of Rotterdam are not re-
markable, and the villas would find little
favour in any eyeesave that of a retired
skipper, ora pipe-loving burgomaster. The
lanes here, and the smaller canals, arc less
cleanly, covered witl a green scum, and
the smell disagr cc'lbk.

The gr cat square,” or . market-place, is
adorned with a statue, $which dees honour
to the citizens. The equestrhn statuc of
a hero would scerft ill placed in this still
city of waters ; a rough admiral, or *2 rich
merchant, afe the only characters whose
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apotheosis youwould look for in such a spot.
The figure of Frasmus in bronze, in the
cap and robc of an ccclcsmstlc and a
scholar with a book opcn in his hahds ds
the finc and peaceful-looking ornament of
which I speak. . .

Some of the hot hours of noon may be
pleasantly passvd in lobking at the pie-
tures of Baron Lockhorsf. The callee-
tion is not large or fine, but picture-g®zing
is an amusement of which the true tra-
veller seldom tires.  Dutch paintings have
a character of uncommon truth. 1 have
obscrved that the rich and the great are
(rencm]ly partial to this school, wkich 1
fancy 1 can ecasily account for, and greatly
to their eredit. It would scem they desu‘cd
to have before them faithfiil pictures of the
enjoyments of low 1ifd, o5 if to assure them-
selves (could any of them need such as-
surance,) that they did not possess a mono-
poly of thc means fof happiness. Hence
these endless repetitions of fairs and fire-
side scenes, and groups‘of hoors smoking
and (hmkmrr of women deanmg, ook-
ing, and worl\mg at the ncedie; of furni-
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ture, kitchen utensils, provisions; of red
(rlo'w;in(r fires, and bright burning candles ;
of eld persons counting their money, and
boys Warming thelr ﬁmrcr.s. Duatch land-
scapes, Loo, arc very delightiizl.. The sea-
views, the fishing-boats, the banks of
grass, and the-living cattle of' Paul Polter;
~—the smooth warer, the reflected build-
ings, the clear skics, and the cows, which
youmiay touch, as it were, of Cuvp;—
these private cabinets seen, — a visit paid
to the public library, and to the room
where the Academy ol Sciences hold their
sittings, and where I saw some good in-
struments, and bad portraits ;—these things
all done, 1 departed, taking the route of
Flanders. .

l must not, however, lcuw Rotterdan
\VltllOllthLOldlll"‘ or’e plcaslu(, I enjoyed
therc new to me, and therclore, perhaps,
S0 prized at the timc, and thought upon so
often since with a trgasured d(.lurht ;— 1
mean the sound of the -arillons. slm]l
never forget it: they strike out upon the
silence, with a sweet and silvery promise
in their beginning,—and thrill you;—then,
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sudden]_), in the very midst of their kind
music, the) break off, and leave _you,—- qad
— happily sad. * .

I left Rotterdam for Antwerp in a steq-
packet; the passage was delightful.  The
light throb of the heart is, for,a moment,
checked, if you chance to look into a
guide-book, as you approach Dort; for
there you find that you are sailing over the
ruins of seventy-two villages, which,” with
all their inhabitants, were destroyed by an
cruption of’ the rivers, in 1421 : —Dbut the
quick rushing of the vessel carries you
soon away {rom the spot, and the vain
emotion of a vainer sorrow is willingly
dismissed. .

The distant view of Antwerp, as you ap-
proach it up thg Scheldt is logdly. The
lofty tower of’ the C'l']l(,(lld] glozious and
pinnacled, rises above the uty of its chil- "

f

* Dr. Burney styles th{z carillons, in a lorceful and
contemptuous expression, ¢ corals for grown gentlemen.”
In the, bice ol this great authority; (who, by the way,
disputed the merit of Handel,) T confess myself a grown
gentleman, as pleased with them as ever baby was with
its silver bells, -
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dren, with inconceivable majesty and beauty.
Tt is ‘noble, - noble! You wish the deck
clc , or silent ; —it is an object to gaze
at, ond fetch your breath.  You land on a
spacious quay, — you pass into ¢ squarc,—
and, as you pausc there, where an angle
opens upon the necar view of the proud
cathedral, with its air of Gothic grandeur;
and gs you look around upon ancient
houses, "magnificent palaces, and sumptuous
public cdifices, you feel it to have been a
fitting scene for tapestry and trumpets,
and thosc grev war-horses that the great
Rubens was wont to take delight in paint-
mng.

I no sooncr reached my hotel than |
procured a gabriolet, and drove out of the
c1t_y, and in parg, round the works.  Ln-
tcrum arram, I found ot‘he garrison on the
* olacis at ‘drill, a’great part in squads, with-
out thelr arms. They were Swiss, fine,
clean, healthy lool\m" men, . and  well
clothed. llad their clothmrr been scarlet,
I should have passed them in the Phamix
Park with as liifle notice as a regiment of
my own countrymen. There is one point,
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in which the features of resemblance among
nations are uniform _over all Europe § ‘and,
however manners and customs may other-
wise differ, [ suspect a barrackyard "ise the
very same thing, presénts the same ob-
jects, and its drill is conducted upon the
like system at Moscow md Dublin. I
drove to the citadel, and asked the serjeant
of the guard leave to go upon the ramparts.
Livery tlunu' had an air of abandonnrer®t and
neglecet ; th&barracks looked in ruins, with
tew shutters or windows ; the grass in the
squarc rageed, and guns lying about dis-
mounted.  The orderly, who accompanied
me, was a Swiss, had served fourteen ycars,
and was just going to receive his discharge.
There was a sincere joy in the man’s lan-
suage, confirming the exigtence ot that scn-
timent which is said ¢obe the fecling ol all
the natives of that romanlic land, whom
fate holds in abscnce from her attaching
scenery. P

The docks are thagnificent works, the
larger basin capable of containing forty sail
of th¢line. The idle ships that lay there,
waiting for cargo or repairs,*had peaceful
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names, and camec from busy places. The
Hopt and the Providence, the Venture and
the, Endeavour, from Boston' and New
Y.ov_;k, from Hull and Sunderland, fill places
designed by Napolcon for such, a navy of
thundcrm s as he was never to be poqqesscd
of. The worl, howcvt:r, is worthy of
name and rcign that shook the world.

The interior ‘of the cathedral fulfils all
the p.romisc of its outward aspect. Tt is a
consccrated grove of statcly columns and
branching arches. It has space and light-
ness, and its gloom is of the softest; it
may truly be called a ¢ solemn temple.”
The clear voice of the young choristers
wandered ‘tremulously along the vaulted
roof, and fell upon the ear in weak but
mellow walb]mrrs. I enjoyed ‘the anthem
leaning anramst a Luge p11aster whence 1
could gaze undisturbed on that master-
piece oT Rubens,’ the Doscent from the
Cross. 'This, and thc other two famous
pictures in this church; have been often de-
scribed ; they detain you long, and are
quitted with a ‘reluctant step, and 4 *back-
ward regard.* There are innumerable figures
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in this cathedral, sculptured in wood, the
first of their kind that I had ever scen.
They have no quaintness, but are exe-
cuted with as much care as if the -artist
had wrought in marble; and for clegance
of proportion and propriety of expression
are remarkable. 4'he  cosntenances of
some, indeed, are of a very soft and pleas-
ing beauty. ‘

The church of St. Jacques is richri ir ob-
jects of interest, but that which more par-
ticularly attracts the stranger is the chapel,
dedicated to the memory of Rubens: his
ashes rest below the altar, the tombs of his
family around.  The chapel is adorned
with precious marble, the altar’ is of the
like material.  Above it is p]acml a picture
by this m.lstel. w]nch I comulcx a most
enchanting prodmtnow. <t represents the
Infant Jesus on the knees of his mother;
St. Jerome, St. Gcou ¢, two females, and
an aged bishop, akg up the groupe. The
Infant is of uncommon loveliness ; there is
a radiant glory in its smile, and the con-
trast ofits little tender form, with the brown
and wiry figure of St. Jerome, is most
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happy. The manly St. George and the
two handsome females, said to be portraits
of, Rubens and two of his wives, arc fincly
'pl?ccd. The bending bishop', with his
grey beard, offering the kiss of adoration
to the lit'tle cllild; and the cxpression of
the virgin mether, complete the subject ;
and the cffect of it, as a whole, is per-
fect, )

The Museum has some very fine pictures
by Rubens and Vandyke. The Commu-
nion of St. Irancis by the former, and
Christ on the Cross, with St. Catherine
and St. Dominic mourning, arc finc paint-
ings: the latter has a depth of expression
which saddens cvery beholder. I never
look upon such a picture that 1 do not fecl
the valuc and hjgh dignity of the painter’s
art. If the deep inotes of the solemn
organ,—it thé¢ meclancholy music of Mil-
ton are suitable’ to awaken and inflame
that better spirit witkin us, which is the
most precious gift of Heaven, assuredly
the like noble purpose is attained Dby
creations on the canvas, which place -before
our very eyes those once acted and awful
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scenes, to which our contemplation can
never be dirccted without benefit.  * ’

Theré is a fine cabinet of paintings at
Mr. Von Lanckner’s. Among many 1opl¢r
picces are {wo fine Wouvermans ; the once a
Pillaging, the other a Fishing Scene,—both
wonderful works, —=the formuer the most
interesting : it is like weading o chapter
of minute and finished  description froin
one of the Waverley novels to siand | cimo
either.

Antwerp is a place that T should prefer
as a residence far before Brussels. T like
its long and lonely streets, and the solitary
figures that cross them, wrapped in the
black mantillas of Spain., The very sounds
and the very smells arc Spanish,—small
chimes from cvery tower, and th(, smell of
incense issuing: hom; thc door " of cvcry
church and dmpc . I'mean not to rejoice
in a picture of decays or to expreds plea-
sure at the thought that a population, once
200,000, has now dwmd](,d to 50,000 ; that
of 9000 houses the half should bc un-
tenansed 5 and that, of its 212 streets, so
many should necver ccho tosthe passing
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step ; but that as things are so, the lover
of solitude, and the dweller with silence
might find there lessons of 1m]\)10vcment
and causes of contentment.

Brussels is white and bright.: e allée
verte, by which you approach it, is broad,
green, and pleasant.  The palace of Laken
stands well.  Thepark end the place royale
have a charactér of great magnificence.
But<were it not. for that fine old Gothic
cdifice the town ball with its fret work, and
windows, and tall tower ; and also for the
old church of St. Gudule, 1 should not
have felt any great pleasure in the scenc.
The traveller, however, will find in this
city a gallery of paintings rich in quaint
old pictures, and full of amuscment.

To the Lntrllshnmn, BIUSbelS has one as-
sotiation “of un ying - duterest. 1t was in
her chambers our countrymen girded them
for the® battle, irr her squares and strects
they mustered, and oyt “of her gates they
marched to that last thighty contest, which
won peace for the world. T drove to the
memorable field. The road has thatgrave
aspect and those shades that belong to the
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forest scene.  The axe of the wood-cutter
was the only sound which broke the still-
ness, save ,once where I met a groupes of
fine stout ruddy boys playing as they walleed
along. Nonc of them seemed above ten
years of age, most probably nong of them
born even, when the battle of Waterloo
was fought. The man by my side did only
recollect that Iinglish  seldiers werg in
Brussels when he was a little boy, thit shey
had bands of music, and that their dress
was red. 'The Waterloo laurels still are,
and cver will be green, but most of the
locks on which they have been wreathed
have long, ere this, turned grey.

Waterloo is no longer a theme to dwell
on,—the praisc of its heroes has been
hymned by many, and thg loftiest harps,
and the action and ile scene live to the
cye of Him, who has rcad “ Taul’s Letters
to his Kinsfolk.” I passed over the field
with these aids in my head, with the me-
mory of other baitle scenes present o my
fancy, and with Le Costes for my guide,—
the venitable Le Coster (for there arc many
counterfeits). He is an erect robust man of

c 2



20 INTRODUCTION.

a dark complexion, a little pitted with the
small pox, and with black 1'1td|1«vent ey es.
It Jhe was fifty-three years of arrL in 1815,
ilc-appc'lrs little older at thie hour

The farm-yard'of T.a Haye Ssini~ lookea
like any other; pouluy were clucking and
pecking up their food, and a young foal
neighing for its dam. A ploughboy, who
coul(l have little remembrance of 1§15,
opencll to let us out, that very same gate,
at which on the day of the batile the

Trench forced their entrance, and bay-
onctied all the gallant Hanoverians whom
they found within.  Shot Loles in the gate
itself, and on the walls near hear record of
the strugéle.

» Hougoumont is still a ruin, and many of
the trees that were in hont ol it have been
et down.  The as spraet off the spot, there-
fpre, is somevwhat alteved.  The terrace re-
mains, as do twd damp and ruined alcoves,
which have never since ‘that day been used
as such pleasant plices are meant to be.
The orchard is still green and fruitful ; a
yard with some repaired outhouses is oc-
cupicd by the servants of the farm; and a
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poor woman, with two children haying
smiling eyes and regd cheeks, came out to
receive the customary gift. ¥ could ]l
image to myself’ the hot assault. and «ob-
stinate detence of this l)o.st; and T thought
upon the scene it must have pregented that
evening.  The thirSiy wountled, and those
mournful roll-calls, where the serjeants
pause at many names in suecession, angl the
manly and prompt “Ilere” in  fwdliliar
tones is listened for aad waited for in
vain,—to be heard never again.

L went regulariy and leisuicly over the
field. It was much to stand alone with
Le Coster on the very spots, on which Na-
poleon had lm.dcn Juring this mighty
combat.  The point to which Jie last ad-
vauced is that of the degpest interest : it
was as far as*gencthl *could go. \['my
think that he should have fallen at the head
of his.old guard,.but‘thé moral of his his-
tory is in far better keeping as it now
stands. It appcars to me that they who
pass judgment against the generalship of
Napdléon tlnou(rhout the movements di-
rected by him, from the twelfth to the

) c 3
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eighteenth, deal hardly with his fame. It
was surely no small exhibition of talent to
compel the Prussian and British command-
ers to fight him on two different days,
and in two separate ficlds of batile. The
victory of Waterloo was gained by the iron
bravery of our‘troops, and by the firm high-
minded moral courage of the Duke of
Wellington. Never was that higher order
of coutage more largely wanted, or more
brilliantly displayed.

As to the confusion in which the French
fled in the evening, Bonaparte in the last
advance set his all upon the cast. Reserves,
and supports and dispositions for retreat
belonged not to such a thought, or such a
position of affairs. If DBritish officers of
judgment, experience, and intrepidity,
could (as some of t'em did) fecl a doubt
about the issue of a contest, which cven,
if fatal, would have left England laurels
yet brighter than those of Fontenoy, we
may yet, perhaps, thank the god of battles
that the reckless resolution of Napoleon,
at the closc of that day, had not been"made
at the beginaing.
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“ The lot is cast into the lap, the whole
disposing thereof is of the Lord.” King-
doms aild. cottages, princes and peasants
alike the objects. The man beside me,
who had bgeen dragged in reluctant alarm
before the emperor, and compclled, with a
beating heart and 2 bowing hcad, to ac-
company him througheut the battle, hy
this very circumstance his become pos-
scssed of more moncy and land thaa he
cver dared to hope for; has a thriving fa-
mily, and the grateful joy of his heart
keeps him hale, cheerful, and strong. The
defeated king has closed a life of bitter
exile in the grave.

It was late, and chill,, and disk when I
drove back to Brussels: remembered poetry
is the solace of such hours. "

From Brussels I wént-to Namur, a place
of much interest; thence by a beautiful
route to Givet.and Ghailemont. "On the
road I saw a pecasant’s féte: they were
dancing stoutly on the sward, and their
orchestra sate in a waggon—a picture of

Tenier's realized. )
c4 .
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I visited Mezieres, Sedan, Verdun, Mctz,
Thionville, Luxemburgh. Metz is a fine
city: many historical recollections are
awakened in if, as also at Thionville. At
the inn here I found a young German
troubadour.  He sung ballads for me, ac-
companying himsclt on the gnitar, It
came to may thought as he sung, standing
bumble in the corner of the saloon, how
diffevently at the old court of Charlemagne,
a man with such a voice and toach had
been received (my fellow traveller making
light of him). Tor mysclf, the humblest
itinerant musician can delight me. The
road to Luxemburgh has woods, plateaux,
positions hringing. wars and military names
to your mm(l Among the Tatter, that of
the great ‘Duke of 4\1‘&} returning  de-
fe a\,ul trom Metz. Laxemburgh is a strong
fortress, and a most 1omantic spot.  Therc
is a garden subwl) in the gorge, or rather
at Lhc head of the ravine, above which
Luxemburgh is bui't, the situation of which
is peculiar and beauatiful. The whole ex-
cursion from Brussels was delightful, » Part
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of the way I crossed legs in a diligence
with the blood-red trowsers ol a young
I'rencly offjeer of the Chasseurs-a-cheval,
and found French military talk at ali” the
tables d’hdte. IFrom this point I entered
Germany.






NOTES AND REFLECTIONS .

IN A

RAMBLE TO VIENNA,

IN 1825, -

Tur common sounds in the cities of Ger-
many arc the clangour of military bands,
the ringing of iron boot-heels, and the
measured tread of statcly soldiers. Thesc,
at certain hours of the cvening, arc varied
by the {ull deep chorus of the slow-sung
hymn, or, among the‘assembled youth "of
both sexes, by the soft and pleasing move-
ments of the waliz.  The sights every where
correspond with the character of these
sounds, and both are found on the very
threshold of the land. -

'The "approach to Treves "from Luxem-
burgh is singularly beautiful ; the Moselle
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bears you company ; the vale through which
it flows is flat and fertile, while on mthor side
rise hills, lofty (‘nouoh to be picturesque,

and- lovely, mm.nmdn as they are fruitlul,
being for the most part iail out in vine-
ards.

The ('ll_) lies in thie narrowest part of
the valley, and shows fair.  The suburbs
arc prettily sciftered. cast and west ol it,
ancdk ave adorned with several large and
finc-looking churches.

“ Axre Rova rure, strrry Tevens,” says
a prowd inscripiion in the grect square ;
a very fine old ruin, standiag al a short yet
imposing distavce from the spot, compels
the reverenee of the traveller, and conficns
the pride of the citizen. They tell vou
that it was used, as a Hall of Assembly by
ghe ancient (;.ml.s", dnd, it after times, by
their Boman ' conquerors, as a  Capitol.
Whatever doubts disturb: or destroy such
illusion allerwards, for the moment the
vain tradition gives pleasure, and assists the
meinory in her baekward flight.  But Treves
has a great charm for the unacedsiomed
eye; —the whole place is an antique ; —
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the houses are of quaint irregulac forms,
all sizes, all shapes, and o’ no order ; liere,
a little ‘old bay-windewed yellow house,
leaning fairly on one side; there, a’uall
bright-red mansion, with carved window-
frames, and high masking fronts of cvery
variety.  Peasant wamen, too, pass across
the square, with stifl' white caps, flat as the
forage-cans of Austrian dragoons. which,
~een ot a distanes in the fAolds, they graatly
rescieble, but, rear, you yecognize them at
once s old acquaimtances,—as a costume
familiar to the eye in engravivgs from Al-
hert Durer, and the old masters of his day.
The ncarest shop-window exhibits no books
for sale, but volumes of forbidding black
letter, in which the wnalierable Geran
will go on .i'(.-mli;ng Lis vich but rugged
tongue for ever. in adler coniu‘_{pt of the
fair Boman chavaeter, whicli all the other
nations ot Furope have, 'by common con-
sent, adopted. '

1 like the German, however, the better
for this, and the very sight of the type in
whichesld Chaucer was imprinted, begets a
kind fecling in the bosom of the Tnglish
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traveller towards the country and the people
he is about to visit. It is not a little re-
mackable to observe, how much among
thesce people the I'rench had found it Im-
possible to change. Althwuol, for nearly
twenty ycars Treves had been the chef licw
of a department under the republic, and
the empire of France, yet was there no
sound in the syreets but German, and in
several of the shops which I entered, they
could not reply to a question in the I'rench
language.

lhc principal hotel, the Maison rouge,
was full, and I could only find place in the
Holcel de Venise.  Here T got an cexcellent
apartment, and was civilly treated. Ilow-
ever, not one servant in the !IOHSG spoke
French, so that here my amusing but easily-
mastered diflicultics began.- T arrived time
cnough to take an csening saunter round
the city. In the cabarets I heard good har-
monious singing, as I passed them by, and
I met soldiers at overy step. The ficlds
and gardens were balmy and still ; but,
here again, soldiers. I met some squadrons
of cavalry returning from their watering;
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and afterwards, in a more retired lane,
three young officers, riding in that quiet
way the Germans love. As I passed home-
wards, I made for a stately building ifigt
looked like a palace; it was tormerly the
Prince Bishop’s, now the barrack of Prus-
sian lancers. ' ,

The day following was a grand holiday,
being the king of Prussia’s birth-day. Iew
of his Majesty’s subjects enjoyed it more
than I did. It is a finc old cathedral, the
scrvice was well performed, and the instru-
mental music excellent. I felt a strange,
stirring delight as, in parts, the harsh brattle
of the drum,and the stern notes of the brazen
trampets, mingled with the solemn song of
praise. It was impossible to rein the fancy,
and she was busy in other scenes, — scencs
naturally suggesting themsclves to a sol-
dier’s mind, and forming a very painful
and exciting contrast to that before e,
where quicet citizens, and gay-dressed wo-
men, and happy school-boys, were crowded
opposite the choir, all eye-and car. There
was a 'grand parade of the troops, after
high mass, for divine service, according to
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the Protestant form of worship. There
were three battalions of infantry, and a re-
giment of lancers. These were tormed in a
very compact, deep square, the lancers
mounted, cxactly filling the outer faces.
Nothing could possibly be coudneted with
greater decency or propriety than this ser-
wvice : there was no haste, no irreverence,
throughout the whole; a great part of the
sollicrs used their prayer-books, and num-
bers knelt. At certain parts all the troops,
both horse and foot, sate, stood, or kneeled,
barcheaded. The music was very solemn.
A hymn sung by a vocal band produced
a moving and sweet eflect. At the close
a sermon of some length was delivered
by the chaplain, with considerable earnest-
ness of l‘nannc.y. Ile wore on his head
that squarc old captwhich the reader may
have often scen in ‘he engraved portraits
of our martyrs: it.was altogether a fine
picture. The very instant the worthy man
concluded his discourse, at a given signal,
the artillery fired their thundering salutes ;
the troops deployed, formed in open co-
lumn, and marched past. I placed myself
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dircetly in rear of the General, and closcto
him. [‘ho men werg uncorumonly clean,
well setup, young, and handsome; the
bands were loud-breathing and martial ;" bt
the very tread of the platoons was music;
and they turned their full, proud eyes on the
General, after a noble manntr, that filled
mine with thick and dimming tears. F
shook twenty years from my shoulders as I
thought upon my first review, and the then
swelling of my fresh and hopeful heart.
The General was a little man, grave, and
grey-headed, with clear, intelligent eyes,
and sate quite crect on his charger, a ches-
nut horse, of the exact cut of that which
old Iritz, of glorious memory, is always
represented as mounted on,—a Prussian
cornet, pcrhapb, of, the day, when the black
cagle was the tereor of battle-fields. Thosc
times have passed away, — all must wonder
how, as they look.upon ¢hé firm matrch, the
free carriage, and the brave bearing of the
soldicry of Prussia. It is, however, here
necessary to observe, that the obligation
now inrosed on cvery subject of that king-
dom, to serve in the ranks of her army for a
n
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given period of three ycars, or never less
than one, is felt and complained of as a
heavy grievance,— I think with reason.
Sere I am that a large number of young
persons are returned into the bosom of civil
society very ill fitted to pursue peaceful and
laborious occupations ‘in humble content-
ment ; while others again are compelled,
for g season (and that the most important
of their existence), to a mode of life, a dis-
cipline, and a treatment, which they find
irksome, revolting, and abhorrent. I par-
ticularly allude to the poorer gentry, and
persons in the easy middle class,—or rather,
perhaps, I should say, to the parents of the
youths taken from these classes, who have
not the wish, perhapq, certainly have not
the hope, of sceing their sons commis-
sioned as officers, an.d arc alike pained and
alarmed for their morals, and their happi-
ness, when taken frem under their own eye,
and placed among the chance companions,
which regiments thus composed must fur-
nish. This universal soldiership is as-
suredly a curse; the enlisting of mcn for a
term of many years forms better soldiers,
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and spoils fewer citizens. 1 mean not,by
this to speak of regular soldicrs as more im-
moral than other classes of society ; for I do
not think this often-hazarded assertion tosbe
true.  In all good corps soldiers are looked
after by their officers like childrep, and they
very soon become ‘well conducted, if not
trom the highest motives, yet from habit,
and for peace-sake : but the casc is, of ne-
cessity, widely different, where mtn, all
young, arc gathered together for a short
period of service, oftentimes with more
money at their command than a private
soldicr ought ever to be possessed of, and
with smart uniforms, personal advantages,
and a handsome carriago, become the ob-
jects for low gamblers and designing fe-
males to fasten on, and desfroy. Doubtless
many such, their * thtce years of heroship
expired,” rcturn to their Womes lost and
polluted men, ard spread wide the taint of
immorality. )

I walked in the evening up a hill to the
south of the city, turnings as sauntcrers do,
at evety fifty paces, to look down upon the
fair vallev beneath. I wondertnot that, at

n 2
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a yery early period, the clarissimi Treviri
stayed their wandering camp, and fixed it
here for nothing can be more pleasant
toe the eyc than tlm tertile and well-wa-
tered plain. As [ was gaziug on this pro-
spect, I heard a little murmuring «f young
voices, in a hollow way, near the field in
which I stood, and, going to the bank, I
saw a tamily, consisting of’ threc little girls
and their mother, walking up the stcep
lane, slowly and singly, the youngest first,
their hands joined together, and pointing
uapwards, and their rosaries hanging down
from them. The children had fair hair,
that fell in braids, and voices clear and in-
nocent. 'The meother was mantled and
pale, and moved her lips in deeper and
saddel tom.a. I followed at an undisturb-
mo dlstzmce, and maiked them gain a rude
shrme of the virgin. They stood before it
long, repeating prayers, and they bowed
down, and knecled in the dust. It was the
sun-set hour; when they passed away, I
went to the spot.» Nothing could be ruder
than the image of our lady. TIn « guide-
book on Treves, which I had read that very
13
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morning, were these lines quoted fsom
Lucan, jas descriptive of the religion “of

their earligst ancestors : —

& Simulacraque maesta Deorum

Arte carent, casisque extant informiu.truncis."
Perhaps then, as now, the widowed hean
found in its pilgrim walk-to a rude and
shapeless image like Ll)lb, only ¢ I.U(‘d by
another name, some comfort, and a peace
permitted by, or rather given from, heaven.
The sighing service of sorrow is always, |
believe, heard, and speeded by angels and
ministers of grace.

I passed down through vineyards to the
ruins of an ancient Roman theatre, which
have been well cleared out, and may be
very distinetly trpced. 4lhence, in the greyer
dusk, I walked homewards. «My steps were
arrested, for some minutes, near a semmer-
housc, by the sound of soft waltz music. As
I entered the dark streets the windows were
shaking to the doubling dgums and piercing
trumpess of the garrison. *They ceased,
and in a short moment the city.was hushed

p 3
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and silent. Such days the traveller does
not readily forget. I.was dragged in onc,
hotvever, and glad to be so, from Treves to
Csblentz. The better way, if the season
admits of it, is to take a boat, and drop
down the river Meselle, an excursicn which
Iam told is very delightful and rewarding.

The descent into the valley of the Rhine,
as you approac]: Coblentz, presents a most
noule scene. I had reason to rejoice that I
was disappointed of finding quarters at the
great hotel in the square, for the window
of my chamber at ¢ Les trois Suisses”
looked out upon the glorious Rhine, and
up to the castled rock of Ehrenbrcitstein.
I was long before 1 could leave the case-
ment to satisfy my appetite at table in the
salon, and I gladly retnrned to it. The
moon sailed high and brigiht among clouds
that, at times, for a winute, shadowed her,
and gave an indcscribables sublimity to the
stern and stately fortress, and to the flowing
river, as it rolled darkling beneath the
decper and blacier shade of the scarped
rock. I slept to open my eyes“bn the
same glorious objects, seen clear in the
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sober colours of a dawning summer’s day.
I rose immediately, and walked up -to
the height, called Williamstadt, from <the
works erected there. The prospect trem
it is wide .and various, ~and full of such
glory as meeting rivers .and broad vales of
cultivation, enlivencd by téwns and vil-
lages, must ever display: Morcover, here
there are blue mountains.in the distgnce,
and ncarer, a vista of the Rhine descending
between lofty hills, picturesquely broken in
their forms, and crowned with grey and
shattered towers, and chapels still white
and in honour. The leisure walking about
Coblentz I found very delightful, from the
novelty of the scene, and the new impres-
sions ¢f the people, which my eye gathered
for me as I saunt.ered thrpugh the streets.
I like a marlxet-pldce ‘every where. cbpcc:—
ally in a forecign land. T liké to see peasant
women in the costume, which their great-
great mandmothcrs have worn before them.
The fcmales of the lower orders here have
a coarse, hardy handsonteness ; their fair
complekions have been sunburned in har-
vest-ficlds, and their flaxen hair yellowed
p 4
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insummer labours: they force it back from
their cheeks and temples, and confinc i
behind beneath a small coif, or.caplet ol a
gilt tissue, or some flowered pattern; and
their countenances, naturaliy open, assume
an expresgion of hanesty very prepossessing.
There is a fearlessness of regard altogether
distinet from immodesty, and there is a
something very guileless in their manner
of .nccting and talking with cach other. 1
stood long in oncof the streets betoreashop-
window filled with pipc-heads: the devices
painted on these bhave an infinite variety,
and are gencrally executed and finished
with great neatness and taste.  They fur-
nish you with a-very pleasing teature in
the (rerman  character; the city of his
birth, the leaderalter his heart, the patron
saint, or the revered reformer, the poct,
the painter, the hili, che stream, the flower,
that best he loves, is borne by the German,
tigured on the pipe, from which he is never
separated, wander vhere he may, as a trea-
suredd possessions — a talisman of happy
power. "
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I attended a public concert in the even-
ing. The pertormers were few, but exoel-
Jent — the dnsemble perfect. A female fibm
the Opera at Breslau sung two Italian awms
correctly, and well, but not at all to charm.
There was cnough in the room,, however,
to charm any observér.  Somé of the young
German girls of eightech appeared to mée
simple in both manuer and dress aseour
children 5 no effort at display,—hait weth-
out other adornment than the falling braids,
and round the waist the sash, e broad
ribhon sash. Whither has it fled, ye gentles
of Ingland ? whither has this lightest and
most graceful of zones fled ? and by what
has it been replaced ? Fhe ladies were all
scated ; several of the gentlegen stood.
Against the wall deaned 2 groupe ol Ger-
man youths, and boys { many of them from
sixteen to cighteen veais of age, yet they
wore the open ficck,—-the white, and fall-
ing shirt-collar: their shining hair hung
down long and waving, and was just parted
on the forohead- their fine complexions,
and e\prcbswe counten'mces, varied to cach
movement, and their eyes were aflection-
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ately fixed on the performers with a jealous
intentness, lest they should lose a single
ncte of the music. The silence «f a German
andicnce in a concert is perfect; the re-
proof of cven the slightest rustle may be
read on every forohead throughout the as-
sembly. In the interval between the acts
the conversation is cheerful and buzzing.
At the close I returned to my table
d’kite; where 1 had occasion to observe
that cxact contrast of character, which
all societies present, but none more fre-
quently, and in greater strength, than those
composed of military men. At the upper
part of the table sate two Prussian officers,
engaged in conversation, whosc minds and
hemts looked out from their cycs after the
noblest mamler.; at the bottom sate two
younger officers weil dressed, and not ill
looking, conversing with loudness, and
having cssentially vulgar minds.  This,
without understanding threc words spoken
by either party, I would have staked my
bottle of [Laubenkeim, and pleasant Scltzer
water upon.  One word to such travellers,
as, bringing with them, trom English uni-
12
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versities, an instilled, and, perhaps, a useful
pre Judlcc against the armies, and officers.of
(xcrm.my, Inclme to despise all that is at-
tered by lips hidden under mustachios, er
that is accompanicd in its going forth by a
cloudof smoke from the genuine mgerschawn
pipe.  Be sure, quité sure of your strength
before you let out on anyssubject connected-
with the classies, the bellesletires, the arts
or sciences, at a table filled with Prussean
officers.

In the morning 1 visited the church of
St. (fastor, and {found it decorated for a
festival, and filled with a holiday-clad
congregation.  Between the columns, and
around them, and on theswalls, hung rich,
thick festoons of oak leaves smglling fresh
from the forest ; .orange ¢rees .md h:m(l-
some shrubs had bcen. brought from some
conservatory, and prettily dlSpO&Ld' about
the church. The altars were dressed in
fresh gathered ﬂowers, and all the plctuleq
had theu‘ frames rmhly concecaled in like
manner. The service was reverently per-
formed; and the Te Deum well sung; but
when, in parts, the whole congregation
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joined in the psalmody, and the assembled
veices rose in one full harmonious note of
praise, I felt a deep and hallowed hap-
yiness.  The devotional singing of the
Germans is of the very highest order; they
observe a slow, and measured t{ime, and
preserve a finc accord.” Morcover, they are
sincere and soletm ; the tones scem to
conve up from the depth of their hearts: the
ey¢s are not turncd fanatically upwards,
or wandering coldly about; they have a
fixed, serious, abstracted gaze, prayertul
and true.

In the course of my rambles about the
city I met a groupe of boys returning trom
school. Young as they were, their gait,
and carriage, was already erect, and martial,
cven to the coarse stamp of their military
boots ; and, instead of satchels for their
well-thumbed “Cresars, all their books were
packed in little knapsacks fitted square
upon their young shoulders.

I walked out o the tomb of General
Marccau alone: his carly laurels, his carly
death, and the memorable circumsthiices of
his honoured funeral, invest it with a mild
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glory, which shines but rarely on the grave
of a warrior. His repains lie unmodmte}y
under a Mlt where, in all future con-
tinental wars, there will be red artillery
flashing upon the tomb that guards them.
A lame conunissionaire, such gn onc as
is to be found at the'gateway of every lotel
in evgry large town upon the Rhine, and*
who is generally one of fhose * broken
tools that tyrants cast away,” procurtd for
me the regular permission to visit Fhren-
breitstein, and accompanied me.  As we
walked slowly up the hill T gathered his
briet tale. A native of the city, he had
scen a regiment of Irench hussars pass
through, and had followed their fortunes.
ITe had served in Spain and Rusgia, as all
these poor fellows, have, oy say they have.
But here, from bis rclttion of a paruullar
circamstance, I was satisfied that I was
walking by the side of a man who had
been drenched by the very samc midnight
rain, and, after a morning of rude grectings
in the field, had been drred by the same
welconfetl sunbeams as myself some four-

teen years ago.
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The works of the fortress have again
diisen in considerable strength, but much
remains to be done. Accordin; to the rate
#¢ which they now labour, and the number
of men they employ, it woul:d take seven or
cight years to complete them: this the old
Prussian bombardier who showed them
“observed, adding; with gravity, that there
wac no hurry, as there would be plenty of
tiMe.” I hope, from the bottom of my
heart, that he may be right; but to think
of a grey-headed old soldier, who can re-
member, within the narrow space of ten
short years, two such days as thosc of Jena
and the triumphal entry into Paris, thus
speaking,—as if» havoc were never to be
cried again, and the dogs of war chained
up for ever. -IFrom the walls T looked
out upon the same magnificent scene 1
have already spoken of, as discovered
from Williamstadt,*and traced the exten-
sive works, which, on every side, protect
Coblentz, and he calm meeting of the
Moselle and the Rhine. There is a hand-
some church in this lofty fort bonib-proof.
There is always a great stillness about a
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church ; even if it be an ercction of yester-
day, it breathes composure on the visitor?
but to be rdnmded by the word bomb-probf,
that it is designed for that hurrlul worship,
which, amid the alarms and tumults of a
sicge, is the only service that can be joined
in by a belted soldiéry, awoKe in me the
thought that there was nothing more dif-*
ficult for regularly educated «<lergymen than
to preach the Gospel to soldiers ; and that,
in the course of a long period of military
service, I could scarce summon to my re-
collection one single discourse, delivered
by a chaplain, which met the minds, habits,
feelings, and spiritual wants of private sol-
diers. I shall be told Christianity is the
same everywhere, and at all tjmes, and
among all classes .ot society. True; but
to plea(.h it irr the carpcted dmwmrr room
is one thing, to preach it’in the open camp
is another ; to keep Sabbath where bells do
knoll for church is one thing, to keep it in
your shut heart amid the stir-of a line of
march is another ; at lease I think so, and
I have *dften wished to see a helping vo-
lume for the tent and the guard:room: but
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yet I so reverence the ark, that I almost
feur to sec a soldier’s hand on it.

1 took a caléche to myself from Coblentz
to Maynz, that I might linger on the way.
Leaving Coblentz after diuner,, I passed to
St. Goar, where Lslept : the route is never
to be forgotteén ; much is felt, but little can

*be said upon it. - It is a blending of all
beaaties; cliff and ruin, wood and crag,
vines and happy-looking dwellings, — dwel-
lings, old in their fashion, and solid in
their aspect ; thresholds of worn stone that
have been stepped over by many gener-
ations ; and vine-clad porches that have
shaded many a wayworn traveller as he
partook the free hospitality of kind owners
smiling in, peace and abundance.

| strontrly rccommend an evening at the
post—houbc of St. Goar to all tr avclleN, for, if
it is still what I found it, they will mect
with cieanliness, tranquillity, and civil treat-
ment: morcover, the site is most beautitul.

While they wezre preparing my supper
I took a walk. Walks at the hour of dusk
are cver soothing and pleasant, but espe-
cially so on the bank of a fine river: the
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flow is heard more solemn in the stillness,
and the glasqy light ,of broad and whdm(r
waters 1s fseen w1th a more thourrhtlul
feeling. At a bend of the stream I saw
some figures approaching in the distance,
and presentl) they broke eut into singing
it was ahymn. They passed mé linked lxand
in hand, and my heart’s blessing went after”
them as their forms dlsappedrcd, and their
voices died away. to.
The ruin of Rheinfels, above St. Goar,
is well deserving a visit: it has been in
succession convent, castle, and fort. In
this last character it was surrendered or be-
trayed to the French, on the first summons,
during the war of the revelution ; by them
it was blown up. A weedy garden, the
painted walls of a musm roam, and spacmus
cellars, tell of 'merth, mu91c, and the wine-
cup ; while a few horrible dungcon tombs,
resembling the famed ounbliettes, remind you
that there are more passions in the human
breast than the one of love, and other
sighs in this our world thart those of lovers.
On yolr route towards Bingen you pass
under a rocky height, called the Lurley-
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berg, where there is an echo. Of this
éc¢ho your postilion is too proud to remain
stlent; he disturbs the solitude with his
shout, and smiles back in your face, as he
is answered by obedient av.

The site of the castle of Schonberg, as
you pass forward, is very picturesque. The
town of Oberwesel stands prettily ; there is
a ruined church, and another beautifully
clothed with ivy, which demand a passing
visit.  Here, too, is a small chapel, dedi-
cated to the memory of a youthful martyr
and canonized saint, named Werner, who
is said to have suffered a death at the hands
of the Jews, many centuries ago, under cir-
cumstances of the most aggravated cruelty
and horror. The legend is similar to that
related by the~prioress in Chaucer’s talces,
and to that other preserved ih the old ballad
styled Hugh of Lincoln.

A wine-press and a cottage stand in the
same enclosure with the chapel, and the
good people keep the key, and open it for
strangers. It i¢ dilapidated, but not alto-
gether in ruins. The windows are broken,
indeed, and the damp air is busy on the
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walls ; but devotees still visit and knecl
before the altar, over which hangs a ety
horrid pic‘ure of this martyrdom. It “re-
presents the victim youth suspended with
his head dewnwards, and scveral Jews in
the act of lancing his boey with knives, and
taking from it gobleis of blood. Although
the mind rejects at once® the interested in-
vention of the miracles, wb.ich, in all these
cases, are rccorded as having followed vn
such sacrifice, by rendering it impossible
for the perpetrators of the crime to bury
or conceal the mangled corpse of their
victim, which is, in every case, stated to
have spoken out after the extinction of life,
it is not easy to refuse beliet’ to the simple
fact of a Chrigtian child having peen mur-
dered by Jews at one of thase places, if nqt
at all. I canrroty howeter, credit the mon-
strous tale, that it was a deliberate practice
of that persecuted sect to sacrifice annually
a Christian child in solemn assembly. In
Asia, to this very day, the boys in the streets
will spit upon and jeer at the Jew. Now,
we may' Feadily imagine that the laughing
taunts of children, and their practical in-
E 2
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sults, would exasperate the spirit of hunted
ard irritated men, even to madness; and
this may account, I think, for cnildren hav-
ing been the chance victims of' a pcople, at
once vindictive and timid. In the ballad
of Hugh of Lincoln, the boys are repre-
sented playing at foot-ball, and the one
who afterwards suffers, as kicking it through
a sew's window. This more strongly in-
ctines me to an opinion, in which I wish to
be confirmed, rather than be compelled to
admit that such puttings to death were
solemn and sacrificial. In either view none
can deny to the subject a very deep and
affecting interest. The mother is thus
wonderfully depicted in Chaucer: —

Thig pbore widow awaiteeh al the night
After Bev litele childe, and be came noughe :
JFot tbich ag soone ag it was dap-light,
@ith face pale fou drede and busp thought,
Sbe bath ac gchole-and clsvhere him sought,
Till finallp she gan so farre agpie

T hat He lage gene Wag in the Jetorie.

With mother pitie in Her breage encloged
She goth as she were Halfe out of Hov minde
To eperp place, wheve she Hath suppoged
1Bp Tikelibood Her chHild for to finde:
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ano coet on CHrigees mother good and In'nh_c
Sbe cried.”’ —

Forgive me, reader, I could not choose
but quote these lines; fbré‘ive me for that
one, —

With face pale for drede and busy thought.
Remember, too, that these tales and these
verses are in black letter, truc German
text.

The scenery onward continues rich, ro-
mantic, and varied ; the famous stonc, near
Bacharach, called the Altar of Bacchus,
shone smooth, dry, and hot above the
bosom of the Rhine, giving promise of a
full and fruitful vintage. Of theevineyards
on this route, pictérially speakings I must
observe, that they are geperally more
honoured and bepraised, by travellers and
poets, than their appearance warrants. They
risc on rapid slopes, and, in many instances,
on narrow slips of land, which arc forced
to be protected and built up by low-walled
embankments. In all of them_ the brown
surface of the carth bears so large a pro-

F 3
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portion to that clad in the verdurc of the
plam, that the gencral effect, were it not
for the association of ideas, would be almost
painful ; it would seem to the mere gaze as
if vegetation was struggling weakly and in
vain upor a barren and ungmtuul soil.
The vine trelliced is ev'er_y where beautitul,
or when trained in festoons, as in Lom-
bardy ; or when; on a wide flat vineyard,
the bushes show thick. and you cannot get
sufficiently above the ground to view its
nakedness. — But I feel shame; it is a
pitiful return to the grapes of Hockheim,
and Laubenheim, and Rudesheim, which
so gladden and strengthen the traveller’s
heart, to criticise the aspect of the gardens
where they grow; it is like praising a real
geood fellow, and: theu co]d]) wtrrettum that
he is plain.

The gtrange-looking, many-windowed inn
at Bingen was empty ; so that I satc down
to my cover alone, but with plenty to amuse
the eye, for on the napered wall were de-
picted the Frenchl triumphs in Egypt, and
pyramids, palin-trees, obelisks, tents, Ma-
malukes and French hussars were blended
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around in gay and unintelligible confusion.
With these objects staring me in the foed,
I could not!resist the llttle vanity of sayifg
that 1 had been in Egypt, although I had
only a waiter to say it to.

“ L5t ce un bon payse Monsicuy 2 est ce
qil ya du vin?” The Araly always asks
the stranger if he has dates in his coun-
try? Thus it is men ar¢ bound by ¢he
fitted gifts of Providence to their own al-
lotted path in creation.

In this place, opposite the inn, I recol-
lect sceing a young mother, and her first-
born child, of rare beauty ; and the playful
fondling and returned caresses gave me a
picture perfect in its kind, )

There is a garden on a height here, with
a ruined castle in, the migdst ot it.  The
whole is prettily laideout in walks, and
flower-plots, with arbours and ruslis scats,
in spots commanding the finest prospects.

There is an Aolian harp placed in the
ruined tower. When the garden was empty,
and the shades of evening fell thick, and all
was gld8m and stillness, I returned and
leaned long against the lockéd door, to

E 4
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listen to that fitful, melancholy music.
Streh things send you sad, yet happy to
your couch.

» The route to Mayence crosses the Rhein-
gau: a blessed abundance suiiled all round ;
wide corr-ficlds, grapes in the biash, and
fruit-trees, in long avenues, on the very
road. The wayfaring traveller gathers the
unmissed apple from the loaded branch,
arfd rests bencath its shade, and cats it;
and no one says nay to him.

The view of Mayence, on the road from
Nieder Ingelheim, is very fine; at the gate
a bronzed old Austrian, in a white uniform,
demands your passport; and ten yards
farther you meet a youthful, fresh-com-
plexioned Prussian, who demands it again.
In short, you are now fairly in the hands
of the high Allied Powers, tor they garri-
son this noble city’ aud important post be-
tween them. You drive down a fine broad
street of princely old mansions, unoccupied,
or converted to son.e public use, such as an
office, a store, or a barrack.

It was the hour of dinner when I reached
the hotel, and a scene of great bustle and
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discomfort it appeared; a long, crowded
table of busy feeders, and unhecded miu-
sicians cardlessly playing their worst pieces.
The next day, however, when I was neither
hot nor dusty, I enjoyed the table d’héte
much. . .
Mayence is, to mjr eye,a very interesting
place; a man mlght stind rooted for a’
whole cvening in the middle of its bong
bridge, looking down that unequalléd v!zl-
ley of the Rhinc; and long might he lean
over the parapet of its promenade, just
above the confluence of the Maine and
the Rhine; and long might he gaze down
upon the city, and mark that cathedral, so
deeply richly red, when, at the sunset hour,
it passes through a glorious coursg of chang-
ing tints, till, in the all-gray dusk, it stangs
black and solemn abovt the mass of habit-
ations, just veiled by fhe rising vapours.
The evening I was on the promenade there
was music, martial music, but soft breath-
ing, as if to win the hearts of women, and
aid young soldiers, as siently they walk
with Behuty, and sigh their first loves.
Germany has been, in our day, one vast
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theatre of war, and scarce a city on the
R’mne, the Danube, or the Klbe, but has
witnessed

[d
¢ Sudden partings, sucis ~s press
The life from out young hearts.”’

