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PEDESTRIAN TOUR OF A SCOTTISH EMIGRANT IN THE MIDDLE
STATES OF AMERICA.

Tue late travellers in America have generally
gone “ starring” thither, taking the grand route
in grand costume. The humble traveller, whom
we are about to introduce to our readers, saw
nothing of fashionable hotels or watering-places,
little of the great cities, and nothing at all of great
or noted personages. He visited the Americans
“st home,” in their farms and villages; threw
himself upon their hospitality ; lived among them
for years; and saw more of their real manners and
character than falls within the ordinary scope of a
#tranger’s observation. He was a young Scotch-
man, of respectable education, and very slender
means, who, without apparently any very definite
plan of proceeding, set off, in the first place, for
Lower Canada, in national phrase, “to push his
fortune.” He lived for some years as a school-
Raster about Chaleur Bay, and afterwards in dif-
ferent places in the United States. His bulky
M8, now before us, contain a long, minute, and
hithful description of his original dreary sojourn
among the fishermen, wood-choppers, and Indian
tribes of Lower Canada, When tired of that
kality, he formed the design of visiting the
United States, partly from curiosity, and pro-
kbly with some hope of bettering his fortune.
For this purpose, be went from Chaleur Bay by
1 niiling vessel to Quebec, ascended the 8t Law-
feace to Montreal by steam, and, finally, found
bis way to New York by the customary route.
In the course of his voyage he picked up a young
Irishman, still poorer than himself ; and, on the
hith of & reputed rich uncle at Baltimore, who
vas to send money to await his nephew’s arrival
8 New York, the Scot made those pecuniary ad-
Yaaces which confirmed their friendship, and left
kim almost penniless. We take them up at New
York, exactly as, on an autumn evening, they had
left the steamer which brought them from Albany.

CHAPTER 1.

We landed at New York in the evening, the
nin pouring down in torrents: of course, got
1o the nearest boarding-house as fast as our legs
tould carry us, where we passed a cold, comfort-
lew evening ; but our penance in the traveller's
Tom wag, in a good measure, compensated by a
ot excellent supper, and as good a bed. This

ing-house was situated at the cormer of
Washington Street—a most delightful situation—
vith one front to the Hudson, and the other to
the Battery ; and, what was still better, the
people of the house were very civil, and pro-
fuced at breakfast and supper the best coffee I
lave tasted in America; they also gave us a
dish 1 had never seen before—namely, fried
Oysters, some of them as large as my hand. Next
Morning, early, my companion and I went out
upon the Battery, “ to snuff the caller air ;” and,
o, how delicious! The rain had ceased during
the night, the breeze came from the ocean fresh
a0d exhilarating, and the sun shone with reful-

gence upon trees and grass sparkling with dew-
drops, What is called the Battery is not so in
reality, although it can easily be transformed
into one upon an emergency. There you see
neither embrasures, cannon, balls, nor soldiers;
but the peaceful citizens tuking their quiet pro.
menade. It is but a small nook, and much the
shape of a Scotch farrel, or cake of oatmeal
bread—ene of the straight sides being somewhat
longer than the other, and the rounded side
nearest the river, I know not how many acres
it may contain ; bat, diminutive though it be, it
is a most delightful spot, with walks, trees,
and seats for the accommodation of those who
frequent it. I sat for some time upon one of
the benches with a young man whom, although
dressed like a gentleman, I took to be a sailor,
from his telling me that he had been in every
quarter of the globe, and that, of all the pretty
spots he had ever seen, he had neverseen any equal
to the Battery. Indeed, none but an eye-witness
can have any idea of the beauty of the scene, as
seen from this charming spot. The city, the
broad Hudson, the shipping, the Jersey shore,
with its towns, Staten lsland, Long Island, Go.
vernor’s Island, with its fort, and vessels of all
kinds plying in every direction, from the trim-
built wherry to the lordly frigate, with numerous
steamers splashing, and dashing, and whizzing,
like desperation, through the waves, are the pro-
minent figures of the picture displayed hefore
his eyes. But, after all, the view from the Bat-
tery, although exceedingly beautiful, in my opi-
nion is still surpassed by that from the citadel of
Quebec. The latter, to all the beauty of the
former, over and above adds much of the grand,
if not of the sublime. On the round side of the
Battery is attached Castle Garden—what I take
to bave been a fort, or the real battery, but it is
now used for the exhibition of fireworks, and so
forth,

After breakfast, we made the best of our way
to the far-famed Broadway,. We had but the
length of the shortest side of the Battery to
reach the Bowling-green—a small oval green,
railed in, and shaded with trees. From this
starts Broadway, and runs in nearly a straight
line for three miles: so they told me, although 1
scarcely think it quite so long as that. I know
not whether I be right in placing the head of
the street near the Bowling-green, since the
other end must be nearly three miles higher up
the river ; but, according to my way of thinking,
the end of a street next the country is the foot
of it, However it be, along Broadway we went,
from end to end ; and, take it all in all, it is cer-
tainly a most magnificent street, the houses being
large, the stores splendid, and filled with the
productions of every clime. It may be prejudice,
but, in my opinion, it is nothing equal to the
Trongate of Glasgow : nor, in fact, have I seen
any street which pleases me s0 much as the lat-
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ter. One great drawback upon Broadway is the
houses being built of brick ; for, however com-
modious, substantiel, and large you may build
them of such material, still they are but brick
houses, and I never saw a pretty brick house
yet. Trinity Church—-Episcopalian-—one of the
handsomest in the city, faces upon Broadway, as
also some of the largest hotels, I believe, in the
world : the chief of these are Hester Jenning's
and the Astor House; the latter srected by
Jacob Astor, the founder of Astoria, at the mouth
of the Columbia River, and one of the million-
aires of New York.