Knowing this, we look upon young German
1overs as rejoicing that the war-trumpet
cannot startle them in that sweet dream
which ' comes not twice in any life, and
is not fairly and unbrokenly slumbered
through by one in a million. I am old,
but I cannot and wish not to forget that I
have been young. Germany is a country
for bringing such recollections home to the
hearts of all men, .cspecially of soldiers.
There is a public library here, a museum,
many Roman antiquities, and some pictures
ofinterest'; but there is no {ine building
to receive them, ana they are crowded in
small miserable apartments, little heeded
by visitors. This gives great pain to the
professors and citizzns, and is certainly not
to the credit of-the Sovereign Duke, of
whose indifference to the general ‘welfare
of the city, as well as to these little ob-
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jects of their pride, they largely complain.

In weighjng, however, the discontent of ¢hé
inhabitants:of Mayence, it is necessary to

remember that they were greatly favoured

by France, -and greatly cnriched by the

constant passage of ber *troops into Ger-

many. Here the French soldicr generouisly

spent his last sous, and, clfossing the bridge, *
here he left his consciences to rejoin him

with his arrcars, if he should ever chanec

to return.

Among the lions of the city, the Gutten-
burgh tablet ranks high: at the time of my
visit it was in peculiar honour, in conse-
quence of a paper war between a professor
ot Moguntia and Haarlenr, on the disputed
title of the former city to the glqry of that
invention, which Iras so largely coptributed
to the improventent arid the happiness of
man. o .

In the citadel, & fine broken tower, of the
massive Roman build, recals the name and
renown of Drusus. The traveller is con-
ducted to view and ascend it by an Aus-
trian orderly. It looks down proudly, and
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rather contemptuously on the unpicturesque
fortas of the modern works, and unon can-
non, those meancr engines that:in the day
of Rome were not.

In the cathedral are found many old
tombs, to- which the verger’s long tale is
attached; but none does he tell more
briefly, and before none does the visitor
stard so long, orwith so delighted a feeling,
asthat of Frauenlob the Minneséinger. The
sculpture is small, and quaint : eight gentle
dames are represented as supporting his
bier: such were the funeral honours of
Henry of Meissen. He lived and died a
canon of the cathedral ; the lyre the solace
of his days, and- he sung the praise of
woman. Five hundred years have rolled
over the city, and scarce fewer calamities ;
yet here, surviving ‘the shrines of saints,
and the tombs of princes and warriors, the
name and the fame of a humble bard re-
main cherished and sacred. Strange and
delightful memorial! honour to it; and
peace to thy mdnes, Frauenlob. In the
lays of the Minnesingers I find no spe-
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cimen ot Henry of Meissen, althouOh the
engraving of his tomb forms the apl.r()’
priate froﬁtlsplece to that interesting Vo-
lume, All, therefore, that I know of him
is, that he was one among those to whom
women should feel indebted ta this very
hour ; for, no secondary cause has so'hu-
manized, refined, and blessed our world
below, as the high place in man’s estecm,
and tender reverence, which the minétrer of
the middle ages did first assign to them,
and the knights of chivalry in brave accord
confirm. As I turned to leave the tomb,
one sad thought forced itself upon me. I
have read somewhere, that it is the thorn,
which piercing the breastwof the nightingale,
causes the gwecetness of that melody we
love.—This bard dived and died ynwedded.

On the morrow I left Mayence, delighted
with my short sojourn, and lookipg back
on it all the way to Biberich with admir-
ation and regret. There is a chateau at this
place belonging to the prince of Nassau ; it
is pleasantly situated in *a garden on the
banks'of the Rbine, I left my carriage at
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the gate, and walked into the grounds.
“Be‘ore the house I saw two sentinels, who
suffercd approach and said notliing ; but I
was quite confounded as I came suddenly
on a glass door, and saw persons seated,
and moving within. I hurried past, and,
at a side-door in the wing of the building,
‘asked if there was any part of the chateau
to keseen. I'rom two persons I got a “ya,”
“eya,” but no instruction or offer of assist-
ance. Near the stables I saw two grooms
in quiet liveries of grey. One of these, a
smart handsome man, returned with me,
and spoke to the maitre d’hotel, who was
standing in a full suit of black close to a
maid servant, engaged in washing silver
plates as they were brought from table.
This majordomo gave a gracious *ya,”
the maid two, and a nod; the groom
pointed out the way up stairs, bowed re-
spectfully, and went away- 1 mounted, and
found myself at liberty to pass along gal-
leries, with bed-cl.amber doors half” open,
and scemingly not long deserted by their
occupants, till, at length, opening a door
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at the further end of a long corridor, I
entered a\gallery, rupning round a painteﬂ
dome. Close to me was a gilded Corinthian
capital, and below, as if exhibited for the
gazer’s entertainment, the duke and three
others partaking of a dejeuner a lafourchette,
and waited on by scveral attendants, in'full
suits of black, with shoultler knots of orange’
ribbon. At a glance I saw.all this, and<hat
the party were eating off silver, but In-
stantly retired ; not that I believe I should
have done anything contrary to usage by
sitting the scene out; but to a plain Fnglish-
man this kind of thing is felt either painful,
or ridiculous ; for a duke of Nassau is not
exactly a king of France, and [ should as
soon have dreamed of looking into the
breaktast parlour of a quiet Engljsh noble-
man, or courftry gentleman, as into his.
From hence I drové to” Wieshaden, a
small place of baths, with just that sort of
aspect that seems distinctly to say, here
you either must be happy, or pretend to be.
Smile and stay in welcome; but if you be-
gin to'sigh, away with you. The place is
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all white. The hotels white, and vast ; the
“Balles white, and vast. I satc down to a
long dinner table, about as fu,l as a ball
supper table at home, and about in the
same comfort, —soups cold,. and wines
hot. ) .
There was one lady in the company, al-
* though it was only the noon repast, in full
dress; arms and neck uncovered. It had a
very strange appearance, all the rest were
so shawled and bonnetted. She was a
handsome woman of vulgar beauty, if I
may use such an epithet without sacrilege,
and I could not but suspect that it was
a designed mistake.

There is a very fine building at Weis-
baden, called the Kursal, appropriated to
public amusements; it-is three hundred
and fifty feet in length, by one hundred
and seyenty in breadth :—the great saloon
is truly magnificent. We have no idea at
home of amusement conducted on the
scale on which it i3 here.

Restauration, vballs, billiards, cards, mu-
sic, all under the same roof, and, in the
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arcades adJOlan‘ such shops as are always
to be me lth at watering-places, for the”
sale of tri hkets, toys, bon-bons, essences,
music, and engravings. .

The city of Fr ankfort did not interest me
at all: there appcared mo bustlg, no ac-
tivity in its streets;"and I bclieve, at no
time, except at the season of the fair, is
there much, it any. It ,rained heauily
during my short stay, at which I was wdl
pleased, for the weather had been intoler-
ably hot, and the roads dusty. The traveller
can scarccly be weather-bound in a place
ministering more abundantly to his com-
fort than IFrankfort. 'The hotels are excel-
Ient: he will find at the casino Lnglish
newspapers and reviews; and it is just a
spot for repose and. letter-wyiting. _

I passed a moming in the Picture Gal-
lery. It has not much*to boast gf, but
there are many specimens of the old Ger-
man school which always produce the same
cffcct on me as the reading of an old ballad ;
an effect which few, who are acquainted
with it,’” 8an deny to be very delightful.
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In the garden-house of a merchant I saw
“The: admired statue of Ariadne by Dan-
necker. 'To my eye the figure is altogether
tvo large, too fleshy. It is exhibited with
a great parade for producing, ertificially, a
voluptuous effect,—happily, in vain; for
the marble is covered with spots and
" streaks, blue and’livid as those on a body
tainted by the Ioathsome plague.

@ Although, however, this subject was to
my taste a very disappointing one, I love
the art too well not to offer my tribute of
admiration to the sculptor. It is pleasing
to think of a boy of thirteen determining
his own path in lifc in the fearless and in-
teresting manne: in which he is said to
have donc so, and carried on irresistibly by
the power of his genius, gaining the high
honours of his art. - '

The theatres of GGermany must be visited
by every traveller who ‘would know the
people.  That at Frankfort is a poor one,
the orchestra goud. I saw wmy country-
women sadly caricatured in a drama, the
name of which I cannot remember.  Spen-
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cers of a pale blue silk, with waists of a myost_
immoderate length, and round straw hats
with very narrow brims, disfigured two red
and white women, whose, beauty would at
no time have been very remarkable, and
who were selected as the’ representatives of
the two lovely daughters of an English
merchant. This worthy” old gentleman is”
prevented from throwing dimself intoethe
Thames by an English nobleman, who<is
walking London bridge at the same mo-
went, and with the like intent.  There are
scenes of punch-drinking, love-making, and
marrying : — as I could understand little if
any thing of the dialogue, I can only say that
I thought the piece absurd. I was not sorry
to feel thus at my first introducgion into a
German theatre, as [ had cecasion, in othgr
places, to obs&rvt that the attention to cos-
tume in Germany is in géncral, espeaially as
it regards the ar]‘y and mlddlc ages, correct,
and the acting most natural and impres-
sive. There was a lady (from Prussia 1 be-
lieve) in onc of the boxts of surpassing
beauty: there really seemed a li{,:ht all about

her.
F 2
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Jhe dismantled ramparts of the city arc
Taid out in pleasant gardens, an¢ between
the showers I met in them numbers of fine
looking children, prettily dressed, in charge
of staid old German nurses. As to cos-
tume, in general, thc gentlemen of Frank-
fort are not to be distinguished from those
“seen daily on our Royal Exchange. The
old«part of the town is dirty enough, never-
tlreless its narrow streets have a very pe-
culiar and a very picturesque aspect; and
then they have been walked in long, have
secn new elected emperors ride through
them, and have listened to many procla-
mations. Neither the Election Ilall nor
the famous Golden Bull did I see; nor can
T shelter myself under the excuse of Bishop
Burnet, for, so . far from any difliculty at-
tending the visit, I believe that it was
because a domestique de place pestered me
about it, that I did not go.

Near the gate of Friedberg is a monu-
ment erected to the memory of the brave
and devoted Hessians, who fell at the as-
sault of the city in 1792. There is a huge
and hollow helmet on this monument which
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greatly pleased me, as did the whole me-
morial, a}ﬁhough I am aware that in st&‘fci
taste the style and proportions may be con-
sidered faulty. . .

The road to Darmstadt traverses a very
noble pinc-forest. The town, though small,
has a handsome, court-like look ; the
square is really fine, as is the grand street
leading from it. I found & good hotel, and
got a very cheerful chamber. In this plate
[ lingered delightedly for three days.
There are most pleasant gardens to walk
n; there is an cxcellent opera for those
who love music, — and who is there does
not ? therc is a gallery of- paintings, in
which are many pieces *of acknowledged
merit; and yet, with all these appendages
of a court and a city, Darmstadt ds as stil],
as tranquil as’a Village.

I was not a little amused at two re-
hearsals of the ‘opera of Fernan Cortez,
where the Duke himself, the scroll of leader
in his hand, governed his orchestra in per-
son. I largely forgave ‘him his hobby,
while T listened to his fine full band, and,

r3



70 GERMANY.

if ke would only be a little more consider-
ate to Mayence, should regard this harm-
less folly not very indefensible - he might
Have tastes quite as costly, though they
would be regarded as more prizeely. May
it not be & beguilément, in which he seeks
to conceal from himself the nothingness of
"his poor sovereignty, and to console himself
under a sad bodily infirmity ? I was parti-
citlarly struck by one thing ; although he is
crooked, has an infirn1 and bending gait, and
an impaticnce of manner, which might tempt
to ridicule, yet does he bear himself withal
so much the gentleman and the nobleman,
that no liberties appeared to me to be taken
with him, and thé musicians were all most
subduedly.obedicnt in their calling. I re-
mained at Daristadt for the final repre-
sentation : the scencry wis fine, the cos-
tumes of the Spanish characters excellent,
in the truc old Castilian taste. Thosc of the
Peruvians were, of necessity, fanciful rather
than correct. The thcatre was very bril-
liant and well lighted. With the sole ex-
ception of the prime donna, the singing
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was not at all remarkable; but the instyu-_
mental pysic was perfect. The choruascs,
too, of the Peruvian women, produc:cd
quite a thrill in my bosom, they arc so wild,
so shrill, so picrcing, and the breaks so
sudden and effective.  * .

At the risk of béing considered tedious,
I cannot pass over the*Picture Gallery in’
silence.  There are many chambers, *nd
somec hundreds of pictures, the greater
part of them fit only, according to the
phrase, to cover walls: yet T often think,
cven about pictures so spoken of, take one
away, take it to your own chamber, and
hang it up there, how a painting, poor in
the proud eye of the vain artist or wealthy
collector, becomes dear to the mpan of im-
agination.  There is in ¢his callection a
picturc, the ulfject of which is the death
of Mary. There arc thirteen figures in
the groupe; tlic countenances are of a
calm, sacred beailty; the costumes nun-
like, and in sober keeping. The effect of
the wl.lolc is solemn, swcet, and sad; the

’ ¥ 4
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alnter’s name is John Schorel; the can-
vass small, two feet and a half saquare.

There is an embalming of Christ, with
the Marys, St. John, and two angels,—a
picture of great beauty, by Schwartz. There
is also a.holy family, with Christ on the
the cross, Mary Magdalen, and St. John,
by — Unknown.

I pity the man who dares not admire a
pitture because it wants the magic mint
press of a name. My perfect ignorance of
the art leaves me in this point happily in-
dependent. I rejoice to be pleased, and I
want no sanction for my admiration.

There is a fine Domenichino in this col-
lection, the subjett, the Prophet Nathan’s
Accusation of David. Nathan is a strongly
marked prophetic form and face, terrific in
gesture, and mantled in deep red. The
king issstarting, and has the wide stare of
terror. I admire the painting, but like not
this way of telling that awful story. No-
thing, perhaps, was more calm, nothing
morec stilly, than the utterance of “ Thou
art the man.” These simply-whispered
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words must have resounded as God’s own
thunder O the sinper’s ear, and gone
down keener than a two-edged sword into
his heart. There is a St. Jolm in the Wil
derness, by Raphael; a Virgin teaching the
Infant Jesus to read, with Joseph in the
back ground, by Ludovico Caracci ; a Peter
denying Christ to the Maid, by Domeni-
chino; an Old Man, by .Spagnolctto s a
Hagar in the Wilderness, by Pietro d¢ @oe-
tona; and many others, well rewarding
the time passed in gazing on them.

The court apartments in the castle,
which are shown to the visitor, have their
interesting old turniture, and their gaudy
new. The Chamber of the Throne is re-
markably ricl) in its decorations, I could
not hclp calling to'mind the speeqh of Na;
poleon in 181%, when, ‘on the invasion of
the allies, he so angrily dismissed the
Chamber of Deputies, and in the course of
which he broke out with his rude but im-
pressive camp-cloquence: “ What is it,
then, « throne ? only four ‘planks of wood
nailed ton'ether, and covered w1th red vel-
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vet! Itis not the throne; it is the man
* who sits on it — Moj je suis le tydne.”
" There arc many things in .this palace
¢presented to the Grand Duke by Napo-
leon ; among others, a very clegant clock
from Paris. The device is classical, and in
the happicst taste. The figures of cach
advancing hour issue forth from an urn of
alsbaster, and the motto is,

“ OMNIUM VERSATUR URNA.”

In onc small chamber is the portrait of a
little child; it is that of the present King
of Prussia, and was taken when he was in
infancy. " The person who conducted me
through the apartments told me, that when
this sove.rcign was last at Darmstadt he
breakfasted alonc in that ver y cabinet, op-
posite, to his own picture. An anccdote
like this I love; it shows a king confessing
his alliance with our common kind, wishing
himself again, perlLaps, the little uncrowned
thing that played free in a nursery, instead
of the sceptred monarch, Jabouring, and
14
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that subjectedly, in a closet. Childhooy
is the segson of true, royalty; they com.

mand us all; they bid us do this and do
that, come hele and go there, show the-
picture or tell the story, or sing the song,
and we do it all with delighted obedience.
It is inmocence we serve ; nay, we feel them,
in so much, beings of a hl«rher order; we
forget not that of such is the l\mwlomml'
Heaven, and that the angel of cvery ane
among them does continually behold the
face of the Most IHigh.

There is a beautiful garden in Darm-
stadt, called the Herrengarten, with wood,
and shrubbery, and winding walks; a scat
on a mound commanding the cxtensive
plain beyond, and a small lake with an islet
in thc midst, all fringed about with the,
drooping willow.” T here is anothcr garden
on the other side of the ‘city, in any older
fashion, with fine‘shaded avenues, terraces,
fountains, and a large old conservatory full
of orange trees, — just the place for a sum-
mer féte. In a ramble to the south of the

. *e .
city, I found on the plain a small camp



76 GERMANY.

_of horse-artillery, with a large butt for
practice ; and the pinc-wood negr was echo-
ing to the rollings of the drum, where a
set of chubby younkers were learning their
first beats under a drum-major.

In the-streets of the city I saw the state-
carriages of the Duke going to mect some
honoured guest ; they were preceded by run-
ning footmen. - This is old and courtlike; it
provokes asmile, however.  Theless of sub-
stance in sovereignty, the more 1 observe
the shadow is always clung to. The waiter
at the hotel where I lodged professed to he
learning English, and begged me very hard
to give him some English book. Of the
few pocket volumes I carried with me, I
could not bring myself to part with onc.
[ gave him, however, an old pocket-book,
whlch I chanced néver to hive written in,
so tha! I furnished lnm with most import-
ant knowledge for a waiter; and he may
now learn how to measure out his respect
to English travelleis according to a printed
list of our Lords, Commons, Baronets, and
orders of Knighthood.
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The first part of the road from Darm-
stadt to Heidelberg ligs in a wood of pings.
The sun llgw;hted the rough rind of their
tall stems with a golden hue, and the sha-
dow of their black branches gave a fine
reliet to the picture. I stopped at the vil-
lage of Alsbach, and, directing the carriage
to meet me at Auerbach,-ascended Mount
Meliboecus with a German peasant-boy %or
my guide. PR

The walk is delightful in itself, and from
association magical. It is the Odenwald
which you traverse: there arc not many
large trees, but there is all that tall, tangled,
and matted brushwood which belongs to
the forest hill 5 there is a~talking stream ;
the path is qircuitous, now ascends, now
dips, then riscs agoin, and winds tar about,
to the tower-erowned summit. Save the
water, and your own voices, you scarae hear
a sound, without it be in parts the axe of
the wood cutter, who may be chance-seen,
far in the glen, at his solitary labour.

I practised the few words of German I
was master of with my young guide with
greater success than hitherto: ‘at that age
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they strive to understand you ; the older
German never docs; you either speak his
fanguage or you do not. He .is proud of
his mother-tongue, and cares for you in ex-
act proportion as you may be master of it.
I speak pf the people. I'rench carries the
traveller, with the grcatest ease, all over
Germany ; and for the slight intercourse
yeu have with coachmen, barmaids, and
wuides, a few words of German intelligibly
pronounced, and intelligently applicd, will
answer all the purpose of warding ofi’ cm-
barrassment. This I state, because I am
sure that many travellers, of a certain age,
arc deterred from visiting that most inter-
csting country from an ignorance of the
language, and a despair of acquiring it. No
,man, indeed, can rcad stwo dozen pages in
a German grammar without® seeing that it
is a language most difficult of attainment,
its coustruction very perplexing in con-
versation, its pronunciation rarely to be
acquired by a foreigner, after that season
when the orgarts are yet flexible in youth,
and of an evident copiousness and richness
which few may hope to command but those
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who have carly lisped in it. This I say
not to excuse indolgnce, or discourage
industry, but to check presumption. Be-
forc many talkers of German, French as
well as English, the puzzled pcrsons they
address smoke, and remain dumb. . Bound-
ing my own efforts most narrowly to my
daily wants, on a rapid excursion, I cach
morning rencwed my resolve to study and
master the rewarding language at Seane
favourable period as to leisure and abode.
I'rom the tower of Melibaecus you look
oul far over the vale of the Rhine, the red
cities on its banks, and the blue mountains
of the Vosges beyond ; immediately be-
low and around you lic the wooded and
wavy hills of the Odenwald, with here and
there a ruined castle on ¢heir summits.,
The whole prdseits to ihe cye a very glo-
rious natural panorama. ‘I descendedl by a
rude path to Aucrsberg: herc 1 found
among the ruins a German gentleman and
his two sons, boys of six or seven ycars of
age. After examining the’vemains of the
castle hé'joined me on my walk down to
the village, where my carriage was waiting.
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He was very agreeable, and amused me
mnch by a long and thorough -German dis-
sertation upon the difference of charactér
in his two boys, and its devclopement in
the most minute circumstancgs. This he
was exemplifying to me, as they played be-
fore us, by the different way in which they
ran up and down the banks near us, and
tke different objects that made them stop,
or ottracted their young regards. e dis-
appointed me by speaking very lightly of
Madame de Stael’s Germany, a book I
thought most highly of before I saw that
country, and think more highly of since
personal observation has confirmed to me
the value of it. « I believe, however, that
the plain English of the old gentleman’s
objection was that true love of ﬁlthc -land,
which resented the idea of any but a Ger-
man born, bred, and resident, treating any
subject connected with the history, the
institutions, or literature of his country
worthily enough.

The road fiom hence to Heidelberg,
along what is called the Bergstrasse, is a
wonder and a delight: the eye rests on

’ 15
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nothing but beauty, fertility, and abund-
ance ; the ‘outsnetchcd hand can toucheno
branch tha.t is not fruitful; it has all the
appearance of a vast garden ; the very towns
and villages lose their man-made character ;
they, too, look as if thty were.but just
cnough to preserve’ it from running to
waste, and as if the happy inhabitants had
been placed in them with the same blessed
command as our first parents in their Iwieit,
“ to dress and to keep it.” But I check a
rhapsody so naturally inspired by the scenc,
and must confess to my reader, that this
paradise is traversed by a military road, and
that we need not ook farther back than the
history of our own times to know, that
from thesc same trees the blushing fruit
has becn rudely snatchied by hands yet reds
from the battle. * This ‘road terminates in
the valley of the Neckar ;' the hills, between
which the river flows, are picturesque in
their character. On the left bank lies the city
of Heidelberg; upon a wooded cliff above
it stands the castle. This fuin greatly dis-
appointedl me; it is a huge pile of build-
ing, dilapidated, roofless, windowless. Row
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above row of squarc gaping vacuities stare
out upon you from walls, which want alike
the form and the colour that glve dlgmty
to a castle, or interest to a ruin. It is
like the shell of a barrack, a.hospital, or
a manufectory ; such, at least, it appears
in the glare of noonday. In the grey
hour of dawn, however, or the deep gloom
which follows upon sunset, the effect is
cericinly imposing, and may be called ma-
jestic. I visited it at both those hours,
and I satc out on its terrace, looking
down the river on the glorious plain,
bounded by the Rhine, with an entranced
rapture.

There are some pinnacle points on the
loftiest part of the ruin, surmounted by
statues, the attitudes of which are gro-
tesque. In the evening hour they look
like living beings, and produce a very fan-
tastic illusion. I did not forget to visit the
famed tun; it is like an old Dutch ship on
the stocks, a large ribbed vessel, that might
contain a sea Of wine, and float it safely
over an ocean of water. !

I met several students in the gardens,

13
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both in 'groupes and singly. Heidelberg
is a uniycpsity contajning many hundueds.
Of German students I can only speak pic-
torially, as I have seen them in my brief
passage through the country, and as I have
been impressed by them. Theig costume,
when clean, T am far from disliking, and
their sins of smoking and singing appear
to me venial offences ; cvgn the drinking
of beer where they cannot get wine*], fo«-
give. I Dbelieve Porson, our renowned
Grecelan, would have smoked and drunk
beer with any two of them ; and, perhaps,
his shirt-collar might not have shamed the
whiteness of theirs. Tom Warton (that
well-beloved name) liked his afe and his
rubber of bowls, and so did the men of his
time. Alc-houscs. had a lgng dfty both ag
Oxford and €ambridge, but Germany is
far behind us ; with her‘they are the rage
still, that is, where the country affords not
wine. Of the studénts in German univer-
sities thc great majority are poor. The
period of their residence is a very trying
one, and nothing but the care generally
bestowed on their boyhood at home would
G 2
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safely carry a youth through it, and restore
him:, as * a late traveller tells us if docs, “ to
fall into his own place in the bustling com-
petition of society, and lead a peaceful, in-
dustrious life, as his father did b~fore him.”
In their universities there is none of that
wholesome discipline so honourably distin-
guishing those of dur native country. It was
th¢ immediate -and shrewd observation of’
thenDuchess of Oldenburgh, on visiting
Oxford : — ¢ Here is one great secret of
your superiority in discipline, your scholars
live enclosed in colleges, and separate from
the citizens.” But yet, with all these ad-
vantages, let a German traveller arrive at
an inn in Oxford; where some of the wilder
young gownsmen are holding such a dinner
and supper as.we know they sometimes
do, and let him go next niorning to the
theatrc, and hear an unpopular vice-chan-
cellor and his proctors hooted, nay, liter-
ally, by some, howled at with a tone only
suited to a cock-fight; would it not be par-
donable if he were, for a moment, a little

* A Tour in Germany, by John Russel, Esquire,
vol. 1. page 193,
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stagger cd about the excellence of our dis-
cnp]me,,and the gentlencss of our manners ?
Yect a litsle enquiry would soon convince
him of the true worth and sterling qua-
litics of our students, and enable him to
smile away and forget Such trifles, as cir-
cumstances by which he might have been
led to form a very unfaithful estimate of”
the truc character of that great and admtred
seat of lcarning. am e

I mean not to institutc an unfair and
impossible comparison between the com-
paratively wealthy gownsmen at our uni-
versities and the poor burschen of Germany,
but I want more allowance for the latter
than is gencrally made. °

No man cgn pass an hour in a,room with
German students* withoute discovering that
they arc worshippers® of knowledge, and
lovers of their father-land. This*love of
father-land docs® indeed give them heated
and vague notions, the warmth of which
docs never, I hope, entircly dic away,
while the vagueness settles down into some-
thing d'cﬁned and valuable in permancnt

guiding principles of life.
e 3
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As to the foppery of their eccentric cos-
tume, be it remembered, that, a fcw short
years ago, every trifle which distinguished
the German from his French cnemy, or
from those of his own countrynen, cor-
rupted by intercourse with their conquerors,
was of great importance. It is with such
an eyc that I have Tooked upon their shape-
less* coat, their long hair, their bare neck,
arid’ wue open shirt-collar falling back upon
their shoulders. I have cer Lamly scen
among them the would-be rakish, or rather
the rakish and the rude; but many a cheek
have I observed pale with study, and many
an cye bright with the intelligence of that
happy age, when it is a pastime to attempt
the hill of ame. When gathered together
a. their universitics the_) arc all young, and
they dream that Germany wht be a frec
land. When they become men they awake,
and sce distinctly the  cheerless reality.
Then, contenting themselves with personal
independence as men, political liberty, as
members of a nation, they forget or, forego.
Germany must go through a dreadful or-
deal hefore she can cver be (what they de-



GERMANY. 87

sire to sce her) a country; she must be
made ong By some amgbitious and wide~con-
quering usurper, and he, or his successor,
chained up by charters, or made nothing
by a firm and resolved people.

I attended divine service at thg Lutheran
church, and heard ‘a sermon, of which I
understood nothing. The preacher was
scerious and carnest in his .\ilanner, andsthe
congregation, especially the young stugl~nés,
of whom numbers were present, devoutly
attentive.

On my way to Manheim I visited the
gardens of Schwetzingen. They are very
spacious, and, from the small Jnumber of
persons met in them, you can command
solitude. They cover nearly two hundred
acres : they have avenues, bowers, foun-
tains ; in theSeltst an Arion, infant tritons,
dolphins, and aquatic birds, spout up the
waters. There ‘are many statues,—a few
good and appropriately placed : — Apollo
shining in an open temple; Pan scated on
his rock There are several temples, a
mosque, and some Roman ruins imitated
with great skill. But nothing is more dis-

¢ 4
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displeasing, or disappointing to the taste,
than a mock ruin; caught by the aspect
ot a brown and broken tower, to walk to-
wards it with a quicker step, and to find
that it is all a scenic trick, that you have
been cheated of 'an emotion, makes you
angry with the artist and with yourself.
You drive forth from Schwetzingen by a
most superb avonue of poplars. They arc
noy.Nere thin in their foliage and waving,
but they are full of lcaves :—the sky cannot
be scen through them; and they rise to a
most stately height, resembling, to the
fancy, a long linc of green obelisks ; only
the shadows these cast have freshness ra-
ther than solemnity, and the wind, as it
rustles amid their branches, tclls you that
they are-livinge things rejoicing in exist-
ence. Poplars are found all about German
citics, especially on the Rhinc; they form
quite a feature in all their town views,
and to my tastc a very graceful one. You
approach Manheim chrough a line of num-
berless small garden-houscs, but they are
close to each other, situate in small plots
of ground, and dusty. Manheim, you are
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told by g\lide-books, travellers, residents,
and domegtiques de place, is onc of the nwvost
regularly beautiful towns on the Continent.
I admit the regularity, but deny the beauty.
There is a samcness, tame and tiresome to
the eye,—it is ms1p1d and uninteresting,
1 walked out to breathe freer in the subur bs,
and crossed the bridge over the Rhinc.
IFrom thence the view of the city is véry
fine. The square towers, if I may so te
them, in the wings of the castle, rise above
the thick foliage of the trces in the garden,
red, massive, and ducal. I returned and
walked on the garden-bank,—the traveller
will linger long and late on it., There is
always a calm glory in this broad and beau-
Leous river, as it glides stilly at the cvening
hour, which fills “the imhost seul with»
peace. The Tivifig water speaks in silence
to your spirit ; you feel all its immortality,
and it tastes repose.

The church of the Jesuits at Manhcim is
a very handsome building. I found some-
thing iy lt quite out of character with the
general appemance of the city, where the
streets are all straight, clean, and new-
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/
looking, the houses good and taﬁl, and the
citizens well clad. It was a pilgrim, a true
pilgrim, one who might have served a
“painter for a model quitc as well four hun-
dred yecars ago as now. He had not at all
the look of your holy beggar, yom alms-
sceking penitent.  His dress was a coarse
robe of capuchm brown, without collar or
hood, bound round him by a thong of lea-
ffie?; he had a staff and beads, and his
shoes had the gathered dust of long travel.
His countenance was not of the common
order ; his cheeks were worn, and wan ; he
was not old, but his beard was grey; he
had a small missal stained by his feverish
hand ; and the view of him, as he knceled
in the deep and sincere agony of his prayer,
filled me with pity. These true penitential
figures always do good, and, in the old time,
must have produced a very strong, and
oftentimes a salutary cffect wherever they
passed. Their very look is enough : how
forcibly it speaks of sin and sorrow ; of the
grave and judg'ment to come! The assas-
sin might, at such a sight cast away his
dagger ; the reveller forsake his wine-cup,
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and the b}vod of the cruel libertine run

back coldly‘to a sickerring heart. .
On the dfive to Karlsruhe the road passes

through several villages; the houses (for’

therc are no COtt'wes) are very tall, crossed
in many directions by, black beams'of wood,
and have shingle roofs. Their loftiness
gives an idea of space and comfort corre-
sponding well with the appearance of the
peasants, who are arc all fine, stout, érect
men.  The carriage of the people, indeed,
both here and throughout Germany, is
quite martial ; they all seem as though they
were trained to the field.  You approach
Karlsruhe along the cdge of the Hartz
forest, and it is a pleasant resting-place;
the streets have a c]can, cheerfal aspect.
It was carly in the evening when I-reached
the hotel, and, after dressm(r, T took a stroll
on apromenade outslde of the t')wn, in the
direction of Boyerthe:m. This is a place
of baths and amusement, resorted to much
in fine weather by all the inhabitants. The
path whigh I followed wound betwecen a
well-kept road and a most beautiful green
plain. It was planted with treces and

-
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shrubs, bordered with turf, had jrural seats,
ard all around weore the appearance of
pleasure-grounds ; all the persons, too,
whom I'met, were walking cnjoyingly, and
slow.  Attracted by the sound of music, I
made my way to a kind of promenade Aaus,
standing in a garden at Beyertheim. On
the steps before a large saloon I obscrved
a groupe of officers, and a few civilians.
“hudging it to be a place of public amuse-
ment, I mounted the steps, and asked a
gentleman, in plain clothes, it'it was a build-
ing open to the public. Hebowed a “ Yes,”
and pointed to me to enter. 1 did so, and
was not a little startled and confused to
find myselfin a ball-room, hung with fes-
toons ofldeaves and flowers, and the benches
- and chairs all round filled with the young
ladies of Karlsruhe, and their chaperones.
I saw with a glance that it was not exactly
public, came out again,” apologized to the
gentlemen near for my intrusion, and was
going away, but thoy most promptly and
frankly entreated me to remain and witness
the ball.  They said my mistake was most
natural ; that, in fact, public balls were
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often give\:hcro, but that this was a sub-
scription-agsembly, sypported by the mili-
tary of the garrison, a few of the chiel
inhabitants, and the civilians in public em-.
ploy, and that the ladies were all of their
familics. A ball is always a pleasant sight,
it conducted with propricty and decorum ;
it is one which always wgives a reflected
pleasurc to a middle-aged man, not the lcss
sweet because somewhat sobered by, the
knowledge of the incredible swiftness with
which the spring-time of life hurries by.
It scems but yesterday, to most men of my
age and prolession, that we could journey
twenty miles to an assembly, dance the
short night away, and back to the early
muster of' the troops; but twenty ycars
have flown by witheus all since that yester-,
day ; yet I hope that wé are none of us so
churlish grown as to dislike an occasional
ball, if it were onky to see “lamps shining
o’er fair women and brave men,” and hearts
beating happily. But this ball had the
charm of novelty,—a Getman assembly,
a circle of waltzers. I bear testimony, from
attentive observation on this cvening, to



94 GERMANY.

the extreme propriety and decprum with
which the Germans dance this their na-
vional figure. I take the dance to be one of
_very great antiquity, as great, perhaps, as
the very commencement of men and wo-
men joining in the dance togethcr. The
sacred dance of the Last was entircly con-
fined to the service of the temple, and
mingled with their idolatrous rites, and is
undoubtedly of the highest origin; but
this I take to be the genuine offspring of
the ancient German camps and settlements,
where, before their huts, youth and damsel
clasped each other, and moved in rude
circlings to sound and song. The waltz,
however,” transplanted, becomes another
thing, and is no longer the German dance.
In Spain, for example, the dark beauties of
the south transfuse into it all the warmth of
their climate, and all the indolent voluptu-
ousness of their natures. In England, again,
I have noticed, from caases which it would
not be difficult to trace, the waltz assumes a
character either of great awkwardness and
painful constraint, or of a bold, utblushing
indecency,” braving all censure. Here it
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was not s¢: in points like these we are all
the crcatules of custom, and probably, to
the eye of the unaccustomed German, many
parts of our old country dances may have
appeared to have improprieties greater than
his own. To him the wzltz is customary
and innocent ; to us, at home in Old Eng-
land, it neither is nor ought to be regarded
as innocent, and will, T trust, never gain
established favour. I have only spoken
thus because the Germans are taunted with
their passion for this dance, as if it stained
and demoralised their whole country.

I observed that such a thing as a lounger,
or an insipid, who will not join in the dance,
is not tolerated among them; for, in the
cotillion part, a couple break out, from the
large circle, and setting to_any bystander,
he is led off tu a waltz movement, before
he has time to ungird his sword. Again,
they have a custom, in parts, of taking each
from the assembled circle the lady or gen-
tleman of their choice, for one tour of
waltzing, quitting, for the time, their actual
partner ;—a most pleasant privilege. I
was exceedingly interested : the girls ap-
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peared to me to have great sim»licity and
frankness of manner; and the‘cq seemed
an absence of all encumbering.vanities in
their dress.

The music of the waltz hLas turns and
cadences of a character most sofi, most
sweet ; and where two hcarts beat with a
strong youthful attachment towards cach
other may certainly minister delightfully,
a=nd. not without danger, to the silent lan-
guage of the eye. I thought of all this as
I looked on the cheerfully innocent smiles
all round me, and remembered that a
few years ago the gallant youth of Ger-
many could only snatch these pleasures as
they were hurried about, under one banner
or another, to scencs of combat and death.
.I have dwelt .too 1ong on this, but the
young and their pleasures ate dear to me;
moreover, such a picturr belongs essen-
tially to the aspect of German society.

¢ The wise man sees his winter close
Like evening on a summer day ;
Each age, he knows, its roses bears, | s
Its mournful moments, and its gay.
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< Thugwould I dwell with pleasing thought,
Upin my spring of youthful pride;
Yets like the festive flancer, glad
To rest in peace at even-tide.”

One other stanza of this song I must give
tor the sake of any once admired belle, now
in the conscious wane, reminding her that
it is the production of *a songstress and
beauty of the olden time. ,

¢ The gazing crowds proclaimed me fair,
Ere, Autumn-touch’d, my green leaves fell;
And iow they smile, and call me good ;
Porhaps I like that name as well.,”
Lays of the Minnesingers, p. 275,

The traveller will find Karlsruhe a most
pleasant spot to refresh in.  Although the
country around is flat, the view *from the
tower of the gast.le. is Qeautiful ; the dark’
mass of the forest seen on one sidg, and
the white town on the other, contrast
very happily ; and.when you think that the
place owes its origin to the vow of a tired
hunter resting under a shady tree, where
now, in.the midst of a cheerful and not in-
“elegant square, his bones repose, <your heart

u
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is agreeably moved by the maay strange
associations which mingle them‘sglves with
your train of thought. For the solitary
blast of some enquiring hunting-horn, you
have now full military bands filling wide
the air with their brazen and haughty
tones ; for the whispered prayer of the be-
nighted wanderer, the hymning of thou-
sands securely assembled in their handsome
churches.

In Rastadt I passed only a few hours for
the purpose of visiting the chateau. Iere,
in dusty closets and glass-cases, are ex-
hibited numberless trophies taken from the
Turks by the warlike Margrave Louis Wil-
liam. Here are tarnished cloths of gold,
rusting arms, and housings heavy w1th em-
broidery, that the mhdel came to battle i in,
and a horse-tail standard! 'The traveller,
who chances to recollect the twenty-second
stanza of the Siege of Corinth, may quote
it here, if he can get the room to himsclt,
and that wonderful picture of a Turkish
Lost will give shape and life to these relics.
I remembered most of' it ; but, oh! for that
boy memory again, to which page after
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page of any thing that delighted was fa-

miliar enouigh to come, clear at the bidding

at any hour, in any place!—it is gone and

will never return. Fragments, however, ofe.
poetry arc to,the solitary traveller as music

and companionship. The man who travels

much, and alone, feels a fond personal ob-

ligation to poets. The fancy is never in so

happy a frame for receiving,.imagery as m

journeying ; the heart never so ready te
listen to the melancholy moral, which, in

their moments of high and purc inspiration,

all truly gifted bards convey.

The apartments in this castle are all laid
out in the old taste. In one there is a por-
trait of this celebrated slayer of the Turks,
with a court wig large enough for two
judges; and there are the pictures of three |
Turkish ladies %whom he taptured.  There
is a closet most grotesquely walled* with
china. There is a room filled with hunting-
trophies, such as chormous antlers, and
pictures of dogs and keepers; whence,
passing up, and out on the roof, you find a
colossal sthtue of Jupiter, gilt, sitting like
the god and guardian of the whole.

H 2
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There 1s one old chamber in fhis palace,
wkich you enter through an antefroom hung
with faded tapestry, and where you find an

rold statc bed of crimson damask. The
view from the windows of'it is upon a lawn
bordered by treds, and termiuating in an
avenue. [t has a peculiarly calm, still look ;
you involuntarily gaze out upon the tran-
quil scenc, thinking with what a sweet
-contentment onc should awake and pass
the morning hour in it. I know it sounds
silly to attach any importance on paper to
such a trifle ; yet I do not think that any
one on the spot would learn that Bonapartc
once slept in this chamber, on one of his
military expeditions against the Austrian,
without being startled, and made to musc
a little. . ,

It is no uncomimon thing for travellers
on tlie Contincnt to see apartmnents that
have been occupied by Napoleon. Lle has
been everywhere ; in all the palaces in Eu-
rope (save ours); but the Spirit -of turbu-
lence, the wielder of so much of our carthly
thunder, the king, the conqucror, when
you find that he has slept and waked in
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such a scehe, you ask, for a moment, whe-
ther he did never, or here, or in like quict
places, fcel the nothingness of his pursuit,
and the meanness of ambition. .
It was the-fair in Rastadt, and the streets
were crowded with pe'nantl y. <I'he men
wore, for the most part, either long blue
coats, or short round jackets of that co]our,
with leather breeches, cocked hat, ahd
buckles in their shoes. The costumes of tite
women were rather more varied : —some all
in black, and unadorned ; others with little
coloured or embroidered coifs ; others with
fur-caps, having a red’crown and tassels of’
tinsel. The goods exposed for, sale were
mostly for common use, "and of little va-
ricty, and the fair scemed only frequented
and supported by'the' peasant paepulation.s
There werc maty stalls with articles for
dress, such as shawls for the womén, of a
deep red dye, laces, and ready-made caps,
men’s hats, shocs, and clothes, and one very
large stall of second-hand coats, &c. ; where
I was sprry to observe great custom. for no-
thing but a pinching poverty induces even
the humb]est peasant to buy cast-oft’ cloth-
n 3
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ing. There were all sorts of fafming and
kitechen utensils, and numcrous .stalls for
provisions ; also a few with coloured prints,
for cottage picture galleries, with strings of
little beads for fairings, and pipe-heads for
the life-lasting gift; and watching here I
could sce the ]onomo gaze, the slow pur-
chase, and the Lmd wnsh of the large heart
in'no equivocal expression of countenance.
1 sc happens that in the very middle of the
onc wide street where the fair is held, stands
the church ; all the better stalls, and larger
throngs of pecople being gathered imme-
diately about it. Sounds of greeting, and
joy, and conviviality, of the pledged glass,
and the loud bargaining, echo all around.
The grea* door of the church was closed.
On the steps of a smali side-door sate an
aged beggar-woman to gather the alms of
such rustics as mig!t go in to visit the
shrines of their patron saints. I wentin:—
one man I found in prayer before the high
altar ; he soon rose and passed out, and I
remained for many minutes alone with the
only human form in that deserted temple.
It was the pale corpse of a person, not
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older than mysclf, that lay awaiting the
burial. . . .

In driving out of Rastadt I met several
long waggons, filled with happy pcasantsy
going to thesfair. The slow-pdccd animals
of labour were urged into a brisker trot to
keep time with thc brisker r spirits of their
fellow servants. These, permittedly for-
getting yesterdayand to-mosrow, were jolted
along, singing and laughing, now siloncal
for a moment by a rut or stone, and the next
louder and more joyous from the confusion
caused on the narrow benches.

1 went to see the small chateiu called
Favorite, built about a century ago by the
Margravine Sibyl Augusfa; it is a pretty
place, and rewards a visit. T'herg is a cool
hall in the middle of the ilding, lightedas
from above, and® adorned with four foun-
tains. 'The apartments are nonc of them
large, but they are fitted up in various and
not unplecasing tastes; some tiled with
china, some painted, some tapestried, some
embroisered by the hand of the Margravine
herself and the ladics of her small court.
There is one little chamber, the walls of

H 4
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which are entirely covered with looking-
glass, japan gilt panelling, and a vast num-
ber of miniatures. Many of these are full
dength forms, rcpresenting the Margravine
and her husband in masquerade dresses;
some rich and gorgeous, as Turkish and Spa-
nish ; others prettily or joyously imagined,
as those of hay-makers, rcapers, shepherds,
viue-dressers. But the kitchen is the true
cebinet of curiositics, all things in it are in
a character so fanciful and freakish. The
cook’s idol or duimnb assistant is represented
by a wooden figure, a bloated, tat, squab of’
of a gourmand ; his huge paunch conceals
numecrous small drawers for holding spices
and other rich ingredients of gout-giving
condiments. Near it hangs a painted board,
where, in comgartinents, the various ma-
terials for all high seasoned and savoury
dishes ‘are duly displryed to assist the be-
wildered memory of that busicst and most
important of personages, a head cook. In
the closets and cupboards here you find
glass and china of every sort and ,quality
then known, and of various whimsical
shapes. For instance, glass animals or
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monsters perform the part of cruets, and
among the‘glasses for wine are numbers as
quaint in form, and as capacious, as the
Bear of Bradwardine. .

There is also a complete table service of
china-ware, the cover of each dish repre-
senting that which is served up within, as
turkey, peacock, wild-fowl, boar’s head, arti-
chokes, asparagus, cabbagess Two of theke
last, the large white-headed sort, ands thit
rough green savoy, arc done so inimitably,
that they might, at a little distance, deccive
the eye. It is impossible not to image to
one’s self’ the kind and playful merriment
of the feast, where these dishes made their
first appearance. )

I‘rom the house I was conducted down
a long vine walk} trellised  over head,
to a rustic hérmitage built of unbarked
wood and cork, and thatched. It has a
rude chapel and”two or three chambers
adjoining, in onc of which is a table
with three waxen figures ¥ : among them (I

LY

* The ﬁ'gures are seated at this table. There is
vacant place, which the Margravine was wont to occupy,
and the whole thing was designed to represent the Last
Supper.
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write the fact with pain) that of our Sa-
viour. In another is a like figure of Mary
Magdalen. They show you a knotted
‘scourge, a coarse mat for sleeping on, a
penitential dress of chain work with small
pointed spikes to fret the breast, the back,
the knees, while performing the offices of
penance. I regarded the whole thing as a
park toy, and mot a very reverent one ; but
it is'not a toy: here, during the season
of Lent, the Margravine was wont to retire
and pass it in acts of penance that partook
of profanation, so ludicrous that they
might excite a smile if we did not sce deep
enough into human naturc and human
wants to be moved rather with pity
than indignation. Doubtless the heart of
‘this crazed being bled more severely be-
neath her gayest masquerade dress than her
breast under these ircn tortures ; and, amid
sounds of unsatisfying merriment, her mind
was more deeply goaded than when on her
bleeding knees she passed the sad vigil
here. How painful to think of is this spirit
of fear, at once so humiliating, so agonizing,
and so vain, and differing so widely from
that which we are promised and com-
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manded to seck, nawmcly, ¢ the spirit of
power, of iove, and of a sound mind!”s

You pass into the well-known watermcr-
place of Baden-Baden, by a road whiche
turns off from the more public one leading
to Strasburgh, and runs, “for a couple of
miles or more, into a deep and hidden vale.
The aspect of thie place {(thg town itself I
mean) is not remarkable, and the strearh,
on which it is built, is narrow and incorr-
siderable ; but then it is a stream that flows
from hills, and hills of no common beauty,

-which rear their woody summits on every
side, and fill the traveller’s heart with glad-
ness. No situation can be more (.haxmm(r :
this retired place of baths Ties deep-nestlmg
in as sweet a hosom as nature ever formed.