But, leaving brick walls and other inanimate
objects, let us turn our attention to something
more interesting, Whoever has strolled down
Broadwsy, betwesn the hours of eleven and
twelve, a.x., must have seen as splondid a sight as
can well be imagined, in the immense number of
ladies on the pavé at that time. We were
joggiog is along, like good, quiet citisens, and
had not proceeded very far down, when we en.
countered a band of ladies all dressed in white,
This company having passed, we obeerved an-
other as strong following hard in the rear, and
another and another, ad infinitum,

““ What the deuce is this?” exclaimed my
companion,

““ 1 belleve it must be a wedding,” said I.

“ Faith, an’ its a big faimale one, toe, for the
devil a gentlenian ’s among them but ourselves.”

¢ I think we had better take the other side of
the street,” I replied, “ for the faimales sesm to

- have taken complete possession of this ome.” 8o,
crossing the strees, we had a full view of the
whole procession.

“ Whas a sight!” exclaimed the Irishman,
with an oath,

And well he might exclaim, for the whole weet
side of the street, as far as the eye eould reach,
was one dassling line of white: it was a real
vig lacted—milky way—--or, if the figure please
better, a gigantic bed of white liliss. I have
soen wkhat is oslled Vanity Pair at Glasgow ; but
the Vanity Fair of New York outstrips it be-
yond all compatison. The above goodly proces-
sion moves slong Brosdway for the Battery; but
by what street it returns I cannot tell, as every
time I saw the ladies premenading, their faces
were turned tewarde the same point. The
compsrison may not be a good ous, and, fer
oertaln, it is not very polise, but they pat me in
mind of the lemmings which emigrate, at certain
seasons of the year, from the northern reglons—~
march straightforward in inpumerable srmies—
but never find their way back sgain. Whether
the New York ladies be pretty in general or
not, I cannot say, but I eertainly saw some
pretty facos among them. My companion, how-
ever, who was quite enraptared at the firet sight,
seemed to have changed his mind on their se-
oond appearanee. ¢ Oh, it's all dress and show,
and nothing elve.” But it must be eonfessed he
had not a good opportunity of knowing the trush
at the distance we viewed them from, besides, his
mind appeared to be soured against everyshing
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American, and, over and above, he had brought
along with him a whole load of Old Country
prejudices,

In your progress along Broadway, you will
come to the Park-—a triaugular green, railed in,
with walks and trees, the apex towards the strest,
and the base adorned by the City Hall, one of
the most meagnificent buildings in the United
States. It is built of white marble, and royal
enough for the proudest crowned head on earth.
1 am spenking of the outside just now ; fur, when
you get into the inside—at least what I saw of it
—-you would never think you were in a palace.
Oateide, all is nobility and royalty ; the inside
sinks even beneath republican plainpess. The
Court was sitting at the time we were there;
we, of course, followed the crowd up staire into
the Ceurt-room—a very plain.looking chamber,
very much resembling a college class-room.
When we entered, it was nearly filled ; and all
were sitting with their hats on—a fashion much
in vogue in the United Btates. Being newly
arrived in the country, it could not be ex-
pected thas we should know the fashions, or
shake off our barbarism all at once; we, ac-
cordingly, wers so very impolite as to remove
the felt from our heads, and modestly retire
to a back seat. Two Quakers followed us in
the rear, and took their seats beside ns, with
bhats o as broad as talipot leaves. On the
appearanoce of the Judges, the cry of ¢ off hate”
arose from the officers of the court. The order
was promptly complied with, execept by our two
friends the Quakers, who were determined to be
extra polite on the cocasion. The officers, ses-
ing all the polls bare except the two in our im-
mediate neighbourhood, came up te enforce the
order ; but all weuld not do: the refractory
individuals, intertwining their fingers over the
orowns of their beavefs, set the officers at de-
fiance, who, sesing there was ne great giory to
be obtsined in the comtest, retreated to their
proper stations, sad left the gentlemen to show
their respect to the Cemrt in their own way.
The trial was of a Mr Ellsworth and others, for
some kind of conspiracy ; but as I was toe far
back to hear the procéedings, we loft the oeurt.

On getting into the epea air, sur sttentiom
was arrested by an equestrian statue of Wash.

immediately in front of the City Hall. I
took it to be a stucco oasting ; but 1 may be mie-
taken. Hewever it be, the statuary and the
good citizsens of New York deserve great eredit ;
the former for mountisg Washington uwpea a
pony, and the latter for the ecstliness of the
material, If Washingtoa eould look down amd
see something intended as a fuc-simile of him-
self, mounted upon something little bigger thaxn
s Highland shelty, with its fore-fest pawing the
sir as if it were making some attemspt at preschr.
ing, I think he would laugh hesrtily.