[t was with som¢é dlﬂ'lcu]ty I got accom- «*
modated, and that in a bad hotel, the best
heing full ; but the view from my window
at once soothed and contented me.

After refrcshing‘ I walked up to the
castlee. You arc shown what all castles
containy— dungeons ; but here I met with
a new feature in them : there is a dungeon-
door of stone, of great weight and thick-
ness; it moved upon its grooves so heavily,
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and with a sound so sullen, so very mourn-
fu]:, that I stood by it awhile along, turning
it to and fro, that I might fix in my mind’s

ear for ever the melancholy tone. There
is a vaulted chamber ncar these dungeons,
where tlse secret tribunal, once so dreaded
throughout all Germany, is said to have
held its awful sittings.  The upper rooms
ate sufficiently cheerful, and the large hall
i% surrounded by portraits of warriors in
armour ; among them is one in hermit
robe, and bearded.

It was growing late, but [ walked on into
the country, in the dircction of the old
castle. 'The views, on all sides, were beau-
titul ; the path soon wound up into a thick
wood ; itewas gloomy and still.  As Tcame
near the castle, but while 1t was yet con-
ccaled from me, the sun ‘set, and the deep,
deep ‘red light that followed it glared
through the black trces with a solemnity 1
have mnever scen excceded. I now came
close upon and passed in at the old double
gate, and, looking into a little ruined chapel
on the left, found an old woman kindling
a fire, and a little girl with her, about six
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years of age. The wardership of this
ruined mstle, the stewardship over a few
bottles of kirchwasser and schnapps, and
the privilege of conducting travellers about,
these crumbling. walls, are vested in this
poor family. The little Johanna (Y ohanna)
tripped lightly before me to point out the
steps by which you ascend the tower. We
had not gone many yards when a young
Paris cit, who had just descended, gaume
breathlessly towards me, with a ¢ Monsicur,
st ce que vous parles Frangois?” — “ Que
Je suis charmé de vous avoir rencontré.” —
“ Le béte q'on m’a donné pour me conduire
ici ne comprend pas un mol.” —The undis-
turbed guide came slowly after, and the
young Parisian ran on with < Vous allez
monter, Monstcur.” — % Ah|] la 'vue cst mag-
nifiquc, supcrbe.”’— * Muis wvous éles dija
trop tard.” —  Iist cc que je wvous«accom-
pagnerai 2’ — ¢ Je remonterai.” — ¢ Non,
ch bien, jc vous attendrai ici has. — Vous
reviendrez bientdl. — It fera bientot nuit,
et je ne crois pas que le chemin soit sure.”—
After eftricating mysclf with not a little
difficulty from this volunteer ‘companion,
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I passed on, he calling after me, « Monsieur,
vous ne resterex pas long temps; il est d{ja
Uien tard ; je vous altendrai.”” — You may,
methought, — long.

It was the earliest portian of the twilight
hour ; a light, as of polished steel, still
lingered on the winding bosom of the fair
Rhine: a lofty mountain, with a dark crown
of*firs, rose immediately near me, and turn-
ing, there lay before me the Black Forest.

« Schwartzwald,” was uttered by the
soft and innocent voice of my little guide.
The words sounded magically in my ear;
the scenc at that moment was gloom of the
deepest. The forms of the forest hills
are wavy and shadowy ; the night was falling
on them. I sent down the little child to
her mother, and remained till all was cur-
tained by blackness. I slowly descended,
and passed out of the arched gateway,
without hearing any sound but the slowly-
uttered “ gutte nackt” of the gentle little
Johanna. It has a kind, a meaning, a pro-
tecting sound, that ¢ guéte nacht ;” and the
s felicissima notte” of Italy is a neartless
piece of business compared to it.
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The effect of a lonely night-walk through
a wood is always awful; but when tbat
wood is a part of the Bla(,k Forest, the oné
shattered pine that leans across vour path,,
and the stumps of the many that have been
cut, and that gleam white and reproach-
tully, looking like monuments, give a cha-
racter to the scene whieh impresses the
mind with something that, but for religica,
would be terror, and, in spite of it, pars
takes of supel‘stition.

There is a most pleasant walk on the
other side of Baden, of a very different
character; this lecads to the convent of
Lichtenthal. A strcam, meadows, cottages,
a shady avenue, and scats «for res.t, arc the
objects among which you pass; and you
sce wood—cutters and *sawyers buuly en- |
gaged at theit clean lgbours. The court
of the old convent of Lichtenthal is farm-
like ; in the quadrangle are stables, imple-
ments of husbandry, and straw-litter. 1
saw two of the sisterhood cross it in their
black «ralbs, with clean wiltite hoods, and
fair Gerthan faces, lookmg like two figures
just stepped forth from a canvass of Albert
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?

Durer’s ; and I heard the innocent, cheer--
ful sound of children’s voices at their
school-lesson issue from the buiiding that
they entcred. In the centre of the court
was a fountain, that, with a calm, kind
tone, responded to, or rather mingled with,
that peculiar and pleasing murmur of young
voices. There are two chapels; in the
large onc I only remarked, with any atten-
tion, the tombs of an abbess and of a priest.

They lay in their strait shapeless length in
hard stonc; but the sculptor had contrived
to give to the countenances of both a
something of softness and expression that
might almost be called beauty. I notice
it because it is seldom, in these recumbent.
figures, we find such a charm ; not but what
they have charms of a.nature peculiar to
themselves. In ivhe small' chapel, near
these,4s a monument to the memory of an

ancient Margrave, who lies (in armour) a
huge and shapeless stattic or image of stone

on the top of it, a hound, as shapeless,by

his side, and his fect resting on a round-
headed, round-ecared monster, which the

13
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habit of reading such things with a travel-
ler’s gazg alone cnallles you to transdate
into a lion.  On a tomb, near these, is an-
other figure of a warrior, lying belted, ande
in chain armour ; he holds a broken sword.
He, too, rests his feet on these otter-headed
lions, and four of them support his tomb.
The looking on thesc sights, as I have be-
fore said, of the old German paintings, ‘is
like reading old ballads ; snatches of éuch
old compositions come to you like remem-
bered airs, and furnish appropriate music.
In my second walk to the old castle 1
started carly, took full time, went to the
rock above the tower, and satgd myself
with the far and gloriou$ view. Iere is
a wooden building, crected for the accom-
modation of thost happy little feasts
(pick-nicks), which arc always among those
pleasures that youth, and parents who love
their children, most delight in.  The walls
of this shed are covered with names cut
with knives, or rudely scrawled in charcoal.
Here thie Legion of Honotr is found in
friendly juxta-position with the order of the
Black Kagle; the Austrian prince with the
I
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shop-boy of Strasburg; and here I saw
the names of two of ny fair countrywomen
from a fine old Iinglish mansion. These
‘walks, this sccnery, the quietude, the com-
fort, are very attractive to the taste, and I
think it nne of the most delightful places
of summer resort with which I am ac-
quainted. I coiild walk about for ever,
ahd not tirec of the scene. It is by no
tacans a dear place, and, if a man were to
make for it direct, not at a difficult dis-
tance, and most conveniently reached across
France. Ierc he might lecarn German,
rcad old ballads, listen to music, walk in
woods, and, it his health required it, take
the baths. A watering-place has always,
however, tastes to supply of an inferior
order ; znd, atcordingly, there is a pro-
menade house, where thé fool may lose his
moncy, and some knave will be found to
win it ; and inscriptions may be noticed on
the seats in the gardens cxhibiting as little
decency as sense. The principal spring,
called the Ursprung, and that styled the
Hollenquelle, where they literally come
and scald their fowls, are those visited by
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strangers as objects ol curiosity. The
antiquarian taste may,find an hour’s amaise-
ment in a small museum of Roman monu-
ments, all of which were collected in oz
ncar Baden ; and there is a lounging library
tor the hot hours of carly noom It is a
place which, I should think, few travellers
would quit without regrct.

On the road from Baden to Strasbitrg
I was in a carriage with a chance-collgcted
party. We met a young man with a knap-
sack on his back, very well-looking, and
decently clad, who ran by our side, and
stretched  forth his hat for alms. No
Inglishman is slow to give the casual six-
pence, but he rejects at *once a petitioner
of such appearance, and with a,feeling of
anger or coutcmpt. A €crman in the
carriage, to J’udge from ex!:crnals penu-
rious in his habits, questioned and relicved
him. My curiosity was excited, and the
gratification of it tended to correct a feel-
ing of prejudice which had arisen out of
ignorance, and which T réjoiced to have

removed.
y 2
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He told me that it was the custom,
throughout Germany, for young njen learn-
ing a trade to travel for two or three years,
taking journcy-work in different towns or
citics in their route, before they settled in
their calling at home ; that it often hap-
pencd they were disappointed of obtaining
labour, and not uiifrequently had to journey
long distances, <ependent on the liberality
of those whom they met, or of the town
where they passed the night.  This it was
delighttul to know, as it heneelorth became
a pleasurc and a duty to assist them. 1
like not the system; for I think that it
must verv much unscttle the habits of
young mechanics ; that it exposes them, at
a very dangerous age, to great temptation,
and that. it frequently subjects them to
a statc of nced not favourable either to
a becoming spirit of indepeundence, or
to steady industry. It must be contessed,
however, that there is nothing of the mcan
suppliant m their application ; the hat is
taken off, and the question is asked ina
plain, frank manner, and seldom in vain,
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tor the Germans are a most friendly, gene-
rous, andea very considerate people. * .
Strasburg is a large uninteresting city,
a frontier garrison, a place of rest, relay,”
and conference tor gencrals and ambas-
sadors. The inns arg still full of the recol-
lections of the war, and of' the great men
who have occupied their (lumbcr.s. ][or
therefore, an unattended traveller is thrust
into a little cabinet, and any remonstrantce i§
met by a smile, or a shrug, or a consolation,
or, what is worse than all, by an impudent
assurance that it is the best unoccupicd
apartment in alarge, straggling, cmpty hotel.
Such was my fate. I consoled mysclt by
a good supper and a bottle of excellent
wine. An EFnglish gentleman eame into
the saloon and too'l cof}o ¢ ‘oppostte to me.
We naturally foll into conversation ; and as
the talk of travellers genemlly runs on tra-
velling, on what 'th.ey have secen, and what
they desire to sec, we found out that we
were bound, for a few days, in the same di-
rections Though aversc from a travelling
companion, cspeually a stranger, I .lgroul
13
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to journey with this gentleman to Schaff-
hausen through the Hollenthal. My com-
panion proved a most agreeable, full-minded
tnan, with a well-thumbed Euripides in his
pocket, yet not a word that betrayed the
pride of a scholar in his converse.

The tower of Strasburg cathedral is awork
of wonder and beziuty; tall, massive, when
seen in shadow,- but when the light shines
thirongh its open tower and spiral turrets it
seems a fairy structure. I prefer, however,
and greatly, that of Antwerp : the form is
more graceful, and has cqual majesty.

In a church in this city is the tomb of
the celebrated Marshal Saxe. 'The Mar-
shal is represented in the act of descending
into the grave; afigure of Death is cagerly
opening the vadlt with one hand, while in
the other he holds up an hour-glass, whence
the last sands have jus* run out. The figure
of the Marshal, his attitude, his air, his
fixed and tranquil gaze, are all noble and
expressive ; and, whatever may be the con-
ceits and defects of this monument, as a
whole, they are abundantly redcemed by
that one statue.
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The effect on the bcholder will be dif-
ferent acgording to his age, his profession,
his habits of thought, and the spirit of his
religious impressions.  No soldier can looke
upon it witheut intercst; it scems to say,
L have always known that this wasthe cnd
that

 The paths of glory lead but to the grave.”

The natural heart throbs with pride 8
sce death thus bravely met, thus calmly
despiscd ; but that throb is stilled, that
pride laid in the dust, by one awlul thought,
the torce of which has been felt by the very
haughtiest and most daring intellect of our
day. It is ¢ the archangel’s trump not
glory’s” that shall awaken hime and the
youthful mlmstu whose darly death and
hallowed life ard 1cc01ded on a modcst
tablet ot marble, not far from the cncum-
bered monument of the warrior. 'T'he
namcless persons who gave the humble
slab, at once bricfly and beautifully describe
the character and worth of the departed, by
representing themselves as ¢ lugentes amici,
nuditores grali.”

1 1
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One of the most truly characteristic
igsres that I saw in. the city of Strasburg
was a French officer of rank, short in sta-
ture, with large cpaulettes hanging forwards
upon rounded shoulders, and these last
raised to<he utmost. His sword was tucked
under his arm like an umbrella, his pace
vapid and hurrying as a London Janguage-
master, and his air altogether so unmilitary,
that ¥ou might traverse (xecrmany for such
afigurc in vain. Yet was his brcast covered
with disregarded decorations; and I could
not but view that pace as emblematic of the
restless energy and activity which enabled
the armies of Irance to carry the cagles of
Napoleon wherever his bidding directed
them. . )

The air of tlte garrison was remarkable.
The young officers appeared to live through
the day with Jaughte~, but the older sol-
diers of humble rank, such as captains, and
those below them, had that blank air of
settled disappointment and increasing ennui
which, though silently, was yet distinatly and
continually asking, ¢ Is this the end ?” —
“ Was it all a dream ?”° -— « Were we really
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the conquerors of all Europe 2" Yes, hap-
pily, it is the end; and they now moting
the dull and daily guard peaceably, and with
as little of pride as may well consist with*
shako and plume, and the treasured re-
membrance of thosc electnfymrr bulletins
which so pithily lecorded their many, and,
in truth, gallant cxploits in arms.

[ think it was from Kehl,conly just across
the river, that Napoleon, in 1809, issucd
onc of those brief orders to his army on
suddenly joining and putting it in motion,
which at once prophesiced and produced his
triumphs. It called to the recollection of
the soldicrs, that they were round him in
his camp-hut in Moravia, when Austria
swore cternal ﬁlendslnp and fudelity to
him;; it spoke of moderation and genc-
rosity to that power (w1th ligtle 1e0'a1d to
truth) ; it accused her of breaking a solemn
treaty by passing ‘the line of demarcation,
and thus commenciﬁg hostilitics ; it boasted
that, on hearing this ncws, he had flown to
them with the rapidity of the eagle, and
it closed with these remarkable words: —
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“ Marchons, et qu'd vue de nous, que les Au-
trichiens reconnoissent.Jeurs vainqucyrs.”

The gentleman whom I had fallen in
‘with and myself took a carriage betwecn
us to Schaffhausen. '

Our first halt for refreshment on the road
to I'riburgh was at a small town, the name
of which I have forgotten, though I well re-
member how the aspect of the long old
sireet delighted me.  Its quaint fronts, and
its numerous bay-windows, arc striking fea-
tures, although thesc last might be judged
uscless to all such old women as delight in
sitting at them, for not a human being was
moving ir that street save oursclves ; not a
boot-tramp, not an urchin at play, or a
child cryng; not a girl tripping to draw
water: Ly thevway, the German girls in
this part of the world do not trip, but they
plant a foot, and that none of the smallest,
firm, flat, and heavily on the earth. The inn
where we alighted was distinguished, cven
in this old place, by superior antiquity of
front, being richly ornamented with old,
black carved wood-work.
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The landlord eame to the door, not out,
and saluted us; then asked the driver,
while we were descending, if' we spoke
German, and if we wanted dinner ; which*
last question *he repeated to us as we en-
tercd the house, and bcmw replied to in the
affirmative, he walked slow]y to order it.
The room was quite a picture : — several
old heavy tables; long, old, black scttles
against the walls, and a few solid woedeir
chairs madce to outlast many a gencration
of smokers.  Some coarse young boors were
drinking at one table, an old wayfaring man
taking cin zuppen at another ; while a third
was slowly and deliberately covered with a
clean white napkin for us. This the old
hostess, who was enrr'lged in the middle of
the room malw]mg great® quantities of
houschold linen 4t a heavy press of black
wood, dclivered to him from a countless
store in which .she seemed to pride her-
self, and then resumed her occupation
with a plain unbustling air. ~ Now, for
travellers, who go to sec, this kind of
thing is most plcasant,— for those (and there
arc manv) who go to makce a little parade
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and display, it must be somewhat mor-
titying. Ourselves at one table, our driver
at another, the old wayfaring man, the

*young boors, were all served with like at-
tention of manner. Our fare was good, our
wine extellent. The host said « word at
onc table, a “ guten appetile” at another,
and then chatted with his wife, who quietly
mangled piecc after piece, and looked about
the zoom with the air that she would it a
set of children were feeding before her ; —
acknowledged objects of her care, but to
whom she did not feel responsible.

The masters of these kind of country
inns in Germany are often represented by
travellers as surly, deficient in courtesy,
and unwilling to accommodate. It is not
impossible that’some ot them, having sut-
fered not a little from haughty exacting
travellers, may intrenh themselves against
impertinence by a sullen demeanour, and
that a few scattered individuals may here,
as in all countries, be dull or brutal ; but
thus, generally, to characterize the fxerman
landlord is unfaithful, and not fair. The
truth is, the man feels himsclf the master

11
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of his own house; he reccives strangers
without qbscquiousness, without any very
cager desire to pick their pockets, but as a
plain host ready to supply their wants when
madc acquainted with them ; and if, while
they are under his roof; he likes their man-
ner, his own,wi]ll in some degree, warm up
to it. *

Such was the impression I rececived, antl
I found it repeatedly confirmed. .«

Go where you will in Germany the per-
sonal independence of the individual Ger-
man strikes you very forcibly, and it is,
perhaps, the kind of contentment which
this generates, combined with a cpnscious-
ness that Germany can never be one great
united nation, which renders hinsso mdlf-
ferent to polltlcal chanoee, so littlo inclined
to stir and rouse Rimself to produce them.
The word Father-land is indeed a talisman
of acknowledged power; it unites, for the
moment, all truc German hearts ; and their
language, that secms not only to be printed,
but to ba spoken, in black letfer, is another.

We slept at Emmedingen, where there
is a good inn of the city stamp. The tra-
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veller finds comfort, cleanliness, and ci-
vility. We drove through a very beautiful
country on a most pleasant morning to

« Friburgh. This city has a particularly bright,
cheerful look, and it being inarket-day, and
all the peasantry filling the streeiz in their
holiday costume, the scene was very en-
livening.

The pride of Friburgh is its cathedral.
‘It is among the oldest in Germany. Tts
tower with the spire, by which it is sur-
mounted, is five hundred and thirteen feet
in height, and is said to vic for renown with
that of Strasburg. Seen from below or
from a distance, it certainly docs not pro-
duce an effect so imposing. Morcover, the
site herceis unfavourable ; for hills of a bold
and abrapt cldvation arise too ncar, and
such character of stately grandeur as we
naturally associate with loftiness is thus
altogether lost.  But when you ascend the
tower and pass into a large hollow spirc of
open stone-work, vrecathed and twisted as
fancifully as an clegant toy might be, yet
of a strength that has defied ages, you

arc powcerfully struck with the taste of the
12
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design, with the labour, and daring of the
cxecution; A light bgautiful thum to look
up through to the blue sky, and out upou
the leafy hills : — a moonlight hour there *
would be magical. It were worth some
delay to see it in the noon of a bright

night,—a temple, as it were, above a tem-
ple; such as the Persian ‘mjght have wor-
shipped in ; as open to theJight and air of
heaven as a mountain’s top ; a place where?
you alinost fancy that angels might de-
light to gather and stand with white wings
folded, and all attent for human sighs;
those sighs which grateful love, when
chance awakened in the still night, breathes
to a God of mercy.

The choir of this uthodml isskept too
clean ; the wood-wdrk slmms with the oil
and varnish of yestelday; the white and
yellow washes on the walls looked "fresh ;
the pictures and their frames were clean.
In cathedrals T love « dusty splendour.”
Those words, however, stand alone for the
banner-tapestried roof” of some vast and
glorious pile, like our Westminster-abbey.



128 GERMANY.

There is an univcrs'il,y in this city. In the
saboon of the inn ,where we byeakfasted
‘we observed several heads: of the small
erochbuck, a game that abounds in the
mountains ncar. The table £hite was laid
for the dinner of noon ; it was a table fre-
quented by several of the students. T no-
ticed one napkin-holder embroidered in the
fashion of our old samplers at home. Do
they still exist, by the way, in dear Old
England, these samplers? are they still
worked by the simple daughters of our
honest farmers? The inscription on this
was, “ dnsicht in alles,” —¢ Foresight in all
things,” —the sensible caution ofsome pru-
dent mother; and very honourable was it
to see that the young man to whom it be-
longed eould -ledllessly usc it in public
among his dssocmtes. *I should like to
have scen such o youth ; but we set for-
ward again before the®party assembled.
The fact is, that you' cannot laugh Zome
out of a young German’s heart. I will
venture to say,' that an y person, thqrough] y
conversant in the German language, might
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try the experiment upon German feeling,
among the wildest of the young biirschen
in Jena, or any where clse, and find the
response most prompt, affecting, and true.
Our route now lay through the Hollen-
thal : this is a very disappointing mis-
nomer: you prepare your mind for lorrors,
true (zerman horrors, imprending cliffs, and
black pines that topple on them, and cast
cternal shades ; huge masses of rock hgng-e
ing in thosc frightfully-suspended frag-
ments that menace the traveller, cvery
moment, with a crushing death, and the
torrent’s voice, and the boiling bubble of
waters that have fallen headlong from high
steeps. Thesce things your fancy images
forth in the Hollenthal, the Valley of Hell.
Well, there is nothing df all this:, in parts
where the ddfilee becomes narrow, the
scencry is romantic and bold, but no*where
has it any character of sublimity or terror ;
on the contrary, by far the greater part of
the route it is softly beautitul, a sheltered,
secure, peaceful vale.  About the middle
of it we stopped to refresh, at a clean, de-
lightful litde nn, Welsh-like, Tt is situ-
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ated in one of those sweet spots, on which,
if 2 man has ever gazed, he is sure to think
again, when care or sorrow press upon him.
It is a place to linger in, never to leave:
the sights are velvet meadows and shelter-
ing hills, and blatk fir-screens, and cottages,
house-cottages for large families, with pent-
house roofs, or broad projecting eaves, and
covered all over with shingles, or tiles of
woor, being at once the most serviceable
and tasteful dwellings. I never saw any
thing, in their way, more beautifully neat
than the small wooden tiles. To these ob-
jects may be added clear, sparkling, and
glassy streams; —not forgetting their
sounds ; — the cheerful, happy rushing
down ;—and their busier talk as they turn
the water-whegls of clean saw-mills, and
are sung to by contented labourers.

On the day on which we passed the Hol-
lenthal, almost all througn the valley they
were getting in their after-grass ; and no-
thing could be more picturesque than
the cffect of the mary groupes of hay-
makers, — first, from the beautiful site of
almost all these meadows,—next, from
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the rustic taste of the peasants: they wear
broad straw hats, which, being pained
straw-colour, preserve a new brightness,
and look summer-like and rational, con-e
veying an idea of enjoyment, which we are
always happy to think niay be associated
with labour. As we passed up out of this
valley, we gained a country open, but still
hilly, and Stlll beautiful, a, wild, a dreary
beauty, such as suited with the bluc,colce
grey of that evening’s sky, and prepared
us, as the night fell, to desire any resting-
place, and taught us content with that we
found. It was a small, wretched cabaret:
here, a dish of thin soup, made from the
field-pea, a.rag of black meat, and bread
and wine alike sour, made us glad, to creep
betwcen coarse p1il1|assés ofestraw, and for-
get that they were® not down, and that our
fare had not been move pa]atab]’e and
wholesome. We-* departed very early in
the morning: at a village on the road we
saw a funeral, attended, apparently, by the
entire population of it: all were dressed
coarsely, but decently and alike, and the
K 2
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scene was gratifying.  The same afternoon
we reached Schaffhausen.
Switzerland is to no thinking mind a
- strange country : we form acquaintance
with it in books, in drawings, in models,
by every after-difiner talk : dine where you
will, some man has secn the lake of Geneva
and Montblanc ; ‘and you can ask no ques-
tion about Switzerland at table, but some
sperson is ready with a reply.  Conscious
of this, and having seen but a small tract
of it, and that only in passing, yet can I not
resist the pleasure of recording, bricfly,
what I saw and felt, in a very short traverse
of that most interesting line of country,
from Schaffhausen to the St.Gothard. This
is German Switzerland, and partakes, in
many ways, ofsthe sober and sterling cha-
racter of the father-land. - The town of
Schatfhausen is "German in aspeet, the
houses quaint and old-tashioned, the ap-
pearance of the people staid and quict, and
their dress plain, and without any singu-
larity. A few peasaut women, whom I
saw on the bridge, wore a head-dress of
black crape, not becoming, but yet inter-
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esting to the stranger’'s eye, as the pro-
vincial costume of the lower orders.

My companion and myselt'strolled slowl y
about the town, and among the quiet gar-
dens in the suburbs, and at last scated our-
sclves on a low wall, just “without ¢he gate,
close by the Rhine, at that point where its
bluc waters roll, in a u']fls'ey volume, over
a gentle fall or break in dhe river’s bed.
Smoothly they glide, cven as youth, alt
smiling and unwrinkled, and most gently
overflow 5 then is their clear beauty gone,
and they break in troubled foam below.

"There is no converse like social silence
on such a spot ; no painting, no poetry, no
music, like such a scene, and such sounds.
The soul is mysteriously moved, and
answers (o that ke ceascleab flow,” that
voice eternal, with a fcelmu ,that assures
to it its own 1mmortahty

The next day we drove to the falls. I
am told they generally disappoint travcl-
lers ; what, then, do they expect?  San-
guine az T am, and much as [ have scen,
my expectations were surpassed.  Visiting
them, as we did, from Schaflhausen, our
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views came exactly in the order which I
sheuld, under any ,circumstances, prefer.
For a great part of our drive we could see
*the waters in their ordinary flow; here,
deeply blue ; there, glancing green; there,
feathering in the eddy: but, s they ap-
proach the rocks, their motion slackens to
a calm, slow yoll, with a smooth surface.
For a little while you lose sight of them,
‘but you hear them; not, however, very
loud. You now enter the castle of Laufen,
and, going into a small summer-house, lean
from the window, and look immediately
down upon the fall. Broken in its course
by large fragments of rock, which rear
their wet heads above the rushing waters,
the Rhire angrily divides itself into five
columns,- two of amazing grandeur, and,
bursting past thesc barriers, breaks in a
sea of toam, and a voice of thunder, below.
It is a fine thing to lean ‘over, and feel the
spray which they toss up at you, and to
hear their loud and conquering rush. Next,
you pass to a gallery below, built in under
the rock, and close to the great mass of the
largest body of water. I went over the
15
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slippery plank, and leaned upon the rail —
wet and trembling — not with fear; cvgry
thing trembles ; the board you stand on;
the rail which you lean upon, the trees,
on the nearest islet; the very rock looks
unsteady as you gaze. ‘It is imapossible
to stand here without experiencing the
strongest, yet sweetest, ‘emotions. There
is awe sublime, and yet pres‘ent confidence:
you know that the waters have gheis
bounds, which they cannot pass ; the hand
of Ilim who walked the waves, and re-
buked the storm, upholds and reins them,
as they leap their headlong course, and
that, too, with fearful roarings, as if they
lived, and could, and would, but for the
God who holds them chained, gnd guides
their mad career,* devour syou. , You ad-
mire, but you'tremble as you admire. Thus,
near the bars of a new:caught lion’s den,
as they see him-chafe, and hear his loud
forest-voice, the $afe crowd stand back-
warder in fear. I think the Rhinc-falls
glorious: the view I least enjoyed is the
full, front onc from the house or mill on the
other side of the river, and that in crossing
x 4
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is like it. There is not height cnough
then, and the spread is too great. Three
German students stepped into the boat as
we got out, with knapsacks on their backs,
and staves in their hands, and sung to-
gether, as the young and the happy may and
should. We went to the camera obscura,
because it is usual, and thercfore right to
give the expected fee; but I confess that
I lik¢ not rocks and rivers so represented.
A camera obscura I can be amused by for
hours, when man is the thing exhibited, —
man Lilliputianised. It is a fine lesson of’
humility to sce thus a crowded and fashion-
able esplanade, a race-course, a review, a
procession ; but a mountain and a water-
tall should never be reduced to miniature
size, save by the. draughtsman, where, as he
can never give the hue of nature and the
motion of life, you take his sketch, as it is
intended, for a memento, an aid to the
memory and the imagination.

We proceeded on our route, and dined
at Winterthur. + Afte. our repast we walked
lorwards, leaving the carriage to overtake
us. The road is pleasant : the country
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residences have a look of plain comtort,

but little of taste. The two villages ave

passed were not clean, and the appearance
of the peasantry very disappointing.  Such
trifling disappointments, however, are at

once forgotten as you ascend the higher
ground, and sce, far on your left, a line of
Alps crowned with snows, and clothed

grandly in majestic shadows. 'The day

of that fitful cast, now bright, now summer
cloud, that at first we asked, arc they of
our world, or of that heavenly onc¢ above

us? but, as the cye caught, and clearly

took in, the fixed outline, and realised their

giant forms, we recognised the great fea-

tures of that scenery which hallows all the

land. ’

[ think that /uuth ]ms been overrated :
the city is ill, and *not Lonvcmuxtlv, built.
The environs are beautiful : the view from
the promenade up the lake is a fine thing,
from which you are’slow to turn away.

We visited the library, where are pre-
served the letters of Lady Janc Grey to
Bullnger. The hand-writing is the beau-
tiful scholar-hand of the period in which
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she lived. My companion kissed her sig-
naturc (for which I liked him the better):
"perhaps I should have done so, had I been

« alone ; but without you originate an act of
folly it has no charm for you.. We went to
the armory, and, among other relics, saw
the cross-bow of William Tell. The name
and the fame of Tell are one, and cnough ;
but in this part of Switzerland they serve

*it up after a fashion most offensive to taste:
not an inn do you cnter but a sct of I'rench
prints stare at you from the walls, where
this self-ennobled peasant is most pro-
vokingly represented in a pair of tight
white pantaloons, chapcaw @ plume, wveste d
la Milanese, and bottes au Hongrois, just, in
fact, as some artzste is made to screcch the
part in an opeta, or pnouette it in a ballet
at Paris. This is intolerable, and speaks
volumes for the regular inn-tour of Swit-
zerland. )

One of the most interesting spots in
Zurich is the small still square containing
the church in which Lavater preached, and
the house in which he dwelt. From n low
wall you can look down into the garden,
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where he was wont to walk, and in or near
which he was slain, when the fierce troaps
of Massena posscssed themselves of this’
helpless and unoffending city.

The route. towards Zug is delightful.
The views of the Zurjch lake are enchant-
ing, and ever varying. The look back upon
the city in ascending a hill a few miles dis-
tant is particularly finc; and as you drive
forward new features of the lake open ate
at every step.

As we crossed the Mount Albis, and
began to descend, of a sudden there burst
upon our sight Alps in their white raiment.
Mount Righi and Mount Pilate stood on
either side of this picture in the fore-
ground, and their dark and wild ferms, cs-
pcclallv that of Pllate, .gavc a wondcrful
effect to the snowy summlts, which filled
the centre and back-ground, and rose pure
and clear into the blue sky. The scene had
a stilling power. Your senses are aficr-
wards relieved and lulled by the soft green
beautics through which Zug'is approached.
The inn at Zug is quiet and silent ; so is the
place itself. There is a small maison de cam-
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pagne here about a mile and a half from the
town, situated most, delightfully, and com-
'manding a view which combines all that is
lovely and magnificent. There is an old
painted chamber in this chatean where are
the portraits of all the kings of I'rauce, and
where Tell is represented on the walls other
than in the print from the passage Feydcau.
There is a small painted oratory in this
buillling with a little gallery-closet above:
in the garden is a summer-house for even-
tide. It is altogether a swecet spot: T saw
not onc in my brief passage through the
land wlere I would so gladly have anchored
for life. Our guide led us from hence to a
cemetery.  The graves are all surmounted
by crosses of figured iron-work, upheld by
painted metal ¢herubim, with texts and lit-
tle pictures of the Virgin, or the Passion,
or Crucifixion, or som~ martyrdom, and
there is a great profusion of gilding on these
crosses.  There is also a large grated ossu-
ary, where the piled skulls are preserved,
and on, or underneath many of them, on a
pasted slip of paper, you read the narc of
the dead. Most painful sights these. [
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like not gilding on the grave; still less do

I like to sec a name, that thing which cglls

up features, and all that may have been’
endearing in their expression, written upon o
a sightless, flgshless skull. There are some

flowers planted near the *tombs. . This is

well, and the only thing that relieves the

tecling of the pensive mourner. 1 would

have fresh turt and carly flgwers and cver

green shrubs in all burial grounds ;,and.
trees, (not the black yew) but green trees,

should spread their pleasant shadows over

the still tenants of silent graves, who rest

from their labours.

T'wo men, assisted by a woman, rowcd
us across the lake of Zug. This small
lake is, in its kind, and for its sizc, perfect.
On the left moumtain’ heights, o chapel
(St. Adrian) af their feel; to your right, a
pleasant bay; before you, the vfllagc of Art;
and uprising from-the lake, on the right of
Art, the royal Riglti,. We refreshed our-
selves at Art, and ascended this monarch
of mountains from Goldau. Where is
Goldau? you ask. It wes here, is the
reply, as you arrive in a desolate vale,
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filled with huge fragments of rock, which
have bedded themselves in the earth and
are overgrown with grass. All over the
plain, where these lie, are huge heaps of
poor thin mountain soil, which fell to-
gether with those masses of rock on the
fatal second of September, 1806. On this
melancholy day, so memorable in this sweet
neighbourhood, a vast portion of the Mount
» Rogthan, loosened by heavy and continued
rains, after the short and awful menace of
a tew falling stones, the rising of disturbed
and affrighted birds, a subterraneous sound
as of the breaking of strong roots, and the
rocking of dark straight pines, rushed, rapid
as the waters of a torrent, upon Goldau,
and silepced the village bells, and the poor
flock that knew their joytul sound, for ever.
More than one hundved' cottages were
destroyed, and four hundred persons pe-
rished. The cheerful guide, who was ac-
companying the pleasurc party up the
Righi, on that morning, started at the ter-
rific noise, loovked back, and saw the end
of his little world. The Swiss soldigr, in
his distant camp, learned that he had lost,
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in one short moment, all his kindred,—all
the tombs of his forefathers ; that the vgry
font, in which he was christened, was a’
broken and buried stone, and the place of
his nativity ng more.

It is well to climb on orfe of the masses
of rock and ruin, and to gaze around you;
well, as you ascend the' Righi, often to
pause and turn the head, and look steadily
at this spot, brown, desolate, and upfer-.
tile, save where, here and there, a lit-
tle coarse grass is mowed for fodder, —
mowed by some grey and widowed la-
bourer, who works slowly and brokenly as
the thought of other days comes o’er his
blank mind, and fills it with the painful
memory of all that he has long losf.

The pathway up-thé mquntain is fine.
First it lies thrdugh green and sloping mea-
dows, then on among black pinés and*naked
hills, and falling: strecams. We passed
through the /%ospice, and only saw one
face, that looked from one of the mountain
inns chilly and uninvitingly, and that
soured as we passed on. We slept at a
rude cottage auberge, considerably higher,
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where, as night now fell, we determined to
sleep, and to go before day-break to the
‘summit of the mountain.

Nothing could be more confused and
noisy than the guest-chamber; a party of
scholars, most of them boys, and some
travelling students from Germany, filied it
with clamour. Tea, punch, bad food, and
vad wine, were noisily called for, and

-noisjly consumed amid clouds of smoke.
We were fortunate enough to get each a
little chamber to oursclves. Mine was :
clean closet, and, though small, cool with
the mountain air; a healthy and a happy
slecping place. The morning brought its
disappointment. The guide awoke me to
say, that therc was a heavy fog, and that
we should be.able to see nothing at sun-
rise whatever. We did not, therefore,
rise tiil it was light, and then procecded
up towards the Coulme. We met scveral
parties descending : in one T recognized an
acquaintance, who gave the natural re-
proach for not slecping on the Coulme, and
being up and out before dawn, but added
the frank confession, that it had been im-

14
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possible to sce any thing from the state of
the atmosphere. Now did I feel in high
good fortune, for I saw signs of cle.u'er
weather. We went on; brca]\fasted lei-,
surcly in the deserted hostel ; the fog passed
away, and we had a full ard satistying view
of the Alpine chain! Morcover, we had
the mountain top to ourselves, to enjoy it
undisturbed by any of those’large travelling
groups who herd at appointed hom;s in,
appointed places, with guide-books open,
maps flying in the wind, and guides’ fingers
pointing in every direction: this last thing
you cannot well avoid. The better way is
to submit, follow his finger, let hlm name
the heads and peaks of all the summits in
your sight, and get rid of him as goon and
as easily as you mest probgbly will of the
greater part Sf his information. A few,
indced, of the rude expressive names strike
fincly upon the ear, and carry back the
mind to the rough and noble race by whom
they probably were first given. But a long
list of names perplexes, without interesting
the peholder. To the eye, to the mind, it
is the vast, the grand, the mighty moun-
L
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tain-crowd, — their glorious apparcl, their
wild array, head behind head, here snowy,
there black, all still,—a world in them-
selves,—nothing to live, and play, and move
upon them, but the sunbeam and the
shadow. When, sated with this most sub-
lime picture of the majesty of the Creator,
you look below, there lies at the very
ountain foot the little Lake of Zug,—a
thirg, thus scen, of the most dclicate and
fairy beauty ; for it is but as a small green
gem of the most transparent water.

The descent of the Righi, on the Kus-
nacht side, presents a succession of fine
views. About a third of the way down, we
met two peasant girls of Lucerne going up
to the vhapel at the kospice, in the full
costume of the.r provinte.  This is Switzer-
land ; this is costume ; ‘nothing can, in its
way, be more p'erfect: it is better than
Arcadian, — the plain look pretty in it, the
pretty, charming. A round, flat straw hat
sits lightly on the very crown of the head ;
the glossy hair is parted across the forehead,
and falls in two long braids behind, ‘nter-
woven and adorned with a ribbon of pink ;

13
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a neck-kerchicf, of a pretty plaid-like check,
is wrapped flatly and modestly over the
bosom, nearly to the throat ; round thc
white throat is a collar of black velvet ; the,
white sleevey of the under vest hang full
and loose at the shoulder,"lcaving bdle the
tore arm ; a coloured corset w1th coloured
strings, a coloured apron,® all rustic, and all
in keeping ; with a stocking’of white, and
shoe-tic of red ribbon, complete the picture..

What wonder that the manly Swiss drew
their brave bows against Gessler and his
mercenaries, with wives and  daughters
looking thus ?

It is with a fecling of deep delight that
the traveller stands before the small and
still revered chapel of Tell. 1t i erected
on the very spot wherd he Jay wait for the
tyrant Gessler; arad first levelled an arrow
against the life of a fellowzcreature. A group
of boys and peasairt girls were sitting near it.
An old woman is the guardian of it; and a
rude painting on the wall commemorates
Tell’s history. .

We walked slowly into the town. The
church bells weve ringing, and all the in-

L2
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habitants hurrying there in their holiday
dresses. The men, appear to have pre-
‘served little remarkable in their costume;
- but the women were either dressed as I
have deseribed above or with caps, some
of white muslin, others of black ciape, with
high fan-like crests, something like the
crest of Achilles; or, to be homely, that
of a domestic cock. I stood in the church-
yard, and watched the congregation coming
in.  There are flowers here among the
monumental crosscs, and necar most of
them a small metal vase of holy water. [
observed that almost all the passers-by
sprinkled water on some grave, and crossed
themselves, and uttered a brief prayer: near
the mone recently crected crosses some
longer paused, and heaved the unavailing
sigh. '

Among the female peasants was one
about sixteen years of age, with the tasteful
straw hat, and braids of dark brown hair
that hung nearly the length of her dress.
She was as innocently beautiful a being of
her happy lowly class as I ever beheld, It
is to be hoped that they will not send her
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to sell their market produce at Lucerne. 1t
is related in that city, that a peasant gir} of
the neighbourhood, who frequented their
markets some few years ago, and who, from.
her exceeding loveliness,and that happy taste
which is so natural to, and so dangerous a
gift in the lovely, so dressed in the costume
of her country as to become the model of'it,
was®scen by a wealthy trgveller, desired;
and purchased — purchased by the yileste
means, and in the most heartless manner —
purchased for one midnight hour, and sent
back polluted to her mountain home, with
the wages of dishonour for a dowry, to
bribe the first suitor, poor in spjrit as in
purse, who might take the sullied lily.
Have not cities their stews ?  Be not cities
the places man has made that he may dwell
with his darling *sins In a fitting atmo-
sphere ? Bat the shore of the lake, and the
valley of the mounntain, can he not leave
them frce? Must he bring his accursed
gold to them?—and if he is to play seducer
with a purse, will not some*tainted tawdry
thing, inviting her ruin and welcoming cor-
ruption, serve his base turn? —why come to
L3
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the mountain peasant girl?  The crime of
such conduct may ,be thought by sound
minds and cold judgments the same in
reither case; yet, I confess, to woo, to win,
to destroy the innocence of, an ignorant,
and, in so far, hclpless rustic, docs scem to
me a guilt of deceper dye. How can such
a man climb the rocky summit, tread upon
the cracking glacier, cross the blue ch®sm,
mov~ by the precipice’s side, and hang
over the roaring torrent ?  Will they not
speak reproaches to him cven as the voice
of God? Will they not deny to him that
sublime pleasure which they can minister
to the soul of man ; and send him back trom
their pure regions with a heart stony and
unmovea, with a mind unsatisfied, disap-
pointed, and inipaticnt of their solitudes ?—
I think so, and I hope that I am not mis-
taken. '

The inn at Kusnacht commands a most
delighttul view of the lake from its win-
dows. As we satl at our repast, thc organ
and the assembled voices of the peasant
congregation in the church near vose in
swelling and praiseful notes to Heaven.
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The scene of the morning in my memory,
the figures I had met, the view from the
window, the frauk hospitality of the peopler
of the house, the simple and grateful ﬁu"
before us, the resting here, d.l]d thus, will”
cause me long to 1ccollect the spot and the
moment w1th a feeling of unmingled gra-
titude for a draught of no common hap-
piness. ’ —
The row upon the lake from Kusnac ht to,
Lucerne is beautilul ; and there was )(,L day
cnough when we reached the city for us to
saunter along the curious old wooden bridge,
and to pass round the city walls by a pleasant
path which leads across the meads on the
hill above them. In oue of the most re-
tired of these ficlds we met a young Ger-
man student, with ¢ houul lnur, who
certainly lookeul suspicicus and «rurlty We
thought, from many infallible indications,
that he was just.finishing the last act of
some bloody tragedy, and probably giving
the coup de grace to his hero. We were
walking so provokingly slows that he had to
compress the god within him for many mi-
nutes.  In the morning we visited e
L4
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church, the arsenal, and cxamined more
leisurely the paintings on the bridge. There
1s an object near Lucerne that no traveller
.should leave the place without visiting, and
on which no one can gaze unmoved : —it is
a monument to the memory of the Swiss
Guards, who fell on the memorable 10th
of August, 1792. "The design is truly noble,
and the executjon very affecting and ex-
pressive. Upon the face of a rude and
scarped rock, in a retired spot not far from
the gates, a lion has been sculptured in full
and bold relief, and of a colossal size. The
shaft of a huge spear, broken short off] just
appears gbove the side; the iron head,
which has given the death-wound, is buriced
deep witkin. The royal beast reclines his
head on his fore paw, which still grasps a
shield (as though to gufrd it), with lilics
on its ficld ; another, with the cross, stands
ncar, and weapons that huve been used and
broken in the struggle lie by its side. The
eye of thenobleanimal is not yet quite closed,
and the feeble growl of a fidelity, that must
soon cease to avail for any purposc of; de-

fence, seems parting, only with the last
19
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gasp of life, from the open and relaxing
jaws. . ,
In large letters above is sculptured —

UHELVELIORUM FIDE{ AC VIRTUTI.
r - . - '
The inscription beneath the monument
records the numbers lost, and the names

I

of the officers who fell. | e

It is not often that we can allow,our--
selves to be so strongly moved over the
grave of mercenaries as here. But the
fidelity, born of honour, gratitude, and a
reverence for the soldier’s oath, displayed
by these men, when the tempest of adver-
sity fell most heavily on their royal patrons,
and when the desertion of them might have
sccured not o'n]y life but reward, nay, tu-
ture distinction, fand T need hardly add,
amid draughts of prospérity a quick obli-
vion of thcu‘ crithe,) demands the tribute
of honest tears, andd deserves to be thus
recorded.

We took a boat from Luterne to Altorf.
If there is any lake-scencry in Switzerland
which can, by any possibility, surpass this
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of the four cantons, I strive in vain to
image to mysclf what it can present.  The
day was most favourable; for the first hour
,or more all sunshine, and the water calm
and like a mirror ; then clouds and a fresher
brecze, winds anrd young waves. It was a
scene of rare majesty : the mountains around
arc magnificent, and many of the cliffs arc
~carped and inateessible. The shadows and
the gleamy green; the few black chdlets,
and the white chapels; the mountaincer’s
long cry, and the tinkling bells,— who
shall describe thesce things? None can —
no, not the very finest of our poets: his
choicest words, his finest melody of versce
must fail him. There are objects in such
scencry, and hues on them, for which lan-
guage hag no names ; and there is a hal-
lowed music “ i’ the ain” breathing over
all, which the miud’s ear alone is tormed
to listen to, and having -listened to, does
for a while deem lightly of a mortal’s
harping.

You pass a chapel dedicated to Tell, at
the rocky point, where, in the storm, he
leaped upon the shore ; and. alter you land,
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as you go up into Altorf, you pass the famed
mecadow, the Rutlin. .
Altorf'is a town as dull, as blank, as still
as a convent wall. In the silent market-.
place is a tell unsightly tower: it would
offend your ecye, did not an inscription
remind you, that Acre stood the far-famed
tree ; here the boy leaned, the apple on his
voung head ; here sat theityrant Gesslert:
here stood the father, Tell.  The shout, that
iollowed on his God-guided srrow  was
cchoed back from the mountains instantly.
They are so close, you almost fancy the
outstretched arm could touch them; as
you raise your eyes, they scem looking
down into the square. They arc of uncom-
mon majesty. To think that man should
darc to play the tykant so rear them !
The inn at Altdrfis not without interest :
there is an old Italianised wzuter, and a finc
old woman, whowaits also, and is quite a
portrait. She had a black crape hcad-
dress, having the true Schweitz or Achilles
crest, and her grey hairs all’drawn up, and
back from her torehcad and temples, tight.
smooth, and cleanlv.  Her face was full,
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round, and rosy as the clean-shaved, well-
fed canon of a cathedral ; and, in truth, but
for the corset and pctticoat, she did greatly
rescmble such canons as you find a few
of, in all countries where there are fair
complexions.

Some old pictures hano upon the walls
here, which have found their way from
“Some plundered mansion on the other side
of the Alpslong ago; and you sec the cut
mclon, the clustered grapes, the broken
pomegranate, the wine in its flask, the thin
glasses, the ices, and the horn-spoons for
them, — just as they gave, and give, and
will for ever give them in Italy, the indo-
lent and unchanging.

We procecded, on the following morn-

ng, up the valley of the Reuss. It is a
most grand, soul-satisfying scenc. We
took refreshment’ in a true cottage-inn,
with panelled chamber and painted cru-
cifix, and on again through this grand
valley. There is one vast mountain, with
a naked rocky head, which, go on as far as
you may, seems ever close above you. in
stern reposc; as though, like the unclosing
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eye of the invisible Creator, it watched you
in your passage. The torrent of the Reuss
talks wildly all the way. 'The only part of
this vallcy which, fine as it is, at all dis-,
appointed me, was the Pont du Diable:
the much-cxaggerated account of its sub-
lime beautics, or terrors rather, is not at all
borne out by fact; thert are finer spots
along the vale. The rocks on the road;’
above the Pout du Diable, have, indeed,
a tine, wild character.  When you pass
through the pierced gallery in these rocks,
and come out upon the still, tranquil vale of
Andermatt, the effect is astonishing: there
arc no trees, but there is a lovely verdure on
the earth. The loncliness, however, of this
spot is its greatest charm : the walk through
it is the realising a page of some old fairy
tale.  We went forward to the village of
Hospital to sleep : it was already dark when
we arrived.  In the guest-chamber we found
a Hanoverian officer and an English gen-
tleman at supper, whom we had before
secn at Zurich, and crossed’at other points
of aur route. My companion, who de-
signed turning back into Switzerland from
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this place, and revelling among the strange
beauties of the vale of Chamouny, and the
"Mer de Glace, employed the next day in a
short excursion to the hospice of St. Gvo-
thard. As I designed crossing into Italy the
day after, I, on ‘the 1)OIToW, hired a horse
and guide, and visited the glacier of the
Rhone. Fortunate and satisfied as I had
“been in the society of the gentleman who
had lately been my companion, I quietly
rejoiced in my spirit as 1 found myself
riding alone up a solitary mountain path,
which, after quitting Hospital, is only
broken by a small hospice and a few goat-
herds’ huts. It takes [our hours to ascend
the Furca: it is a long sloping vale, be-
tween two ridges of lofty mountains, through
which the track liés. +The ‘Reuss, here a
small summer stream, st the bottom of a
deeper and more rugeed winter bed, flows
past you nearly all the way. Its course is
slightly impeded, here and there, by rock
and stone; but this gives it great life, and
it tumbles and-babbles checrfully down the
mountain vale, like a happy boy rolling and
making holiday on a green hill-side. In
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parts, the bridle-path is very narrow, and
passes along the side of a hill not exagtly
precipitous, but so steep as certainly to be
dangerous, although it has nowhere that .
terrific appearance which some tourists have
spoken of.  Still, a ¢lip could not easily be
recovered, and both horse and rider might
fall into the stream far beneath, and be sc-
riously injured, if' not dcstroyed.  Such
accidents, however, are rare, and the possi-
bility of their occurrence was only anxi-
ously suggested to my mind by the sight
of a party, about half a leaguc before me,
consisting of two linglish ladies, a gentle-
man, and their guides. I had caught a
glimpse of my fair countrywomen at the
small imn in the morning, and keard the
sound of theif soft*voices ; -and, therefore,
though the rules ot travelling every where,
but more especially in Switzerland, forbid
cither the joining or accosting others, I
could not help casting a thought forward
to them, as I watched their giddy course.
The Reuss is crossed twicd on those fine
rud~ pass-stones, which break and give
such beauty te the rivulet among thesce
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Alps.  On reaching the Furca, I observed

that their guide took them to the height on

the left, where they seated themselves to

refresh; I theretore passed wide of them,

to theright. At a certain point, command-

ing, it is true, a most glorious prospect,

and showing a fine bed of glacier in the-
distance, my guide stopped me, saying,

that this was the spot from which travellers

gengrally viewed the glacier of the Rhone,

and from whence they returned. This I

do not believe ; for to do so would not be

to sec the glacier, and would be, morcover,

to lose by far the most sublime feature of
that scene of wonder.

When I stood upon the edge of that vast
and wide bed of eternal snow, wiped my
hot brow beneatlr a scorching sun, and
gathered the floweér of the évergreen at my
foot; when I saw, at the bottom of the
glacier, the young brow.. river issuing forth
from cavernous moutks in a deep mass of
snow ; and when I'looked up to that ridge,
which stretches from one dark mountain
peak to its dark fellow, and over which this
sea of ice must once have rolled into its
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present bed, I was moved with wonder, as
it T had seen a vision. The whole of that
rifted ridge scemed but one bright wall of
pyramid, and obelisk, and spire, builded in
white snow by spirits, the ministers of
Heaven; a barrier nonce but lorified bodics,
olight as the summer winds, might pass,
wherce nothing polluted or defiled might
hope to gain admittance; fa place apart
from our world, and the portal of a bhetter.
As you trcad upon the glacier, you re-
mark that the snow, whose kindred peaks
shinc from above with such a dazzling
transparent brightness, is beneath your
feet, in many places, soiled and discoloured :
still it is snow that fell white from Heaven,
and shall again haste from all defilement,
and image back the sunbeam from blue
and clear reflecfing>waters. Ah! thus we
pray and hope that it will be with the
human soul. Nc man can look upon
these scenes, none -can tread this snow,
which here cracks to the foot, there
glistens meltingly in the hot sunbeam, and
is here again broken by rude chasms and
M
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clefts, down into whose beautifully blue
depths you look with trembling,— none
can do this, and forget that he has with
him a second self, invisible, spiritual, im-
mortal. ,

As 1 walked back by the cdge of the
glacier, I met the ladies, and the gentle-
man who attertded them, coming along
the path towards the Grimsel. They dis-
mounted, and went a few yards on the bed
of the ice. After they passed on, I went
down to the spot, that I might have the
pleasure of seeing woman’s foot-print in
such a scene. Ah! what woman is to

man!
I re-ascended the IFurca, pausing at

every step. What a scene it is! From
one of the very .oftiest ridges above me
I heard a shout and a laugh. I cannot tell
how very wild -and fearful they sounded
in that solitude: it v.as only the cry of
some marmot hunters, whom the guide
well knew; yet it shook and stirred me
strangely ; mathought they were laughing
too near Heaven.
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I descended towards the lospice with
the sinking day ; the shadows were spread-
ing fast and far ; the mountain-herds, and
their rude pastors, crceping to lower
shelter ; and, when I reached the /kospice,
the capuchin was reading thé vesper-service
éo the goatherds assembled in the chapel.
I stood uncovered and silent at the door,
and listened to the well-knoyn melancholy
murmur of that scrvice. I have seldom
secn a people of more rude and cheerless
aspect ; they were poorly and coarsely clad ;
the very young among them looked not
youthtul, and the old looked not as they
had cver known joy. I observed blear
eyes, and blains, and sores from cold winds,
and stones, and snow. Such are thgmoun-
taineers of St. .Gothard* I saw not one
man with the light dimb and the bounding
step we so often and so naturally associate
with the very word mountaineer. I went
into the friar’s dwelling, and took a cup of
wine: two young peasant girls of Ander-
matt, relations, live with him. <They formed
quite a contrast to the population of the

M 2
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rude hamlet, being both of them pretty,
oge remarkably so. Lest I should uninten-
tionally raise a smile at the expence of the
poor capuchin (and I am not fond of capu-
chins), I think it right to add, that it was
evident, to the obscrving glance, their in-
tercourse was of the most innocent nature.
He was a man of a certain age, painfully
plain, and of x sad, dull, unintelligent ap-
peerance. I looked into his little cabin-
like sleeping cell, and into his small, poor
garden. For many months of the year the
inhabitants of this place are snowed in:
the two fine faces near him must then be
felt as blessings, if it were only that they
light up a dwelling. There is a something
in a fine human countenance, seen daily
about you in the “common services of life,
which does greatly gild existence.

On my return to the inn at Hospital, I
found: my companion, the Hanoverian and
his, who had all three been visiting the
hospice of St. Gothard, at supper. We in-
terchanged our accounts of what had struck
or delighted either. I here parted with
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the gentleman who had accompanied me
for many days. It is 1mposs1ble for two men
to travel for even so short a period to-
gether, and to separate, without some feel-
ing of regret, ?specially if they have stood
side by side, and gazed on suth objects as we
dadvisitedtogether. Oursentimentsdiffered
on many points, as we soon discovered ;
bat I must say, that I havg rarely met a
man with whom I could so happily “agree
to differ.” I shall long recollect, with
pleasure, my journcy from Strasburg to
the St. Gothard, and my talented and
cheerful companion.

At early dawn I was on horseback,
ascending the St. Gothard, and, "leaving
the guide in charge of the sumpter horse
that carricd my baggage, 1_rode forward

alone. °

The ascent and passage of this moun-
tain are inconceivably grand. The grandeur
of which I speak is dark, desolate, terrific;
all is rock, granite rock, in rude and mighty
masses, not impending or threatening, but
lying stern and still. The hue of every

M 3
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thing is iron ; the sight and the sound of
water alone remind you of the mercy of
that Being who created the awful wilder-
ness around.

I overtook a boy driving a laden mule
alone: I talked with him awhile; but he
was in the habit of crossing the mountain
thus, and partook its character, — was grave
and dull, as ene habitually oppressed by
solifude and silence: himself and mule
were the only living things I passed be-
tween the village of Hospital and the
hospice.  The sun did not shine: thin
white vapours flitted about the mountain,
now veiling, and now displaying to greater
advantage some of the loftier and ruder
points pf those rocks which surround the
wild valley of the lake, at the summit of
the passage: now they enveloped, now
chilled me; now sailed slow away, and left
me in clear and open air, a near gazer, and
close watcher of the cloud. I shouted
long at the hospice before I could make
any one hear.me. A few goats were stand-
ing in, or straying about the yard, with
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udders full, as if waiting for the milking

hour; and, at last, a miserable-looking

herd-boy crept shivering round the gfble

of an outhouse, and came towards me;

while, almost at the same moment, the
kecper of the kospice slowly opened the

door, reproaching m'e for being there be-

fore the usual hour of the mail. The post-

bag, it appears, was on the, qolitary mule I

had passcd with the boy, thé courier lumself
being somewhat behind it again. So much

for the security of the communication

over the St. Gothard, The keeper of this

wretched hospice was an old soldier, spoke

French, Italian, Spanish, and was not un-

intelligent. Such a man would hardly
accept this post, if there was not some

sure mode of makma money, besides tend-
ing a fow goats, and selling & few glasses of
aqua ardente. 1 cxchanged a few words

with him about old times, took a cup of
warm milk, to whlch, after the camp Tashion,

he added a glass of Cognac, from the bottle
reserved for first-class customers, and,
leaving here my horse to follow with the
guide, I walked forward on foot,

M 4
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There is yet another association con-
nected with this cold wild scene, and it is
one which, received into the mind as you
stand alone, in the midst of so many rude
‘yet sublime wonders, makes man start to
think of,— war has bcen here, up kere, in
these high, dark solitudes. The stubborn
Russian and the ¢ fiery I'rank” had a
smart action heye, during the campaign of
1798 or 1799 ; and this rude place of re-
pose for pllgum and muleteer was taken
and retaken, in combats of musketry and
the bayonet. I know not how it is, or
why I should so feel it ; but uniforms, and
words of command, and the spitting fire of
regular sharp-shooters, scem quite out of
character with the scene. Man feels him-
self a plgmy in these places: horses and
horsemen, stretchad dead - on the wide

battle-plain ; foot-soldiers lying slain on all
the green knolls arcund; and yagers skir-
mishing with their rifles among the bushes
and thickets, are things common and in
keeping with fields of warfare; but feeble
creatures crawling about, round and among
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these mighty fragments of the day of Chaos,
this stony girdle of our world, and with
distant and pitiful shots levelling their"fel-
lows, and bodies lying small necar huge
masses of dark stone ! —it sounds too dar-
ing, and human combatants, with all their
swelling, appear too little in such places, —
I mean numbered and regimented com-
batants, and hired ](,gions: For the soli-
tary struggle of man and some one deadly,
assailant, f01 such peril as knight or pil-
grim, as female innocent, or as hunted
martyr might encounter, the scene is fitted
by that very sublimity which makes the
regular operations of modern warfare sink
into a tame insignificance in such a theatre.

The circumstance of St. Gotha.rd being,
to this day, 1mpassablc-for carriages, leaves
it in possession of, all that character of ro-
mance which the musing mind may have
been wont, from early age, to attagch to a
passage of the Alps.

As soon as you begin to descend, all that
was naked and stony disappears; it is left
behind ; beautiful prospects open on you;
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the vale, into which you are moving down,
is green ; there are villages and foliage;
treés climb all the hills, and, on the very
summits, screens and patches of black fir
lie disposed in the most picturesque forms,
and contrast protectingly witli the sheltered
pastures beneath them. The sun broke
out, and lighted all things. ¢ Buon giorno,”
said a man coming up with the broad hat,
‘the round blue jacket, the blue breeches,
the white stockings, and the large shoe-
buckles of the Italian peasant. Y ou are
in Italy, the very sound of the Tessino
would tell you so, it hurries so gladly on,
leaps so rejoicingly from rock to rock, and
whitens, and foams, and sparkles so at its
many beautlful falls.

The small inn as Airolo is kept by a
most civil landford:: the chamben where 1
washed, the beds, the ﬁumtule, all Italian
in fashion ; while thc countenances of two
females of his family more particularly
and more pleasingly announce Italia, the
sunny and the soft, the land of warm tints
and fine features. I travelled from hence,
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by what is called the post, to Bellinzone.
The vehicle is indescribable ; it must have
stood for upwards of d century, undisturbed,
in some old remisc, and have been lately
purchased by our speculating host for a
song, drawn forth, and‘®advanced or de-
graded to the service of carrying a mail
and passengers. The old faded velveteen
linings, the heavy panels, the clumsy
springs, were of a date now forgotten, The
driver, indeed, was in kecping with it; he
was a peasant in old pcasant garb, and the
buckles must have been made, I should
think, about the time when the carriage
was built.

The whole road from Airolo to Bellin-
zonc is delight, delight : at every turn some
new romantic featurcse or jsome of a softer
loveliness. Fontana, I udo, and Giornorco,
are passed in succession.  ¥ou begin with
pasturage. You pass down into gardens of
fruit, orchards, and vineyards, and on to
green fields, and wider meads : beauty and
brightness keep the traveller’s heart glad,
and every"thing looks light and cheerful.
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I had no companion but my driver, but he
was lively and companionable: we changed
drivers at Faido. The second was a little
merry fellow, who sung, or rather hummed
all the way admirably well, giving every
bar and turn. I looked, I suppose, as I
felt, contented. ¢ Vi piace?” said the
little man, and then on he went afrain like
abird. «That is a Spanish air,” I said;
¢ wheye did you g "get it?” — <« Non so.” —
“ Give it again.” — < Per ubbidir la ;” and
he sung to me to my heart’s case. At last,
when arrived at the end of his stage, he
jumped off his seat, took a young infant
from the arms of a finc young woman, with
a pretty and smiling face, and was so fully
occupied in kissing and playing with it,
that, if I had not called him, he would have
suffered the relay to drive on without even
asking for his buona mano. He told me,
cheerfully, as I tipped him, that he was a
young married man, and this his first child ;
wished me a happy journey; and there, as
I looked back, I saw him stand at his cot-
tage-door, fondling his young child, and
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chatting with its pretty mother. Well,
there certainly is a great deal of hap[.)iness
in the world, that tyranny and misgovern-
ment, by God’s blessing, never reach : herg,
however, in these peaceable times, they
boast of freedom; for this is a canton of
Switzerland. The view of Bellinzone, with
the three castellated hills that rise above
the city, from whence walls descend to her
three gates, giving her the power of shute
ting and guarding the valley on every side,
is very noble and striking.

According to my plan, I went forward to
Lugano. I got a room at the albergo, com-
manding so delightful a prospect, I was so
captivated withthe small lake,andevenin the
town itself theaspect of somany things struck
and pleased me, that T lingered therc threc
days. The thhabitants of Lugano are said
to be industrious, and the silk of this place
is in high repute. But, in truth, the people
do not look very industrious, and as almost
all trades ply their work cither in the open
air or in such open shops as the passing eye
mgy gaze in upon, I should call them indo-
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lent. Although a small town, I never saw any
other (save Naples) where they seem so
studfously to spare themselves the trouble
of keeping house, and preparing food in
their families. The town is full of cooks’
shops, whence all are content to be sup-
plied: a way of life that begets a disregard
of comfort, but, at the same time, gives a
kind of cheerful carelessness. To the pass-
Jng observer, society, in this state, (how-
ever he may regret that things are so,) gives
a certain pleasure; for he sees it well, and
near, and fully. If we stand for hours near
a glass bee-hive, with a pleased interest
and lively curiosity, how much higher the
gratification, in despite of the pain it brings
with it, tp stand among our fellow-men,
our proper study, and to.sce bow they live,
and move, and have their belng. Lugano
is Swiss, and ‘free bv its constitution; but
Lugano is enslaved by habits, by climate
and beauty, oil and wine, and, above
all, by the spirit of her religion. The
place is overstocked with convents and
churches,—and the tinkle of the small hell
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is perpetual. The view over the lake, from
the terrace before the mother-church, is
enchanting ; and for views, gencrally, “turn
where you will at Lugano, they are lovely,
The hours I passed upon the lake were
such as on a lake gliding in a boat may be
passed in any land, in summer scasons,
where lakes are to be found. But, as
Lugano is not much visited, I name it, as-
suring any, who may follow in my ¢rack,e
that the form and features of it, and its
romantic shores, merit a wider fame than
the vicinity of the larger lakes, and the re-
ports of travellers have allowed to it. I
took boat on the day of my departure to
the small village of Porlezza, at the head
of the lake; hence I crossed to that of
Como on foot, Indhe®smal) cottage albergo
of Porlezza, Whore I ‘refreshed betore I
started, they gave me bread whiter than
milk, excellent wine, and abundance of
luscious figs and grapes: of these I made
the boatmen partake, as also a ragged boy
that had worked his short passage over at
an gar. In a country where nature boun-
tifully provides such luxuries, and where
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the poor, amid their rags and poverty, do
yet so often partake of them, it is sur-
prising to see, at the chance occasion, the
geasy courtesy of their manner with those to
whom, at other times, they are so slavishly
deferential. They take, and eat thankfully
and cheerfully, and seem to feel a sort of
pride that the traveller should so like and
praise the produce of their country.” It is
-about, six miles from Porlezza to Cade-
nobbio : a guide carried my valise.

The elevated vale, through which the
road lies, is beautiful. When the traveller
arrives by the winding footpath, along
which he js conducted on the height above
Cadenobbio, and looks down upon thebosom
of the lake of Como, he will assuredly send
forward his guide, and throw himself on the
ground, and long refuse to be hurried, even
by himself, from such a feast of the soul!
The glorious river-like form of this lake;
the mountain shores towards the head,
round which it sweeps, as a broad majestic
river 'would ; the towns, the villages, the
little bays and inlets on its smiling shores ;
the beautiful division of its two arms im-
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mediately beneath you; the glittering water,
and the white sails that play upon it, fill
full the gaze, and mdke the heart htave
quick. ‘When 1 descended, I saw the ]and-.
lord of the inn coming to mecet me. Ie
talked lf‘,ng]iéh a little, #nd 1 found had
begun life as one of those itinerant venders
of prints, maps, weather and spy glasscs;
who shiver through a few dinglish winters
for the sake of a pursc, that may cpable
them to sit down under the shadow of their
own vines, in this delightful region for the
rest of life.  ‘There was little romantic
in the appearance, or manner, or talk of
my good host, but it was evident that his
local attachments were strong, and the
beauties of his native country degr in his
estimation. 1 found lns hguse dean, his
fare good, and s chargds reasonable ; ; and
had all threc been the reverse, the pros-
pect trom my chamber-window woudd have
abundantly consoled me.

I took a boat in the morning to Como,
visiting the show villas, and loitering for
some, time in the cool and shady villa

N
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Pliniana, concerning which so much has
been written.

On my arrival at Como I immediately
_took a charabanc, and crossed by a most
romantic and beautiful road to Lecco, a
small town, situated at the head of the se-
cond branch of the lake. The following
day was the market at Lecco, and the place
was filled with peasant figures of the truc
Italian stamp, affording numberless studies
to the painter. IFrom hence I took a car-
riage to Bergamo, a large and busy city.
The great fair was just over, and from my
own observation, and the enquirics I made,
I should think a person desirous of studying
Italian character would do well to make
a point of visiting Bergamo during the fair.
This lasts for three weeks, is always very
numerously attended, and cxhibits a great
variety of character among the peasants of
differert provinces who frequent it, — pea-
sants who preserve unalterably the dress
and the customs of their fathers. Moreover,
Bergamo is the truc birth-place of Har-

lequin. We have all, I suppose, ,liked
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Harlequin in our day, have most of us
laughed ourselves into innocent merriment
at Mother Goose, and *still remember With
wonder that rolling head of Bologna’s which
scarce seemed a part of the man, and Gri-
maldi, of memory immortal in the annals of
drollery. I saw here, in Bergamo, a_man,
a Falstaff, or rather, not the fat man of a
play, but of a pantomime. He was the
keeper (as should be) of a cook’s shop.
ITis paunch, literally, appeared to move
before him.  The fall from his breast to his
stomach was so made that you might have
opened and spread a huge tavern ledger
upon it, and there it would have lain as
safe bedded as on a church eagle ;— his
face shone, and his jowls were dewlaps ; —
a white nightcap apd apron he wore, and
I should have deemed him a mask dressed
for a harlequinade, if I had not stood for a
minute of wonder, close to him. _I have
observed of Italy, that land of handsome
features, that her ugly, deformed, or cor-
pulent men, are monstrosities. What noses
you sometlmes meet with in Italy, —like
the nodes of a cork-tree in shape, and
N 2
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stained with all hues of purple and the mul-
berry ! i

I'went to Brescia the following morning
_in company with an Italian priest, a man of
wood. The road lies through a rich and
fertile vale. DBrescia is a city of some in-
tercst to the passing gazer. The walk
round the walls is pleasant, and the pros-
pects from them on all sides fair, on that
. of the Alps fine. The view from the castle
over the glorious plain of Lombardy is onc
to seat yourself on the broken wall and
thoroughly enjoy. The plain is wooded as
though it were a forest, and yet you know
it to be a watcred garden. Isaw a party of
young men here near the ramparts playing
at the ballonc, and all the slope above them
was covered with spectators and crowned
with idle groups ot Austriarr soldiers. The
players wore frilled shirts of the fincst tex-
ture, ruftles also, and coloured ribbons dis-
posed ornamentally on. their sleeves and at
the drawer knees. The whole scenc was a
picture, and greatly enlivened by the in-
terest which the spectators take in it: they
shout, and laugh, and cxult, as skill or
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awkwardness affect them. It is painful to
an Englishman to contemplate the groups
of Ttalian gentlemen who lounge away long
hours upon the chairs under the awnings of.
the many cafi’s close to the theatre. They
sip ices, they hum, they babble quick about
play or small news; they are well enough
dressed, well enough looking; but their very
air tells you plainly that,the higher in-
terests of life neither attract or stir them :
they are content to cxist, to be, and to be —
nothing.

I took a carriage to a small town on the
lake of Garda, and here I hired a boat to
Riva. The boatman asked me something
cnormous. I said, ¢ My dear fellow, I have
not time at present to go through the re-
gular comedy of bafgaiff;m:ﬂ;ing, .thercfore
here is what I will’ give you,” naming less
than half their demand. * The men looked
surpriscd, now at’me now at caclt other,
but closed with my offer. I went to a café
to take a cup of coffec while they were get-
ting ready ; a respectable looking serjcant
of gens-d’armeric came in, and bowing to
e, said that I had made a fair bargain, and

N 3
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he never saw the trouble so usual in making
one, so easily got rid of. He rclated the
circumstances to those in the café, who
laughed heartily at the cxpression about the
comedy, and gave me crcdit for thoroughly
understanding this class of their country-
men. The boatmen proved hard-working,
honest, cheerful fellows, and kissed my
hand cordially at parting, because I threw
in a'trifle more for a long laborious row
after the wind fell. I gave a poor peasant
woman of Roveredo a passage, and for a
small bit of silver got white bread and fruit
enough for the whole party. The basket of
fruit was quitc a picture, as we all agrecd.
Thesc poor Italiaus have a quick perception
of beauty ; a quality of the mind which cer-
tainly gives great delight to the possessor,
but which, like «1l earthly blessings, is coun-
terbalanced by stiange heart-achings, and a
very painful corrosive canker in moments
of privation, disappointment, and blank
melancholy.

The sail up this lake into the very bosom
of the mountains is at oncc lovely and
grand. The chamber of the inn at Riva
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looks out upon the lake, and commands a
noble view of the magnificent and rocky
heights which rise from its borders.

About three years ago a huge fragment of
the mountain just above Riva fell, destroy-
ing, and literally sweeping into the lake
two cottages. The warning, though but
momentary,was yet sufficient to preservethe
inhabitants, who fled out ngked in the night,
and saved their lives :—such price isesome-
times, and not unfrequently, paid for dwell-
ing amid the romantic sccnery of the
Alps. A bill at these inns is often diverting,
when they charge the articles separately, as
they did to me here. A bottle of fine winc,
really good and well flavoured, was put
down about sixpuncc, a tough,suncatable
morsel of urresto about two shillings : such
proportlou bears the Juxur y to the neces-
sary in their estimatioh. I was too de-
lighted with the Toom, the scene; and the
wine, to object to’paying eight times the
valuc of the scrap of burnt veal they styled

arrosto.
Bhe scencry between Riva and Roveredo
is exceedinglv wild, and the road is very
N 4
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lonely. Roveredo is rather a busy-looking
place,and their principal trade is in silk. All
this " country brings back to the mind the
early and most honourable triumphs of Bo-
naparte : here he laid the toundation of his
fame and fortunc. 1 remember that the
first picture [ ever saw of’ Napolcon repre-
sented him in a general’s uniform, at full
length, with the subscription :

Cui laurus cternos honores
Italico peperit triumpho.

A truth which few, cven of his enemics,
have disputed, if the reference of it be
limited te his exploits as a general.  The
violence done to property in that war must
not all beehargeable to his memory, though,
as he was the com m,mdcr of an army, which
he was left by the Jea]oday of the French
government to clothe, pay, and feed as he
could, dr course the sufftrers aflixed their
curse on him. It is related that as Bo-
naparte was onc cvening conversing cour-
teously with an’Italian lady, she took some
flower or trifle from his hand playfslly:
« QUi ltaliani,” said the General, smiling,
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“sono tutti Ladroni” —¢ Non tulli, mas

buona parte,” was her readyand severe retort.

Nevertheless, in the north of Italy, his name

is often accompanied by a benediction. It,

has been said of him, ¢ There was great-

ness in the General, grcathess in the Con-
*sul: the Emperor was only mighty.”

The bronze medallion of him as First
Consul, struck only for priyate distribution
after the battle of Marengo, as a work of
art, and as a beautiful expressive head, ex-
cceds any modern medallion that 1 ever
beheld.

The route from Roveredo to Trent is
narrowly walled in, and is hot, dusty, and
very provoking; for you can sec nothing,
although you fecl that if the walls were
beat down, there would be continual pros-
pects of bcauty

Trent is very prettily’ situated : it is a
city of tIRyTyrol, but I like not t3 call it
by that nobler name: it is Italian, true
Italian ; morcover, was the scat of the
famous Council that puzzled and plagued
the world for so many ycars.
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There is a picture of this assembly in
thez church where the Council was held,
on a small scale, and faded ; but you may
trace all the costumes distinctly enough —
cardinals, bishops, abbots,, monks, and
doctors, seated in dull array. How these
four or five hundred luxurious gentlemen
were ted, was an idle fancy or speculation
that I could ngt get out of my silly head,
all the time of my stay in this- old city.
What a market it must have had! what
cooks ! what convoys of sleek mules, laden
with luxuries! and how, in their distant
and regretted residences, all the old house-
keepers .of thesc perplexed and provoked
absentces must have busicd themselves in
the preparations of savouries and potted
meats, dried fﬂmts, and delicate conserves,
and in the regular and never-ﬁulma dis-
patch of supphes from the well-stocked
cellavs. Trent is, in itself, an abominably
stupid place ; but Fancy, reverting to the
period of which I speak, soon peoples it
with ‘portraits’ of a vast and amusing va-
riety. .



TRENT. 187

Not a chamber of the hotel where [
lodged but some crowncd head, or prin-
cess, had slept in it : thcu‘ arms, and the
dates of their visits, were over the doors. .
If, therefore, ,the travellcr.fccis discontent
with room or bed, he has the consolation of

* knowing that the lords of palaces’ fared
no better at Trent, in this respcct, than
himseclf. ,'

As I Jeft very early in the mornims for
Bautzen, my bill was brought, and, I con-
jecture, prepared by the waiter. Lvery
thing was charged double : this T obscrved,
to the vexation, no doubt, but certainly
not to the confusion, of the man; for he
received the half with the most spanicl-
like demeanour, just like the celebrated
black-leg, whu scored w;th wmotched chalk ;
and, on being told' by his pwcpn, of whom
he had, doubtleb%, won thousands, “ Why,
you have just marked two instead “of one,”
replied, * Have I? then I will rub one
out again.” My (,onﬁpamon in the car-
riage Lo Bautzen was a pnest ‘of the country,
altogcthel an Italian, in look, manner, and
language — nothing of the Tyrolese about
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him. The road is beautiful and romantic ;
the villages which you pass on the carly
part of the routc bear marks of frequent
, suffering and  devastation ; and the effects
of the memorable campaigus ot 1796, 1797,
are distinctly visible to this day. Tt is not
until he approaches Bautzen that I consider
the traveller fairly in the Tyrol. This city
is situated on the rapid Eisach, and moun-
tainse of great majesty cnviron it. Here
German is the language of the people;
German is their aspect : here the varictics
of' costume, which have, for centurics,
marked and distinguished the inhabitants
of the different valleys in this famous
country, first press upon his attention.
Some of the women here wear a head-dress,
certainly not very becoming. It is a coni-
cal cap, of very fine dressed wool, either
of a white or black colour: it looks like
the softest fur or down, is expensive, and
an article they take gréat pride in; but to
the travelled cye it has a very strange ap-
pearance, and seems a more fitting head-
gear for some Tartar chicf, galloping o.. his
native steppes, than for the pcasant woman
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of thesc mountain vales. Others, how-
ever, of the women wear a black hat, small
and round, the crown high, and n€aly
conical, and their long hair is rolled up
behind into a glossy knot, and just shown
under it.  Olhers wear broad green hats,
» cither of beaver, or covered with green
silk, and bands of broad ribbon, of the
like colour, tassclled or fringed with gilt
thread. Some plait their hair in two,long .
braids, others bind it about the head.
Their corsets, their aprons, their petti-
coats, their stockings, arc of various colours,
rustic and coarse, but producing an effect
most pleasing and picturesque. The men
arc magnificent alike in costume and ap-
pearance: they are remarkable for their
fine make, and the opemyeagless expression
of their countenances. * They wear hats,
some broad, some narrow, sofne of green
beaver, some of hlack, with green «ibbons,
or bands of black «velvet, and jackets of
brown, grecen, or black, worked with lace,
and adorned, at the slceves and waist, by
frogs of red or coloured cloth. Their waist-
coats are commonly red, and all the Ty-
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rolese wear very broad green braces out-
side the waistcoat, as also broad belts of
black leather round’ the middle, on which
_are usually worked the initial lctters of the
owner’s name. Many of them show the
knee bare, wearing only a halfstocking
from the calf of the leg to the smail, and
put a light shoe, with a long quarter, on
the naked foot.

I met groups of these noble-looking
peasants on the walks and in the streets,
and I saw a large assembly of them in the
cathedral. I went into a burial-ground
adjoining, where many of both scxes were
scattered among the graves, knceling and
praying, some cvidently with a very decep
and devout abstraction of mannecr. Near
cach monumental -ross is a little vessel of
holy water, as in’ Switzerland: there was
also a large bonchouse, with skulls placed
in the manner before described, and la-
belled. I observed a young female pray-
ing sadly before it. All the persons in the
ground were lare-headed ; all was solemn
and silent; and when I looked up and be-
yond the narrow bounds of this cemetery,
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my lifled cye cncountered, on every side,
mountains in their brown repose.
I passed the eveningat the table d’Kite.
We were waited on at table by maid-
servants ; but Bautzen being a considerable
town, and the'inn a large ofie, the traveller
Jocs not yet see the true kellerin of the
Tyrol. The table was full : opposite me
sat a tall, well-dressed man,*looking rather
gentecel than gentleman-l ike, whom, froip his
couversation (for he was in plain clothes),
1 soon discovered to be an officer in the
Austrian army : he was a native of Trieste.
He afforded me some amusement, by say-
ing that he greatly desired a war with
‘ngland, as it would give him pleasure
to fight against the Iinglish nation, they
WCere So p10ud I unmn{hagely asked him
where he had formed tha opinion “of them,
and what he knew of them ? IIesaid that
he had been embarked, on onc oscasion,
with some troops, on board an English
line-of-battle ship, in the Adriatic, and
complained sadly of his treatment. By a
little, cross-examination, I found that he
had been a young lieutenant at the time,
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and thrown principally among the midship-
men ; that he was sea-sick and wretched,
and, of course, casily and often irritated.
I told him, that he must not exactly judge
of English men from English boys, or of
Lngland from a vesscl’s crew; that our
youth went to sca at a very carly age, and
were carly taught to hold the skill and
prowess of all enemies inferior to their owu ;
that their rude and manly education on a
boisterous clement, and this ever-present
persuasion, begat in them that spirit of en-
terprise and daring, which had obtained for
our navy the renown it long had, and, I
hoped and believed, long would enjoy ;5 that
I should be sorry to sce them alter, but
that he would find the manners of our
country,.and eyen, of our camps, somewhat
different ; that il %ate ever should oppose
him to Briush soldiers, he would not be
disappointed of adversarics, alike worthy
and proud to claim kindred with British
sailors ; and that as I concluded the ob-
ject of his desire wai the natural and noble
ambition to encounter gallant cnumcs, the
day might yet come, and the wish he had
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here cxpressed be remembered. T shall
never forget the smile that passed across
the broad and bronzed face of a stouf Ba-
varian officer, or the gratified look he gave,
me, and all that it scemed to express. This
man looked- worthy to head a squadron of
heavy horse, and such a one as would not
turn back in the mélée. It would not have
done in that place to have touched on the
relations in which Bavaria had stoad to
Irance ; but I doubt not this Bavarian had
served with the French army, and had, per-
haps, been opposed, at some period of the
long war, to the British. "T'he Austrian,
who felt that he had volunteereq playing
“ havard,’ looked silly, and acknowledging
that he was not altogether in a state to
form a corféct.]udgmcnt)of any thing while
at sca, sunk in%o silence, and soon became
as civil as he had shown-inclifiation to be

L J

rude. .

I journeyed from -Bautzen to Brixen, in

company with a Bavarian merchant, and

his son, a fine school-boy. * The road has

all those featurcs of romantic beauty which

the traveller expects to find, and cannot
0
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describe. At a cottage inn on a hill, about
midway, we stopped for a quarter of an
hour. There, scatéd at a table before the
.door, we took wine and fruit, and the cye
wandered over scencry such as the soul
loves. A dusty wayfaring man sat down by
our side, and took a tankard of beer. The
tankard was of fine, clear, thick, heavy glass,
with a bright metal top. Throughout Ger-
many in general, especially in Austria, they
have abundance of excellent glass, and the
luxury of fine large well-shaped tumblers
and winc-glasscs is common.

Brixen is a city beautifully situated,
among mountains, at the junction of the
rivers Rienz and Eisach. It has a cathe-
dral, a palace, and many good houses : the
style and fronts ays’ Italian.  The inn was
not very comfortable,* and exccedingly
crowded. I 'met'a German gentleman at
supper,* who had just -returned from a
ramble in the lateral vallies of the Tyrol.
He was full of delight, had been present at
some of their fhirs and festivities, had been
welcomed and made at home by them. and
was enthusiastic in his praises of them. I
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never met a foreigner who spoke English
with such a happy fluency, or such a tho-
rough understanding f our tongue.” He
spoke of acquaintances at Oxford and Cam-,
bridge, one of whom was personally known
to me, and the name of another most fa-
miliar, as an accomplished scholar. He
appeared to have seen every thing in Lon-
don that traveller could seg’, and, with the
strong and permitted curiosity of an active
mind, had not omitted to dive into the cel-
lars of St. Griles’s, or to visit the booths of
St. Bartholomew. He told me that these
lateral vallies could not be visited without
a thorough knowledge, not merely of com-
mon German, but of those familiar phrases,
and that low language, of cheerful festivity,
which these liveliest 6} German peasants
take delight in? Ple pressed me to accom-
pany him to Munich, but 1 had previously
decided not to emter Bavaria farther than
was necessary for traversing a part of that
country on my road from Inspruck to
Vienna. *

When I awoke in the morning I found
the large inn deserted, and myself' left to

o2
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dress, and walk about the long old room
adjoining my bed-chamber in stillness and
alone. This room was hung with old paint-
«ings, none good, but none without interest.
The old German painters seem to me to
have been fond of such subjects zs admitted
the introduction of thrones and gorgcous
dresscs, cloths of gold, brocades, jewelled
turbans, and costly caparisons, with rich
cmbessings.  When such things hang faded
on a wall before you, as Queen Esther be-
fore Ahasuerus, as Belshazzar at his Feast,
Naaman in his Chariot, and such like sub-
jects, you cannot choeose but think.

After breakfast I procured an old dusty
caléche, with a capital horse and a rustic
driver, to Stertzingen. Beautiful is the
drive, and the. smiill tewn of Stertzingen,
for cleanliness and brightnes}, and an aspect
all its own, delights but defies description.
Shame o me that I have lost the note with
the name of its none-such inn. Though I
am never likely to forget the housec, yct
cannot I tell any one who may ramble after
me whether it be a Rose, or a Crown, or a
Goldnen Lion that hangs dangling beforc it.
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Here was an elderly landlady, a pattern of
kind hospitality and motherly propriety,
two fair daughters, cléan and modesf, and
a stout and trusty kellerin, with black pet;
ticoat of alee folds, and keys enough, in
number and size, for the warder of a castle.
Ier guardianship, however, is not over
turrcts and dungeons, but over closets and
cellars, wines and meats,_'fruits and pre-
serves, and all household comforts. < here
is no feature about the inns of the Tyrol
more remarkable than the kellerin: she is
a personage of the first importance; she
makes all charges, and receives all pay-
ments; for which purpose shg wears a
large leathern pocket, or purse, which, like
the tradesman’s till, is emptied cach cven-
ing. She is .intrusted’-.yit]\. all the housc-
hold stores ; she brings cach traveller his
meal, and blesses it; she brings him his
wine-cup, and it is yet the customs with all
old Tyrolers, that she should, at least, put
her lips to it.  She is always addressed with
kindness; “ Mein kind,” % My child,” is
the gommon phrase ; and it is varied, in
warmth and tenderness, according to ac-
o3
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cidental circumstances. It is sometimes
endearing, as “ Mein schines kind,” « My
pretty child;” « Mein herz,” * My heart ;
¢ Mecin schatz,” “ My treasure.” In gene-,
ral, however, although I have seen some of
great beauty, the kellerin is a siout, coarse,
active woman, with a frank readiness of
service in her manner, and a plain pride of
station, — the pride of being trust-worthy.

It may be supposed that these phrases
are not always usced, without some light-
ness, by youthful travellers; yet is there a
manner of employing them without any
impropricty, and the very utterance is a
pleasure, ,they beget so much kindliness
and good humour.

I was shown into a room that would have
satisfied the cleanligst of . Quakers ; and the
first objects my eyes rested on were some
English prinis, not very common ones, —
a series,-with the pictured and affecting
story of Lady Jane Grey, and one other,
the Tomb of fair Fidele, and, beneath,

the lines, .

% To tair I'idele’s grassy tomb,” &c. &,
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Now, certainly, we do uot travel abroad to
sce English prints, yet did I heartily bless
the chance that brought them there; was
happy in their sweet company, and con-
fident that many a solitary English tra-
veller had feft the like thiob of a thankful
heart, as he sat down in this little chamber,
the welcomed tenant of'a day.  There was
a little garden, and flowers*in it, before the
window. It was a place to'do nothing quick
in; the washing, the dressing, the repast,
all slowly lingered over, and the cyes ever
straying to the sweet figure and face of
Lady Jane Grey, and then on to ¢ Iair
Fidcle’s grassy tomb,” the lip and voice
cach time engaged, just as we hum over and
over the bars of some old and well-loved
air. . .
In the eveling, as I'sat thirking after
supper, I heard voices as in prayer ; and,
looking out of my chamber into the large
irregular-shaped hall, I saw a party of pca-
*sants assembled on their knees, before a
large wooden crucifix, and performing their
evening devotions. In the Tyrol, if the
house is considered a good one, and the
o4
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.

people worthy and devout, the peasants
and muleteers, who lodge in the outhouses
and "stables, do always use the hall, or
,guest-chamber, as a chapel, imagining that
they confer and reccive 2 blessing by so
doing.

Stertzingen was the scene of one of the
greatest triumphs of the Tyrolese over
their invaders, in 1809. In the immediate
neighbourhood of the town there is a
marshy flat, on the hills neair which they
most judiciously contrived an ambuscade
for the Bavarian cavalry, and completely
defeated them. There is so much of the
pride and pomp of a regular army about a
body of well-mounted and well-appointed
horse, that the picture of such a descrip-
tion of force d,ef'ezst’cd,f destroyed, or led
captive by mountain peasants, in the rude
and picturesque garb in which they toil
and hunt, does awaken in the fancy a very
lively delight, and give an honest pleasure
to the heart ; as honest, at least, as we may
ever be permiticd to take in warfare. It
was a bright and memorable feature in
the rising of the Tyrolese, that no acts of
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wanton or capricious cruelty, no acts of
savage or vindictive barbarity, Stained the
character of their cause. The only”per-
sons who were roughly or severely treated,
were such of theu‘ own countrymen as thcy
suspected of tlcadlery, but, towards the
French and Bavarians, especially thelatter,
when defeated and capturcd no violence
was shown beyond that necessary to sceure
them as prisoners. How glorious do things
like these tell! — A man for a leader, of
whom « nation should say, ¢ The word of
Hoter is enough for us;” ¢ What Hofer
says we will believe;” « What Hofer bids
we will do;” and this a lowly map, honest,
brave, compassionate, and devout. There
is scarce an instance in history of a man
with so little ,ability cffpetipg so much by
the mere wcmht of personal charactcr The
gencral 'md the politician ° dloseted in
Vienna made this.noble peasant their tool ;
and, in fact, it was in all the trouble
%nd intriguc at the close that this plain,
unsuspecting, credulous, and faithful man
was ghipwrecked ; and (eternal disgrace to
the French !) was taken, tried by a military
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commission, found guilty of being bold,
and good, and true, and put to death. Such
deaths, indecd, are' hallowed, yet are they
. heart-breaking to hear of and think about.
The print of Andrea Hofer is, of course,
every where: he is represented in a brown
jacket, red waistcoat, broad green braces,,
and the letters A. ., the simple distinction
on his body-belt, when he sold and bought
cattlg in the fairs, figures there, to tell the
name, and, in the name, the rank of that
most glorious, because most merciful, of
patriot leaders, who thus walked among his
fellow-countrymen, as a simple onc of
them, at the time that he commanded,
and ostensibly dirccted, all the energies of
Tyrol against the Bavarian and the French
armies. . .
If any of my young readefs should desire
to peruse an animated and beautiful sketch
of this mountain war, let.them turn to the
« Edinburgh Historical Annual Register”
for 1809 or 1810. I havenot seen the chap-
ter that treats of ic for sixteen years. I
read it in Portugal, but the glow of it does
in remembrance warm me still.
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The road between Stertzingen and Ins-
pruck traverses for many miles the lofty
Brenner. Near the summit is a small hduse
of call ; and here I saw a perfect picture of
the mountain kellerin, with black and
glossy hair, a’brown check, a bright eye,
and teeth of a dazzling whiteness. At Stei-
nach, where I dined, was another of coarse
aspect, but kind and gentle’in her service.
These women, to the eyc of any travgller
who has a something of the painter’s per-
ceptions and of the poct’s feclings, form a
very interesting feature, and they might be
woven into the tale of the novelist with
strong effect.

Inspluck the capital of the Tyno] lies in
a valley watered by the Inn, and imme-
diately at the foot. of = mountain ridge
which rises abdve it like a mmhty wall in
barren and precipitous magmﬁc'ence. You
pass the Schonberg and descend te it by a
winding road that presents, at every turn,
a"prospect of some striking and picturesque
beauty. I arrived late in the evening, and
and was put into a large chamber, where
by portraits, arms, inscriptions, &c., I found
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many crowned heads and noble persons had
at various times been lodged. I requested
and’obtained with difficulty on the morrow
a smaller one. The inn-kceper here, who
is a jolly old man, and was once couricr to
the duke of Cumberland, is fond of making
kings of such travclling Iinglishmen as are
gratified by the folly, while for the amuse-
ment of his German guests he can sing,
with, the most comic effect,

% The ducks and the geese they do swim over.”

I encored him in it, and wished Mat-
thews at table to fix the man and his man-
ner for wider amuscment. I was made ex-
ccedingly comfortable at this hotel, and
dined every day Aluring my stay with a
small party of superior offiters and private
gentlemen, whose-manners and conversation
were mest pleasing, and where, contrary to
the usual custom, the host did not appear at
table. It was at a supper the night before
I went away that I heard the old man sing,
and that he showed me all the medals of

Hofer.
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The first thing which 1 visited in Ins-
pruck, and the object which I could not
tire of gazing on after repeated visits, iS the
grand ccnotaph in the church of the Fran-
ciscans, to the mecmory of Mammlhan the
Emperor.