Antong the buildings fasing one side of the
Park is the Park Thestre, which receives goad
encoursgement, When I was thers, there was
only one other theatrs, the Bowery; but rew
they have get me fower than ssves, all which
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reosive their share of patronage ; besides which,
there is Castle Gardens, a Vauxhall, and a Rane.
lagh~-places of amusement sufficient, in ail good
conscience, for a population four times as great ;
but the truth is, the United States is the best
country in the world for players, lecturers, show.
men of all kinds, and so forth, This is evident,
from the amaging aumber of theatrss, museums,
race-sourses scattered all over the sountry, and
the amasing fortunes whish foreign actors make
in a short time. I don’s undorstand it very
well, bus a village in the United States, whioch,
if it had beea looated in the Old World, would
sarcely have supported a schoolmaster, here,
waehow or other, maintains a newspaper editor
into the bargain ; and a town, whieh, in the Old
Country, would not be able to maintain & news-
paper, will, in the United Btates, have two or
thres, and & theatre into the bargain. Afier
Brosdway, the next strest of note is Wall
Street, eelebrated all over the United States,
sad maybe, t00, in the capitals of Europe, for
its money transactions. As s street, it is ele-
fust snough ; but its principal beauty, howevsr,
wosists in the number of gamblers in Blocks,
vho frequent it as & mart, and the multisuds of
maey-changers, who charitably help the needy
)y lending them money st cent. per sent. on
good sseurities, In Wall Btrest is the Post-
Ofies; 3 80-80 building when I was thers s but
they ware making preparations to set up & por.
tisoin front, to be supported by mussive pillars of
vhite marble, Water and Peatl Streets are
nrrew and ugly, end very much resembling
wme of the London wtreets ; bus they ars great
Maces for business, and well stocked with suo.
tin-reoms, which are known by having a flag
lnging over the door, Greenwich Btrees s o
very good one, with trees planted on éach side s
tnd the Bowary, Catharine, and William Strests,
ire worthy of attention. It is almoss needless
to mention that New York is in no want of
dturchen, some of them handeome enough, but,
st the same time, nothing extraordinary, Trinity
Chareh, in Broadway, is a hundsome building,
ud hse one of the finest orguns I have ever
board, A alteration must have taken
Puce in New York sinoe I was there, partly
oving to its inoreasing prosperity, and partly
oving to the great fire of 1888, which consumed
8 great pars of the eity. This lutter misfortune,
though produetive of great salamity ut the time,
will much conduee to the ameliorating the ap-
pesranioe of the sity, as it commonly happens
that the streets epened, and buildings erested,
\fter a fire, ave greatly superior to the ones
dntroyed. There is one thing with vegard to
New York, and I believe 1t holds good in respest
to all the cities in the Unlon-vthe strests are
Dot pestered by common beggars, like thoss of
Burepe. Indeed, during the twelve yoars I huve
ben in Atnerica, although I have sesn many
peeple, yet I have never seén any who fol.
begging as a profession. But there Is
Saother nuisanee, and worse, in my epiaion, than
the common beggars, whish New York would do
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well to get rid of—I mean the free blacks, or,
as they are called, “people of colour.” These
swarm like locusts in Broadway, and swegger
along as if a white man was beneath their notice,
If you mees & band of them, I'll not say that
you must touch your hat to them, but you must
take pretty good care they don't jostle you into
the kennel. The City Council ought to hang
one half of them, and the money would be well
epent in ahipping the other half to 8iberia. Dur-
ing the stay 1 made in New York, I saw nothing
like a mob, and congratulated the city on its
quiet deportment ; but, sinoe that period, I have
had resson to change my opinion, s very serious
riots have oecurred in Boston, New York, Phila-
delphis, and Baltimore. I have always said so,
and thoe citisens of the United States may depend
upon it, that when their cities become over-
grown and filled to overflowing with a msnufac-
Suring populasion, the lower classes of sotiety
will become as unruly as those in Europeaa
cities,

While in Albany, my friend, the Irishman, had
writéen to his unclé, announsing his being on
the way down to him, as also the leaky condition
of his purse, with a wish that he would be so
very kind a8 to have a quantity of the ready
lyiog in New York Post.Office against the time
he should be down thers. Our main businees,
therefors, after our arrival in that city, was to
dance attendance at the Poss=Office in the expect.
ation of finding & load of imoney ; but, like a
great many searshers for gold, we were doomned
to disappointment—.no money made its appear-
anoe—-and cur patience began to wear ous. As
it was of no use to stay in a large sity for the
mere purposs of expecting money, and actually
expending the little we had, I recommended to
my fellow.traveller a trip out to the country,
where we might find something to do, and .at
tho same time be within watching.distance: of
tho Post-Office, if he actually thought the money
would come. He agreed; and of we started
down Broadway, and got into the country on the
7th of October. I don’t recolleet She name of
the plaes st which we staid thas night, but next
morning we passed through Manhattan—a small
place, and not worth mentioning; as also an.
other small place called Philipsburgh ; and then
orossed the stream which runs from the Hudson
or North to the Esst River, and forms the Island
of Manhattan. From this island we pamed to
the mainland by means of Kingebridge-—a paltry
thing bailt of rough plank, but, nevertheless,
much spoken of in American history, By this
day’s travel we got into Greehburgh township,
and put vp at night in & decent enough house.
The landiady was a tall, majestic-looking wo.
man, with & very fine, plessent countenance;
but, on further aéquaintance, we discovered
that her beauty did not extend much deeper than
the skin. The biblical figure of the ¢ painted
sepulehre” suited her exactly: without, all
beauty—within, all rottenness, 8he had a most
unanisble temper, which was somewhat astonish-
ing to me, as she ssemed to have been actuslly
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delivered of a lump of her ill-nature embodied in
human form. This embodied sprite was her
gon, who lay on the floor, before the fire, in the
misshape of—I don’t know what ; for he scarcely
had the semblance of a being of this world. He
might be about three feet long, with a monstrous
head, and a mouth that would suit a shark. He
was hunch-backed, his legs crooked, his eyes, like
snakes’, gleamed malignity, and he was con-
tinually restless, rolling from side to side, utter-
ing imprecations and demands for grog, a glass
of which was kept constantly by him on the floor.
This being, if he was actually human—although
to be pitied—formed one of the most disgusting
objects I ever beheld. Sure enough, we were right
glad to get out of the house next morning ; and,
althongh frosty and very cold, we did not even
stay for breakfast, but made the best of our way
towards White Plains, having a desire to see
the battle-ground. On our way thither, we
entered a farm-house to rest ourselves. This
farm belonged to an Irishman: of course, my com-
panion and he got quite gracious ; and a bargain
was not long in being struck, anent his remain-
ing there until he should be enabled to start for
Maryland. Whether it was owing to my being a
heretic, or a Scotchman, or what other reason, I
know not, but pretty strong hints were thrown
out that I might take the road as soon as I liked.
But having brought my friend and myself so far
on my own resources, I did not like, and was
determined not to be flung off quite so uncere-
moniously ; so made bold to stay two or three
days, until I could devise some plan for my future
guidance. Before I start afresh, it may, perhaps,
not be amiss to give a short account of the
country between this and New York. The sur-