» The mausolcum itsclf would require, if' T
attempted it at all, a very minute descrip-
tion, and of a nature that would be tedious
to the reader, without com?eying the gene-
ral cffeet to his mind. It is raised on three
steps of veined marble, on the highest of
which there is a fincly executed bordering
in bronze of arms and trophies. In bronze,
Maximilian, robed as an emperar, kneels
suppliant on his tomb; on the sides, in
tablets of white Carrara marble, each of
which is two foet wide lfv one and a half in
height, are reprcs"ntul in bas ‘relief, the
most remarkable actions’ of his life. The
sculpture is exquisite, and all the scencs
are represented with a fidelity at once mi-
nute and animated. But the charm and the
magic of this monument arise from the re-
markable circumstance of its being sur-
rounded by a stern and silent company of
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colossal statues * in bronze. The figures are
male and female, persons of renown and
roydi birth : many of the house of Austria
and in the ancestral line of Maximilian, and
others, to the stranger’s eye, of a deeper
and more attaching interest. There is
“ Gottfried von Bouillon, Konig v. Irusalem,”.
in armour, with the cross on his breast-
plate, and the crown of thorns upon his cap
of steel. There is Theodoric, king of the
Goths : Clovis of I'rance: Philip the Good,
and Charles the Bold; and it is with a
start of delight that the Englishman rcads
on the pedestal of that one whose port and
bearing arc allowedly the most knightly
and the most royal, —

, ARTUR, KONIG

V. ENGLAND."
You ask not why he is.here; — you gaze
upon his coronetted helm with the worship
of one who had lived his subject; you

* 'That is, somewhat larger than life.
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mount the pedestal and raisc his barred
vizor, and look upon the still features; you
grasp his gauntletted hand, and touch his
sword —

(The « massjf blade
Of magic temper’d metal made,”)

with a fancy that you arc daring too far,
and down again in reverence to the paved
aisle.

I lingered among these forms at a sc-
cond visit till it was dusk.  Albrechts and
Rodolphs were frowning on me in fearful
armour. Quecens and princesses standing
solemn in large draperics of bronze, and I
happily pacing or pausing among them with
a created and indulged terror; and ever as
I came near « 2lrta, Konig von .Eﬂgland,”
the harp of Warton sounded in' my ear, as
it was wont to do, when as a boy it was my
pastime to recite his fine “ Ode on the
Grave of King Arthur.”

In this same church lic the remains- of
Hofer, under a plain stone, simply inscribed
with his name. They were disinterred and
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brought from Mantua by order of the Em-
peror of Austria, that thcy might be ho-
nouted with a public funeral in the capital
of -Tyrol. They were received by the
faithful Tyrolese with transport, and fol-
lowed to the place of their prescnt rest by
the public authoritics, the military, and
crowds of the peasantry, who flocked down
from all their mountains to grace the glo-
rious procession. A costly monument is
to be crected to the memory of' this great
peasant. I saw the désign, and thought it
cumbrous. The tomb of such a man cannot
be too plain. A block of granitec on a
mountain’s top were cnough; and I would
have it on a mountain hitherto pathless:
then would every footstep of the way be a
trace of, and » tribute ¢o, his fame.

The man who served me’ ﬂuring my stay
at Inspruck had been at Mantua when
Hofer was put to death, .and saw him shot.
He was an Italian of the rcgular indolent
domestique de placc character, roused, as he
described it, By the running past of an idle
crowd, and the cries that a man was,to be
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shot: some designating him as the great
robber, some the mountaineer with the
long beard, sowmnc the traitor, some the
rebel. He told me that Hofer walked pale
and praying, but very firmly ; that he gave
his watch, just before the fatal moment, into
Jthe hands of a bystander, as a legacy to his
family, and died casily :—a better head
and a worse hgeart, and Hofer would not
thus have died. A Tyrolese gentleman
told me thae during a great part of the
time of that insurrection, Hofer was very
unhappy, by finding himself involved in the
administering of so many affairs, of which
he knew nothing. His great adviser was a
pricst, and among his minor advisers
another, who, it is whispered, finally be-
trayed him.  Even Hofer could not escape
the charge of’einjustice, nor p'é?haps the
real though unintentional .comnission of it.
To a person who gppeared before shim on
behalf of a friend who had been taken up
ahd put into prison, his reply was, “ Your
friend cannot be a good man or without
fault .in this matter, or ke would not be in
prison :” but it is fair to add, the counsellor
P
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priest was at his elbow; for it does not sound
like the character of a man, who, long be-
fore“the insurrectien, was continually ap-
_ pealed to by his countrymen as a just ar-
bitrator, as one who would hear both sides,
say what in his conscience hé thonght, and
from whose decision they cared not to
appeal. The fate that lifts a man into a
situation of high responsibjlity may bring
him, fame, and’ high renown, and lasting
gratitude, but it will deny him peace till
he finds it in the silent grave.

The convent of the Capuchins in this city
contains a cell, whither the great Maxi-
milian was wont to retire at certain seasons
for the purposes of devotion, and where he
performed the strict penances so common
to the age in which he.lived. The rude ar-
ticles of furniture in this ccll and a wooden
inkstand are said-to have been the work of
" the morarch’s own hand. Even the seclu-
sion of the penitent is.found insupportable
without some occupation that may exercise
the body, and divert the mind from the
oppressive weight of thought. The cell of
a royal penitent does always more deeply
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interest us. Flerc it is that we find them
men, poor men like ourselves, seeking rest
for their hearts:—a rest which thes cell
and the stripe, the vigil and the fast, can
never give.

The walks dbout the city are on all sides
Dbeautiful and interesting, for the valley is
of the greenest, and the lofticst mountains
risc close above it. There were several
companies of Tyrolese jagérs stationed in
this city. They appecared fine young men,
brownly ruddy, erect and soldicrlike, but
certainly much disfigured by a most unbe-
coming uniform. The jacket and trowsers
are of a dull dirty grey, the hat round, like
that worn by our marines, and like that
looped up on onc side, but the brim of it
is narrow and scanty, and the whole dress
has a paltry ‘ande unmartial eﬁpearance.
I must except the officers amd serjeants,
whose hats are overshadowed by large black -
plumes, falling, like those on the Scottish
bonnet, with a severe and frowning grace.
In general the rustic gains in personal ap-
peargnce by exchanging the garb of a
labourer for the uniform of a soldier; but
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the peasant of Tyrol sacrifices all that
in costume is calculated to display the
forn®. The fine calf of his well-made leg is
hidden under loose trowsers, his manly
neck confined by a leathern stock, and the
very rifle in his'hand, if you ccnvle with it
his black cross-belts, looks less warlike thans
the weapon he has been wont to bear,
when, with a broad ~cartouch-belt girt
around his waist, he leapt lightly on the
hunter’s paths among his native mountains,
or stood steady in his aim opposite the
prize-target in the vale, sure to hit the
bull’s eye, and place it in pride above his
cottage door.

It was pleasant to me, as I walked the
streets here, and in many cities throughout
the Austrian dominions, to be saluted, as
I frequently was, by thc soidiers. The of-
ficers of the Austrian army almost in-
variably wear plain clothes in their home
garrisons, except on the parade or on any
duty, a circumstancc which may account
for this. Often, however, this compliment
was paid to me by soldiers who evidently
recognised me for an Englishman and an
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officer, although no part of my dress as to
make or colour announced my profession.
The circumstatice gave me a very natural
pleasure. I was glad to see the army of my
country so widely respected, proud to be-’
long to it, atd glad to feel that the bivouac
Jhad left its mark on me. Military life is a
strange, an unnatural life, but full of in-
cident and excitation. The man who has
passed the brightest and best years of
his existence in the army is in geneml ill
adapted to fall down quietly into a still
place in private life, especially in England,
where, happily for our glorious constitution,
however mortifying to the indi\:idual, an
officer-is not much considered at any time.
It is too often torgotten by John Bull,
that, at that very pericd of life, when the
members of /most other plofc’sswns are
reaping a somecthing into the garner for
the winter of their days, his oﬂ‘icers who
have served him awnd upheld his name all
through the spring and summer of their
existence, have given him their youth,
and health, and strength, and perhaps have
P 3

t
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cast down their little all of money on
the promotion lottery-table, have no har-
vest v0 look to, not even the gleaning of
a field ; that most of them are fit only,
“like rusty swords and helmets, to hang up
i’ the armory,” but without ‘the hope that
“ new wars could new burnish them again.”,
This fecling, among retired military men,
acting upon old habits arid earlyassociations,
produceswhat has been called demoralisation,
a very long word which has been in every
body’s mouth since the fall of Napoleon,
and the dispersion of his vast army ; a word
which does simply mean, I take it, that
undefined aching of the old soldier’s heart
after the melancholy pleasures (for they
still are pleasure) of campaigning. Yet
the active spring of gladness which gave
qulck mohou to that h\_art' in youth, and
in its first fields, m may never again be hoped
for, and. might not, nay, assurcdly would
not, in like scenes be found. This demo-
ralisation, as it is called, is but the missing
of accustomed things, and the longing for
them., The atmosphere of affection in
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which you moved, rude and rough as it
may have been ; the old soldiers with whose
good or bad qualities you were as fagpiliar
as with their brown faces ; the young whom
you cncouraged ; the very rascals who were *
as thorns in tyour flesh, whom you ruled

,with rigour, or reclaimed with judgment,—
all the little favours of which an officer is
the dispensing patron, — the very trump
and the drum will be wegretted, — the
music of the march and the music at the
meal; and as for friendship, take an old
soldier’s word for it, in the common re-
lations of man to man, the title of brother
officers may stand high. If this be, as I sus-
pect it is, demoralisation, why, then, I fear it
will be found an inhabitant in the bosom of
many a soldier in retirement, who, though
he may havesehosen earlier .ﬁ'om wisdom,
what must gooner or lager have been his
fate, does not feel his weaning the less. .

I engaged a place in a cm‘riage relurning
to Vienna, for the chance of companion-
ship ; but I took carc to bargain for a halt

of three days at Saltzburg. My travelling
‘ P4
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companions were a parish priest, and a
student of Padua, both natives of German
Tyrol, and both enthusiasts in their love of
their native country. The priest spoke
‘French with tolerable fluency, and could
read English a little; the stident under-
stood French, but could not converse in
that language : both, however, spoke Italian
freely, so that we made out famously. I
liked them both: the priest, to my regret,
quitted us at Saltzburg. I shall long recol-
lect this worthy pastor with affectionate
respecet ¢ his polite attentions, his cheerful-
ness, his kindness, his exhaustless store of
interestinrr talk, his tolerant notions, his
Christian’ feelma, and an occasional tinge
of melancholy, that would chase for a few
minutes, and a few minutes only, his cus-
tomary arrimation, impressed me deeply.
“ Gratias a.Dio” was a phrage often on
-his lip, not uttered coidly or cantingly, but
with a rub of the hand, gnd a bparkle of the
eye that told you it was ever in his heart s
be gave it to the suashine and the shade;
to the beautiful prospect and the running



THE TYROL. 217

river ; to the pleasant vest and the pleasant
meal, and the cool chamber. I could have
journeyed with such a, man all the world
over ; he ordered all our meals, made all
payments, gave content to cvery one, and’
host, hostesses, and kellerin, if they did

not smile when they first saw him, were
surc to part from him with that sort of
kindly smiling regret which is so pleasing,

and so ﬂattelmrr to the traveller, whele he
can believe it to be sincere.

My companions sung for me, again and
again, the Evening Hymn of the Tyrolese
peasants,beginning, “ Der lichen feiier stunde
schleckt;” ¢« The loved hour of repose is
striking,” or, as our English bard has it,
¢ The curiew tolls the knell of parting
day.”

The burdeas of, ‘this SOI]O',-‘O)’ hymn, as
they broken)y and imperfectly rendered it
for me, is beautiful, the ideas poetical, and
the lesson,— Content. ILven thus pro-
saically given, the reader will admit its
beauty : — .
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“ The loved hour of repose is striking
let us come to the sun-set tree; let us lie
down. in the pleasant shade. Oh! how
sweet is rest after labour! Ifow I pity
‘those who lic all day on the couch of down,
and are fatigued with doing nuihing! They
know not the sweetness of rest like ours :
sweet is this hour of repose, and swect is
the repose of the Sabbath day ; but sweeter
will be the repuse of that long Sabbath,
when' we all rest from our labours, in the
presence of our Heavenly Father! There
will be no sun to burn us; there will be no
toil, no pain, no poverty, no sorrow, no sin,
but sweet and long will be our rest in

heaven.”

Relying upon the assurance of these
good friends that I should procure both
thc, words ‘\a*.Nl air at Vienma, and upon
my own memony to enquire (for them, I
‘neglected to take thein down at the time,
and have since repeatedly searched for them
in music shops, but in vain. The air is
uncommonly simple, and 1 doubt whether
cven in Vienna, where, amid new objects,
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I forgot it altogether, I could have pro-
cured the same unadorned melody which
the peasants sing, each.evening, at the sun-
set trec. I was more pleased with it every
time I listened ; it is devotional, and, sung”
from and with the heart, by men who rise

,carly to labour, and late take rest, is an
evening sacrifice, accepted, surely, at the
gates of heaven.

'The Tyrolese, accordiny to their light
and persuasion, have a great reverence for
Divine things. This was eminently shown
during their insurrection (or war, I will
call it); for the mild character of the
Christian religion, as taught by their simple
parochial clergy, subdued in them those
vindictive feelings, or, at least, the cruel
acting of them against the prisoner and
the captive. v ey

I observpd that my good -priest often
rose suddenly, almost immediately after
our meals, and paced up and down the
‘room in a hurried nervous manner; then
he would pause, and seat kimself again at
table, and apologise to me for so doing:
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but he told me, as an excuse, and a mourn-
ful one it sounded, that often, when at
his home, he made-his solitary meal walk-
ing about the room; for that living quite
“alone, he had not, as T can well under-
stand, at all timbs the heart {o sit down to
a table. Ile taught me a few German,
words, and pledged himself to make a Ger-
man of me in threc months, if I would
come up to his inountain, and study. His
parisil, he told me, was situated about five
leagues from Saltzburg, and consisted of
five hundred souls, of the very poorest
class, few of whom could read or write,
and not  one among the whole com-
panionable for him: necither were any of
his clerical brothers sufficiently near for
social intercourse. Ile represented the
manners oi ‘his flock as extrmely simple,
their moral -conduct excellent; their igno-
~rance that of children, their obedicnce that
of children. He took occasion, from this
statement, to start the subject of our Biblé
Societies, and to condemn the distribution
of the Holy Scriptures among the common
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people, asking mec many questions con-
cerning our societies in Iingland esta-
blished for that purpase. We had « long
and interesting conversation, and, of course,
all the old arguments were soon gone over.
I most successfully used the argumentum ad
,kominem in this instance; for compelling him
to acknowledge the light, the life, the hope,
the peace, theconsolation thathe foundinthe
possession and daily use of*that incstimable
treasure himself; as also, that if the child
of the peasant were instructed, at a tender
age, in the common rudiments of plain
lcarning, his capabilities arc like thosc of
a child in any other class, and that he
might acquire the power of reading the
Gospel for himself; and, by the assist-
ance of God’s Holy Spirit, make a believ-
ing application of it to the=wgnts of his
own heart, jat all times. and seasons,—1
drove him into that intrenched corner,
where, as a Roman Catholic priest, he was,
perhaps, compelled to take refuge,— * that
the mother-church is the -sole guardian
and the only true interprcter of God’s
word, and that ignorance would corrupt



222 THE TYROL.

it, and wrest it to its own destruction.”
Thus it is that spiritual bondage is per-
petuated from generation to generation.
I pressed him a little upon the strict and
severe government of his church, especially
of that species of discipline which watched
over and controlled all, even the minutest,
actions of domestic life; 1 saw that his
mind was with me. I spoke to him of the
enforced celibacy of the priesthood, and I
got fairly into his heart ; for he said, with
sad eyes and a melancholy warmth, that it
was the institution of man, and certainly
not the appointment of God. He asked
me to read for him a chapter of Isaiah, from
an English pocket Bible. I did. He ex-
pressed himself delighted and moved with
the rich majesty of our language, and said
the Latin v&sion seemed poor compared
to it; so I cold kim was the -Greek con-
-sidered to be by our best scholars; and it
was generally allowed that the Inglish
translation was alive and warm with the
very spirit and power of the Hebrew.

I dwell upon this chance-companion at
some length, and with delight, because,
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although it is by no mcans true of any na-
tion, “ ex uno disce omnes,” yet the infer-
ences to be drawn cancerning a people,
by intercourse with individuals of different
classes, ages, and professions, however
short that intercourse may be, are not to
Je lightly regarded. One painful subject,
connected with English policy, this worthy
man, and many ‘others of intelligence
whom I occasionally met," qucstlon(,d me
upon, with a kind of wonder,—~—the “state
of Ireland. Who can cxplain it to the
satisfaction of a clear head and an honest
heart? When all is told that is known,
or can be thought of, to extenuate, and
only to extcnuate, our blundering legis-
lation for that unhappy country, still the
question recurs, avc these things to be
for cver so? i thie crying cvitfio endure
for ever ?—pnd the Englishman can only
answer by/{ r1anging down his head, in sor--
row and in shame. .

* I believe that if the Irish Roman Ca-
tholics had been emancipated twenty years
ago, thousands and thousands of them
would now be of the Protestant persuasion ;
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that the whole nation would have pro-
gressed rapidly towards spiritual liberty, in
the Iaght of the distributed Word, long ere
this ; but the language held by the mis-

“taken zealots of a cause. which, after all,
perhaps, the mass of thinking Finglishmen
have more warmly at heart than they, has,
as it scems to me, more than once alarmed
not only the timid and intolerant Church
of Eno'land meh, but its good and con-
scientious members, and has disturbed, if
not for a time destroyed, the hopes of every
lover of civil and religious freedom.

But 1 am forgetting the Unter Inthal,
through which we travelled, and which is
of uncommon heauty. The Inn is ever
near you, the prospects varied and ro-
mantic, and vou pass occasionally the,green
yet rock);""l’;‘routh of scme» happy valley,
that is the world of its rustic population.

~ The eatrance to Saltzburg is very strik-
ing ; ic is by a noble gateway, cut through
the rock, under which you drive for nearly
one hundred yards... « T'e saxa loguuntur,”
is the appropriate inscription; and the
bust of the Prince-Bishop, who executed
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ihe work, is above. 1t was fair-time, and
the streets were tull of women, with a
strange-shaped cap of’ gilded tissue. *The
appearance of it is remarkably contrasted
with the plainness of all the rest of their
dress, and, as®it is not very tastcful or be-
«oming, it is, doubtless, some dear remnant
of ancient costume, clung to by successive
gencrations, who, fiom childhood, fix their
cyes with a fascinated gaze on the glit-
tering thing it will one day be their privi-
lege to wear.  Saltzburg is a tine city, that
is, the situation is very fine. Tt has a
handsome square, a lofty and commanding
citadel, some fine churches, o fupous ce-
metery, many handsom~ houses, and two
country palaces in the immediate suburbs ;
but the uncommon grandewr of the scenery
around this ciy fixes the atiodration of
every behold#r. It is Alpine, *and just at
the proper ’éistmu:c for giving outhines the
most bold, and every light and shade that
allernate mountain and defile can present.
The views from the citadel, which is large
and gmpty, and about the lonely chambers
of which it is a pleasure 1o be led, are very
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fine; that from the summit of Monchs-~
berg magnificent. The apartment is shown
you Where one of the former Prince-Bishops
was confined for five years, by order of the
Pope, because he had brought a scandal
on the episcopal character; by wedding
privately a fair Gabrielle, whose statue, re.
cumbent, executed in a coarse and spotted
marble, you may see at the pleasure-chiteau
of Helbrunn, where there is a pretty park,
stocked with deer, a natural amphitheatre
of rock, and a garden childishly laid out,
and full of silly tricks and toys.

There is a remarkably fine riding—house
in Saltzburg, the manege of which, in its
day, was very famous. It is now used by
aregiment of Hungarian hussars. Iwalked
through thelr stables; there appe#red to
me a glea.t ‘Want of order 4nd cleanliness ;
but I was struck with the paintings in the
* winter riding-school, where all* the repre-
sented practice, both of horse and swords-
manship, is pictured by stricken and be-
headed Turks. The figure of the Turk
yet remains as the target, the butt, or
fancied opponent of the Christian cavalier.
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The summer riding-school is spacious,
open, and backed by a scarped rock, in
which are cut galleries for the numcrous
and noble spectators, who were wont, in
former times, to assist at these exhibitions.
A statue of Bucephalus rcars at the water-
.ing fountain, and horses are pictured in a
rude painting behind, in every variety of
playful and skittish action. Certainly the
blshops of Saltzburgwerc of the church mili-
tant, in the loweet scnse of that wmd and
should have worn helmets instcad of mitres.
About nine miles from Saltzburg are
the famous salt-works of Iallein. It is a
beautiful drive, and a most rewardjng sight ;
to me, moreover, it was a new thing, for a
mine I had never seen. I took an early
dinner in the town of Hallein, at a very
comfortable htel, e where I was well and
cheerfully se‘ved At a.table‘in the same
room sat £wo gentlemen, of middle ages
one of whom, a pale clever-looking man
with bad health and bright eyes, soon fell
into conversation with me. While it was
gengral, all was well; but as soon as he
found, on questioning me, that I was come
Q2
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to visit the mine, he broke away on his
hobby, and left me at a wondering, but not
an ervying distances He recommended to
‘me the perusal of fwo quarto volumes, in
which these salt-works werc most parti-
cularly described, and some otlicr volumes
of like dimension, on his favourite study.
Ilc politely cxpressed his regret that he
could not have the pleasure of accompany-
ing me that evening, and I saw he would
not unwxllma]y have done so. When he
took his departure, the steel hammer at
the head of his walking-stick announced to
me that he was that most formidable of
enthusiasts,—an enthusiastic geologist;—a
travelling nobleman, as my host informed
me, and very learned.  Although his man-
ners were most pleasing, 1 was heartily
glad to be teit alone with Ry ignorance.
The language of geology is one apart, as
nard as granite, but not ,quite as durable;
for I am told the terms are continually
changmw. To have taken my first lesson
in that study in a mine would, doubtless,
have becn a great advantage; but I ficcly
confess that the last thing I wanted to



SALTZRBURG. 2929

listen to in the bowels of the ecarth was a
lecture on geology, as diffusc as this worthy
plulohopher would probably have given me.
I ascended the mountain behind Hallein,
by a beautitul and easy path, amid scenery
of a most pocuh.u' and uxclmntmw cha-
oracter. There is the black piney as in
Switzerland, and there is grass and pasture
intermingled with ‘the forest patches, as in
that country ; but yet théy are diflerently
disposcd, and the verdure ol the sward is
of that beautiful depth which, T have been
told, is so remarkable during their brief
summer in Norway. As far as imagination
has ever pictured to me Norwegian scenery,
that of the mountain above Hallcin must
arcatly resemble it.— Near the summit of
the mountain you find a small dmrch and
a few dwcllu;b.s, and, not very” (hbtant, in
the face of 2" small cliff] is the éntrance into
the min& You. arc taken inte a smaBi
room ; a light coarse dress (as of a mmer),
which entlre]y covers your own, is given
to you; one stout glove, as worn and
polished as the groove of a pulley, for
holding the ropes as you descend the
Q3
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shafts ; a lighted candle is put into your
hand, and, with a miner before you who
does -not talk, and. a domestique de place
who will if you let him, you enter the rock.
Man is the rabbit here: innumerable long
passages pierce the mounthin in cvery
direction: they are, for the most part,
strongly lined and roofed with rough tim-
ber ; but the swelling and pregnant earth
does, here and there, force a way, and, be-
tween the gaping ribs and rafters, you sec
the rock-salt, with its veins, of a decp or
bright colour: the grey and red predomi-
nate, but, occasionally, it has a fine yellow
tinge, or,is variegated with a dark blue.
The descents, although some of them are
considerable, are nonc formidable, or even
difficult : you lie down on an inclined plank,
between two' smoothlytrounded spars; a
rope, which is made fast, botn above and
vclow, is held lightly in the hand, and you
descend with the greatest possible ease.
If you lic too far back, the motion is slow
and hesitating ; if you lean too far forwards,
you may, and probably will, pitch wpon
your head : but if you hit the happy me-
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dium, “the cord flics swiftly through your
glowing hand,” and, quick as lightning,
you are fathoms down, below. There are
two-and-thirty reservoirs at Hallein; the
principal one will long be remembered by
the visitor. *Emerging from a narrow gal-
. lery in the rock, I came suddenly upon the
edge of a small lake. A faint and lurid
light gleamed upon the surface of it ; some
human figures, indistinctly seen as to forms
or faces, further than that all were’ pale,
stood and moved on the bank opposite. I
entered a small bark with my guide, and
was ferried over it. All that T had ever
read of the heathen hell —of the hell that
poets feign—rushed to my imagination, and
my blood ran chill with an awful delight.
The rock above is.blackness and darkness,
and glistens dimy and damp as’the grave.
The rock ardund is so thrown-.into shadow,
as to look cavernous and sepulchral. The
water is stagnant and sluggish, without a
“voice, without a smile: all is severe, all
sad; it seems a gulf between life and
death, or, rather, between the grave and

hell.
Q 4
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I lingered long here fascinated as by
some unearthly power; I passed and re-
passed the gloomy water ; I walked on the
rocky bank there where it lay in decpest
‘shadow; and from the sixth book of the
ZEncid I peopled the melancholy region.
Nor did I forget that great gulf, which the,
Word of Truth has told us is fixed be-
tween those that have served God and
those that have served Satan. All may
read ‘that book of the /kneid with deep
profit to their souls beyond the solemn
pleasure which it must afford the ima-
gination.

¢ That angry justice form’d a dreadful hell,
That ghosts in subterraneous regions dwell,
That hateful Styx his muddy current rolls,
And Charon ferries o’er embodiced souls,
Arc new as tales or idle fables priz’d,
By children question’d, and byLmen despis’d,
Yet this do thou believe I

hid 0

Al

Such children and such men may find
that in all ages it has been easy to wound
the conscience and convict human beings
of sin ; and he may learn that to heal.the
wounded conscience was beyond the power
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of the wisest teachers off mankind till the
soft voice of the Gospel-message was de-
livered. . -

¢ Ligbtning and thunder (ITeaven’s artillery)
As harbingers before th” Akmighty fly:
"Those but proclaim his style, and disappear,
The stiller sound succeeds, and God is there 1”

Small as the first faint ray of mercy
dawning on the darkened soul is the glenm
of" light, which, from a black chamber in
the bosom of the mine, is visible at the ex-
tremity of a gallery, that scems intermin-
able.  You take a scat with your guide on
a kind of wooden horsc on wheels, and arc
dragged with great rapidity for eight hun-
dred yards along a narrow passage in the
rock, not without an apprehension that you

. . Y
may be bruisgll aghinst the stdes of it, and,
at length, cmerge in safety at” the bottom
of the mduntain, on the opposite side, and
find yoursclf in a s¢enc of wood and grass,
lighted by the sun, and still, but the still-
ness of life.  You hail it, your flesh and
yous heart leap to the vivilying influence,
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and you lie down upon earth’s green lap, as
on that of a mother.

I returned home to Saltzburg dclighted :
I had seen, as I have said, a new thing. I
well know that I ought to have been dis-
appointed. Yo see at Hallein no cham-
bers of the rock in crystal, no grottoes, no,
chapels, no dwellings, no familics begotten,
born, and reared,where the sun never shone.
The reservoir or lake of which I have spoken
is said, when fully illuminated, as it is occa-
sionally, out of compliment to royal visitors,
or conquerors of rcnown, to present a su-
perb spectacle. 'The few feeble torches
which they placed around it for me, and
which just served to make darkness visible,
I should, even by choice, have preferred.

I could not help smiling to myself as I
drove hombe to think of my cscape from the
man of sciexrce, and his equal good fortunc ;
for I should certainly have cither Yun rudely
from him in the labyrinthine passages of
the mine, or have been silent, or inatten-
tive, or worse for him, put him behind me
on my broomstick, and carried him gway
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into the regions of the air, leaving his ham-
mer and some glorious specimen crystal-
lized in cubes far behind us. .

The day following I made an excursion
to the lake of Berchtolsgaden. It is about
ten miles froln Saltzburg, and in a direc-
otion which would admit of its being easily
visited on the same day as Hallein, if the
traveller started at ‘an early hour, and made
his arrangements accordingly. The road is
for a considerable distance the sarhe, but
where it turns away winds through a nar-
row and most picturesque valley watered by
the Achen, on and above which the town
is built, having, as it should, for the travel-
ler’s sake, a convent and a castle. I passed
it in going, on the other side of the stream,
and drove through-it on my return.

I alighted, *neat a fisher’s htut on the
banks of the lake. At the*well known
call, outtame a smiling family of brothers
and sisters to man the bark: one of the
sisters nearly woman, one of the brothers
nearly man, all good-looking and cheerful,
making a pastime of their light labour. It
is a two-hours’ row to the head of the lake,



236 SALTZBURG,

where stands a solitary old hunting lodge
belonging to the King of Bavaria. This
lake may, for its size, vie with the very
finest part of the lake of the four Cantons
in Switzerland.  'The mountain that rises
to the south of it is very lofty, miaxecessible,
and of the sternest aspect ; the face of it is,
roughly scarped, all of bare stony rock rifted
and jagged.  To look down into the clear
and p]aud lake’and sce this majestic alp
reflectéd there, and to watch how the
gentlest ripple gave it such play and waver,
as a garment floating in the air, was won-
derful. It is not solid, then, this glorious
carth, — a bright shadow only, a thing that
shall be wrapped up and changed as a
vesture.

About threce miles . from the landing
p]a(.(,, at the foot of this ndled mountain,
is a natural curjosity, called the Chapel of
Ice. I walked there by a wild path through
a wood, and among stumps overgrows W1t11
moss, which led out upon the stony bed of
a winter torrent: up this, for there is little
water in it in summer, you pass, and sec
before you, at the foot of the mountain, a
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very small glacier.  From its situgsion it is
much sheltered from the sun, and the snow
lying supported by thedtwo sides of awmall
ravine, through which a stream continually
Hows, that hollow is formed which has given
rise to its name. 1 left My guide at the
omouth, and proceeded up it alone. There
is no kind of hazard or difliculty : you have
to scramble and slip over the huge stones
which have been worn roiind and smooth
by the torrent, and water drops 611 you
from the snowy roof.  One chasm in that
roof lets in the blue sky and the sunbeam,
and lights up the very inmost recess of this
rude and chilly oratory. Undjne alone
could perform a vigil in it with comfort. I
walked out upon the crackling surface of the
snow, and again descended beneath it to feel
and enjoy the thing ; to listento the running
water, and thie slow and mournful droppings
from theeglistening roof. Proud temples
of stamc and marble shall crumble and he
overthrown, while in this the hermit, or
the hunter, or the lone traveller shall
bregghe his unuttered prayer, for centuries
to come, in peace. War, tumult, rapacity,
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persecusjon, never reach a spot like this : —
happy the king that has so lone a hut to
run tp, and discrown himself, as the hunt-
ing lodge of Berchtolsgaden. They gave
"me there a plain and delicious repast of
fresh fish and somc excellent wine. I sat
in the quiet chamber and rude chair,
where the (late) King of Bavaria was wont to
take his homely mecals, and talk of the
sports he loved with plain men, who liked
them’ as much as himself. It was delightful
to hear the pcople at this place spcak of the
King, and not only they but the commonest
rustics of Berchtolsgaden. Not long after
this very day I heard of the sudden death
of this excellent man while at Vienna. For
that evening, however, I enjoyed for him
the dream of a longer life, and of repeated
visits to his fishing cottage. o,

The return across the lake was still more
delightful than the passage of thevmorning.
The sisters and their brothers sang as they
plied their oars. I landed at one or two
fine points, and at last reluctantly came on
shore, and was driven most rapidly home.

There is a comfortable inn at Saltzburg.
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I got a most cxcellent room, and was well
served. Ishould think it a delightful place
to pass a month at as. head-quarters, and
make excursions among the mountains.
I observed at table a young man rather’
of the dandy" cast, red and white, and who
. spoke French always, but with a bad and
affected pronunciation, and a wretched
choice of expressions. I learncd that he
was a prince, and a captaiii in the regiment
of Austrian infantry stationed in the city.
I must remark, in passing, that in the
Austrian army the considered, or, as we
familiarly term them, crack regiments of
foot, rank before and much higher than
their cavalry, and have more men of family
among their officers. From some enquiries
which I made here, as to prices and the
common expghditure amongeyoung military
men of his cast, I found that with an income
which weuld scarcely keep a British officer
in the garrison of Dublin, however quietly
"he might desire to live, this gentleman was
enabled to keep two men-servants, (not
soldiers) two horses which he rode or drove
in light carriages, two of which he kept, a
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close and an open one ; all this he did upon
two hundred florins a month; and I was
assured, and made to see from calculation,
that the thing was easy. To be sure there
is one thing that would wever mect the
ideas of an Engllshman, — th¢ personal ex-
penditure of this man at table, for all his
mcals, did not, perhaps, on ordinary oc-
casions, amount to two florins a day. But
the luxury of conveyance is cheap in Ger-
many; ‘as also the hire of common valets
and grooms. If you are in a town of any
size or comsequence you can procurc an
excellent, and often a very clegant carriage
with good horses and a respectable coach-
man at a very reasonable daily rate. T lett
Saltzburg with the hope that in the course
of my life 1 might visit it again, and be
cnabled to'make a longer stay there.

The kutcher had supplied the place of
our worthy padre by a fat woman-who had
been selling the retuse millinery of her
shop in Vienna at the fair of Saltzburg.
After one glance of reconnoissance, 1 cx-
ulted in the discovery that she did not
speak a word of French or Italian. It was
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as good as a comedy to see the kutcher
reading my face as he introduced this new
passenger, and evidently thinking abdut the
possible effect she might have in trying my,
temper, or.tr ymg my purse at the close of
our long journcy. We certamly doubly re-

.gretted our late companion, but the young
student and myself lived together and made
the best of it: she never ate with us, to our
great delight ; and we gave one side > qf the
velnde to her person, hu pockets, and her
parcels.

The small post-towns of this part of
Germany have a very dull, uninteresting
aspect: one street, and two or three indif-
ferent inns, are generally what you dis-
cover—and all.

The noon-day repast in these ymall inns
is not very ter}npting : a bad séup and a slice
of hard beef 1s the usual fare, but you can
generally get a goad glass of wine’to wash’
it dowgr. ’

*The first evening we had a large party at
table, and they were all talking about
steam-engines, with a most violent degree
of wonder and interest. The circumstance
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of our sending a steam-vessel to India,
which they had just read of in a newspaper,
had set them off'; ard though many of them
spoke French, and were very anxious, ap-
parently, to converse with me, it was with
difficulty I could keep them i in their anima-
tion, out of their dear cxpressive GGerman.
I remember well, about fifteen years ago,
living for some weeks en pension with the
sous.préfet of a department in I'rance, when
a prisoner in that country, and that three
German officers were also of the party. Tt
was a particularly interesting period, and
one when politics were daily discussed, and
also the movements of the French and the
allies, who were then in the heart of France.
This was donc freely and allowedly, the
Frenchmen taking their part, just as men
should do, and agrecing to differ on many
points. All these Germans “spoke French
"and English admirably, but it was irre-
sistibly diverting to see them, is they
warmed, break from French into Linglish,
as nearer the genius of their own language,
and soon after away into their rugged Ger-
man, every eye in a sparkle, and every



AUSTRIA. 248

mouth frothing at the corner, while myself
and the Frenchmen were left behind, I to
translate to them what they had shid in
English, and both of us to wait with pa-,
tience till they gave us a lame French ver-
sion of what’they had volubly poured out
.in German. :

1t will be secn that what is called speak-
ing a little of a language will not answer
with the German ; he can neither listen to,
understand, nor attempt to support a con-
versation with you so. I think it is the
author of “ An Autumn on the Rhine” who
represents himself as venturing on a little
conversation in German with some old
dowager whom he met, and being, literally,
thrown out at starting. To return: with
this party our nation stood the highest and
first : we were %evety thing that was ener-
getic, and indGstrious, and wonderful. Not-
withstandjng, howgver, all that the Aus-
trian Ay utter in favour of other countries,
all that he may trust himself to say against
the ministers of his own, still the very
word,  Kaiser” is dear to him ; and cer-
tainly the Emperor has the hearts and

R 2
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voices of his people, as far as he and his
family are concerned.

The following day at our noon-repast we
met two or three palties of travellers who
halted at the same inn : in one of them my
eye caught an unhappy Ennhshman, and
my ear the disastrous accents of some
French, calamitously pronounced, and this
in a vain and unintelligible effort to be
playful with the German ladies of another
party. His age, the cut of his black coat,
his spectacles, all made me conjecture that
he was some wandering lexicon that had
rashly left his college-rooms, his commons,
and his bed-maker, for a voyage of dis-
covery. I thought the sound of English
might be a comfort to him, and, as I wanted
myself to leam the latest English news, I
crossed the room to accost hlm He was
as gruff as'an under porter: he had not
“seen, hé said, nor asked for a paper while
in Vienna. To humble, to punish him, I
asked, if he had not felt the embarrassment
of not being able to speak German. He
growled out “ No,” his. French carriedl him
every where. I saw him turn over a bit of
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rindfleisch (beef’) and some sour krout with
uncontrollable dissatisfaction ; he looked as
if he had been long unbrushed, and was
thoroughly uncomfortable: he evidently .
disliked his companions, and they him., I
politely bade him a good day and a good
sjourney, which he angrily acknowledged.
His party, in wonder, half rose, and bowed
to me with a smile, and I Jeft him to pur-
sue my journey. Now fancy such g man’s
account of Germany at his college-table,
and fancy his fellow-travellers’ portrait of
their English companion. It is evidently
a mistake for a man of an advanced age,
settled habits, and without a forkign lan-
guage, to attempt journeying on the Con-
tinent, especially in a country like Ger-
many, alone. 1 ani pelsuaded that such a
character brings false lmPIESSIOIlS away
with him, and leaves behind him false, and
undeservdﬂly bad impressions, not only of
h;msﬂt but of the English temper.

The famous Benedictine monastery® of
Molk, one of the most splendid in Austria,
is the only remarkable object on the road
between Lintz and Vienna. It has the

r 3
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form and aspect of a palace: quadrangles,
windows, stair-cases, galleries, apartments
of a palace, all is h{,ht, and space, and
-magnificence. Its situation is very noble;
upon a rocky plateau, high, but immediately
above the Danube, commanding « very fine
view of the windings of the river. The
country to the right, as you look up the
stream, presents a vast spread of elevated
plainy plain that, when Napoleon rested
here, was covered with trampling squad-
rons of cavalry, and heavy masses of his in-
fantry advancing to the conquest of Vienna.
They show you the chamber that he oc-
cupied, and a burn upon the floor of it,
caused, as they told me, by his throwing
down in anger a letter from the Emperor
of Austrix, declining to'meet and give him
an interview. He was not, I.should think,

very hke]y to destryy such a document,
even in the transport of *his rage’, but this
may be a fiery print of his wrath protluced
in some other maruer. There is another
version of the anecdote, and a half-con-
sumed volume in the library, which he was
said to be reading at the moment. The
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brothers, and the librarian among them,
were at dinner, so that we neither saw the
book nor heard the story correctly. °
There is a picture in this convent, in a
small chapel, by Albert Durer, on which
the traveller will gaze long with delight ; it
ois a Madonna,—no, not ¢ Madonna, — * a
Mutter Gottes.” The head is mantled white;
the face is fair, and full, and not young ;
but the expression is all mother. 1 mean
not to speak of it as a fine conception of the
Virgin, but as a perfect one of a mother.
There is another picture here of great
excellence —a Rubens. The subject, The
appearing of the Angels at .the Se-
pulchre of our Lord, to declare his Resur-
rection to Mary Magdalene and the Women
who accompanicd her. The garments of
these angels 4re $hining, and their hair
streams out of a brightness that ‘marks them
as immomal. There is a radiante about
themyihat you would fear but for the calm-
ness that re-assures the troubled breast : —
who does not love the things that give such
strange and sublime emotions ?
R 4
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This abbey is rather collegiate in its cha-
racter than monasticc The gardens are
pleasant and well stocked, having green-
. houses and hot-houses. There is a hand-
some music saloon in the midst of it, and
a gay paper on the walls with eastern
plants, their large bright flowers, and the
painted birds of Asia. This does not look
very convent-like; but it is a monastery,
and sadder, I think, as a residence, than
one older and meaner, bare, and stained
grey; for, what are all these comforts?
what is this music saloon, if the voice of
woman is never to warble there, her eye
never to light it up ?

Within ten miles of Vienna, at Burgers-
dorf, I quitted my good kutcher and his
vehicle, and took the post, that I might
avoid embarrassment and ' delay at the
gates. It was not without regret that I
parted with my worthy young student. It
would surprise those who hold the German
students cheap, to listen to one of their
better sort; they literally sigh for know-
ledge. They hoard their little all of money
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for the purchase of books, their all of {ime
for the acquirement of learning. It is de-
lightful to be questiorfed by them on any
thing you fancy yourself to be well ac-
quainted with, and not an easy thing to
satisfy their intelligent curiosity. The go-
svernment of Austria is very strict with all
students ; will not suffer them to travel,
and watches their conduct with great jea-
lousy. This youth was studying at Radua
to preparc himself for public employment
in the Italian provinces. It is the present
policy of Austria to encourage Germans to
fill the public offices there, and her Italian
subjects to seek situations in® Austria
Proper ; a circumstance which causes the
Itajjan language to be so much studied,
that a traveller speakmg Italian oply, would
find little difficulty in Journeymg from Ins-
pruck to Vienna.

In tlp‘lmmedlate vicinity of Burgersdorf
I, togk  an evening walk before I ordered
my horses; and really the wooded beauty
of the scenery, its stillness, the dress of
the few peasants I met, the rude wooden
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bridges, the dells and paths, and the lone
waters, might have induced me to belicve
that I was far, very far, from the crowds
. and the corruption of a capital.

They gave me a pair of beautiful iron
greys with long and silver tails, young, full
of mettle, and in high condition, and I was.
driven cheerily to Vienna. I notice the
horses, because,‘I should before have re-
marked, that between Lintz and Vienna I
tr equent]y met light waggons either laden
with small merchandlse, or carrying pas-
sengers of a humble class, who lay upon
straw ; and yet, that very many of these
waggons were drawn by four horses of great
beauty and in high condition. It is de-
lightful to observe throughout Germany
how seldam horses are' tasked or worked
above their strength, or have the appcar-
ance of being ill fed and neolected The
only excéptions, indeed, that I rewarked to
this humane and creditable conduéf;\yvel'g
among the drivers of the common fiacres in
their large cities, and occasionally among
such of their kutchers as had lost somewhat
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of their nation’s tenderness for horses by as-
sociating with French voituriers and Italian
vetturini. ¢ °

It was dark when I rcached the barrier.
I found thevery word ¢ Englander” enough :
they gave me no trouble about baggage, but

«received their small fee with a bow, and
suffered me to drive instantly forward.

We procecded, at a fast pace, through the
wide strect of a very long suburb, among
numbers of carriages, all in rapid ;notion,
and at last came out on a wide dark space,
which separates the suburbs from the city.
The city lay beforc me, no otherwise to be
distinguished than by its numerous lights,
which, as they shone up out of a blackness
that completely enveloped both the walls
and buildings, pres’ented the appearance of
a vast camp, “or bivouac. ‘A roll over a
draw-bridge, a rattle uider a gate-way, a
drive up,bne strect, and a turn info a clean
court-yard, and the’ welcoming bell and re-
spectful servants of a Well-ordered hotel,
will greet the traveller who directs his
driver to take him to the Archduke Charles,
in the Korner Strasse. He will find com-
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fortable apartments, civil attendance, ex-
cellent fare, @ la carte, at any hour, in
a bedutiful saloon; well-behaved domes-
. tiques de place, and a most respectable
and handsome carriage whenever he may
need one. The prices are fixed and rea-
sonable. .
Vienna is not the city I, perhaps, ex-
pected to find it, although a very delightful
place; indeed, I might have known that it
could no longer be what, to the imagination
of a fond reader of travels, it is so often
represented. The figures in the streets of
Vienna, both men and women, if I except
a few of the lowest class, might walk un-
distinguished and unobserved down Regent
Street, or through the Burlington Arcade.
The journeyman tailot, the bootmaker,
the hatter, and the young milliner of Lon-
don, might, in the'articles they respectively
deal in, detect some difference in\material
or workmanship; but’ the travelléi'\see.s
around him hats, coats, trowsers, boots,
black stocks, and high shirt-collars, such as
he may have hoped that he had left bebind;
bounets,. ribbons, gowns, shoes, shawls, and
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false curls, such as he has seen before.
Fashions now travel faster than they were
wont to do; and I think not that the very
tasteful and elegant white chapeaux, so
common among the belles of Vienna at the
period of my visit, had been discarded at
.the very time from the promenades of Paris
or of London.

As to the old story of Turks, Tartars,
Greeks, Poles, Croats, S'clavonians,, and
Hungarians, being seen every where in
their national dresses, i is fold, and will be
repeated no more. The day for that kind
of display, for that proud avowal of country
and forefathers, is gone by : a solitary Turk
may, perhaps, be seen scowling under his
tuz;ban, near the hotel of an ambassador.
The miserable Sclavonian peasan,ts do, in-
deed, in small*grolips, attract attention to
‘their sallow cheeks, theif lank and horrid
hair, thejr coarse, and dull, and filthy garb}
and Alle young Hungarian hussar still
dashes past you, the pelisse hanging grace-
fully from his shoulder, the kalpac looking
noble on his head ; but for the visitors of
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other nations, Greek, Pole, even Tartar,
they have sunk into plain, unpicturesque,
hatted men. As a general observation, I
should say the Viennese dress well.

The aspect of Vienna, as to its streets
and buildings, is different from that which
I should have expected: it is not Ger-
manic, it is Italian; the palaces, the pub-
lic buildings, the mansions of the nobility,
have the regular Italian character, but are
decidedly inferior to the stately edifices of
Florence and of Rome. Many of the
streets in the city itself are narrow, and the
houses lofty, an evidence of their age; but
yet there is nothing antique about them,
or striking. Their shops, indeed, are dis-
tinguished, as our own were in the olden
time, by signs, either fixed or dangling
above them, or by smal: paratings, display-
ing the articles .they sell. Here, over a
hosier’s shop, hangs a golden shegp ; there,
at an apothecary’s, figures Esculapius on a
painted board ; while here again, upou the
shutter of a chandler’s shop, two flying
Cupids (really very fairly executed) support
between them —a pound of tallow candles!
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The squares, with the exception of Joseph
Platz, and that of the palace, scarce de-
serve the name ; the others, so called, are
only open spaces, irregular in form, and
appropriated to the holding of markets, or
else such areas as have been left vacant,
,round churches. The Graben is one of the
best and busiest of these open spaces, being
filled with cheerful shops, and adorned
with two fountains, and a curious monu-
ment, commemorative of the plague which
ravaged Vienna in 1679, and of the grati-
tude of the Lmperor Leopold and his
people when it was stayed.

There is one feature, however, in this
city, which more than redeems the tame
character of the rest: the august cathe-
dral of St. Stephen stands lofty and alone
in the midst 8f it." Upon iis roof painted
tiles glitter in the sunbeam; and seem
gaudicr than the adornments of so vener-
able a‘in]e should be ; moreover, the taste
for that style of roofing is strictly Moorish.
Yet I know not, if this very thing gives it
not a new and peculiar interest in the eye
of the traveller, as he reflects that the Ot-
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toman has pranced fierce before it, thirsting
for its destruction. On the outside it may
be said to be encumbered, but richly so, with
ornamental stone-work. For my own part,
I like that lavish expenditure of material,
and of labour, which the Gothic nations
bestowed upon their temples. 1 never
enter one of the vast and noble cathedrals
which they erected that my heart does not
thank them. They built always with costly,
uncalculating devotion for a thousand ge-
nerations. The interior of St. Stephen’s is
grand and grave : the space and the gloom
give a liberty of thought to the spiritual
minded, and afford a shade, in which the .
mourner may pray unnoticed by the happy.
Prince Eugene, a name dear to the read-
ing soldiers of all countries, reposes in‘this
church: his tomb is in the chapel of the
Holy Cross. I ascended the tower: the
view is magnificent ; and it is a great plea-
sure to see the huge bell, cast a ‘century
ago, from the cannon of the defeated Turk.
There is in Vienna a museum of no
-small interest, called the Collection Am-
bras, from the castle of that name in the
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Tyrol: it consists of old armour, old por-
traits, old relics, old toys, old works of
art. Woe to the curious or careless per-
son who swept from my chamber, at some
inn on my route home, the printed catalogue
of its treasures, where I had pencilled down
Joy delight in notes of admiration oppo-
site many objects of interest, which I can
no longer call to ‘'mind. The figures in
armour are very numerous, and of re-
nowned men ; they are disposed in" many
chambers, a few in each chamber, mounted,
and the walls covered with arms and suits
of armour. It is by far the finest exhibition
. of the kind I ever saw, and I am not for-
getting our own line of kings, or the boy-
throb with which I should still visit them.
But *these, although, they cannot claim so
high an histomical « interest, * are” kept in
better order, disposed in better- taste, and
the whole display has a stern severity about
it. These coats of. mail, these helmets,
titesercostly trappings and caparisons, glossy
with their velvets, and heavy with em-
brmdery ; these long lances, and long
swords, and beside them hung the Turkey
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bridle, and the crooked scimitar, and the
captured crescent,— are things you can-
not tire with gazing on. There is also
a chamber with old portraits of the middle
ages, and another with curiosities, such as
delicate works in gold, ivory, rare shells,
and precious stoncs, quaintly carved into
toys, for the princely and the wealthy of
by-gone days,— all objects of a singular
interest to minds that like looking back
into those ages.

I mention this museum because it suits
the Iinglish taste, and shows how much
there is to be found, all over Germany,
suited to, that taste.

To give an account of the museums and
collections of Vienna in detail would re-
quire a residence of many weeks or mcaths
in the city, and would fill a yolume ; but it
is not, I think, the province of the merc
traveller, to give catalogues of the contents
of galleries, but a brief mention of their
existence and value, and to present rather
the impressions made on him by the ap-
pearances of a country and a people. 1
must say, therefore, that every one who
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visits the city of Vienna will find that
there are galleries rich in paintings, ‘and
that the museums in general are wall de-
serving his attention.

There is a splendid library, the saloon
of which is truly magnificent, and the rare
and valuable curiosities of which they freely
‘exhibit. — There is an interesting cabinet
of natural history.

There is a cabinet of antiquities, where
the collection of engraved stones #nd ca-
meos is uncommonly rich and beautitul ;
and where, let mc with gratitude record
the name, a Monsicur Arnett shows them
to the delighted stranger, with a patience,
a kindness, and a courtesy, which are too
rarely met with among professed antiqua-
riaus for me ever to, forget them.

Therc is anqthex cabinet of ménuments,
busts, lamps, and vases; ,and there is one
expressly sct apart for Egyptian, antiquis
ties ; bui neither of,these last are very rich
in tbeu contents.

The Imperial Gallery of Pictures at the
Belvedere Palace is large, and contains
many fine paintings ; some Rubens, of a

s 2
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vast size, and several, by other masters of
name, that were taken from the sup-
pressed convents, in the time of the Em-
peror Joseph IL

The Gallery of Prince Lichtenstein is
uncommonly rich, cspecially in the works
of Rubens ; and in this palace is the noblest
hall in Vienna.

The Arsenal is well deserving a visit.
The wide corrilors, where the arms are
brilliantly and fancifully disposed, run
round a square court, where hangs a mas-
sive chain, with which the Turk, during
his memorable siege, shut up the navi-
gation of the Danube. In the saloons
there are many Turkish arms, and the
head of the vizier Kara Mustapha, who
commanded at the last siege, is preseived
among them.. There are also many antique
arms, and many figures in fine suits of an-
cient armour; rouna some of these the
glorious old swords were girt with: belts of
bright blue, or other gaudy-coloured rib-
bons, with silver or gilt fringes, fresh from
the shop of some stage-milliner in the
Graben. I could not keep silence at the

22
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absurdity and impropriety of this; I was
provoked; it destroyed. all illusion, and
offended the taste so.grossly, I cannot
understand how it can have been permitted.
I let out upon the subject with such good-
humoured cnthusmsm, and this before a
Jarge party of Germans, who so cordially
agreed with me, that the conductor looked
vexed, and ashamed,—1I hope sufficiently
so to repart it where the error may be recti-
fied. The Germans, as a people, Tove to
escape in thought from the present to the
past ; they are ever ready to revert to those
periods of time which are so richly coloured
by the hues of romance, and which shine
bright with the deeds of chivalry. Not
far. from Vienna the Emperor himself has
a costly toy exhibiting this taste very
strongly ; it is®calltd the Khlglfts Castle,
and has becn crected with great care and
keeping, after the.model of some ancient
baronial castle; moat, drawbridge, port-
culli$, arched gateway, court, hall, chapel,
chambers, dungeons, walls, passages, gal-
lerie, communications, turrets,—all cor-
rectly designed and fitted. The apart-
s 3
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ments have old ceilings, old wainscottings,
that have been purchased at a great ex-
pence’; old furniture, old pictures, ancient
armour, ancient manuscripts, and illumi-
nated missals; and, preserved in glass
cases, many most valuable curiusities, —
goblets, vases, dishes, trinkets, toys, — all
of the middle ages, and of rare costliness.
At a little distance from the castle he
has a ti‘]ting-ground, with regulay lists for
the joust and tournament. Once or twice
they have held mock tourneys here for his
amusement. Methinks, if the grim Al-
brechts and Rodolphs of other days could
look out of their graves, they could not -
choose but smile at their descendants.
This taste obtains among the people I
saw, while I was in Vienna, two pieces,
one in their Opera—house, entitled ¢ The
Prince of Bavariaj”’ the other at the court
theatre, talled ¢ The Fortunes and Death
of King Ottocar.” In' the former, which
was a fine pageant, it was surprising with
what minute attention all the suits of
armour had been prepared; nothing could
be more perfect than the illusion. The
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prince was personated by a fine handsome
young man, with fair shining hair; and
when he stood unhelmed beside the lady of
his love, wooing her, it was a fine picture,
In one part they introduced twenty knights
on horseback, and gave a scene a little too
Astley-like, but excecedingly well done. In
the latter piece, which is a tragedy, but
I should judge a héavy one, therc is much
of the like show, and really (armour, beard,
and build, all considered,) the fierce Dtto-
car scemed to live again in the person of
his rcpresentative. But, spcaking of the
theatre in Vienna, I must forget things
like these. I went repeatedly to the court
theatre, where, alone, the true drama
is given, and I was alike surprised and
delifhted. I was fortunate enough to be
present at the representation uf thie « Death
of Wallenstein.” Although I sent early to
secure a seat, and went early that. I might
reach it without incenvenicnce, I could only
get b seat in the last row but one of the
parterre, and the theatre was crowded.

I have before said that I am ignorant of
the German language ; but, by translation
and analysis, 1 was well acquainted with

s 4
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the tragedy of Wallenstein; I could fol-
low and feel all through. I made no effort
to construe, as it were, but let the words
fall on my ear; and, if it caught the sense,
well ; if not, the picture and the move-
ment, the look and the tone, were enough
for me. The effect of German acting — at,
least of such acting as this — is wonderful :
it has a character of nature in it that is
never lost sight of ; the walk, the turn, the
entrance, the exit ; the rising, sitting, using
the hand, ungirding of a sword, adjusting
of apparel, all deliberate, without being
affectedly slow ; and the tones ever vary-
ing, as they do, according to what is said
and felt among persons of the like class in
actual life. The actor who performed Wal-
lenstein never once gave you the idea ¢f a
man that 'had dearned the words of a part,
and uttered them before; and when, at
the close, after the finest possible exhi-
bition of a silent, superstitious, thoughtful
frame of mind, he passes down the stage to
his sleeping-chamber, you feel a stamp of
reality about it all,—as if you alone had
been permitted to listen to the words of
this being, and to see him thus, — as if



VIENNA. 265

they never could be uttered, he never looked
upon, again. The chargcter of Thecla was
admirably filled: the taste would have de-
sired for her a more beautiful face and
form, though she was not plain ; but the
eye, as it followed her movements, was sa-
tisfied ; the ear, as it listened to the soft
and loving tones of a voice swecter than
any song, was ravished. The celebrated
scene in this tragedy where Thecla, having
demanded an interview with the' officer
who brings to her father the intelligence of
her lover’s fate, asks for and listens to the
detail of his honourable daring, and me-
lancholy death, is a situation as nobly con-
ceived, and as effective, as any in the whole
range of the drama. Thc audience, but
for toursing tears and bursting si‘ghs, were
mute. Women were in every bdx ; and in
the body of the theatre -stood*a crowd of
manly and bronzed officers. . .
I must not be teld * that the German

* An Autumn near the Rhine, page 382. — a book
by some gentleman of undoubted talent, who has not
treated this subject quite fairly. I am an enemy, though
anhumble one, to al! sweeping and indiscriminate censure.
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lanouaoe is “at once monotonous and
vul«rar ;” that ¢ thereis no nobleness in its
passion ;” that the. poet’s lines, ¢ in the
mouths of the best actors, have a muddy,
murmuring harshness;” that ¢ there is, in
fact, a prosaic meanness in the sound of the

language ;” and that the style of acting of.

a German is “ without even dignity and
chaste encrgy.” I must not be told this ;
because these happen to be just the points
on which any Lnglishman with an cye, an
ear, and a mcmory of the best models on
his own stage, may form a judgment and
pass an opinion. There is another thing
I am sorry to have been told, by a gentle-
man of no common talent, no common
observation, and whose three years’ 1'esi-
dence in Germany, together with the gene-
rally admitted ability of his Book, give him
a most superior clain- to attention, and
causc him to be quoted,.indeed, as an un-
answerable authority, on almost cvery sub-
ject (except her literature) connected with
Germany,* — namely, ¢ that there cannot
be a more dissolute city than Vienng, —

* Russel’s Tour.
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one where female virtue is less prized, and,
therefore, less frequent.’ I must say, that
I think his judgment is, to say the least of
it, very harsh, and very hastily pronounced
Vienna is a capital and a garrlson. The
citizens, a]thomrh every shop is filled with
.proofs of their mdustry and ingenuity, arc
great lovers of pleasure ; they like to sit
under the shade of trees and awnings,
whea they can; they like ‘to cat and drink
of the good thums which their country
furnishes in abundance, they like the
sound of music; and they like to crowd
into a ball-room for a dance ;— all this they
like; and it is strictly true with.them, as
clsewhere, that they arc lovers of plcasure
rather than lovers of God. That is a very
serious 4nd a very-affecting consideration,
as it regards®mahkind at ']arge but the
question is not one that I wish to treat
here as a mourning moralist, but simply as
a traveller, as an observer of my fellow-
crestures. And I can only form my
own opinions from the eye; and these
gathgred during a very short stay, and from
what may appear, to many of my readers,

[4



268 VIENNA.

very trifling and inconsequent -circum-
stances. .

In the first place, before eleven o’clock
at night the city is in profound repose : not
a female is to be seen in the streets. A so-
litary figure may still stand at the doorway
in the alleys near the Graben, or a shiver-,
ing wretch still loiter on the ramparts near
the guard-houses, — but there is no impu-
dent sohc1tmg of the passenger, there are no
loud voices in the thoroughfares, there j
no sound of revel from the windows. By dale i
there is no display or indecency of dress or
manner in public places, no staring, no
turning of the hecad, no open interchange -
of glances, no evident assignation-making.

In the Prater, the gardens, the squares,
and promenades, and in the theatres, no-
thing can be more quittly ‘and naturally
cheerful than the man-ers of the citizens’
wives and their daughters. The neatness
and care with which boys, girls, and chil-
dren of the tenderest ages, are dressed, and
their smiling and happy appearance, would
lead the gazer to the very natural conclu-
sion — that their parents loved them, and
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each other. That in Vienna the wealthy
profligate may purchase the favours of needy
and corrupted beauty,— and this, too,where
the female has family-duties that she vio-
lates, and passcs in the scale of society
above the open, hut more virtuous, though
,more wretched prostitutes, — I have no
doubt ; but that a total want of principle is
so universally diffused among the wives and
daughters of citizens in ‘comfortable and
affluent circumstances, that to increade the
means of their extravagance they are cver
ready to sacrifice themselves to a worthless
purchaser, I certainly am not disposed to
. believe. .

That in a city wherc all dance, the aban-
doned should dance also, and that there
should be ball-rooms in which gentlemen
are admitted fer sivpence, and fethales fiee,
does not, I contess, surprise me any more
than the cxistence of many places of resort
both in Paris and Loondon, where I doubt
X the meetings are for purer purposes, and
where, as in Vienna, they are confined to
the verylowest classes. Travellerswho know
Paris, and Naplcs, and Venice, may bear
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with, however they may deplore, the dis-
sipation of the citizens of Vienna; and it
would, be well, if, in judging of foreign
countries, we Englishmen kept present in
our minds the exact scenes which our own
metropolis would exhibit to'the eye of a
foreigner; and how rash would be his
condemnation of us, as a body, if he formed’
his opinions from our theatres, our streets,
our Vauxhall, our tca-gardens on a Sunday
evening, or from the various lodging-
houses in the vicinity of Leicester-Square,
where foreigners are often made to fancy
themselves for the first few days in respect-
able- private lodgings, —to say nothing of
the picture that squarc must present to
him every hour.

With regard to the people of. Vieuna,
they are politically degraded.: they are not
allowed to speak,, and they cannot be ex-
pected to think, like independent men.
But I believe them in their families to be
an honest, affectionate, chcerful race, al-
ways ready,,to make holiday, happy in
seeing their wives and children partakels
of thelr pleasures, and in no feature of
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their character more rcinarkable than in
their frank and obliging deportment to
the stranger. .

i | r(.col]ect not to llavc secn a beggar in
Vienna. The benevolent institutions are
numerous ; the government interests itself
greatly in the conduct of them, and the
citizens pay cheerfully to support them.
There arc also many associations among the
inhabitants for securing pensions to them-
sclves in the season of sickness, and ih the
decline of life, There are not less than ten of
these,of different classes. In short, although
the good pcople cat and drink, and make
_their souls enjoy the good of thcn labour,
they do certainly ncver forget "to show
some sort of gratitude to (de by the frec
exencise of love and charity towards their
fellow-creatures. Their loyalty is excessive ;
the word Kaistr is ever in the mouth, whe-
ther they talk, or sing; and, strapge as it
may sound, there 'certain]y is, in this most
despotic of all governments, such a paternal
mildness, a justice, a wisdom in the ad-
ministration of the laws, and in the moral
rule over the people, that crimes are not
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very frequent, and capital punishments very
rarely inflicted.

I saw the garrison under arms, with
laurels in their caps, on the anniversary of
the battle of Leipsic. The Hungarian gre-
nadiers are remarkably finc men. They
have not that smartness under arms which
the Prussians have, nor have they that
animated intelligence of look which marked
the old Imperial Guard of I'rance. But
they are very warlike; their stature tall,
their limbs large, their complexions brown,
their uniform white, the cap of sable fur,
the pantaloon of a pale Hungarian blue;
they are slow and steady in every move-
ment ; and, even as they marched at ease to
the ground, I observed that none ever
smiled. I cannot conceive these men flying
in battle ;' I doubt if they ever have been
driven, — they have stood, and died where
they stood. The regiment of Austrian
grenadiers which paraded by their side was
a very fine body of men, but greatly infcrior
to the Hungarians. A squadron of Hun-
garian hussars disappointed me. We have
no cavalry-general that would not have
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ordered them off the groutfd their turn-
out was’ so wretched ; but they ride beau-
tifully, and look blttu, and ready for the
melée. 'That, however, does not excuse
such neglect of cleanliness as would be dis-
creditable to* recruits; and, to make all
worse, their clothing was old and worn
‘out. Some of the young officers were most
brilliant in their appcarance, and made
those demi woltes in air swhich the Hun
should make. The finest cavalry ¥ siw in
Austria, although there were none on the
ground this day, are the cuirassiers. The
white dress, the black cuirass, the scaled
helmet, the high boot, the long sword and
the broad, blave, clean-looking dlaO‘OOIIS
themselves, and their strong and well—con—
ditioned Jjorses, Ishall long remember. The
dress of the Apstrjan artillery is*painfully
unmartial, but the men, taken, as a*body,
arc, perhaps, as fine-looking soldicys as any
nation can boast. * Their uniform is a rhu-
berb,coloured drab jacket, of a long awk-
ward shape, with red cuff and, collar, and
they wear a round hat, with the flap on one
side looped up, and a dark feather. The
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conduct of these men wherever I saw them
appeared to me most cxcellent. There are
manypeculiaritiesin costume in the Austrian
army, which, till the eye is familiar with
them, offend the taste. Their generals, for
example, are distinguished by red breeches.
Now, inexpressibles of this colour are
so closely associated in the mind of an
Englishman with those liveries, which many
servants will not even engage to wear, but
in which the fat servants of some old
families must still be content to appear,
that we really cannot keep our coun-
tenances, or look upon these worthy leaders
with the grave respect which is their
due. The Austrian army is certainly a
very fine one; and again, as among the
Pl:ussians, the stranger asks himself, ,how
came the French so contigually to defeat
them ? it must have astonished the I'rench
themselyes. The Austrian officer, who dis-
charges his duty with zeal and intrepidity,
may nevertheless linger away a life without
distinction ; here, perhaps, is one reason.
Yet, when we reflect how nobly on many
occasions the troops of Austria have be-
haved, although so few incentives are fur-
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nished to their ambition, we must feel in-
creased respect for the character of  the
Austrian soldiery. There is a pgculiar
Iove to the profession of arms common,
in a greater or less degrece, to all Ger-
mans, both horth and south. 'They love
'the steed and the sabre, the rifle and the
powder-horn. They love the sound of
the trumpet and the ccho of the bugle.
They like that strange uncertainty of life
which takes away all anxious care about
any other provision than for the passing
day. They delight in the excitement of
the march ; and, if the pipe, and the flute,
and the pencil, are in their tent, they feel
the camp a home. As lovers, too, they
object not to that hurried life which
streagthgns and rcfines a virtuous attach-
ment, making the object of it*a vision
sweet and sacred for those lqnely “hours,
which, even amid the tumults of a cam-
paign, the soldier can always command.

» Baden very greatly disappointed me. It
is a poor place, and not to be compared
with any other watering place in Germany

which I saw.
T 2
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The season was indced gone by ; still it
was evident to me what, even filled with
compgny, Baden would be. I visited the
baths, and to my astonishment saw persons
of both sexes in the bath together, and
moving about up to their iiecks in the
steaming water. A lady with the unwetted
curls of a handsome hcad caretully dressed,
was of the party, and a-fat old gentleman,
who, his face alone appearing above the
watef, looked like a red and rising moon.
This practice sccms, and is indecent; al-
though custom has apparently so reconciled
visitors to it, that they walk about in the
water as grave, as calm, as unconcerned, as
if they were promenading in a garden.
The bathing dresses are large, long, and
fastened high up on the ncck. .

There ‘is a miserable.square, not larger
than a prisen yard, with a few small trees
in it, in, the very heart of the town, that
they call The Park, and a painted wooden
building, unworthy the poorest guinguette
near Paris, styled with great pomp in the
guide books the Eastern Pavilion. Not far,
however, from Baden is a narrow defile
with wood and water, and high o’erhanging
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rocks, and ruined castles on their summits,
called the Valley of St. Helena. Hither
the Germans, who have the true pic-nic
taste, and just the temper and talents to
make such a thing pass off agreeably, resort
during the season in great numbers. At
. the mouth of this valley is a private palace
belonging to the Archduke Charles, which
will charm every” English visitor., It is
beautifully fitted up ; that is, every article
of furniture, every colour, whether of cur-
tains, draperies, paper, or carpets, will
be found in a taste quict, chaste, like "
the private gentleman. In the possession
.of rank, renown, and fortune; .of things
yet better than these, of an attached wife
and sweet children, he seems, as by good
fortune, 40 have escaped the crown and the
palace, the councd and the (,arhpkand to
have found what, it is probable, even "when
he led, and gloriously led, the armies of
Austria, he most. coveted, — a home, a
family, and repose.

He is universglly represented as a man
very domestic and home-loving, and s1mple
and unassuming in his manners. It is a

T 3
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remarkable thing, that in Austria, where
kings and princes certainly possess power
the most despotic, their carriage and bear-
ing among their subjects should be, as it
unlversally is represented io be, plain, quiet,
and even yielding. Noescorts ever drive you
out of their way. The fiacre will cut in be-.
fore the Impcrial carriage, and in the long
line on the Prater the citizen in his hackney,
the traveller in his job, the noble and the
prince ‘of the Tinperial family with their
splendid equipages take their place in file,
and roll along undistinguished in the same
crowd. It is not the ctiquette to uncover to
them; and I'was told that the English visitors.
at Vienna were remarked as being almost the
only strangers who saluted them. It is the
natural impulse of a gentleman to bow to
the members of a royal family. However,
I suspect, a good many of my countrymen’s
bows here (could I have seen them) were
given in a manner that might have becn
translated into ¢ Look at me; I am ah
Englishmany.I am a free man. I have made
you abow, and you-ought to be, as doubt-
Tess you are, struck by my politeness, and
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flattered by my condescension. My bow is
in real value equal to {he united kotou of
all these slaves in the Prater, who, o my
astonishment, never bow at all, — one rea-
son why I do.” .

You may easily discover from the man-
Jcers of all the servants, guards, and arder-
lies about the royal gardens and palaces
necar Vienna, that the Emperor is as glad to
forget the iron sceptre, which, guarded by
his ministers, himself is a slave to, ab the
humblest citizen that walks the gardens of
Schoenbrunn.

The palace of Schoenbrunn is a hand-
.some, cheerful residence ; its halls, stair-
cascs, and apartments, spacious and noble.
The gardens are very beautiful, and well
laideout., There is a fine ornamental binld-
ing in them, gallad the Gleriette. It is a
qtate]y pillared portico, open, with a a saloon
above, and a terrace on the roof’: it shmgs
afar, and is seen many miles distant.
» The spot in the garden that most in-
terested me was a small plot of enclosed
ground which is tllled, and looked after, by
young Napoleon, who generally resides

T 4



280 VIENNA.

with his governor in this palace. I na-
turally looked in the garden of a boy for
flowers and plants,.but his fancy has been
for the growing of potatoes. His amuse-
ment,-the gardener told me, was to try if
he could not so train the tops of the plant
as to dispose them intosome bcauty,and that
when he dug his crop, he carried his potatoes
as a present, of his own rearing, for the table
of the Emperor his grandfather, who is re-
presented as being very fond of him. All
persons about the palace spoke of the youth
with cvident attachment. I visited his
apartments, they wecre plainly furnished,
and his escritoirc bore marks of its belong-
ing to a young task-writing student. I saw
also in this same palace the small secluded
cabinet occupied by Napoleon +himsclf,
where, as"the*old servant, avho, together
with his own domestics, was in waiting on
him during his stay at Schoenbrunn, told
me, he was wont to read and write for
hours alone, and where he is said first to
have seen the portrait of Maria Louisa,
whom he afterwards demanded for his

bride.
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There are several drawings in this ca-
binet which hung in it at that time, “and
hang there still. They are exccuted by
different princesses of the Austrian Im-
perial fdmlly, giving proof that they were
quiet in their tastes and pursuits ; and they
Jmust have reproved the conqueror every
time he looked on them, for driving away
so happy a family from their favourite
residence. *

Almost all the time that I was at Vienna
young Napoleon was staying in the ncigh-
bourhood of Presburg with the Empcror,
and I sadly feared that I should have no
opportunity of seeing him. He came in,
howerer, to the palace in the city for two
or three days; and, before his return, an
event oceurred whigh, as it caused him to
appear on a public occasion, 'enalii‘edqme to
sec him under circumstances, te my cast of
thought, peculiarly interesting. News ar-
rived in the capital that the worthy King of
Bavaria had died most suddenly. The
usual orders were immediately given for
perf‘ormlnnr funeral ceremonies, in honour
of his memory, in the private chapel of
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the palace. The young Napoleon and a
brother of the Lmperor, being the only
membhers of the Imperial family present in
the city, assisted at these honours. Thete
was a.vigil service the first evening, and a
grand mass and requicm on ihe morrow.
I was present at both ; the court only at
the first.

In the centrc of the chapel a kingly
crown and a décal cap lay glittering upon
a black pall, which covered a raised (pageant)
bier. Innumerable tall and massive church
candlesticks, of silver, were ranged around
the bicr; and the thick pale torches shed
on it their white and sickly rays. A row
of priests stood, with their clasped hands
pointed in prayer, on one side; a rank
of the life or palacg guards, in searlet
clothing; leaned upon their halberts on that
opposite. At the head of the bier, some
twenty officers of the Hungarian grena-
diers, and two or three hussar officers, who
accompanied the commander of the. gav-
rison, stood closely grouped. A few per-
sons of distinction sat in private pews, in
a gallery above, that have glass windows
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looking down into the chapel. Among
these, in a pew by himsalf, next that of the
Emperor’s brother, was the young Na-
poleon. He leancd from the open win-
dow during the service: his complexion is
very fair, his forehead good, the lower part
of his face short and rounded; his nose
not very prominent, but well-shaped.  The
colour of his cyes I could not distinguish,
and, except for moments, Yaw him only in
profile ; but he impresses you as a very
good-looking, gentleman-like boy, with an
appearancce and manner somewhat beyond
his age. His hands were clasped together,
and he seemed to take that feeling interest
in the scene, which is alike natural and be-
coming in a youth of fifteen. The so-
lemnity of the service, and the sweetness
of the singing, were, perlaps, '\bh._e only
things that moved or oceupied his young
mind; and yct it is more than probable
that he would know, and might, at such a
rhoraent, have remembered, that, but for
his father, these gbsequies might have been
electoral, and not regal; that the kingly
crown upon that bier was the gift of that
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father, when he decreed that the Elector
of Bavaria should wear onc. The regal
honowrs and powers which he had be-
stowed had outlived his.own, cven in life;
and in death he himselfhud lain down in the
grave of an exile. The son might remem-
ber, that no such rcquicm was sung over
the distant tomb of that father; but that
the cnemies who had guarded him living,
and who could hot deny him the funeral of
a soldier, guarded him dead. All this he
might remember, and might secretly vow
to see his father’s bones yet deposited in a
fitting sepulchre. I admit, however, that
all this js not very probable; for I lcarn
that he is bred up in a particularly quiet
way, is little on horscback, and seldom or
ever seen among the troops, or ercouraged
in any. sadrtial tastes. Circumstance, how-
ever, brmgs about strange and miraculous
changes . in, or rather Edevelopementb of,
human character ; and the stirring trumpet
may yet sound, which shall awake in tlfe
bosom of this youth the stern and am-
bitious spirit of his father.

All the associations of thought which
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crowded into my mind were naturally cal-
culated to increase the intercst of the scéne.
There was something incxpressibly gffect-
ing in the whole picture. A jewelled crown
upon a black pall! How mournfully it
glitters! —it stems to tremble! The mean-
est beggar present looks on it with no envy
in such company. There is a something,
too, in these ceremonies for the dead, to
me, very melancholy ands grand, arising
from the mere circumstance of’ the #g¢ and
fashion of the huge and massive candle:
sticks that stand, in glcaming rows, around
the bier, and that have assisted, on like
solemn occasions, for so many centuries. I
thought upon the rude huntan-lodae on
the lonc lake of Berchtolsgaden; and I
piticd, —,though it may sound wrong, = X
pitied the poqr king, to have- ~qcrmlu,d
out of so still and swect a possession: It
was strange, too, to Jook upon _ soldiers
of Austria, who had so often seen the
armigs of Bavaria arrayed against them
in the field, paymg these honours to the
memory of Bavaria’s king ; and unsatingly
delightful to sec the child of the mightiest
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and most wonderful conqueror of our age
kneeling in prayer, with a heart, perhaps,
tender as his yourig fair cheek. This day
alone would have rewarded my journey
from_England ; but I had vet another scenc
of interest in reserve : I was‘dctermined to
pass one day at Presburg, for the chance of
being present at a sitting of the Hungarian
Deputies.

The distance. from Vienna to Presburg
is oaly forty English miles, and a most
excellent eilwagen traverses it in little
more than five hours. The first night I
could not get a bed, the town was so full ;
but they gave me as good a shake-down in
one of the numerous supper-rooms as they
could contrive. I took my supper, how-
ever, in the large salle, which wag crowded
with the-same sort of figurgs you meet in
all the coffee-houses of Vienna: a loud
band at the door, and loud voices in the
salle, struggled for the mastery ; and I was
not sorry to escape soon from both to my
paillasse. Here, amid the expiring fumes
of spilled wine of Ofen, and pipe-ashes,
near a table with the gravy-stained cloth
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yet on it, and the empty salad-bowl by its
side, I fell sound asleep My domestique
de place, a most active and intelligent man,
whom I brought with' me from Vlenna,
had watched the earliest departure, and,
by seven o’clock the following morning,
I was transterred to a clean, comfortable
*bed-chamber. It is but forty miles from
Vienna to Presburg; but if the traveller
will only walk, at an eajly hour, to the
large upper market, he may fanoy shim-
sclf four hundred from any spot so civit-
ised. There is an abupdant supply of
provisions of all sorts; but they are all
clumsily and coarscly displayed ; there is
no attempt at disposing them to advantage,
or invitingly: the women behind the heaps,
or stalls, arc ill clad masculine, and “un=
clean. lhe Hjing agrian peasant hms\a thick,
stout, bluc jacket, a strong, heavy, sliapeless
boot, uncombed hair, and a broad-brimmed
hat with a low tounded crown. Mixed
with these, in very large numbers, are the
Sclavonian peasants ; and, not the Icast re-
markable feature'in the scene, on a wide
dusty space near the market stand somc
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hundreds of rude waggons, drawn by small
wild-looking horses. It is impossible that,
in the day when the Roman made war in
Il]yrm, the Sclavonian peasant could have
becn jn garb, in aspect, in manners, more
completely the barbarian than to the eye
he still seems; nor could the waggon in a
Scythian camp have bcen a ruder thing
than any of those still crowded together in
the markets at(Presburg. I observed one
of tker Sclavonians, a very old man, with
grey hairs, which hung, nevertheless, as
lank, and waved as wild as the blackest,
buying food at a stall where they sold pro-
visions ready dressed.  Ie handled a dozen
different pieces of meat or poultry, and, at
last, carried off the quarter of a large coarse
goose, to tear it, dog]ilge, ina corper. ,
The man who does npt feel sorrow when
he sees fellow-creatures thus degraded,—
who does not feel humbled himself at the
s1ght,—who does not wish to see their
moral and political condition improved, —-
and to see the biessings of civil and re-
ligious llberty widely diffused throughout_
the world, —is a man I pity. “Pshaw !””
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says a man of the world, it is their lot,
their condition, my gogd Sir. They are
very well off, and very happy. D not
you sec that old fellow with the leg of
a goose? what would you have?.. And
here again, as I live, there are a dozen or
two of these wretched Sclavonians of yours
dancing,—as I live, dancing I” — Yes, they
dance! When a few paltry pence were
given them, at the door ot an hotel, for
some [abour they had performed, they
danced, shook their matted locks, and lifted
their heavy feet, and showed their white
teeth, and sung something too wild to be
called a song! '

It is not exactly in passing from a scene
like this that the traveller is prepared to be_
very ‘much enraptured with the frce Diet
of Hungary. In the hall, hchver,\of the
Hungarian Deputies, it is impossible not
to feel a momentary delight, the picture is
so new and so startling. I sat in the gal-
-lety, whither I went at an early hour; but
it was filled to suffocation before the mem-

bers tpok their seats.
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The hall is nothing remarkable, merely
a long, lofty chamber. A chair is raised
on a siep at the upper end, for the presi-
dent. Tables run the whole length of the
hall, Tovered with green clqth, and sup-
plied abundantly with materials for writing.
Immediately below, and to the right of the,
president, sat such bishops and dignitaries
of the church as have seats in this assembly.
The rest of the members, and there ap-
peared to be more than three hundred pre-
sent, wore the national dress of Hungary.
It consists of a’ hussar jacket and panta-
loon, of brown cloth, and a hussar boot.
The ornaments are of black silk lace,
plain, warlike, and becoming. A very few,
.indeed, were sheeted in gold lace, and a
few more wore a tasscl of' go]d Ballion on
the boot, and a gold “cordl fastening the
pelisse.  The reason of this dlﬂ'erence I
iearned ‘to be, that some were actually in
the military. service ; 'and the tassel and
cord of others were little vain additions,
which men' danditied by residence in Vi-
enna had ventured to assume; but nothing



PRESBURG. 291

could be more plain, or in better taste, than
the costume of the many. There was a
spur on every heel, a sword on’every
thigh, and by the side of every man, on the
table at which he sat, stood the ®alpac,
with its rich brown fur, and that falling top
of crimson cloth, which, when, in former
times, the Hungarian galloped to the field,
flew bravely in the wind, giving life and
menace to his motion. Tt 'is impossible to
gaze down without interest on this belted
assembly, the descendants of a race of war-
riors ever ready to leap into their saddles, —
in fact, the vanguard of Europe against the
Turk. .

I cordially hate the Turk, not because
he is a Mahometan ; I am not so wretched-
or so narfow-minded a Christian-as that;
but because all 6f him that is not slave is ty-
rant ; because he would (if he could) bring
back upon the earth a moral darknéss. '

I must admit, indeed, that the Hun-
garian has something of the tyrant in him,
— a haughtiness gotten centuties ago, on
horseback ; and that he has, .in this day,
lorded it among his vassals, as did the barons

U 2
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of our own country (blessings on their me-
mory, nevertheless,!) in the days of King
John » but when we reflect that the nobles
and privileged classes of Hungary form, at
. least,~a twentieth part of her population ;
that, upon the whole, that p'upu]ation has
generally been found attached to them;
and that the Diet of IIungary has often
resisted and defied the crown of Austria,
we cannot say that it is composcd of slaves.
No 'loﬁger, indeed, can they be said to
defy the crown ; and in the consciousness,
perhaps, that they have sunk nearer to the
people, so they feel more with them, and
raise their voices more loudly for them.
The debate was carried on in Latin:
numbers spoke, and, in gencral, they had a
ready and fluent command of language; and
a very £nimated and manly delivery. TFew
of their speeches were more than ten

minutes n length, ana the greater part still
shorter. It is true that, as it has seldom

fallen to my lot to hear Latin spoken since,
as a youth,. I listeLed tp declamations, I
‘cannot pretend to speak to the -clggssical
correctness of cxpressions, or the con-
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struction of sentences; but thus far I can
say, it was not a bald, mecagre, thin Latin ;
and many of the sentences fell srichly
rounded on my ear. There was one church-
man, an abbot (I think), who spoke rapidly, -
bitterly, and very well; and there was an
«lderly deputy with grey hairs, who replied
to him most eloquently, with a fire and
a freedom that surprised me. I could not
get fully at the subject, but it was some
question connected with a tax that had
been imposed, under the late viceroy, on
salt, and that was fclt and complained of by
the pcople. This fine old Hungarian, in
the course of his speech, dwelt- proudly
upon the ancient privileges of his country,
and complained that the spirit of them had
been greatly invaded during the,late lieu-
tenancy. His® loyal expressions towards
the person and family of the Eihperor were
warm, and seemed to be sincere; but he
returned quite as bitterly, to his attack on
the feasure on which he sought to impeach
the minister ; and, in onc part, where he
was more particularly pleading the cause of
the people, he cried out, with animation,
v 3
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“ Vox populi, Vox Dei!” It electrified the

whole assembly. There were many loud

“: Vivets ”” not only among the deputies

themselves, but also from almost all the
- persoii$ in the gallery. ,

For a brief moment I might have fan-
cied myself in a free assembly, but the.
calm, complacent smile upon the features
ofa kecn-looking president, who is the re-
presentative of the crown, reminded me
that there was a bridle upon the Hungarian
stced, and, although he is suffered to
prance loftily in pride and beauty, and to
fancy as he gallops that he is running far
and away, his rider sits laughingly at case
in the saddle, and knows better.

- The illusion is still more completely dis-
s1pated at the doors of this asseriibly ; no
fiery »horsps stand saddled and neighing for
their masters, but'a long row of mean open
calrlagcs, each, however, with a hussar be-
hind them, wait tamely in the street, and
such ‘of the spurred members as have one
get slowly into it, loll® indolently back,
‘and are driven ‘to their lodgings. This, it
wilk bé-dbserved, was a meceting of the Se-
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cond Chamber ; a holding of the full Diet,
where the Magnates attend, I was not
fortunate enough to sce, and I am still left,
in spite of all descriptions, a little in doubt
as to the picture it would actually present :
magnificent it may be, yet, methinks, judg-
Jing from what I did sce, the splendour has
been somewhat cxaggerated, — that of the
Guard Noble undoubtedly is. They have
good, but not remarkable horses. The
hUbb{ll dress of scarlet and silver is rich and
dazzling ; and, as they ride down to mount
guard, to sce them followed by a train of”
orderlies mounted, and with led horses,
-(although the pelisses of these. orderlies
were old, and of rusty green, and the horses
might have been turncd out in highel
ordel,) %has an appcarauce somewhat im-
posing.  But ‘the " young men co'nposmg
this corps differ in size, figure, dnd carriage,
and scarce look like soldicrs by the side of
the old Austrian cuirassicrs. A regiment
of these last lay in garrison here, and some
strong battalions+of infantry, consisting en-
tirely of men from the Italian provinces of
the empire. So much. for the Houses of
v 4
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Lords and Commons at Presburg, and for
the chance of frec,discussion in the king-
dom of Hungary. .

‘The theatre was crowded in the evening,
.well lighted, and the company well dressed,
and looking sufficiently briliiant. There
was also a circus open for the exhibition of,
horsemanship : the performers were from
Cracow. I looked in, and saw not a shade
of dlﬁ'erence in their exhibitions from those
given at Astley’s.

The town of Presburg is not at all re-
markable either in its buildings or streets ;
the suburbs are open, cheerful, and far
cleaner. .The Danube rolls past of a noble.
width, and the skeleton of a square castle,
once stately from its size, and the loftiness
of its s1te, still crowns the hill above'the
city. S o

The church where the coronation takes
place is not large, or handsome; but over
the grand altar is a fine equestrian statue of
St. Martin, who is represented, while his
horse is prancing to the ¥ein, dividing his
cloak with a sabre, according to the legend.
It.forms a most appropriate_altar-piece, in
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reference to those days, when Hungary was
a kingdom of warriors on horseback. Per-
haps the most interesting feature .about
Presburo' was the presence of so many old
Hungarian nob]es of the second class, from
the country “and the upper provinces.
.Their grave and staid appearance, the fe-
males of their families in unfashionable
dresses, and the rough old hussars in their
service, whose pehsses, like their maqters,
looked old cnough to have seen and battled
against the Turk gave me, cspecially one
fanuly, a picture I should despair of de-
scribing.

+  One youthful and gentlemanlike-looking
man, who must have often ridden in Hyde
Park, by his dress, his horse, and the quiet-,
ness of ks manuer and style of riding, fol-
lowed, thouglf in® plain clothes, by his
hussar, and who looked hard at me, with a
great, and civil, but hesitating amrxiety, as
though he would wish to speak yet knew
not *exactly why, I guesscd to be some
young Hungariane of birth, who had been
attached to the Austrian embassy in Lon-
don. Another, an older man, polite, and
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speaking Enghsh very well, leaned over
from his box at the, theatre, entered agree-
ably and freely into, conversation, and pro-
mised me an invitation to a grand ball, at
. whiclr all the Magnates were to be pre-
sent, a few days afterwards. This kind-
ness I could not avail myself of; I was,
pressed for time, and returned to Vienna
on the morrow.

As I approached Vienna, on my return
from Presburg, rolling rapidly along a com-
modious 1oad in a neat, well-varnished,
"well-padded eilwagen, it was strange to re-
flect that, little more than a century ago,
¢ Tartar,-and Spahi, and Turcoman,” were
skirmishing over the plains around, that
janisaries lay encamped on the beautiful
banks of,the Danube, and the tamel of
Arabia was planting his' spongy foot in my
present track. -

» I am sure, to look into the Prater of Vi-
enna, the Turk seem$ to have as little
business near it as near Hyde Park, or
Kensington &ardens ; yet, so it was yester-
day; —a mere yesterday, in the records of
hastory; . At:that. memorable period a few
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discontented and haughty nobles of Hun-
gary made them feel, throughout Austria,
the full value of the services whish the
Hungarian had so often rendered them
against the Ottoman, by forgetting- their
duty as Christians, and their fidelity as
subjects. WIill it ever recur, that hateful
sight, — the Crescent glittering before the
wal]s of Vienna ? Wou]d the Greek plty
them? Methinks not. That they will in
all probabi]ity be safe from such a visit-
ation they will not owe to the wisdom of
their own government, but to that higher
government which mocks the short-sighted
contrivances of all human policy. The
power of the Ottoman empire has reached
another turning point, and in spite of all
Christian proppin looks as though it tot-
tered towards a fall.

The Prater is a great feature at Vienna.
The capital was not very full. During my
stay, I never saw more than from four hun-
dred to six hundred carriages on the drive ;
and it was rather' too late in the season for
repcsing on grass, and under the shade of
trees in the evening. Bat it is a fair and
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pleagant sight to see the whole of the
respectable and méiddle classes of Vienna
walking in family groupes, and presenting
to your eye, in good clothes, healthy looks,
- and calinly smiling faces, many clear indica-
tions of an active and rewarded industry,
easy circumstances, and a thankful enjoy-
ment of them.
The English traveller, however, forgets
not that, within these twenty years, this
pleasure-park has been twice visited by
enemies. That the Prater was a busy
“bivouac, that the'su]phurous clouds of bat-
tle have rolled near it, and that the dying
and the wounded have lain scattered under
the shade of those trees wherc music, and
the song, and the jest, are now again the
familiar sounds: you could not stbp many
families on their walk there at this hour
who would not have some little domestic
tragedy of that period to-relate to you.

Although the loyalty of the helpless
inhabitants of Vienna was never for a mo-
ment concealed, even afler their city was
possessed by the French, yet they speak well
of the conduct of Napoleon, and of the dis-
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cipline of his troops. The Itinerary of Rei-
chard, to awaken, I suppose, the feelings and
indignation of the tra\"eller, records, that
ce the lame stagsin the Prater were all killed by Y
the French soldiers in 1809.”  An old cam-_
paigner may‘be pardoned for suspecting
that the Austrian yager and the Hunga-
“rian hussar had their share of the venison.
By some easy arrangement this loss has
been repaired. A little bcyond the head of
thc more public drive the decr comé lightly
up to the passer-by, with a pretty un-
wondering tameness; and it is a pastime,
they tell me, with young Napoleon, when
resident in or mnear the capital, to visit
the haunt of these beautiful animals
most cvenings, and to watch them at their
play. T

During my.stay at Vienna there were
no public concerts, neither was there an
opera that season; so that I only heard
their fine military .bands, the pieces exe-
¢uted by their various orchestras at the
theatres, the exce]lent choir of St. Stephen’s,
and the never-to-be-forgotten requiem at
the palace chapel. Judging from these
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things alone, 1 may err; but I should say
that'the Germans feel music very deeply,—
that it profoundly affects them. They do
not, like the Italians, hum cvery note they
hear ;. hut, though they pass away in silence,
they carry the melody in their Leart. The
eye of the Italian, when he listens, sparkles;,
the eye of the German is not unfrequently
dim with that rising teair which does never
fall, but marks’ the ebb and flow of the
heart’s tide. The Italian is mercurial and
imitative ; the air which is running in his
‘head he must warble as he goes, for want of
thought. In the German, music does a
deeper work ; it rcaches the centre and
source of feeling, and awakens thoughts
which cannot be indulged otherwise than
in silence. Here, too, I would «remark,
and the connection of the subjects is ad-
missible, that the .Roman Catholic of Ger-
many in.his church seems quite another
being from that of Italy; and the character
which Goldsmith has so beautifully and
faithfully given of the latter applies in
nothing to the German. He is seldom
careless or irreverent at the mass, seldom
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timid, or formal, or slavish, in his acts of
devotion. There is a gomething staid in

his outward performances; but ¢ the, soul’s

sincere desire” is perceptible, and -plainly

so, in the expression of his countenance,
when engaged in prayer.

I know many of my readers will ex-
claim, “ This is all fancy: you deceive
yourself willingly, according to the frame
of your mind, and the tdue of your re-
flections at the moment.” —Really,’I think
simply what I say: appearances, generally,
are all I pretend, as a traveller, to ex-~
amine,— are almost the only guides of my
judgment ; and, I must say, speaking from
long pcmonal expericnce, and frequent
comparison of my own hasty inferences
withi these of persons far better quahﬁed
to judge, I do*not’think that the cye is so
unfaithful an interpreter to the traveller as
many imagine.