"_face of the country is rather inclined to be hilly,

least much broken, and some places remark-
abYy stony—the farm we were now upon being of
the latter description. The soil is not among
the) richest ; but, withal, rich enough for growing
gaod potatoes. About a mile from Kingsbridge,
I think, we passed a quarry of white marble—a
thing I had never seen before. We also ob-
served some gentlemen’s seats, which looked to
have been huilt before the Revolution ; at least
they had the reverend look of age, and were in
a style quite different from that of American
houses in the present day. The road itself was
a tolerably good road, although I think I have
seen better. The most striking peculiarity of our
journey was the great number of fine orchards
we met with, and the plenty of fruit-treee, apples
especially, along the road-sides, where the pro-
prietors, when they planted the orchards, had
been pleased, in a very kindly manner, not to
forget the wayfaring man, but had planted
fruit-trees also along the roads ; from which, in
their season, the traveller has nothing more to
do than take up a stick or a stone, and knock
down as many as will fill his stomach, and his
pockets into the bargain. I return them my
Xkind thanks for my share, for many a good feast
have I had from them. The same remark will
apply to the whole line of road that I have
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travelled in the Middle States. Indeed, I-have
more than once gone over the fence into the
orchard without asking anybody’s permission,
and pocketed as many as 1 pleased, and that
before the house too, without anybody’s saying—
“ What do’st thou ?” America is the paradise for
fruits, and the people are far from being nig-
gardly of them. The first cider-mill I saw was
at the house of a farmer, neighbouring to that
in which we were. I assisted them at the work,
and got as much cider as I could drink for my
trouble. In my progress onward, I met with
many of these cider presses; and generally when
I asked for a drink at any house, they gave me
cider instead of water. The best cider, I believe,
is made in New Jersey.

1 have to observe, that the New Yorkers,
although a quiet and decent enough people, are
not of such a kindly disposition, or don’t shew
their kindness with such a liberal hand, as the
inhabitants of the States farther south—at least
0 it appeared to me. There is a certain air of
bluntness, or rather roughness, about them, as if
they did not want to be troubled, and which is
very disagreeable to a stranger. I accounted for
this from the amazing multitudes of emigrants
which annually land at New York from foreign
ports, as well as those which find their way down
thither from Canada. The greater portion of
these emigrants are poor ; and, as it is impoasi-
ble they can all find employment in the city, 8
as to keep soul and body hanging together,
crowds of them must, of necessity, take to the
country, and harass the inhabitants by demands
for work, or help to carry them onwards. By
these means, the people’s tempers bave got
soured, especially towards poor strangers; end
as for those foot travellers, who may chance to
have pretty good coats on their backs, as was the
case with us, who either want not, or may not be
able to pay for a carriage, they very naturally
take them for some runaways from the city, or,
perhaps, for something worse. 1 recollect once,
wandering among the Kilbirnie hills in Scot-
land, I encountered an elderly woman striving
to colleet some cattle together, and very good-
naturedly asked her.if she wished for any help;
when, instead of thanking me, she stood staring
ae if she had seen a ghost—indeed, the place
would have well suited Macbeth’s meeting the
weird sisters—and asked me, < Whare d’ye comé
frae ?” ¢ From Glasgow,” I replied. “ Ay!
quo’ she, * there’s mony blackguards in Glas-
gow.” 8o it may be the same with the New
Yorkers ; not that they want the milk of human
kindness, but that they have been often troubled
by strangers, and because they know there are
many blackguards in New York.

Being now pretty well refreshed, I thought of
proceeding onwards. I don’t know if I could be
said to have any reguler plan laid down for futu-
rity ; all 1 know is, that I was determined to go
to the south—if not as far as New Orleans, at
least as far as Virginia. From what I bad resd
in geographies and books of travels, I had formed
a very high opinion of southern countries ; and
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11 1had already seen enough of northern ones,

and was tolerably well acquainted with ice and
wow, methought I would be in a kind of paradise
ifonee I could get intothesunny climeof the south,
and bask in the sunehine of a perpetual summer.
Often 1 figured myself lying aleng beneath the
shade of the live oak, refreshing myself with the
golden fruit plucked from orange groves, while
my eyes wandered over the rich fields of cotton
and sugar cane. It was, indeed, asouthern country
of my own creating that I saw in my day-dreams ;
butit was none the worse for all that ; oh, no! for I
. bad peopled it with everything that was good.
Our firet parents themselves had not a prettier
domicile than the one I had now created for the
express purpose of passing the remainder of my
daysinpeace and quietness, and wearing gradually
amay, like the last ray of the setting sun, as it
departs to shine upon some land, perhaps stillmore
fair and beautiful. With such notions in my head,
sowonder I parted with my fellow-travellerinright
good spirits ; and although I had left all the pro-
perty 1 had in the world at New York—theclothes
enmyback, and an exchange shirt or two excepted
—my determination for the present was to cross
the Hudson at tHe nearest point, and proceed
direct to Baltimore. By this means I thought I
could kill three birds with one stone. I could see
James’ uncle, and get some money forwarded to
him; and by so doing, I also might procure
wme friends to myself—necessary articles in the
vorld, especially in a foreign land : and, besides,
I'would still be prosecuting my main design of
getting to the southward. My plan of travelling
downwards was somewhat novel; for 1 had
Mopted the whimsical notion of moving in a
traight line to Baltimore, or rather to the
fnt bridge on the Susquehanna next to Balti-
more, so that I might avoid the bays, be farther
in the country, and have a better chance of see-
ing the Americans ¢ at home” —as they actually.
existed ; for staying in inns, travelling in stage-
coaches, ef cetera, and seeing only the popula-
tion of large cities, is to see the people through
3 false medium, varnished over by the gloss of
artificial modes and customs, and but too much
orropted by intercourse with the world. By
keeping a direct course, like a ship in the ocean,
wd, like her, allowing for leeway—for it could
ot be expected that the road I had to walk
on would always lead in the precise direction
Iwanted to go—I conjectured I would meet with
the people just as Providence presented them to
me—the real people, the Republicans, not the
politicians, but the real bona fide Democrats. I
knew the precise spot where Baltimore lay from
the point of my departure, and, to make the navi-
fation complete in all respects, I was determined
fo ask nobody the road, but depend entirely
upon the sun and my own head for guides.
Matters arranged, I started for Tarrytown in
order to get a boat to cross the Hudson. On
my way thither, I accosted a jolly-looking farmer,
who was doing something in his cartshed, with,
“Can you tell me, sir, if this is the straight road
to Tarrytown ?”  * No, sir, it is not the straight
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road, for it is a very crooked one.” I thanked
the man for his wit, and went on. The road was
actually none of the etraightest, but that did not
hinder me from reaching Tarrytown—a place of
no consequence, except as being that near which
André was taken by the American militiamen.
I saw nothing like a town, except a few low
houseson a kind of reef orbreak water, which, run-
ning out a short distance into the river, might be
called by that name. But towrs in the United
States are very easily made: get up a store, an
inn, a dwelling-house or two, and if you can add
a church, so much the better ; your town is al-
ready built. In the West they spring up like
mushrooms—in a day’stime. 1have passed through
more than one place called towns, and I was
asking how far it was to them, long after I had
passed through them. On the highway, a little
above Tarrytown, I observed a neat two-story
schoolhouse ; and, at no great distance, I also
saw a decent young man proceeding towards it
with a step and mien as if he were going to be
hanged. It must have been the schoolmaster,
Yes, poor fellow, schoolmasters, and school-
houses, and schools, are pretty much the same
all over the world ; plenty of toil and trouble,
but very little for it. With three-fourths of all
the schoolmasters in the world, the schoolhouse
is a kind of penitentiary, where the poor fellow
of a teacher has to get daily upon the worst
kind of treadmill, in penance for his youthful
indiscretions, or rather for that worst of all
crimes, poverty.

The primary school system in the state of New
York is, I believe, on a very good footing. What
is called the school-fund, if I mistake not, is
large ; and there are numerous schools of all
kinds scattered over the country, The United
States deserve great credit for the attention
paid to education, especially the Eastern and
Middle States ; and the Southern and Western
are coming up pretty close behind them in the
same honourable career, In all the public unsold
lands, the General Government always keeps
reservations for schools and colleges ; and most
if not all the Eastern and Middle States have
school-funds, but how raised I do not recollect ;
for the past, the payment of the schoolmasters
was much upon the same principle as the Scot-
tish schoolmasters’ salaries. Connecticut bas
a fund of two millions, and some of the other
States are not far behind it in that respect.
This is so far good, as the interest of such large
funds, divided among the teachers, lowers the
price of education to the people, and thereby
enables the poor man to educate his family upon
the same footing as the rich—that is, as far as
primary schools are concerned. But would it
not be an improvement, instead of adding more
to such a large principal, to divide the surplus
among the teachers, in order to enlarge their
salaries, for certainly very few can maintain
that the schoolmaster’s income is too great?
However, notwithstanding all that has been
done, and is still doing in the United States for
education, there appears to be ““something rottan.
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inthe State of Denmark ;" for, at a late meeting of
some society or other in New York, a Dr Taylor
amerted in his speech, that out of the 80,000
teachers in the United States, not 100 were fit.
ted for fulfilling the duties of the station. What
qualifications the Rev. Dootor may deem neoes-
sary in a primary school teacher, or professor, I
know not ; but if his assertion be true—ewhich I
think very unlikely—so much the greater pity ;
and if it be not true—which is very likely—the
Doctor ought to be ducked in 8 horse-pond, and
then heartily cow.hided by way of dessert.

Not getting a boat at Tarrytown, and after
having taken a rest in a very poor house-for
there are poor people in the United Btates, and
pleity of them too—I took the road up the river
for Peskskill, where I arrived late in the after-
noon without anything uncommon happening.
The conntry through which I travelled to.day
was none of the richeet, and very much broken
snd stony. I wentintono houses, except a very
mean-looking inn to take some refreshment—and
the inside, sure enough, did not belie the out.
I may add, thas I passed along the Runicon
Bridge, situated in rather a romantio spot.
Peekekill is but a small place, not deserving
the name of town, possessing only one store, a
few houses, and no church that I saw. Dur.
ing the Revolution, it was a depdt for military
stores.

1 have mentioned the word store more than
once, and as a store in America may be a differ-
ent thing from a store in Europe, I may as well,
once for all, tell the differences: In the Old
Country, when one wants anything, he goes or
sends to such a one’s shop for it ; but, as it hap-
pens that mechanics have got their shops too, it
would never do for such & respectable man as an
American merchant to have one ; besides, Re.
publican simplicity is very ticklish in such mat.
ters; the shop has therefore bsen metamorphosed
into a store, and what is actually the store is
called the warehouse. As these stores in the
couniry places sell a great varisty of articles,
theyare, of course, like our meal-millsand smith.
fes, great places of rendezvous for the neighbour-
hood ; and she storekeeper is generally a man
of great influence.

Not long after I arrived at Peekskill, a boat
with some young men was about starting for the
other side ; and on requesting a place by them,
they obligingly complied. For my fare I paid
a shilling, or what they csll an elevenpenny bit.
From the decent appedrance of the young men,
T thought it somewhat cutious that they should
accept such a trifle from a stranger who cost
them no trouble : but it is a very hard matter
for an American to refuae a plece of silver when
offered ; and, besides, the boat might have been
a regular ferry-boat, which would greatly alter
the case. I put up at an inn close to the place
where we Janded, built in the southern style—
that is, the stairs leading to the upper story are
on the outside, and land you upon a balcony,
runfiing the whole length of the house, which, of
< w0, forms & kind of perch or veranda to the
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lower story. The house was a very good one,
and the landlord very civil.