The interior of domestic circles in Vienna
1 did not see: few, very few travellers do.
It is by no means difficult for ar English gen-
tleman to obtain introduction to the large
and public assemblies of the higher cireles:
but these can have little of character in their
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aspect ; and T felt little disappointed that
there were none held at the season of my
visit. _Town I should have greatly coveted
admission to those private circles where
_families meet in quietude, and are fond of
music, peace, and each other. That Vi-
enna contains many such I have 1o doubt ;
for although the quietism of small parties
is not so much the taste'in Vienna as in the
north, yet, all cver Germany, numbers of
respectuble families are to be found, where
those tastes are quietly indulged, which
minister to innocent delight, and on which
it is seldom the privilege of a stranger
even to gaze. In speaking of music, I
should observe, that from many things
which I saw, and from many inquiries
which I made, I am of opinion, as I lave
ever been, that there s nowhere on the
Continent, not cven in Germany, so much
parlour and drawing “oom enjoyment of it
as in England. The music, where you
have it, is better, perhaps; but then it is
more of a pyblic amusemgent. If you ex-
amine the long lists of amateurs abroad,
you will find a count and a cobbler on the
same page; and in the concert saloons
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therc is collected, on a mome.ntary equality,
all the musical talent which men and wo-
men, of all classes, can contributg: but
such is the happy structure of our society
in England, that in any considerable city .
you may knock at twenty different doors,
and find a well-toned instrument in the
music-room, with its fair attendance of
gentle and accomplished performers. The
like you might do at almdst cvery decent
counttly-seat ; and, it you speak of Lonldon,
the thought startles you.

On the other hand, for one English gen-*
tleman who plays the flute, Germany has
a hundred. If you mcet two fipe young
officers walking together, you know that
they can go to iheir barrack-room and
play.a dp(,t if you sec a solitary, hand-
some, lover-like looking officer of cuiras-
siers riding slowly at th(,.gmden of Schén-
brunn (and I remember me of such a one),
you know that he has got his flute at home
te feged his flame, or to discourse for him to
the mistress of his heart: but, with regaxd
to a general cultivation of music among the
jéma?es in Germany, as an accomplishment,
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it is not so extensive a practice as we ima-
gine, although, perhaps, German ladies are,
in this respect, far more widely taught
tl.an the indolent dames of Italy.

All Germans whom I have met, who had
been much in society in England, and in
good society, expressed themselves alike
surprised and charmed with the many
sweet attractions of our private circles, aris-
ing from the accomplishments, the talents,
and thd graces of our women. But’to the
eye, many things reveal the mode of life of
-circles which yow do not enter. I like, in
foreign cities, to stand in the market-places,
lounge near shops of furniture, jewellery,
toys, and fill up the frame-work of private
houses thence.

111 all comforts Vienna abounds :. I should
think a winter and sprirg there delightful ;
and " although the Viennese spcak impure
German, yet to th. learner of German,
who might, of course, find a first-rate
master, a regular attendance at such a
theatre as that of Vienna would be an in-
calculable advantage. It is not, however,
necessary to talk German to reside in this
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capital ; French is universally spoken ; Ita-
lian is common. Metgstasio passed a life
here ; and his vocabulary of German did not
exceed twenty words, which he only learned,
as he declared, to save his life. He always .
professed thé greatest aversion and con-
tempt for the language, the meaning of
“which every one knows to be in his, and in
all like cases, a consciousness of inaptitude
to master its pronunciation; and conquer its
difficulties. .
It cannot be denied that the political de-
gradation of the Viennes¢ is extreme: not”
being allowed either to lift up the voice or
employ the pen upon the subject of politics,
th(,y have become naturally indifferent to all
public acts which do not personally affect
them, ang, as a necessary consequence, most
ignorant aboutsthem. They cannot answer
your questions on the most common mea-
sures relating to their internal policy ; and
they smile to see your curiosity and eager-
ness, about matters which they leave, with-
out one sigh of regret, to be.ordered and
controlled by a cabinet that works in dark-

ness.- . ool mem e RS s o
X 2
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There is a.very strict police in Vienna;
but it does not apd has no occasion to
troubls itself with the inhabitants. As to
foreigners, with the exception, perhaps, of
. English, the eye is ever on them. ILinglish
sentiments are known,—by contented slaves
are laughed at, and ridiculed just as heartily
as the government might desire,—by
thinking men are respected in silence, and
without notice. - There is no necessity to
follow about an Englishman, and learn what
he says, or to open his letters, and see
‘what he writes. -1f] indeed, he is found in
close intimacy with suspected foreigners,
or if he, obtrudes his opinion in public
places, with an evident desire to disturb
the tranquillity of society, and to awaken
among contented subjects feelings, of hos-
tility to the measures of their cabinet, he
must expect what he deserves, — an order
to quit the city. Tut the English appcar
to me, wherever I have been on the Con-
tinent, and at Vienna as elsewhere, to enjoy
a very remarkable exemption from all petty
persecutions.  They may express their opi-
nions freely, and maintain them quietly in
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the common course of conversation, when
the topics naturally call them forth ; they
may go to a casino, where they will find
The Morning Chronicle for perusal; and
they may give it, if they like, theerumple
of approbation when they alight on any
« well-penned  passage against Prince Met-
ternich and the Holy Alliance.  They may
walk, ride, and drive about the city, in
every, direction, with the regular  Bull

leok, — .
« Pride in their port, definice in their eye 2

Jnor will they find themsclves, at their hotel,
charged one dollar more than the submiss
Austrian, for being the lords of human kind.
But*theee is one thing they must pot do ; —
thcy must no?¢, by mlstake lay their cane
across the shoulders of :a hackney-coach-
man in Stephen-Platz, for the Jarvey here
is quite as independent a personage as his
brother-whip in St. Paul’s Church-yard,
and will, as some Englishmen of rank can
testify, most assuredly return the blow. 1
have my doubts if this privilege would not
x 3
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pass muster for the fair Goddess of Liberty
herself, with many. of our ill-taught mob-
patriots at home. .The nobles of Vienna,
however, never come, in any way, in rude
contact-with the people, and never disturb
them by their pride. With no political
power, with no public duties, they are,
merely a class elevated in rank and pos-
sessions : their titles, their wealth, and some
inconsequent privileges, alone, but yet
widely, separate them from the people, for
whom, indeed, they can do little but open
“their gardens and their galleries, for lighter
hearts than their own to enjoy. There is
a something of military pomp, a something
of feudal display, among these nobles, when
resident on their wide estates, which may,
for a moment, dazzle even the Englishrhan :
but they sink into utter Insighificance in his
estimation, when compared with the aris-
tocracy of his native country. The duties
of British pcers are, indeed, pre-eminently
glorious : they arc at once guardians of thé
rights and tke liberty of. the people, — of
the privileges and the dignity of the crown;
while the Austrian noble has no liberty of
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his own, and no dignity beyond the sound
of a title and the glitter of a star.

I have not noticed .many thingse in Vi-
enna which travellers are always taken to
see, and which any guide-book wilt indi-
cate: but I must not lcave the city without
.mention of the church and convent of
the Capuchins, where, in a low dark vault,
lie the rewmains of all the Imperial house
of Austria, from the days of the meeror
Matthias. The coffins are very large, and
of bronze, those of the earliest date per-
fectly plain, others wrought with trophie§’
and achievements. A Capuchin lights a
taper, and conducts you round them: he
tells the tale of cach in monkish Latin, and
with a monkish tone; and, at the ﬁ'eguen[;
pause, ke rings his knuckle on cach bronze
chest, as if the borfes within could con.ﬁrm-
ingly reply. The largest, most decorated,
and stately of thege, (indeed it is a tomb,
and not a mere coffin,) is that of Maria
Theresa. He tells you how she caused it
to be erected dusing her life, .and how she
was gvont to visit and descend into this
vault, and pass long hours in it alone, in

x 4
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prayer and meditation. Madame de Stael
has finely observed upon this:— “ I/ y a
beaucowp d’exemples, d’une devotion siricuse
et constante parmi les sowverains de la terre :
.comme ¢ls W obéissent qu’d la mort, son rri-
sistible powvoir les frappe davantage. I.cs
difficult(s dc la vic se placent entre nous ct,
la tombe ; tout est aplani pour les rois
Jusqu'au terme, et cela ‘méme le rend plus
visible @ leurs yeux.” ‘
The finest monument in Vienna is that
to the memory of the Archduchess Chris-
tina, in the church of the Augustines:
the work is Canova’s. There arc no less
than eight figurcs in the composition. As
a mere group of statues, a creation of
the sculptor, I admired it greatly ; but, as
a monumental memorial, I regard it cum-
brous and overdone. T should think that
the noble ard grand simplicity of Canova’s
taste was compelled to yield to the affection-
ate but unfortunate wishes of his employer,
who desired a work vast and costly. His
noble group of Theseus killing the Mino-
taur adorns this city, and stands in a temple
on the Grecian model, erected on purpose
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to contain it. It is wr otchcd]y placed, in a
low situation, near the yamparts: it should
stand alone in some park or garden, Jike the
famous Toro Farnese at Naples.

It is a very great delight at Vienna that,
the arrangements at the museums, galleries,
«palaces, and, in fine, at all places, where any
thing of intercst is exhibited, arc the most
liheral and convenient. All travellers have
remarked, with somcthing’ of pam and in-
dignatlon, that this city contains no nfony-
ments of princely or public gratitude to the
mcmory of those great mtn who have ren=
dered services to Austria. In a despotic
state such marks of honour can, alone be
given by the sovercign. Maria Theresa
erccted a tomb to Marshal Daun, and a
mortument to the memory of Van Swieten,
which last wa8 rethoved from its place of
honour with little regard to her intention, *
but only, however, to make room for thgt
of an emperor. In the church of the Au-
'gustines, wherce Daun reposes, the anniver-
sary of the victory of Collin is celebrated by
a pyblic Te Dcum, on the 18th of Junc,
every year ; and on the 3d of November a
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Requiem is sung here, in the presence of
the. garrison, to the memory of the Aus-
trian spldiers who were slain. Kugene lies
entombed in the cathedral of St. Stephen ;
and the Emperor Joseph II. placed the
busts of Loudon and Lacy, 'in honour of
their services, in the hall of the Council,
of War. His own equestrian statue is one
of the most deserved and gratifying me-
morials in this capital. It is of bronze, on
a pedestal of granite, and the inscription
one that can seldom be applied with truth
“to any monarch ‘or subject; but that we
know to have been merited by this illus-
trious, generous-minded, enthusiatic so-

vereign :

« (:iALUTI' PUBLICE VIXIT NON DIU SED {rOTUS.”

Considering the shortness of his reign, I
think it doubtful whether his condemned
precipitancy and enthusiasm are to be
regretted. Whatever he had attempted
against the civil power of the church of
Rome, the priest would have worked, step
by :step- in- counteraction of his measures ;
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whereas he stripped lier of i 1mmense and
irrecoverable influence,, when he opened
the treasures of her convents, dispersed
their wealth, drove forth the corrupt and
idle members, and alienated their wide
possessions. The half of what he sup-
Jpressed never have been and never can be
re-established. Pelhaps no one individual
of the Austrian empire has more deserved
a public monument ; and it is to the credit
of his nephcw to have erected this stathe to
his fame.

In one way it will not’ excite any great”
surprise that the public monuments are few,
for the great men have been few; and as the
nobles of the empire who have, from time
to time, distinguished themselves in leading
her ‘armdes, and fighting her batt]es, have,
in general, beén pdssessed of great wealth,
the Palfys and Lichtensteins sleep beneath
tombs erected hy their own. princely
houses.

" In leaving Vienna, all that I can say
is, that I have seen the city, the popu-
latiopy and a hundred things, trifles in
themselves, but such as no traveller could
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have described for me, nor could I hope
to convey to the mind of any rcader, and
such as well reward the gazing wanderer.

It is a great convenience that from this
point you may journey to almost any of the
principal cities of Germany rapidly and
commodiously. '

There is an eilwagen to P’rague, which
place you reach in six-and-thirty hours. If
there are morc¢ passengers than fill the
carriage, they arc conveyed in extra ve-
hicles, and the whole proceed by post under

“the charge of on¢ conductor.

With the exception of Znaym in Mo-
ravia, and Collin in Bohemia, you pass no
large towns. The country is well cul-
tivated, the villages populous. The pea-
sants look not so healthy or handsonic as
thosc of Austria Proper, und there are
many beggars on the road. There is very
little beauty of scenery: mountains, how-
ever, are always to be seen in the far dis-
tance. You cross many hills, but anmrive
only on more elevated plains, till, at length,
you descend into that vast one, far away in
the very bottom of which lies the ancient
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city of Prague. Tor the last few miles you
run with the collar along a road so wide, that
platoons might march upon it with a full
front, as doubtless they often have. "What
is the first and most natural assgciation
with Prague ini the mind of the English tra-
.vollcr ? Why, I will venture to say,—
with nine out of ten, aye, and I will not
except heads ten times as full and wise as
mine,—it is The Battle. Mot the battle, as
recolléeted in history, or thought of ia po-
litical consequence, but that battle which
we have heard well or.ill played somes
scorcs of times in our boyhood. T can re-
member, as it were yesterday, though it is
five—and-twcnty years ago, how often [ have
stood by the corner of a grand piano,
as adlittlg frilled boy, teasing fair girls that
were passing into womanhood, to play me
“ The Battle of Prague,; which I thought
at that time a most wonderful composxtlon
with its ¢ sound of,cannon” — ¢ rolling of
musgketry” — ¢ trumpet” — ¢ charge of
cavalry” — ¢ galloping of horses” — “ clash-
ing of swords” —- ¢ groans of the wounded

and the dying” — “ grand march”— ¢ God
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save the King;” —and then that little
light Turkish music to set all right again
in the stirred healt, and send you away a
smiling messenger for the rewarding glass
of lemonade or orgeat. Of course I went
to the memorable field. 1t was a very cold
and cloudy day: the plain looked black
in spite of the stubble, and bare and
gloomy. All the realities of the after-scene
of a general engagement were present to
my mind’s eye. I could not sing, ¢ Oh,
what a glorious thing’s a battle I” — ¢ Roll
«lrums merrily, march away,” stuck fairly in
my throat, and I scarce felt as a soldier
ought to feel, till I came upon the tomb of
Marshal Schwerin, a plain, quiet cenotaph,
erected in the middle of a wide corn-field,
on the very spot where he closed a long,
faithful, and glorious cereer, in arms. He
fell kere at eighty years of age, at the head
of his own regiment, the standard of it
waving in his hand. Men do ordinarily
lean upon their staves in sorrow before that
age, or sit feeble in the easy chair, the
foot upon the cushioned stool, or Clasp
with lean and withered fingers a book of
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prayer. His seat was in the leathern saddle,

his foot in the iron stirrup, his firigers

reined the young war-horse to the last. It

is a something that fills the mind as you

muse on it. It would seem like the an-

swering of a‘warrior’s prayer, made con-
sta.nt through a long life, — so to live, and

‘so to die.

Prague is a city, -which does, in aspect,
entirely correspond with the notions you
would’form of it; that is, the older parts
of the city. The moic modern strcets are
wide and handsome ; but the market-place-
the bridge, the fine old Gothic cathedral on
the hill, the many towers, and domes, and
'spires of church and convent, the vast and
decaying palgces of the ancient Bohemian
nobles, the large public edlﬁces, and the
old style of architecture in the private
mansions, give a character of' grandeur to
old Prague, which, to a lover of the pic-
turesque, is far mare impressive than any
view of Vienna. A dozen times the tra-
veller will cross and recross the bridge,
stamed with the grey hue of age, and
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guarded, as it were, by eight-and-twenty
large coarse statues of saints, under whose
patronage, you know, the beggar of old
was wont to take his stand, and across
~which the fiercest follower of Wallenstein
must have passed unhelmeted, and made the
sign of the cross upon his steel cuiras= ; and
the Jews, too, you know the very kind of
step and gait, the bowed head, and the black
glance with which theytraversed it. No beg-
gar accosts you now. The devout Cutholic
raises his hat, as he passes the crucifix in
she centre of the bridge. The Lutheran
passes on and away, calm and covered ;
and if he is a man of thought, and historical
associations cross his mind, while he blesses
God for the quiet toleration he enjoys, for-
gets not John Huss, and Jerome of Prague.
Thc Englishman reflects, with no less gra-
titude, on the memory of the great W ick-
liffe, his countryman, and regards the
immense power of human influence with de-
lighted awe. “ Iow solemn is a residence
in this world,” when we can trace, thro‘ugh
five centuries, and among countless mil\lions,
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ihe effects of what one conscientious priest
thought, uttered, and wrote, during a” brief
human life ! . .

" The Protestants are not very numerous
in Prague; but they are, and from the.
days of Joseph IL bave been, in peace.
, [ did little at Prague but saunter about
for threc days, in idle pleasure, entering
places as the fancy took me. I walked
through the stately salooins in the forsaken
palace of Wallenstein. The frescods on
the walls are bright as when he trode in
them. The vast and magnificent-looking
palace of Czerim, which travellers of the
last century saw in splendour, .is naked,
dilapidated, in part quite deserted, and
many of its large chambers given up to the
houseless poor, who wander about its chill,
cold space, as*thotigh they were houscless
still. Cn ‘

I heard high mass at the cathedral : the
music and singing were of the finest.
There is a large silver shrine of their patron
saint, Nepomuceuus, which has escaped all
plunderers, and survived the wars of cen-
turics: yet one tower of this very church

Y
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lies still in ruins, and recalls the ficrce
bombardment of the city by Frederick the
Great. On the heights above the citadel
you may still see the stone where Frederick
is recorded to have sat while he reconnoitred
the place. The extent of iirgue is so
great, it would take am army to gurrison
and defend it.  The works are in a ruinous
state, nor will they suffer any stranger to
ascend the slopes of the rampart. The
view"trom the walls of the upper towi over
the city, with the Moldau tflowing broad
and freshly through it, is very noble. In
the Imperial and archicpiscopal chateaux
in this quarter there are many curious old
paintings, of interest, but not of merit.
The square, in the larger or lower town,
has a very ancient aspect, especiallye the
old town-hous¢, and the*front of one which
was occupicd by Tycho Brahe.  In this old
square is the grand or .aain guard. I saw
it relieved. The men, Bohemian grena-
diers, were tall, handsome soldiers. The
band, which was of gr=at strength, consist-
ing of not less than forty musicians, amade
a most slovenly appcarance, being dressed
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in great-coats of different ages, shapes, and
colours ; and this was the less exarsable,
as it was a fine, thougl'chilly day. T never
saw any thing, in its w:w, more oflensive to
a military eye.  Tlowever, I forgot all while
they were playing: these Austrian bands
would wake the dead.

In onc of the streets of the new town
there was exhibiting a panorama of the
British expedition to the North Pole.. T
was Bent on an object elsewhere at-the mo-
ment, or I should éertainly have entercd,
tor the pleasure of sceing the fierce Uhlaw,
who scarce knows there 1s a sea of 1ce, or
a sca of any kind, or any Januc save the
mélée of squadrons, and the fire ol artillery,
gazing upon, that desolate theatre of daring
cnterpgise.  Imet one of these Uhlams after
I passed it, the pennon waving on his lance.
He was admirably mountul,. grew 0 his
saddle, and made his horse give that proud
play of rear and’ plunge, which would un-
seat better riders than John Gilpin.  This
long peace will eftect wonders in making
the ,nations of Kurope better acquainted

Yy 2
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with each other, will destroy a thousand
petty prejudices, and awaken gencrous and
uscful sympathics. In many ways this work
is silently going on : prints and engravings,
descriptions and anccdotes in newspapers,
small articles of cheap luxury, and of neat
finished manufacture ; nay, Warren’s black-
ing helps: you may buy a bottle, with the
label at least, in any large city in Lurope:
and this leads me to remark, for the sake of’
young and particular travellers, that the
German Boots, in all the good inns, is own-
brother to his Linglish namesake, and far
before his cousin in the like station in
France or Italy : he will polish a boot for
you as if’ you were going to parade.  DBut
to leave these mean topics, there is one re-
markable triumph, which, during this pe-
riod of tranquillity, has been achieved by
genius. The authcer of Waverley has made
a moral cenquest of Germany. llere, in
old Praguc, there was not a bookscller’s
shop where I did not observe that his works
weie not only exposeld for sale, but pla-
carded in the window. The Germans:find
great fault with the translations which they
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have of them ; but the; say so much heauty
rays through the obsaurity of those trans-
lations, that they are nniversally read. A
‘German gentleman declared to me that vast
numbers ol his countrymen had learned the
Tnglish language solely for the pleasure of
perusing those tales in the original, —a
statement borne out by the fact that they
arce everywhere o be proc ured in ],nnhsh.
and that vou repeatedly meet 2 !mtcls,
coflee-houses, in the theatres, :m(l in public
conveyances, young men who speal. cuough
English to show you thaf they read the lan-
guage, and who invariably address you about
thosc novels, and their reputed @uthor; and
on more than one occasion T was asked
questions as*to the meaning of” words they
could mot find in their dictiomaries,® and
which showed that they r wd with attention
.

and relish.

They complain that their own literatnre
s little known in England, greatly un-
"dery: alued, and such works as have been
translated  into+ Fnglish  miscrably ren-
deretl.  Tlow far they may be right T am
not qualified to form a judgment; but I

vy 3
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should think that the Tale of Sintram must
retain in its English dress much of the
spirit of its original ; for it certainly has a
charm as wild, as original, and as fearful, as
cver stirred the imagination of a reader.
But one thing confirmatory of the German
complaint I know, namely, that the trans-
lation of Wallenstein by Mr. Coleridge is
not procurable in London, although it
nceds not to say how such a gentleman
would have executed such a task,—a proof,
if any were wanting, that their literatare is
neither known nor regarded among us as it
should be. They say it is impossible to
translate the I%aust. They arc probably-
right ; but it can hardly be considered as a
sealed work of genius by those who have
read the beautiful version of it we dre pos-
scssed of. '

I met with sevéral pleasant conversible
men at thé table of my hotel, and received
particular attention from some Austrian
officers of rank. I was preseut at the re-
présentation of a piece in the theatre, which
was exceedingly well acted ; but theri-did
not appear much in it beyond spectacle :
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however, the heroine, the l)éaut_y, the dia-
mond, the treasure of this drama, was
“cine Iinglandcrin ;” apnd some Ggrmans
near me were full of the great beauty of
English women, who cujoy such.a fame,
throuohout (Jermany as might be deemed
. by many, not by me, extravagant.

I also heard at this theatre, another
night, the opera of Tancredi. 'The orchestr:
was perfect. A third night I witnessed
the performance of the Abbé de” Plpée.
Being acquainted with the story , and re-
membering John Kembld in the character
of the Abb¢, I was enabled to follow the
Aactors through their parts, and received
the highest gratification that chaste and
natural actiizg could, in a picce of that
class, a#ford. They admirably understand
the stage budiness, and all’that quict, de-
liberate, cffective by-play, wlich doces so*
amazingly increase the interest excited, and
give such reality to the illusion.

} had instructed my domestique de place
to get me the balf of a carriage, or a scat in
onegwhere the party was a good one.
“ Cela suffit,” and a bow ; and he soon re-

vy 4
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turned boasting of a “ fort belle occasion”
for Dresden. Accordingly, in the morning,
having dismissed and secttled with him the
night previous, I found myself in a most
wretched vehicle, dirty and incommodious,
with a captain of’ Austrian iwssars, good-
looking, but evidently vacant, helpless, and
heavy. A soft man, as we should say, had
been taken in by this driver, like mysclf.
We moved off at a snail’s pace, and very
sqon, according to my suspicion, pulled up,
and the driver went ofl' in search of chance-
passcngers. I sdt patient for awhile, like
the man in the Cuckoo, but at last fled,
to the astonishment of the phlegmatic
Baron, and the disappointment of the
driver, who was to have had as much
frgm me as would have been a fair price
for the carriage to myscif.  Boots was my
friend, ran after the vehicle, and recovered
my walise from the driver, who returned in
a vain ragc to claim me; and, in another
hour, I found for myself, and to myself; at
a 1casonable rate, a return-carriage, with
capital horses and a civil driver, for Ty litz.
« (Cela suffit,” and « Forl belle occasion ° —
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knowing well those dom.stiques de place, how
could I trust to the treagherous phrasc:s ?

I had a delightful driye, slept at p small
village, where T was comfortably accom-
moddted, and the next day at the |)]‘lCC,_
where I refreshed, encountered the carri age
,Lhad abandoned. 1 was amazingly diverted
when I learned from the poor Baron, who,
with another officer of Austrian cavalry, was
Just dl.)Ollt to sit down to dinner, and whom
I lmmodmtv]y joined, that they “picked
in with him two fat old Jewesses of the
lower order, not pleasant ér clean in aspecr;
and who were then feeding in the kitchen.
Jt is true, when first T entered, the Baron
trod up and down stately ; and though he
bowed, smoked, and would not speak, he
sooti retaxed, probably from observing an
exulting smil¢ in ‘my eye, and made this
confession of his fate, which *was still to-
endure for a day and a half: however, he
had now the support of a brother-officer.
This gentleman was come on leave trom the
frontiers of Turkey, where .his regiment
was stationed. He told me that a great
change was observable among the Turkish
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troops on that station. They were by no
means the haughty and insolent men re-
membgred by those, oflicers long acquainted
with the frontier, but were yielding and
.conciliatory, and aflected the part of « bon
camarade” with all the Austrians near
them.  With these two officers I had a very,
Jong conversation: the one was a man of
forty, the other somewhat younger, both
cz‘tptain§ of cavalty, and all their lives in the
service.  They could ncither of them tell
me the strength ot the Austrian army, the
hlumber of regiménts, or the proportion of
the respective arms to each other: they
tried to guess, and scemed to me quite lost,
and bewildered by the vain attempt.  This,
really (though 1 admit they were not very
wise subjocts), speaks volumes for the pro-
verbial indifterence of the Austrian to all
arrangements of his government, which do
nnt personally affect him as an indivdual.
These were old oflicers, and knew less
about the composition of their army at
large than I «id, who had just traversed
their country, ignorant of their langwage.
Of the Italian levies, of the Tyrolese yagers,
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they knew nothing more than that there
were troops of that description, whom fhcy
never chanced to have scen, and concerning
whom they had never made any partlcul.u
inquirics. Ishould certainly add, thot T sus-
pect both these men were mere ¢ sabreurs,”
and had probablybeen raised from the ranks,
as handsome, clean, steady-duty soldicers :
but I often put the same questions to other
military men in Austria, ahd 1 never got
clear answers.  After passing a vcry‘ clieer-
ful hour with thesc oflicers, I left them to
smoke their second pipe, and walked for-"
ward alone, desiring the carriage to follow
me when ready.  The name of the place
where T had dined was Lowositz, and the
hill up which I walked overlooked and
tormed part of a ficld, mecmorable for a
very bloody victory, gained by the Prus-
sians over a Saxon army in 1756.

The bright sun of a still afterizoon, late
in the autumn, was shining mildly over
ével‘y object. In a vineyard on the slope
they were cngaged in carrying the ldst
of the vintage, and I met a party of
itinerant musicians coming slowly down
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the hill, ('omlstmo of two elderly men, a
boy, and five women, bearing harps. They
stopped at my request : the women took
the covers from their harps, and they
played and sung for me, with a harmony
and a feeling I have often lisiened for in
drawing-rooms in vain. Pleased with my
cvident contentment, they regaled me for
more than a quarter of an hour, ¢ con
amore,” and sént me forward with such a
stock of happiness for the rest of the day as
swect sounds do always give us.  These poor
‘women were hbrown, and weather-beaten as
gipsies, yet there was a touch, a turn, a
tone of'« te_nclcrness in every movement
which they played, in cvery air they sung.
Bohemia is the land of musie.  The chil-
"dren in the villages arc taught at school to
read the notes ot music, liKe the letters of
their alphabet ; and music, where it is not
an occupation, is yet the solacc of each
poor man’s life.

It is certain, I think, that music roust
soften every.heart over which it exercises
an habitual influence. It must give.a co-
louring to the thoughts, a capacity for
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those deep reveries which lift man’s spirit
to the invisible world, and without béing
conscious of it, Lc is imperceptibly imbued
with all that is indefinably sublime in the
mystery of” our connection with those sha-
dows and intelligences which flit unscen
about our path and our bed, and hold
communings with our lonely thoughts by
day, and with our solitary visions in the
night-scason.  Music has “been  called, i
thinvk it is by Madame de Stacl, « a glo-
rious inutility ;” a proof that it is onc of
those divine gifts to man, which was de--
signed at once Lo sweeten our existence on
carth, and to clevate our thoughts to heaven.
We know, too, that angels sing.  We know
that through those clouds, which broke in
floods of brightness on  the shepherds’
night, they suny ““Glory to ‘God on high,
peace on carth, good will towards man!”
1 arrived in the evening at Toplitz. 1t
is a watering place: the scason was past,
and the town torsaken. The houses are
white, the shutters green, the roads well
kept. .'There are some pretty rides, agree-
able promenades, and picturesque scenery ;
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and I should' have thought it delightful if I
couid have forgotten Baden-Baden !

Dresden I cutcrcd by night. There is
nothmw of the stir or bu:atle of a capital
about it; few carriages arc rattling on the
stones, but the streets and bnildings have
rcegularity, and space, and height which
promise well to the stranger, and he will
not be disappointed.

Livery visitor is pleased with the city of
Dresden. It is not that the churches are
remarkable, or that the palaces arc stately,
although the deme of the mother-church
and the lofty tower of' the palace arc very
striking objects, but it is, that there is a
gencral air of freshness, and cleanness, and
brightness, all about the city ; that a noble
river rolls past it, spanned b_y ayvery fine
bl'l(]"‘C that there are two spacious squarcs
or malket-placea, which have an aspect pe-
culiar and quite thei. own. I'or, though
many travellers have styled Dresden the
Florence of Germany, the white mangsions
and regular facades of Ilorence, and the
red fronts, the forms and shapes of the
windows, and of the gables, and house-
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tops, in Dresden, stamp the cities as widely
dissimilar. 'There is,indccd,one pointwhere

a comparison, though not a close one, is

aHowable : Dresden has'its Gallery of Paint-

ings, and Tall of Autiquitics ; and, if I'lo-

rence can boast her Medicean Venus, tre”
capital of’ Saxony, rich in the possession of
‘the very finest Madonna ever conceived

or painted by Raphacl, may, like that city

of the arts, ensure the pilgrimage of all

worshtppers of genius to her gates.s T will

first speak of this ghllery.  Reader, fear

not; I am not going to,inflict on you »

catalogue of its contents, but the Madonna

d(l Sisto is common right, and 1 must have

my say on it. The Lomposltlon ot the

picture is known; the descriptions of it

arc multiplied and accessible ; that of thc-
Dresden catalaguesdis as follows :

“ La Madonne avee L Iinfant divin sur
une nue au milicu d’'une gloire ; A droite un
St. Pape a genoux; il est vétu d’'une tu-
nique blanche et d’un pallium de drap dor.
La tiarc est & son e6té; a gauche la St
Barbe ¢également a gcnoux, ct le regard
baissé vers deux petits anges reposant sur
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un plan au pied de cette composition, aussi
sublime que simple.”

The form, the light and airy tread upon the
cloud, the grace of her long and flowing gar-
“ments, the slmple and llghtly-folded m.mtle

on her head, out of which lonks forth a
face of sacred innocence, give to this Virgin
an air and an aspect that do largely speak
of her high and blessed office. The Infant
oi1 her arm seems the mysterious Thing it
was # it looks not like any child that was,
or will be: its hair sits off from its young
forehcad ; and thought, and sorrow, and
griet, scem taking there their carly scat,
and looking gravely from its young cycs.
St. Sixtus, an aged and withered figure,
kncels in solemn wonder, and imploring
adordtion, with an intent and upward gaze.
Santa Barbara, who lms the youth, the
beauty, the.uncoveied hair, the garments
of woman as she is ia high-born circles,
bends her young head to earth as it
in swect rapture, yet subdued with awe:
But earth has given the model of this Ma-
donna: this is no face of the poet’s dream,
no face to search for in kings’ palaces: it
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is peasant beauty,—the beauty of a lowly
being,— the beauty of jnnocent tbougghts,
of hallowed lips, of modesty that ggows in
the still hamlet, and that the heart’s throb
acknowledges for something to be loved
and womlnppul as above us, far above
«us, nigher to heaven than earth. Such is
to me the character of Raphacl’s Madonna :
it is the lowly handmaiden, the espoused
Virgin, chosen to be the mtother of a Holy
'1hmg, blessed among women ! It », 4l
once, all that we should call the ideal of
glorified mortality, and all that we know
to be real on our earth among those human
flowers which blush unseen in quiet places.
The cherub forms below, of themselves
miraculous pvrformances, give the finest
poqs'lble'idea of thec angelic mindy,—nkpt’
in innocence, ®* mighty in comprehension.
One rests his head upon his *little hand,
the other reposes his cheek wupon his
folded arms; but ‘oh! how dceply, sadly
serious, is their gaze! No earthly mind
is looking from thosc eyes; they have
desizl to look into the mystery, and
they have been permitted so to do. They
z
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see that the Child in the Virgin’s arms is
to be a man.of sorrows and acquainted
with grief; that he is the Lamb of God,

the Redeemer of mankind: wonder, love,
and faith, are in their looks. The life and
death of Christ, unfolded to therr prescient
eyes, fill them with compassion ; and thcre,
is a something, too, of mourning for man,—
the unbelieving and the scorner:— « If
thou hadst known, even thou, at least in
this thy day, the things which belonﬂ unto
thy peace! but now they are hid from
thine eyes.” '

I never saw any picture in my life so
heavenly, so hallowed in its conception
as this. This is the true Scripture Virgin,
as the meditative Christian niight conceive
of hel,-—-blessed among, and before, all
women ; but still, woman ofily.

I heard two criticisms on this master-
piece, by artists. The first was from an
clderly connoisseur, who stood by my side
at one of my repeated visits to it, and ex-
claiimed, pettishly: « C’cst beau; mais la
Sainte Barbare gite tout.”” The secore was
from a female amateur, or artist, who was
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engaged in taking a copy of the St. Cecilia
of Carlo Dolce. She¢ was a vcry' fine
copyist, a Frenchwoman, a Parisign. In
reply to an obscrvation of mine, upon this
great chef-d’wuvre,as I leancd over her easel,,
and was conversing with her on the con-
stents of the gallery, she said, “ Oui, Mon-
sieur, Cest sublime; mais ne trouvez-vous
pas que le regard de la Suinte Vierge vous
Jait frissoner 2” .

A page could not so fully have 1mpressed
me with all that in his high inspiration, Ra-
phacl designed to convey,ahd has sowonder=
fully succeeded in portraying— Frissoner !
yes, the Parisian belle, in whom the spark
of modesty, though dimmed by that tainted
atmosphere, las yet never been totally ex-
tinglished, may well gaze on the serenc’
majesty which beams with a tixed ray from
the eyes of the Madonna ‘de Sah Sisto, and ©
feel the involuntary chill. . .

I must not detaih my reader longer in
this® gal]el Ys although I visited it daily for
hours, giving always, however, by far the
greaser part of the time I lingered in it to
the contemplation of this one picture.

z 2
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To have seen, and to have the memory
of such a thing present to the mind at
will, iy an aid in, the daily path, a help
on the road te heaven. .
., There was a grand requiem performed in
the Catholic church at Dresden during my
stay, in memory of the deceased electors of
Saxony: it is annual. I went for the sake
of hcaring the music of this church, which
is celebrated thlou0*hout Germany, and to
see the royal famlly

I waited in a small antechamber of the
palace to sec the King of Saxony pass
through the gallery, by which he enters his
pew. Some guards, habited in scarlet, but
in very bad taste, lined the passage. Not
bemg at all prepared by any previous de-
scription,-I was much surprlsed tc see an
elderly gentleman, i in a suit of court mourn-
‘ing, with bag and so/itaire, ruffles, and a
muff, in which, except fc: some momentary
use of them, his hands were kept close and
warm.

There is nothing in tkis: it was once,
and not very long ago, the fashion threugh-



DRESDEN. 341

out Europe; yet to see such a figure, and
to think that it had worn a crown, through-
out all the turbulent scenes which have
amtated Europe within the last twenty
years, and to know that the hand buried in
a muff had been grasped with friendliness
» by that of Napoleon, gave a peculiar interest
to the presence of this weak but worthy
monarch.

"The music of this church deserves all its
fame. The visitor who likes not the*sight
of violins in a church must turn his head
away, and, forgetting théy are there, listen
only to the sacred harmony: he will not,
.he cannot, be disappointed. Lt is true,
some pain will mingle with his pleasure.
Although the warbles of the most cele-
brated svocalist there clectrify and "thrill;
yet there is at'timeés a jar, a break, a failing,
as of the giving way of -some- fine chord ;*
and you are then affectingly reminded that
you are listening to one whose cradle this
‘hateful luxury of Italy has robbed,

<« dud ravished thence the promise of a man ;”

z 3
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that he is one of those most unhappy of
all unhappy beings, who are

¢ Cast out from Nature, disinherited
Of what her meanest children claim by kind.”
- : Dryden.

I walked after service to the bridge, and
sat long in one of the recesses, enjoying the
noble view of the Elbe and the city. In
that recess I sat where Napoleon passed
three hours, watching the progress of his
people as they finished the repairs of the
Lridge, and the defilement of his troops.
A chapter in the account of the campaign
of 1813, by Baron Odeleben, a Saxon officer
on the staff of the then Emperor, is full of
details concerning that extraordinary man,
which will be read with interest by every
one, and the memory of which, on the spot,
-gives many and very interesting pictures to
the fancy.. Asa politician, Napoleon did
not, certainly, shine during the conferences
held at that period; but, as a General,
sincc his memorable and successive tri-
umphs in three closely consecutive bastles *

* Montenotte, Millesimo, Mondovi.
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in the campaign of 1796, in’ Italy, by his
able application of the principle of céntral
movements (his favourite -one), he ncver
appeared to greater advantqge than when
he repulsed the combined and well-con-
certed attack on his position at Dresden.”
The great and constant rival and enemy
of Buonaparte perished upon the field of
Dresden. We may question the soundness
of the judgment which decreed him a monu-
ment of honour on that field. Thesfame
of a leader, whose triumphant entry into
Augsburg and Munich, after defeating the
Archduke Charles, whose yet more glorious
retreat through the Black Forest, and whose
victory of Hohenlinden will adorn the page
of history for ever, needed not that this un-
fortunate, though not unaccountable glose
of his militaty Ie, should be thus mis-
takenly perpetuated. T did not visit the
monument, which I learn, as might have
been anticipated,-has been desecrated by
some scoundrel hand. I say scoundrel,
because I suppqse the thing to have been
doas secretly, and in the meanest spirit of
vindictive envy. A French battalion, com-
z 4
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posed of men’ twenty years younger than
Moreau, might have been forgiven the open
overthrow of the monument. Heroic as a
public éharactqr, estimable as a private one,
Moreau had so identified in his own mind
tne love of France with hatred of Napo-
leon, that he forgot how impossiblc it was
for the mass of Frenchmen to look upon
him, in the council and the camp of their
cnemies, with othier sentiments than those
of indignation, or of sorrow.

‘These ends of renowned lives, how
strange they are! < In the armoury of Dres-
den you may see and grasp the pistols of
Charles the Twelfth. There be few English
visitors on whose minds the life, the his-
tory, and the fatc of this hero~monarch are -
not indelibly stamped, by the rervous
lines of Johnson. This armeury of Dres-
den would be a most interesting display,
were not the rooms sc small, and the ar-
rangement so wretched, that it is impossible
to cxamine its contents. Here you may °
hold in your hand the firs{ instrument on
which an experiment was made with, the
newly-invented gunpowder of Schwartz.
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Here you may see countless suits of ancient
armour, and the most eplendid horse-furni-
ture among them ; the caparison of a horse
) costly, that the frontlet, head-stall neck-
ornaments, and breast-plate, arc entu'e]y
studded with large and beautiful turqumsee.
.There are a number of relics of like in-
terest; things that are mere noth;ngs in
description, but are much to sce. The
like may be said of the trcasurcs in the
Green Vault; it is a great and rare®plea-
sure to visit them : — crowns and regalia,
rich with the most costly gems; anciewt
services of massive embossed plate; gob-
Jets and vases of antique forms; precious
enamels ; inlaid cabinets; the finest camei ;
quaint and grotcsque toys, made of the
cordl and the pearl, the topaz and.the
emerald. Many articles of wvirta, of the
most curious and ancient workmanship,
and some works in ivory, so beautifully
carved in relief, that the infant bacchanal,
the fair full form of woman, and the withered
lines of age, are given with a grace, a truth,
anddife, which astonish and delight. T am
sure I lingered an hour, at lcast, in the
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small chamber where the articles in ivory
are exhibited. Many of them are the out-
sides of goblets, these being lined with a
thin plate of gold. There is no catalogue
of the contents of this vault, and the ob-
Jccts to be viewed are so numerous and
bewildering, that it is impossible, at onc,
visit ¥, to make notes, or to separate and
fix in your mind the things which you may
be desirous to témember: but the effect,
ag a Whole, is long thought of, and illus-
trates for the curious fancy periods that
ltave passed away. The hall of the throne,
the cavalcade of the court, the board of the
feast, the chamber, the cabinet of other days,.
is furnished out from a treasury like this,
and you gaze undoubtingly on the past.
Fhe Dresden china is cxhibited in a
palace, where, in a long rangt of chambers,
“you may trace the rise and progress of an

* The attendant there said to me, but not complain~
ingly, as I went away, that few visitors, in his remem-
brafice, had detained hia so long. I confess myself
delighted with such trifles : — P

« These little things are great to little men.”
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art which furnishes a most innocent and
elegant luxury to man,—a luxury which,
in degree, is felt throughout society at
large. The cffect which, I.think, is pro-
duced on the mind of the middle and
humble classes throughout Europe, by the
increasing elegance of form and pattern, in
most of the articles of China, or humbler
ware, now in common use among them,
is mast civilising. There is a somethihg
pleasing to the eye, contenting, reconéiling,
in these trifles ; and if they be elegant they
will beget a gentleness in those who daily
gaze on them.

» In the same building is the Hall of An-
tiquities. I found in the collection a Mi-
nerva, and some Vestals,—statucs of the
very highest class! The Professor aceq-
panied me politely round "the whole col-
lection, and left me, at my request, alone.
I enjoy all antiques alone; anc it is only

so that I can. I fake this to be the case
with more travellers than care to own it.
A man shows me a coin, (a Ptolemy, for
instance,) throws out the flag of antiqua-
rianism, spreads abroad the canvass of his
learning, and sails away stately upon the
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ocean of ancient history. Well, the thoughts
that are amusing me are those connected
with the hzstory of the coin, and the do-
mestic manners of past ages; how it was
upon the stone-table of money-changers in
Alexandria before Christianity had dawned
upon the world; how it was bouglit, paid.,
away, given, stolen ; how it was scrambled
for by boys, and quarrelled for by men in
good poluphloishoio Greek, long centuries
ago. * It is a liberty to talk thus with you,
reader ; but I ain fancying myself at dinner
with you, and writing as I should speak.

I was at a concert at Dresden which was
very fully. attended, and was highly grati-.
fied. A lady, who performed on the grand
piano, made the instrument speak each
nate with.a loud distinct clearness that'was
quite wonderful. I had no idea before that
‘the powers of the ‘plano were so great.

, At the theatre here I witnessed the per-
formance of Herman and Dorothea. It was
got up and given perfectly. The house was
crowded : you.might have heard a pin drop ;
and nothing could be acted with asore
natural, yet animated simplicity, than this
interesting pastoral.
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The German theatre is, apparently, as
free from bad female company as a pfivate
assembly ; or if they do venture there, it is
under that concealment of  dress and de-
meanour which forbids even a suspicion of
their character. Would it were so with the
theatres in England! However, the moral
aspect of the Dresden streets, after sunset,
is bad enough; worse, certainly, for the
size of the city, than that of Vienna.

There is an cxcellent reading-rosm at
Dresden, where are the English papers, the
English reviews, and Gérmans attentivcly
reading them. ¢ It is a great advantage
to us Germans,” a gentleman observed to
me, in French, “ that we are forced to
make ourselves acquainted with the lan-
guagessof other nations, becausc we do pot
expect forcighers,” however well educated,
to be acquainted with'-ours, or to care
about the study of it; and yet” he said,
“ we are rich in original thinkers, and in

‘good writers, and have had the great ad-

vantage of studying, not ounly the finest
models in ancient times, but the finest
which Italy, France, and England, have
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produced.” It is pleasant to read in a
German casino, it is so very still. Their
eyes drink in the page before them with a
silent eagerness, and at the too near ap-
proach or the stir they glare at you re-
provingly. '

After six delightful days in Dresden, T

took the eilwagen to Leipsic. The journey
is made most pleasantly in a day. You
leave Dresden st seven in the morning,
and reach Leipsic at four in the afternoon.
Our party consisted of a very fine young
officer of riflemen, a young Russian, a stu-
dent of Halle, a little fiery Saxon, domi-
ciled at Paris, and myself. The road to
Meissen is beautiful : the majestic Elbe
flows calmly by your side, and rock, wood,
aad verdure, adorn its banks with all that
can give a pleasing variety to ‘river-scenery.
iF'rom Meissen to Leipsic there is less to
interest the eye ; but _he conversation was
so animated, that I was heartily sorry when

we reached our journey’s end, and se-"

parated to our respective homes and hotels.
If Germany has many such young officers,
and if her universities, with all his wild-
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ness, have many such studénts, she may
he proud indeed. Thege young men ‘were
rcady upon every sub_]ect, generous and en-
lightened upon all; and yet, I do believe
that the cap, the hair, and the pipe of the
student, the moustache of the youthful sol-
dicr, would have caused many a most kind,
quiet Englishman to have shrunk from
conversing with fellow-passengers, whose
exterior promised so little to reward the
trouble. The Ger man youth have a solidity
of thought, and sincer ity of heart, which co-
lours all their conversation on subjects ofa
deep moral interest. They are largely tole-
rant on religious matters ; not as some have
unfairly forced the inference, from indif-
ference to religion, but from a holding fast
of that is cssential in it, and declining aH
controversy, %ll bfttemess, "and quarrelling
about the rest. . . .