Next morning, early, 1 started over.a rough

country, leaving Fort Montgomery two miles on
the right. A good proportion of to.day’s travel
lay through woodland, and very stony. In pro-
ceeding along, I was much startled by a fox which
oame out of the wood, in rather too great a burry,
a few paces before me. I don’t think he intended
to frighten me, as, in his haste, he was half way
across the road befors he observed me; when,
stopping short, he looked very earnestly at me,
and I did the same at him, for, being in a strange
country, in my surprise I took him for a wolf
or other savage animal. We both stood in the
middle of the road, gasing at one another, as if
we knew not upon what terms we bad met,
whether as friende or enemies, or whether we
should advance or retreat. However, to makea
decided change in the disposition of the parties,
I lifted a stone, which sent my opponent out of
sight in an instant—he tsking his road and I
mine.

The first town on my way was Goshen, a
tolerably large village, and celebrated all over
the Btates for its butter, although it appeared to
me not to be in possession of the richest pas-
tures. The fields, when I passed them, were black
with the 8panish needle-—a plant covered with a
kind of prickles, which easily leave the plant
and cleave to the sheep’s flesce in such quanti-
ties that you csanot tell whether the sheep be
black or white. This herb is very plentiful in
sll the pastures as far down as Virginia, snd
gives the country in many places a very black
sppearance. However it bs, Goshen, as I have
said, is famed for its butter; and so great is the
demand for it, that I am told there is no placs
where that article is #o dear and soarce as G-
shen—s0 much so indeed, that the Goshenites
have to lubricate their bread with butter beught
at New York,

CHAPTER I

I inquired for the schoolmaster, and rested
myself a little with him. He appeared tobea
very quiet man, with a very decent wife, ands
good many children. The house, the fawily,
the tout ensemble, reminded me very much of
that of a Scotch schuolmaster's. Leaving the
teacher and Goshen, 1 afterwards passed Green-
wood furnace, and ‘through Monroe and Craig-
ville, the latter consisting of only one store, &
grist-mill, and a dwelling-house or two, romsan-
tically situated upon asmall stream, The most
remarkable feature of to-day’s journey, was the
large proportion of woodland I passed through;

and the same may be remarked ns s geperal
feature in Amerioan seenery, with the exeeption
of here and there pieces cléared to a greater or
less extent. Taking the line of voad I have
travelled in the United States as s sample, it
was at one time through woedland, at another
through cleared portions, but still with s suff-
clency of timber oh the farms 3 now up-hill, and
then down again, and e0 on repeatedly, with s
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mmeness in the appearance of the country, which
rendered the travelling somewhat dull.

A little way past the Greenwood furnace, the
road cute a bank of very fine sand, which struck
me as well suited for founderies.

At night I put up at the houss of & Mr Ander-

son, a very respectable farmer, from the appear-
ance of both him and his house. He was a quiet
man, and spoke but little ; but withal very kind,
15 slso everybody about th® house. Supper
was over when 1 arrived, but I got a good bed,
ad next morning the breakfast-table literally
groaned beneath the good things placed upon it.
The main business with the cook, or whoever else
st the table—for I saw no mistress—seemed
to be, not how the dishes might be gracefully
amnged, but to fill up every vacant nook with
wmething or other. The Americans don’t care
w much abeut ceremony or taste—that of the
palate excepted—but take good care to put
plenty on the board, and then leave every indi-
vidual to Aill his stomach in the way he thinks
best. I don’t make the above remark because
Ihsppened to be well treated at Mr Anderson’s,
but I found it to apply, with a few exceptions,
toall the people west of the Hudson. After
breakfast, as it was raining veryhard, the farmer,
another man, and myself, sat down to shell
hickory-nuts for the New York market—they
bringing there about a dollar the bushel. These
nuts, walnuts, and chestnuts, are very plentiful
allover the United States,and, along with scorns,
farnish & very nourishing food to vast droves of
swvine. There are two kinds of hickory-nuts,
tho large and the small ; and both, like the wal-
tut, are the better of a hammer to break them
vith. The wood is very tough, and of great use
for many purposes; and it is from this good
quality thas General Jackson generally goes by
the familiar appellation of Old Hickory ; and
mrely of all the sobriquets that might be applied,
nose suits the stern, tough old chieftain more
pestinently. In Virginia they have a method of
plitting it into long thin pieces like tape, of
many yards in length. These are worked, in
atub of warm water, into chair bottoms, and
form by far the easiest to sit upon of sny that
Ihave tried.

The rain having stopped, and tired of shelling
bickery-nuss, I again set forward on my journey,
sd, in the course of the day, passed through
Warwick and Hamburgh—both neat enough
places. I don’t know where I staid that night,
bat mext night, I remember very well, I slept
Yery eomfortably in a eorn-field. I had now got
ito New Jersey, and, by the time I reached
Newton, the moon was also a good way on her
journey. Having my pockets well filled with
spples, my mind cheery, and my body light and
wtingy, with the fine cool evening air, I thought
it best 40 proceed, and make up for it by resting
during the day ; for the days were still very hot.
1 thevefore marched on for a while very cheerily,
but, by-and.by, s feeling of loneness begun to
steal over mee, with ardent longings after a
"..“0, a good supper, and a snug bed ;
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and these feelings became more intense when, on
reaching a house, I observed all dark and silen$
about it, not even the baying of a dog to scare
me—sure intimations that the inmates were all
fast locked in the arms of sleep, and that it was
now too late for me to gain admittance. House
after house I passed, with the same uncheery
notice that 1 must either walk all night or find
a restingplace the best way I could. I chose
the latter alternative, and the first corn-field I
came to 1 made up my mind to make my bed
there. For this purpose I collected a number
of sheaves together, and made a kind of pent-
house, in which, like the fox among ths brambles,
I for a while lay very comfortable: but, by-and-
by, the cold, chilly air of night, notwithstanding
all my care in patching my house, began to in-
commode me very much., I consequently, being
now rested tolerably well, took the road again.
When morning dawned, I found myself much
tired, and in a very rough oountry, with the
cleared places remarkably stony. One field, in
particular, I observed on the side of a hill, where
wheat had been growing, and, to all appearance, a
good crop too ; but, notwithstanding, it appeared
astonishing to me how it could ever enter into
the head of a farmer to think of sowing anything
on such a place: you could not tell whether
they had been sowing stones or grain, the crop
of both being equally good ; in fact, thers was
nothing like soil to be seen—no, nothing but
stones and stubble. The stoniness of the land,
however, can he very well accounted for, when
it is remembered that I was now travelling among
the spurs of the Kittakinny Mountains, which,
farther to the southward, assume the name of
Blue Ridge. My prineipal concern now was to
get my breakfast ; so, after having sat down by
the road-side, and taken a little nap—for I was
quite worn out—I proceeded to a house standing
a little way off the road, on a piece of newly
cleared land, It happened to be s German houss,
and the people could speak no English. Isatdown,
however, by afine rousing fire, and took my emoke,
while preparations for breakfast went cheerily
onward-I, of course, expecting to partake, but
as yet not knowing whether I was to have a ahare
or not. I wasnot disappointed. The good woman
pointed to a chair, before which, on the table,
stood » huge bowl of coffee, with suitable acoom-
paniments. You may be sure I made the break-
fast of a king ; for the table, although the people
appeared to be none of the richest, was, in the
American style, covered to excese; and,although
early in the morning, everything was as clean
and neat as if they had expected company. 1
believe, indeed, that on this identical morning 1
was one of the happiest mortals on earth.

The German settlers are a quiet, industrious,
and cleanly race of people. I look upon them,
as & body, as among the best citizens of the
United States—at lesss they were very good
citisens to me, When I went into any of thelr
houses, I generally, in the Sootch fashion, bade
them, “ Good-day to you all.” This was gene-
rally snswered, by the one addressed, by a shake
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of the head, as much as to say, ¢ I don’t under-
stand you.” My next manceuvre was to take a
seat by the fire, if possible, pull out my pipe and
light it, when it would not be long before some
man or woman would take their seat on the
opposite side of the fire, if not already there,
as it were to keep me in countenance while
smoking ; and while whiff after whiff ascended
the chimney, we would all the while be stealing
glances at one another, not in a suspicious or
hostile manner, but in a sort of kindly way, as
it were, as if we had wished, if possible, to enter
into conversation ; for very commonly while this
dumb-show way of friendly greeting was going
forward, another individual would be placing
upon the table apple-pies, milk, and other et ce-
teras, for the accommodation of my stomach, when
the smoke was finished. In my peregrination
through Pennsylvania, 1 met with many Dutch-
men and Germans, and found my pipe to stand
me in great stead. In the first place, it gave me
anexcusefor entering a house; and, in thesecond,
it was a ready passport to their smoke-loving
hearts. Iwas told by a German, that his country-
men and the Dutch, in these regions, have a
great aversion to strangers—that is, to all those
who cannot speak Dutch or German. That all
such are by them called Irish; against whom, it
seems, they have a bitter antipathy, but for what
reason I could not learn. A man in such a pre-
dicament, 1 was further told, would travel in
these parts with great danger of starving in
the midst of plenty. But, thanks to my pipe, it
was a good friend to me, supplying the places
both of banker and interpreter.

Having filled my stomach, and thanked my kind
entertainers the best way I could—for money
they would take none—I set forward towards
Hope, a lucky name; but the village, like the
goddess frequently, turned out to be no great
things. It had a dingy-looking appearance, and
more of the antiquated air of European villages
than any I had seen in the country. But, never
mind, Hopeonians; hope is still hope—'tis the
day-star, the beacon which leads men onwards
from happiness to happiness, and without it the
present is misery. Leaving the village behind,
but not without another hope and brighter pros-
pects before me, I jogged quietly on my way,
until I reached a fine green knoll, shaded with
hickory and chestnut, when I felt a most indo-
mitable inclination to lie down and sleep. I
have a great love to these green spots; they
are oases in the wilderness of life ; so, without
more ado than choosing the shadiest chestnut, I
laid myself down at its foot, and fell fast asleep.
In such a position, in all good conscience I ought
to have dreamed a handsome dream ; and, if I
had been some Samuel Johnson or other, I would
have done 80 ; but, as it was, I slept as sound as
a marmot ; and when I awakened, the sun was
wheeling it rapidly down-bill towards the far
west. My route soon abutted upon the Dela-
ware—a charming river, with finely wooded
banks—up which I wound my way, and, by-and-
by, got mingled with the dismissed congregation
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of a neat chapel, standing among the trees. I
was informed by one of them that that day had
been a bigh day—that a new organ had been just
erected—and that all the world bad been there
to hear it play, to their great delight and asto-
nishment. It was certainly a strange place for
a church organ ; but it is just like the United
States—you will there find things in the woods
which can be found in no other woods in the
world. In the wlods, and forests, and wilder-
nesses of other countries, you may find wild
beasts, banditti, and old baronial castles, and,
maybe, ruins of various sorts ; but in the woods,
and forests, and wildernesses of the United
States, in addition to the wild beasts, which are
now getting scarce, you will stumble upon rising
towns, and villages, and churches, and organs,
and gentlemen, and ladies; and that in places too
where one would never expect to find any such
things—a sure mark of the rapid march of the
settlement and civilization of the country.