The Roman Catholic of Germany is un-
like any of that great family elsewhere.
"Tke Calvinist and the Lutheran love each
other as Christians: all are iInclined- to
mysticism in some slight degree, save the
Rationalists, who are as inconsiderable in
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numbers as they are uninflucntial on the
mind of the public at large. The school af
the Rationalists * has not been without 1ts
usc; for man, never appears so weak, so
helpless, so rldlculous, as when he lights
the feeble taper of his 1cason to examine
and pronounce upon the credibiiity of thosc
facts related, and those mysteries revealed
to us in the Bible. ¢ To live, and move,
and have our being,” a miracle to our-
sclves, and among created miracles of every

“u '

* 1 have read, with deep attention, a volume of Ser-
mons, by the Rev. Mr, Rose, of 'I'rinity College, Cam-
bridge. I merely would ask, as a query, whether ¢ The
State of Protestantism in Germany” be a fair title for
the book of that learned gentleman? ,To the mind of
many readers, after a most careful perusal of the Notes
appendul to’it, it will appear not fair. The lectures
and discourses that gentleman heard” in Germany, the
cities and churches he. visited, the congregations he
observed in public, and the Christians whom he met
inprivate, should have been given in that Appendix ; also
tables of the Protestant population, distinguishing the
acknowledged profession and tenets of the different per-
snasions ; and the numbers in each church or sect, as far
as they could be ascertained, should bave been added to
the list of those controversial works, which are, pernaps,
less highly valued in Germany than he may imagine.
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possible variety ; to find our reason baffled
by the first pebble we pjck up bencatli our
feet, all the propertles of which we can
niost scientifically describe, but of “the es-
sence of which we know nothmg ; and then
to explain away the less wonderful miracles
.of Scripture, because our reason refuses
credit to them, is a something so palpably
absurd, that even' the patient, inquiring
German could not listen *to such lectures
long if they did not sooncr drive hin forth
by 1nﬂ1ctmnr a severe'wound in his haart.
T was present in the great thurch of Leipsic
at the administration of the sacrament.
The communicants stood in long files, and
advanced reverentially towards the altar;
they reccived. the holy elements standing,
and passing round the altar, again, rej‘oingd-
the congregation. The congregation, whe-
ther composed of those who were about
to communicate, or had done,so, or of
those who merely assisted at the ceremony,
sung a hymn or hymns throughout the
whole service. After-deducting largely for
the effect produced on me by the sweet and
solemn singing of this assembled multitude,
AA
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and by the black skull-cap, the ancient
ruffs, (like those of our Elizabethan era,)
and the reverend aspect of the officiating
ministers, I certainly was 1mpressed and
that strongly, "with the feeling and sincere
dévotion of the communicants. We kneel
at the altar, another church sits at the
communion-table, these stand and sing a
hymn: we all do it in' remembrance that
Christ died for."us, and he knows in all
these congregations those who are his,
thosc who feed on Him in their hearts with
thanksgiving. ¢

The Sabbath-aspect of Leipsic was still
and decorous. The people walk about on
the promenades well dressed and quietly ;
and were it not that there is a theatre open
in the evening, you might take it for one of
our large towns at home.

I drove tq the memorable field of Lutzen.
There, by, the road-side, beneath four spiral
poplars, which rise monumentally above
some rude stones bedded in the earth in the
form of a cross, is the spot where Gustavus
Adolphus, the great champion of the Pro-
testant faith, fell covered with wounds amid
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Croatian plunderers. The Swedish horse
fought fiercely to recove.r his mangled and
breathless body. Glorious in lltc ‘con-
ststent and glorious in death, the morning
saw him on his knces fervent in prayer, as
il' every thing depended on God ;" the day
beheld him spurring his noble charger into
* the heat of every danger, as if all (lcpcndu]
on his single prowess.  Wounded by two
balls he fainted in his saddle, was thrown
from his horse, and breathed his last, with-
out onc attendant, beneath the trampling
mélée of foes and friends. Peace to the
Chiristian hero, who fought and fell for
liberty of conscience! Be it never forgotten
‘that this it was which the church of Rome
denied to, and denics the world; and which
the .vu,tox ious Protestants of (1ermany, after
thirty years of warfarc and blood, have
never yet denied to their fellow-countrymen,
of the church of Rome.

The initials of the monarch’s name arc
«dnscribed on a rough upright stone in the
centre of the cross, and on another, * Gus-
tavus Ado]phus,'King of Swéden, fell here
for Lberty of Conscience.”

AA 2
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In the arsenal at Vienna I saw the buff
war-coat in which ,he died. To preserve
the stones on his grave, and the trees near,
from the destroymg knives of pilgrims,
there is a post and block of wood, erected
for the very purpose of satisfying the
strange, yet natural desire of man (o com-
memorate, it matters not how perishably,
his visit to such a spot. This wood is
covered with letier upon letter, till neither
namcs Or initials are very casily decipher-
able. I gathered a green leaf from one of
tkz rustling poplars, gazed long upon the
spot, walked all about the scene of that sad
tragedy, and drove back to Leipsic. It
was along this road that Wallenstein led
back his discomfited forces, and caused 7'e
Devrm'to be sung for a victory, which was
claimed, and with greacer veason, by the
‘Swedes. It was along this road that the
ferocious Pappenhein. ¥ was borne, de-

* On his forehead two red streaks were perceptible,
with which nature had marked him at his birth. T hese

appeared, whenever in a passion, even in his lat¢r years.
Schiller’s History of the Thirty Years' War.
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claring, in the agonies of death, that he
died with pleasure, since he was certain
that the most implacable enemy of; his re-
ligion had perished on the same field.

The account of this obstinate and san-
guinary contest is given in ¢ The History
of the Thirty Years’ War,” by Schiller, with
wonderful animation. We stand with the
historian and the poet upon the very field ;
we see the devotions of the Swedish arniy,
listen to their hymp, hear the souhd. .of
their trumpets. We can follow the King
to his very fall; and the terrible fiercen®ss
of the combatants, after the death of Gus-
stavus was known, is present te the eye.
Cannon were taken and rctaken; whole
regiments lay dead on their ground ; Count
Piccolomini had seven horses shot under
him ; Wallenstein rode §af'e amid the death-
shower, as if he bore’ a charmed life?
darkness alone put an end to thebattle, and
the trumpet of victory was sounded in
eithet camp.

The appearanee of the city of Leipsit is
to ms pleasing, and has a character in it

AA 3
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The square and two or three of the streets
have a something stately and ancient in
their arpect.

At Leipsic, the great mart for books, I
had looked for a greater display than else-
where in the shops of the booisecllers, but
this was far from being the case. There is
no such comforting sight in the whole town
as the inner or upper apartments of a coun-
try bookseller i1 England do often present.
The “place has only its own proportion of
puntus and publishers; and to judge from
two English works I saw lately got up in
Lolps1c, should say nothing could be
more comse and wretched than the paper,
the types, the ink, and the bmdmg of these
volumes.

Tt i 19, I think, to be 1emettcd that the
Germans will not adopt the "Roman Ietters

“in the publication ~f their own works. I
am surc that it would greatly tend to spread
the knowledge of their language ; and that
it would not only facilitate their own stu-
dics in the various languages of Europe,
but would open wider the door of -i.ter-
course between Germany and England
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more ecspecially. It is a foid attachment
to their father-land, gnd to every °thing
which their fathers have handed down to
them, that accounts for thi.s abidihg pre-
judice. But surely, speaking of the nations
of Europe now, as one great family of Bro-
thers at pcace, the one should yield to the
many. I am sure that I am not mistaken
in pronouncing thé German character, both
as printed and written, a‘repellant to many
minds of power and cultivation ; and that
where in England we should have two
hundred men who would rcad Germansin
the Roman character, we now have not
, two. It enters not into the early studics of
any English youth to learn German. This
must be a pursuit of his choice, an acqui-
sitfoneof his manhood ; and by that time
he has genefally *contractetl such a love of
the matter of any thing he may design to
read, that he is impatient of any such bar
to his cye’s glance as a character to which
' he Bas never been accustomed, and some of
the letters of ,which have a bewildering
regegblance to each other in the cye of the
beginner.
A A4
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There are pleasing promenades all about
the town of Leipsic. The Plasscnbourg is
a fine old citadel ; — small, but the masonry
of it solid, black, and picturesque. There
is a botapical garden not far from the gates :
it is open to the public. There are plea-
sant walks, prettily placed scats, summer-
houses, and a well fancied Chinese tcmple
with bells that jingle in the wind; a nar-
row inconsiderable stream runs at the bot-
tom of this pleasure-ground; and in the
midst of the garden is a fair green space,
wkere some large and bcautiful willows
droop mournfully over a white cenotaph,
erected to the memory of Poniatowski, the
last of the Poles. The rivulet near, an
obstacle which has scarce dep+h and width
enough to stay a well-mounted fox-hunter,
is the fatal Elster. Here sunk horse and
1ider; here sunk ‘hundreds of the flying
soldiery of France; and slaughter was busy
all about this green bank, where, never-
theless, the primrose has often since spread’
as sweetly as cver, and the lily gay has
shone up purc and innocent, as though the
world were so, and might be trusted.
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Heavens ! how man inars this green and
flowery earth we tread upon! and' how
proud is he of his pollutmg lordbhlp ‘over
it! I often think of that sweet ballad,
« The Cruel Brother ; or, The Bride’s Testa-
ment*,” and the wild burden that runs’ all
through it. There you have the world of
nature, and the world of man, as awfully
and mournfully contrasted as they ever
were by poct. Youth, beduty, love, blushes,
gay attire,wedlock, murder, and thé winding
sheet ; these shift rapldly betfore you, yet
there is nature, constant, gay, swcet, #&n-
changing.

. I think, and I rcjoice to think, that the
world has grown somewhat wiser about the
sad and melancholy gamc of war. My own
feelings were always alive to the miseries 4t

* A FRAGMENT OF .TIIE BAJ.LAD.

¢ She lean’d her o’er the saddle boyw,
With a heigh-ho! and a lily gay,
To give him a kiss erc she did go,
As the primrose spreads so sweetly.

¢ He has ta’ena knife baith lang and sharp,®
» With a heigh-ho! and a lily gay,
And stabbed the bonny bride to the heart,
As the primrose spreads so sweetly.”
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brings in its train, and yet of such incon-
sistencies are we all made up, that I confess
to the having experienced feehngs of con-
tentment, joy, and pride, in the camp and
the bivouac, which I may look for again,
perhaps, in vain. There is such an absence
of care under your canvass-home, that shifts
at the trumpet’s sound, such pleasures in
the night of lonely watchfulness, such
health and lightness in the early march,
such a proud exciting throb, such high
hope, —

"
’.

¢« When front to front. the banner’d hosts combine,
Halt cre they close, and form the dreadful line,
When al? is still on death’s devoted soil.”

For these emotions, many* who regard
giory as a bright and bursting kubble,
consent to wear the sword, "and learn to
Tove it. ® ’

Never, hvwever, I well remember, did I
curse war morc heartily than when, in the
winter of 1813, I saw baggage-waggon after
baggage-waggon pass through Verdun, laden
with pale and sickly French boys, wko~c-
turned wounded and debilitated from this
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ficld of Leipsic, and marked among them
young lads of gentlg birth (the Gardc
d Honneur), who had been torn fgon’l the
quiet home reluctantly, to combat against
the huge and hardy German cujrassiers;
and again I felt the like pain when, at a
later period of the war, Isaw a battalion of
young and beardless children march out of
Troyes, shouting, from school-hoy pride,
the psual cry of  Vive ¥ Empereur ” but
gucssing, perhaps, themselves, whate their
dejected officers well knew, that they were
but as lambs going to tht sacrifice. -

I am glad to have scen Potsdam, the
cradle and school of those military tactics,
and that discipline, of which Frederick the
Great was the father. It is a barrack still :
in the yard of the palace rccruits are still
tortured by the drill-serjeanit ; and on every
side you sce squads of struetion, and st
figures, moving slowly to the balance-step,
marching, facing,” wheeling, and dressing,
under smart and severe instructors. I was
surprised, howover, to witnegs, at the guard-
1wownting, something most informal and
unmilitary.  Just before the last call of
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assembly, which brought out the com-
mandant and all the officers of the garrison,
the adjutant, or town-major, who had al-
ready inspected the guards, wheeled them
back, and marched them past, drums beat-
ing and drum-major saluting, giving, in
fact, a regular rehearsal of the grand guard-
mounting, on the very ground, and within
three minutes of the appearance of the
commander and the usual mounting of the
duties. The Prussian soldiers are certainly
magnificent young men: if they have a
fau't, as soldiers, it is that, as a body, they
are far too young ; but they are very hand-
some, very crect, and clean-limbed : their.
clothing (bluc) is admirably made, and
most becoming. They are clean and smart
uinder arms, and steady as a wall.  $till it
is my opinion, and I attentively watched
their system of driil in many places, that
we in England have just struck upon the
happy medium. The laxness of field-dis-
cipline in France makes the French sol-
dicr- unsteady on parade, and, placing no
habitual check upon the eager restlessnegs
of his character, causes him to be often
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dangerously self-willed and ‘insubordinate
in the field of battle. The severity, oh the
contrary, of German * dlsctplme malxes' and
1édves the soldier a mere m'mchme, to ad-
vance or rctreat, charge, ﬁre, stand,. or cven
fly, unhesitatingly, when ordered, and only
_when ordered.

I saw not such a thing on the contment
of Furope as what we call, and my military
1eade1 will understand me, a saucy Lnglish
light * company, or any thing redembling
those true old English grenadiers who
could all sing the old sortg, with its noisy
tow, row, rows, in harsh and happy chorus.
These be thc men, and this was the free
spirit and feeling which, controlled and
guided by a firm judicious hand that knew
when tp check the rein, and when to give
the head, wonsfor £ngland her laurcls.

* It is remarkable that the Prussians never tbug.ht
detter sthan during their ¢ Liberation War,” as they
prdudly and justly term it, in 1813, 1814; yet were
their troops of that gime, in all circpmstances of com-
position, drill, and mlhtary order, inferior to what they
had been, and what they are.
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Repeatedly I'saw on the Continent troops
of most warlike, brave, and martial ap-
pearance ; but I always felt the truth of
our ambassador’s reply to Frederick:—
“ Think you an equal number of English
soldicrs could be found to beat tliose men ?”
— pointing to the /ite of his famous guard,
an élite composed of men of all nations
rerarkable for their fine stature, their
discipline, and their prowess, — said the
mongrch. ¢ Sire, I cannot answer you;
but I am surc that halt the number would
try,” — That was, is, and will, I hope, ever
be the character of British soldiers in the
field. ¢ Dare greatly, do greatly,” is a
glorious motto. ‘

You cannot deny that Potsdam is a hand-
some town ; but yet it docs 1ot please: it
is too 1eﬂu]a1, too tamez; it looks like a
place ordered to be huilt, and built to order.
No private tastc has been consulted, no
private tastc has been permitted to exhibit
itself. The people at Potsdam, be they
rich or poor, live in handsome barrack-
rooms; and, ‘when they put their heads
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out of the window, may look’up and down
straight, stately, still strcets. :

I went into the church of the courf and
the garrison, to see the tomb of Frederick
the Great. It is in a kind of ccll or cham-
ber, — plain black marble, unadorned.” I

, had thought, and I have for these twenty
years, that the inscription on his tomb was,
“ Hic Cineres ubique Fama;” but I did hot
find any thing save his hrame. Ilowcver,
his fime is cvery where; and 1t would
secm that the Prussians arc content to live
on it, for it is ever in their mouths ; it is-all
Frederick /e Grand. The history, the an-
.cestral dignity, the military renown of Prus-
sia, centre in his namc.

Sans Souci s a strange name for a palace;
yet-hege, whatever freedom from.care [I're-
derick couldsknow he cnjoyed. It is a
most sensible building, ‘combiuning the com~
forts of a private dwelling, and.the magni-
ficent appendages of a royal residence.

*Nothing can be more quiet, more simple,
indeed, even to a tastcless p]ainncss, than
the apartments of the king. Nothing

-
can be more luxurious than the splendld
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double portico ; and a finer gallery for the
display of his well-chosen collection of
pictures could hardly have been desired.
He had a small, still, circular study, filled
with his favourite authors,- —a shady walk
in 'his garden for the thoughiful hour.
The graves of his dogs, the only favourites
he had the weakness to affect a fondness
for; were close to his terrace; and he was
within sound of the parade-horn, a circum-
stance as important to him as to the young-
est subaltern in his gUdldS

Was he a happy man this Frederick? 1
could never think so : he was coldly great :
severely just in his internal government,
but to this his sense of justice was strangely
limited. History refuses the, title (and a
sacred ‘one it is) of Just, to the partitipncr of
Poland. Was he happy'? —the man who
smiled at religion, -smiled at virtue, smiled
before a battle, and smiled on the carnage-
covered field! T think not; but he made
Prussia a kingdom gave her promotion in’
the-scale of nations, and she naturally
reveres his memory as her greatesp be-
nefactor.
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The anecdotes of his private life have a
great charm for readers, especially® the
young, and are more familiar, indeed, to
thc biography-devouring boy than ‘to the
older man. We most of us rémember when
we thought him the greatest character that

jever lived; to have such power, and to
live simply, as though he had it not, sounded
so noble!-—1 -t all' this I regard as mcre
taste, a good one, perhapss;.yet nothing but
the strone bent of his will and inctination,
Iic had a quick and “restless mind, which
fretted with impaticnce sndc- a want jof
occupation ; and hence these methodical
divisions of his day, and his hurrying from
business to amusements, whicl* were pur-
sued with thelike eagerness for the allotted
time. The portrait of Gustavus Adelphus
hangs in his bed-réom, — a hero of another
and a nobler quality : but.Fredgrick was the.
more wonderful man; and it is felt as a
privilege to walk about where he did, opch
the books in which he read, sit in his chair,
look from his window, and touch the small
ch:}ml')er-clock, which, thcy'tell you, has
B B
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never again been wound up since the hour
of his death. )

No traveller fails to visit the chamber
appropriated to Voltaire, while he resided
with the King. It isremote, thatis, nearly
at the extremity of the building, and fur-
nished in the commonest French taste of
that day,— a strange mixture of tawdriness
and meanness. Voltaire is one of those
great geniuses,’ to whom Providence has
denied that best, that only, that pure fame,
the love of posterity. I never heard the
most extravagant admirer of Voltaire pre-
tend any affection for the personal cha-
racter of the author. He never succeeded
in attaching the heart of a reader: he was
just the man for Frederick, who looked
only to the head in others, and thought
only of the héad in his ‘own*person.
~ His Gallery of T’.intings was a noble one.
There are 30 many ways of choosing, enjoy-
ing, and speaking about paintings, that we
must understand what the possessor’s .pe-
cullar taste was, before we give him the
credit of the collection. 'The Vertimanus
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and Pomona of Leonardo da Vinci, the
¢ Ecce Homo” of Raphael, the Sleeping
V.e.nus of Titian, are considered thg three
master-pieces of this gallery., Nothing can
be more oppoged, each to the other, in sub-
ject as in style, than these thrce paintings.
» For my own part, I confess that I gazed
with much higher satisfaction on some
of the wonderful conceptions of Rubens,
and spme of the very hallowed and pufe
productions of Vandyke. The Isaac Bless-
ing Jacob of this last painter is a perfect
picture ; and there is a pendant to it by<n
artist, whose name has dropped out of my
mind, of Isaac blessing Esau, of which the
affecting expression is such that the quick
judgment of the heart at once pronounces
it a’ treasure. The new palace is a fiue
building, and emct]y adapted for summer
fétes. I cannot myself admire the hall,
the walls of which are encrusted*with s spars
and crystals. Thi§ strange mosaic is to
me intolerable by the light of day, in a spa-
cious and lofty faloon ; it suits only with
they shaded grotto, hollowed beneath the
rock. The apartments are richly furnished,
BB 2
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—and it is altogether a princely pleasure-
house.

It is only four German miles from Pots-
dam to Berlin. I drove through long,
strait, yniform streets, intersected at right
angles by others of like appcarance. I
crossed some portion of the city that had
rather a graver and older (but never an-
cient) aspect, passed the great palace,
crossed a bridge, and tound mysclf in a
most noble imposing strect, between the
finest and most majestic public edifices of
this capital. The Brandenburgh gate, by
which this fine street is entered from the
west, is a,very grand object; it is an imi~
tation of the Propylacum of Athens, and is
surmounted by a triumphal car, drawn by
four spirited horses, the Goddess of Vicrory
standing erect i the chariot, and display-
ing the dark-eagle f Prussia. Extending
about halfihe length of this wide street is a
spacious promenade, planted with lime-
trees and horse-chesnuts. This splendid
quarter of Berlin is called, from the size
and beauty of the former, Unter den Linden.
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Near this I sojourned, in a most comfortable
hotel, called the City of Rome. . .
Certainly the whole of this scene has in
it’so much of graudeur ind majesty, that
you would expect to sce splendid equi-
pages rolling® by in constant succession,
,and the wide space divided between rapid
carriages passing each other, in the safe
arena prepared for them. -
It is not so: you may gaze from your
window for an hour; as long nray, you
stand near the maghificent portdl at (he
Brandenburgh gate, —you will not see
half-a-dozen carriages in motion. Take the
hour of the day when they drive out for
the promenade, on the road to Charlotten-
burgh, perhaps a dozen or twenty private
carriaggs may, at long distances and.inter-
vals, be seen. o The vehicles for the convey-
ance of the public from*one quarter of the,
city to the other are small open, carriages,
on four wheels, with a hood, and drawn by
vne horse, having that high wooden collar
which belongs, in your f"mcy, to the sledge
of St. Petersburgh.  Such arc’the more fre-
quent’y passing objects in this street of
BB 3
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palacés, — such the carriages that ply in a
stand close .to the first hotel in Berlin.
There is yet another feature connected
with them very peculiar: the drivers: of
these sorry conveyances are all neatly
dressed in a livery of grey, with hats sur-
mounted by the cockade, and are altogether
far more cleanly and respectable in their
appearance than the hackney-coachmen of
either London,. Paris, or Vienna. The
reader will probably infer {rom this trifle,
with myself, that Betlin is regulated like a
barrack : for, indeed, all the regulations
which fall under the observatlon of the
stranger bespcak a good vigilant interior
economy, of the military cast. As to the
city, it seems built upon expectation that
Prussia will some day or other reqmre such
a‘metropolis, and will, when she has made
 her fortune, provide all things conformable
to the great and ex.ravagant design of the
kuilder. .

Will a northern conqueror ever drive
under the triumplial gate of Brandenburgh?
The scenc is well adaptel to a victorious
entry: a Russian army might halt, “und
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find space for its columns between that gate
and the royal palace of Prussia. Thenoble
and generous patriotism displayed b¥ the
Prussians, in their “ Liberation War,” has
received, perhaps, something of a check, by
the jealousy’with which the governntent
watches over that spirit in her youth to
which she owes, and to which she should
ever remember that she owes, her political
omstence all that makes it valuable was,
in leahty, forced upon the crown of I.1ussna
by the voice and the deed of the nation.
Frederick the Great would have frenchi-
ficd his good subjects, had it been possible :
they were reluctant, and slow to learn the
lesson. The war of the Revolution, and
the victories and injurics of Napoleon,
who yiolently outraged all their Relmgs,
totally effaced the faint traces of French
taste and French principleg, which Fre-
derick had but lightly engrayen on the
mind of his subjects. They lay breathless
for the opportune moment to declare them-
selves true Germans; and they nobly tri-
umphcd Thc’y are now Animated by a
haughty, I should almost say a vain, spirit :
BB 4
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but it is not like what we should call patriot-
ism. ‘I should say that every Prussian feels
a sort of esprit de corps: they drink the
anniversar y of victories; and they forget
that they ever have been vanquished. It
was® impossible to suppress a smile, in
walking through the magnificent Saloon of
Arms in their arsenal, to see, at every yard,
a clean new French banner suspended,
things not taken in the field, but. of all ages,
datcs, and belonging to all descuptlons of
corps, brought from DParis, as trophies of
their two visits. ‘Towever, they may be
largely forgiven any insult to the French
arms; for pever did Napoleon appear to
the eyes of the world so little, so jealous, so
vindictive, as in his treatment of Prussia, so
coarse and unknightly as in his mean ahd
offensive conduct to her patrict queen.

- One effect of this spirit among the Prus-
sians is, that, although French is uni-
versally read and spoken by all their
educated men, they have entirely discarded
the use of it in conversatlon, and can with
difficulty be induced to qf)eak it, even
where common courtesy to the fmelgnel
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might excusc their departuré from a reso-

lntion, the maintaining of which they’seem
to identify both with personal and na-
tional dignity. It requires a little ma-
neeuvre to make them talk. T found one,
which a laughing friend had given e,
never failing in its success: — when asked
if you spcak German, to say “ No; I am
sorry to say I do not; but I regret it the less
as I well know the Germans to be a highly
educated people,and all those whontI should
feel most desirous to become acquainted with
doubtless converse fluemtly in the Freunch
language.” This made provokingly short,

.or politely and flatteringly lengthened, ac-
cording to the party, invariably drew them
out: the fovcheads rose, the very mus-
taches, relaxed a something of their pride,
and, on all sides, I'rench was poured forth,
if not with a very pleasing pronunciation,
still, in general, with a great command of
language. . :

* ,Idnly remained six days in Berlin. All
things which the traveller is directed to, as
worthy his atter{tion, I visited. The palace,
it arsenal, th¢ museum, and a fine col-
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lection of pictures *, which have not yet
bccn'cohvcnient]y Jplaced, but are to be,
dlsposed in a handsome  building pre-
paring for them and such others as are’to
form the National Gallery. T suppose, and
I almost regret to think, that the collection
at Sans Souci will be removed from its
admirable locale there, to adorn the capital.
Tht theatres at Berlin are most beautiful :
I visited them all:  The large Opera-house
is magnificent: Isaw a tragedy repres‘cnted
there. I was by no means so pleased with
the performers as with those of Vienna;
but it is fair to add, that the piece did not
excite in me the like interest, nor could I,
follow the subject through. Nevertheless,
I boldly pronounce them inferior actors to
those of Vienna; for when I cannot, caich
the author I look attentively at the stage,
zs I would at a great picture, and at all
those passages, where in every drama
effective situations occur, my eye seldom
fails to satisfy me whether the actor is:
true The new theatre, which is smaller,

* Among these the Marriage of St. Kathariaep by
Julio Romano, is, to my taste, 2 most exquisite production.
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is ver& clegant and commodious. In an-
other theatre, also a yery good siz¢d and
convenient one, I was present at the per-
formance of Cencrentola. The house was
crowded to excess, and the orchpstra was
superlatively good. At the breaking’ up,
the dclay caused by the carriages enabled
me as thoroughly to sce a large portion
of the society *of Berlin as a foreigner
might, who should stahd on a Saturday
night, in May, in the crush-rooin «at our
Opcra-housc in the Tlaymarket: of a tr uth,
the contrast ‘is sufficiently great. The
number of cquipages may sound incon-
sistent with what I have beforg said, but,
as I stood near the door, I was cnabled
to see that,these were, for the most part,
hired, carriages, and that there were not
thirty of thas class, which belong to the re-
gular establishment of & nobleman or man of’
fortune. I was most particularly pleased in
the great theatre,. on two occasions, to ‘ob-
serve the quiet, attentive, and unosten-
tatious deportment of the young princes,
although, beidg seated in'the royal box,
4 vast and splendid one, fronting the stage,
they were necessitated to observe the usual
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forms ; forms,'I think, desirable to be kept
up, and‘which it is, perhaps, to be re-,
gretted that the King himsclf so indolently
evades: he was present in a retired side-
box. DBetween ‘the acts they leaned against
the ¥tove at the back of the royal box, in
conversation with their aide-de-camps. The
very instant the performance was about to
recommence, they came forward quictly to
their seats, and gave it their full attentton

their aide-de-camps sat very (,onsulmab]y
behind them, and near the wall stood scveral
of the royal domestics. A prince of blood
royal, especially in a despotic government,
should appear as onc. A king walking ,
about side-by-side with you, with his hands
behind him, who can do just what he
pleases with you by a scratch of his pen; is
a sort of take-in. No, I'shouald say, you
are a king, a kind an¢ a good one, (for that
the King of Prussia is,) but still a king,
and, therefore, pray, my dear man, keep
your distance. I was much amused by
two - gent]emen near nie, speaking of the
youngest prince: one askmg, eagerly “ Why
he has got the epaulets of a major; when
was this? I never heard of this.” — ¢ Oh,”
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. .
said the other, “ he has lseen promoted

.since the last review; gnd I assure‘yoh, that

he is a good promising young officer, and
uflderstands his duty in the field.” —¢ I dare
to say he is qulte happy now,” rejoined the
other, looking back at him with evident
satisfaction. 'Therc was a something'strange
to the Lnglish car in the importance at-
tached to his military rank, as if prince
went for nothing at thé& age of nincteen.
However, they are truly a mlhtm Y people ;
and, indeed, to say the truth, although the
garrison of Berlin is ndt very large, from
the constant appearance of uniforms, and

. soldiers in all places, and at, all hours,

Berlin has the air of a capital occupied by
some well-behaved foreign force, and cheer-
ful' and protected uudel their strict. dis-
c1p]me ’ '

But with all their smartial display in
Berlin, they have no guard-mcunting, like
that in St.James’s Park; no show, like
that’troop of the Lifc or Horse Guards, with
their polished cuirasses, and long-tailed
black horses, ds they wind ‘down through
the green avenue of the Park, and after-
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wards, as, when relieved, the old guard
rides ‘calmly along Whitehall, and up Re-
0'ent-fStrcet There is nothing like our
Life or Horse Gualde to be scen in any
capltal in Eulope. I cannot say the same
of dur Foot Guards; for, though they are
very fine troops, they are not picked men.
They are not an élite; a guard should be;
and should be kept up, and never brought
into action, or engaged but on an emer-
gencye: men so formed and cons1de1‘ed will
never, never dlsappomt the expectatlon en-
terteined of them.* Look only to the Life
Guards at Waterloo; men who had, literally,
passed theirlives in stablesand at guard-fires.
I have seen individuals of the Foot Guards,
on duty at Carlton-House, so-ill-made, so
sloyching i their gait, and their fine appoint-
ments in such dull order, and*so ill put on,
that I have really cast m y eye about in fear,
lest some forcign officers should pass by. I
particularly recollcct on one occasion I saw
three Russian-officers, 1ema1kab]y finc'sol-
dierly-looking young men,, coming down
Pall-Mall, and the sentinels tvere rehcymg

out of the whole relief, except the corporal,
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there was not one finc, smatrt-looking sol-
dier. T saw these officers attentively ob-
ervmg them, and talluna with eachrother
in® that quict way, in \vhlch, as modest
gentlemen, they could alone express their
disappointment. I was so vexed, that,
knowing what truly fine corps the Guards
are, in a body' under arms, I could hardly
forbear going up ‘and requesting them to
attend a brigade field-day, before they
formed any opinion of the British> Foot
Guards : however, T did not, for I quite
felt with them, that not onc of the fre-
nadicrs there ought ever to have been
reccived into the corps. I showld say, that
almost the only thing in which our army
must yield to forcign troops is the set-up,
thé wmartial carriage, the military tread.
There is not % finer guard-mounting on the
Continent than there is always in the Dublin
garrison. For cleanliness, hardling of the
firclocks, carriage, and marching, wlen
actually under arms, our English soldiers
are equal to any in the world; but the
moment they #ke dismissed, or th(, moment
they march at ease, under a careless non-
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commissioned* officer, or are left to stand
seniry by themselves, with no reproving
eyc 0 them, they cease to look like what
they really are, and can appear. I am well
aware that there is a moral reason for a
greit deal of this slouching, which must
always strongly operate on the mind of the
British soldicr while on home-service. The
foreign grenadier walks' about among the
citizens wu:h an crect carriage and a firm
tread, proud of being a soldlel, and knows
that the more he makcs of himself, by dis-
plaving his persoa to advantage, and evi-
dencing his discipline, the more he shall be
admired. With soldier Jack, it is not so:
they all know this ; and without there is a
large group of them together, they really
are so'sensitive, and so alive to ridicale,
that they darc not walk as tkey know they
could and should : a very handsome and
vain young man, or an ugly, old, brown.
sefjeant, arc the only exceptions. Thcre is
nothing the common people in Engiand,*
even to the children, so much delight
in as the lowering and laushing at all dis-
play of pride in a common soldier: théy
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have many a saying, and mhny a trick to
provoke him with. I have often, ﬁ'om a
window, seen and smiled at this Ll’hd of
thing. « Heads up, soldier 1 uttered by
a little ragged urchin of a chlmncy-,sweeper,
will disconcert many a soldier for the
length of a strect. * Lord, what -a fine
' fellow I am!” ‘and many such phrases, will
do the like ; wheréas by a simple loungmg
gait they escape it all. "It would be dif-
ﬁcult to explain this to a foreigner; and
make him enter into it ; but there is not a
British soldier, from the Duke of York to
the young drum-boy, who is not aware of
the thing, and the mass of the common
people know it also. '

Although the appcarance of the Prussian
soldierg is very pleasing, from their youth,
their fine figuies, their becoming.uniform,
and their proud erect marching, yet I must
say, that, to speak as a soldle'r, the old
brown, weather-stained Austrians seem far
better adapted for the toil and the work of
war; and I think the time will yet cdme
when ,Prussia shay repent of a system,
which seems to me ill calculated to form

cc
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an army. Austria could take the field
to-morrow with veteran forces; Prussia
would bring youthful spirits, among whom
the march, the camp, the scanty fare, and
Suwarrow’s curse, the hospital, would -soon
make greater ravages than thc enemies
arrayed against her.

Times and modes have so changed, that
it is diverting to contrast” the present mili-
tary costume of Prussia with that of the
past +ge, which you may do at any hour of
the day, for Berlin is full of the statues of
the: great officers of her more celebrated
times. There are enough in Wilhelms-
platz alone to form a council of war, and
chief among them old Zicthen, whom I
thank the sculptor for having represented
in, the' uniform of the old black hussars.
There the old boy stands ready to mount
his horse, aed just as he may have looked
after the brilliant action of Tein*, when the
Prussian army, dispirited by long toils,
rushed from ¢heir tents, shouting, ¢ Long
live Ziethen and his hussars!’ 'The

— \-
—N
* By which he delivered the rcar of the Prusgian
army on their precipitate retreat from Bohemia in the
disastrous campaign of 1744.
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hussar uniform (excepting the long shape-
Jess waist) is less altcred than #hy® and,
I doubt not, many a Prussian hussar half-
satutes that statue to this day. But’ nothing
can look more quaint and comic than the
stiff figure, fow hat, broad coat, and but-
toned gaiters of P’rince Anhalt of Dessau,
in the square before the palace. If you
could animate hiih, he would iinmediately
commence caning these; to his eye, «e-
genelate, brown-haired boys, whé cherish
on either side something of the vain and
waving curl, and who seldom pass him
without a smile.

The busiest part of Berlin is the Konig-
Strasse: here, and in the square behind the
palace, are all the principal shops: under
the apcades, in this last place, .are those
which appearsto be the bést supplied and
most frequented. I ndsiced in the frontis-
piece to the literary almanacks, in the
booksellers’. windows, the heads of Byron
*and *Walter Scott, in the highest places
of honour, after Goethe and Schiller,+and
this in a circlé of medallioin~heads, con-
taining a dozen, shows a feeling towards

cc 2
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Iingland and English literature, which, in-
stead of our receiving haughtily as a tri-
bute, should lead us to reflect, that there
must be a something like-minded to us in the
German, or he would not lavish upon us
all this adulation. Nor is their acquaint-
ance with our literature confined to that
which is popular in the passing day, they
read back into our better age; and the
names of English poets, philosophers, and
historians, are familiar to the ears of the
educated German. The students in Berlin
may be seen, in large groups, near the hall
of the University at their class-hours, and
met solitary, or in pairs, in their returm
through the streets; their books opgn, or
tucked under their arms, and their faces
looking™ occupied, or relieved, but g]ways
with the true "student air. They much
resemble, to my eye, the class-groups whom
I bave seen hurrying about the old town of
Edinburgh, save the military forage-cap.
They appear o claim, and avail themsé]ves
of the privilege of boyhood, long after they
have grown iato men: thdy are slovenly,
hair unkempt and hands inky; and this
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it is, b think, which does*so revolt our
,English university-mgn when théy first
come in contact with German scholars.

" *The coffee-house aspect of Berlin is, like
thats of many other large cities in Germany,
south and north, idle and profligate : but
that traveller would be deceived, I think,
who should Judge of the private life of Ger-
mans from that’ peculiar class of persons,
which form, as it were} a race of them-
selves, and arc found floating on’ the, spr-
face of socicty all over that extensive coun-
try. There are, then, in Germany, avast
number of men, who seem to live only
among cards and billiard-balls, —a mark,
and one of the worst, which a very long
war, and long intercourse with the French
arrhies, have left behind. A great humber
of these are unefnployed military men, of
originally idle and dissipated habits: others
are of a class which made moncy enough
during the war, in their trades and occu-
patidns, to put on the coats without the cha-
racters of gentlemen, and who live loosely
abouj, at hotels and restauriteurs, where
they are little known as to early history.

cc 3
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and welcome for what they spend. Con-
nected with such clgsses, and no less with
the common wants and necessary evils of
large cities, is all that unhappy crowd ‘of
fau' and frail beauties, which is to be found,
most certainly, as largely scatiered about
the city of Beslin as Vienna. This a Prus-
sian, who knew both capitalé well, owned
to me, and stated that hé remembered the
tinre when Berlin was most notorious, as a
theatre of dissipation, throughout all Eu-
rope. He attributed it, in a great mea-
surc to the then frequent presence of large
numbers of the Russian and Polish nobles,
who used tg pass their winters in Berlin, by ,
their cxample, and the wealth they ex-
pended, greatly corrupting the capital, and
introducirg great licentiousness, not *so
much among the settled irhabitants, as
among those who visited it, allured by the
prospect of sgaiety and unrestrained indul-
gence. They no longer- frequent Prussia ;
and if they did, their minds and matners*
are no longer what they were. ¢ No,” said
the Prussian ;¢ what we dislike the Vien-
nese for is that they are so ignorant and
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contented, so fond of good eating and
drinking, and so indifferent to the- culti--
vation of their minds.” I am, in neither in-
stance, for one minute supposing or allud-
ing to the profligacy of privite life, of which
I can know nbthing, although I am far from
thinking that the divorces in Prussia arc a
fair test of the general corruption of a
society. These divorces often occur where
therc has been no previous criminality ; and
howcver it may be regretted that‘the mar-
riage-tie is so dang@rously light, yet being
so by the institutions of the country, all
unhappy marriages arc made public by the
. act of the dissolution. I detest the system
heartily ; and may the marriage-vow in Old
England ever run in that noble and affect-
ing st.rain, “ I'or better for worse. for richer
for poorer, in sickness and~ in health, until
death do part.” g :
There is a woman’s grave near Berlin,
which all travellers do fondly and rever-
ently visit. None needs to he informed of
the life, the fortunées, and the fate of the
late and belovied Queen of Prussia, — be-
loved, not onlv by a devoted husband, but
cc 4
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by an entire people, who respectéd her
pure example, as a wife and a mother, and
adorec] her patriot spirit as their queen.
The subject of indignities, which never havé
been, and never will be, forgiven to, the
iron-Napoleon ; and the witnéss of public
calamities, which, although they could not
subdue her generous and royal mind, cor-
roded the inward principle’ of life, stole the
bloqm from her yeuthful cheek, the light
from her fair eyes, bowed down her beau-
tiful form, broke her young heart, and laid
her in the tomb. . -

This tomb is in the garden of Char-
lottenburgh.  Acquainted with it by no
previous descrlptlon, I left the palace of
Charlottenburgh, and walked down the gar-
den alone,, the person in attend'mce Jhav-
1ng pomted out the directign, and pro-
musing to follow with the key. It was not
without sugprise thac I came suddenly,
among treces, upon a fair white Doric temple.
I might, and, should, have deemed it a
mere adornment of the grounds,—a spot
sacred tosilenee, or the soft-hreathed song ;
but the cypress and the wiliow declare it
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as a habitation of the dead. « THere was an
,aged invalid busi]y occupied about the
portal in sweeping away the dead and yel-
low lcaves, which gatheled there, and which
the «November blast, in mockery of his
vain labour, drove back upon it, in larger
and louder eddies. IHHe shook his grey
head at me, and, not seeing any body
with me, warned me petulantly away.
Nay, when the guardian®*came, it might be
fancy, but he seemed ill pleased tlaat the
sanctuary should be violated. Upon a
sarcophagus of white ntarble lay a sheet ;
and the outline of a human form was
plainly visible beneath its folds., It scemed
as though he removed a winding-sheet,
to show a Reloved corse, when the per-
son with mc reverently turncd k bgck,
and displayed thé statue of his queen. It
is a portrit-statue recambent, said to be
a perfect resemblance,—not as in death,
but when she lived to bless and be blessed.
* Nothing can be more calm and kind than
the expression of her features. The hands
are folded on/the bosom ; k& Mmbs are
suﬂimently crossed to show the repose
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of life. She does but sleep, — she ‘scarce
sleeps ;—=her mind and heart are on her
sweet'lips. It is the work of Rauch, and
the sculptor may, indeed, be proud. He
has given to his widowed king a solace
for his life. Here the King often comes,
and passcs long hours alone; here he
brings her children annually, to offer gar-
lands at her grave. These hang in withered
mournfulness above this living image of
their departed mother ; 5 and each year sees
them renewed.

Even a stranger might sit soothed for
hours by the side of this marble form, it
breathes such purity, such peace. I wish
it were more the custom in these days
to place the portrait-statue recumbent on
the monument of the dead. It is the
finest kind of memorial: nor less so, I
think, even where, 4s in the middle ages,
it is allowed to approach to the appear-
ance of the corse, provided the features
be preserved,,and the general execution,
nature: the fillet round the temples, the
cheeks slightly collapsed, . and the limbs
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stretched out in the stony rigidit}'{of death,
have a most affecting and subAm® chi-
racter. e

" WAs soon as we had left the temple, the
old man, fobbmg his d1s1e0a1ded fee with-
out looking at it, 1eturned to his strange
and uselcss task, with all that wasted dili-
gence which often marks the activity of the
second childhood ; and as I looked back I
saw the dlsturbed leaves® circling roundk his
atred head. How strange, how miystkeriQus
arc the decrees of lleaven!— youth and
-beauty lie buried in the early grave, —
lone and withered age lives on !

An Englishman feels little gempted to
pass a winter in the capital of Prussia.
The stove, ajthough I admit that it spreads
arnore equal and comfortable heat thyopgh
an apartmenty is*no substitute for the red
glow-of the companionable fige : you canrfot
turn your back to it with satisfaction ; you
miss that sceptro of domestic rule, the
' poker; and you are glad, atleast I was, to
hasten home. ) .

1 .havc neyer in my lifc-eraversed so
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wretched & toud as that which leads from
Berlin"to"Hamburgh, ; and I think the man,
who should enter Germany from this latter
point would, of necessity, throw so dark a
colour on his canvass, that his wholer pic-
ture’ of the country would ~ partake the
gloom. It is-a journey to be endured, just
as you would a punishment, or a surgical
operation. Through the” long nlght the
eycwill never clése, the head will never
cease 4o ache, and, from the successive and
continuous jolts, a]though the carriage be
ever- so well paddéd, the shoulders will be
bruised and blackened. A great deal of it
is laid down in timber to prevent vehicles
from sinking immovable in the sand, and
the passing these portions is a fatigue very
far -beyond a day’s journeying on the dto-
medary. The houses of ‘callsare wretched.

At one of them,In a wild sandy spot,
among forests of fir, | heard the sound of
music, and looking in, through a cloud of
smoke in a small miserable apartment, so’
hot, that T could not remain five minutes,

I found & coiiéction. of figutes, cast ip na-
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ture’s most coarse and ungain’y mould,
waltzing. Women, brown and broad, with
heavy shoes, and coarse stuff gowns’and
petticoats, waltzing with clowns as plain
and rough, only looking, from their garb

less large — less masculine I might say.” It
was good this: — it was not fit. that I should.
have left Germany withgit being jolted
over this execrable road, or without having
some of my bright and soft recollections of
the German waltz corrected, or rathar djs-
turbed by the sight of a group, and of
smovements, which no pen or pencil could
faithfully depict.

It was a dirty, drizzling, dull, cold day
when I entered Hamburgh, and the very
first question I asked when I got out of the
carriage, was, ¢ Is there a packet it Cux-
haven, and when’ does she sail for Eng-
land?”. That evening- I dropped down
the river in a Hamburgh boat; the next
morning I was sailing past Heligoland ; ‘on
the night of that day, slept through a
ga]e boisterously favourable, on the North
sea, and anchfred the, third--evening in
Harwich roads.
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~The cdnclusion of this light volume
Pust,* I feel, be that in which nothing is
concluded I was desirous of seeing Ger-
many for myself‘ and I have seen it.e T
have only ventured to give brief notiees of
what I saw, and to mingle with them those
reflections, which the scenes I looked upon
uggested to m . mind.

Germany had long been, to my fancy,
the region of romnance; her warrior po-
pulatmn, and her f'alr-eyed women, had
filled up many a plcture, pamted by the
ming’s pencil in fter musing hours. I had -
already secn all her armies in review array;
I wanted tQ see them scattered about their,
‘native country in such groups and, occu-
pations as belong to peace. ,

I wanted to look upon thosc women of
Germany, to whose lot it has not unfre-
quently fallen to-'conceal to-day-a wan-
quished friend, to receive to-morrow a
vidtorious foe;— to suecour the wounded
of all partles- to have her heart assailed,’
as woman, in a thousand ways, and to be
placed irt situations, where v]ove could only
breed despair.



CONCLUSION. 3899

.1 wanted to see those Germih youths,
who, in the strange and frequen# change®
of alliance in their distracted country,fbund
the tie of private friendship suddenly bro-
ken &y the voice of war;" and the man
whom their soul loved opposed to them in
the front of battle. .

. -

The theatre of these bjtles, the site of
the camps where contending armies lay, of
the cities in which they were cantoned, the
amusements which the day’s halt ghve,them
opportunities of sharing for a first, a Tast,
h only time, the promenades on which
they may have walked, and the gardens in
. which their bands may have gathered in-
voluntary groups of listeners during the
short sojourn; — these, and such like, were
my trifling objects, and, perhaps, it-wgs not
altoggther wighot a secref wish to gather
materials of scenery and of portraits whieh
might give truth and interest % some pro-
posed fictions; for.military-life would weave
swelleinto the woof, and have shades as well
as lights, dark as the lover of peace aould
desire them tp be, and bright s to the
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brave, thé‘ardent, and the young, th'ey ever
Must appear.  Whether I shall ever venture
on the task, I know not.. ¢ Man proposeth,
God dis'poset Rt

¢« Whhat, though the radiance which whs once so bright
Be now fo1 ever taken from my sight,
T:- 1igh nothmg ran bring back the hour
of splendour in tl ~ grass, of glory in the flower;
‘We will grieve not, rather find
Stiength 1n what remains behind,
Ip the primal sympathy
‘Which having been must ever be,
In the soothing thoughts that spring
QOut of human suffering,
In the faith that looks through death,

In years that bung the plilosophic mind.”
‘WoRrRDSWORTH.

.
'THE END.

LoxpoN:
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