In proceeding np the right bank of the river,
I saw some handsome farms; and, hanging by the
door of a house, I observed, for the first time,
strings of peppers in pods of most beautiful red
and green. Almost at every house I had hitherto
passed, strings of apples, peeled and sliced, were
suspended against the walls, in order to dry, for
preserves and pies during the winter, These
are very fine, and are sent down to the southern
markets by barrelfuls.

Night began to draw on again as usual, and,
as I was determined no more to lie among corn-
sheaves, I thought it best to look out for a bed
in time. On turning a bend of the road, a large
three-story stone house, with the door standing
invitingly open, struck my view. A stone house
is not a very common article, at least in the
parts of the United States I have travelled—of
course it struck me as belonging to some nabob

or other ; but never mind, quoth I to myself,

let us try him—much better sleeping with gentle-
men than rogues or corn.sheaves—so in I went.
The first object that took my attention on enter-
ing, was a tall, gaunt-looking personage, in his
shirt-aleeves: this was the master of the man-
sion ; and, sitting by the fireside, was the son,
still more robustious than the sire, with a stoop

in his shoulders, and a fist that might have felled

an ox; therewere also two or three daughters, not
a whit behind the males in bone and sinew. The
family seemed to me to be some odd remnant of
the Titans ; and, to use a homely figure, although
not altogether apposite, they very much resem-
bled 8o many gaunt Irish oxen. The old man,
a widower, was quite conversable, and somewhat

of a wag ; of course he and I soon got intimate.

He told me he commonly went by the name of
old Jack , 1 forget his last name ; and he
was certainly in independent circumstances ; for
he was very rough, swore a good deal, and prided
himgelf in being an atheist. Whether from
vanity or a fit of kindness, I know not, but he
took me through all the rooms in the house, high
and low ; and, by the time we got down, some
visiters had called, one of them a decent young

i
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man, whom I took to be & schoolmaster, from
the circumstance of Jack asking me if I could
write. Upon answering in the affirmative, he
put a piece of chalk in my hand, intimating a
vish that I should write something upon the
door, Complying with his humour, I took the
chalk and wrote the word Delaware backwards,
at which he broke out into an uncontrollable fit
of jumping about the room, and bandying the
young man, a8 much as to say he was completely
beaten at his own weapons. For supper we had
boiled chestnuts; good enough things in their
own place, but, like King Richard with Friar
Tuck, I had strong suspicions that Jack and his
family were used to stronger suppers than boiled
chestnuts, It must be remembered, however,
that many of the Americans, during the winter,
make only two meals a-day—a breakfast and a
late dinner—which accounts very well for the
boiled chestnuts. Next morning’s breakfast, any-
how, made amends for the meagreness of the pre-
vious night’s supper; and after an invitation from
my friend, Jack, to stay longer with him—but
which my impatience to see what novelty the
, hext turn of the road would present prevented
me from accepting—I parted with him, and went
o my way rejoicing. 1 proceeded about two
niles further up the Delaware, and crossed that
river at a small place called Columbia, remark-
wble for nothing that I could see but broken
vindows, and the piers of a bridge, which were
tither in course of being erected, or which had
been stopped for want of funds. For want of the
bridge, 8 man put me across in his skiff; and I
think he told me that Columbia was about 200
niles above Philadelphia, following the course
of the river ; but it surely can’t be so much as
allthat. I had now got into Pennsylvania, aund,
in appearance, into a totally different country
from that which I had hitherto traversed—so
much difference does the breadth of a river some-
tines make. 1 bad now got into a country
vhere farming seemed to be better understood,
vhere the houses were more substantially built,
ud the kitchens filled with pots of all sorts—
cpper pans burnished like gold, and shelves
aowded with pewter stoups and plates—like to
vhat I had seen in my young days in our ale-
bouses at homé. To all these, were added a
teanliness and neatness corroborative of indus-
try and comfort. The roads, too, were better ;
iad the barns—yes, the Pennsylvania barns—are
the most striking objects in the country, and
farpass anything, I believe, of the kind in the
own world, either for convenience or magni-
tude. In fact, they are more like factories than
the things commonly called barns. In the end
¢fone I counted no less than seven tiers of win-
dows, all glazed and painted—true, 8 good many
of these must have been supernumeraries, as
there was one in the very angle at the top of
the gable, which must certainly have been more
for show than use ; but it helps to shew what a
Pennsylvanian Dutch farmer thinks of his barn.
lower story is used for feeding the cattle ;

wd in the second, on each side of the house,

two large folding-doors open, through which
they can drive their four-horse teams, loaded
with hay, et cetera, right through the house,
and deposit the burden, in passing, upon the
mows. One would be apt to suppose that such
large houses upon a farm were built more
through vanity and display than utility ; but it
must be remembered that Pennsylvania is a
great wheat country, and that they are not in
the custom of stacking it, as with us. If I mis-
take not, all the crop is housed ; and an exten-
sive farm, of course, must require a barn of no
small size ; and if one of these, filled with pro-
duce, produces no emotion of pride, or vanity,
or thankfulness in the owner, I think he deserves
to be without one.
When I had surmounted the bank of theriver,
I stood for some time to gratify my eyes with
the view down the narrow valley through which
the Delaware flows. The valley being narrow,
the view, of course, is confined, consisting of the
slopes on each side of theriver, finely variegated
with farm and woodland ; but away to the south-
ward, following the course of the river, the eye
wanders to the verge of the horizon, there leav-
ing the imagination to roam still farther on the
fertile banks, adorned with hamlets, towns, and
cities. In progressing forward, I soon came to
a large brick house situated a little way off the
road. I mention this house, as it was the first
of the kind 1 had seen, and will stand as a pat-
tern for a great many more which the traveller
will afterwards meet with, especially in Virginia,
In Europe there are almost as many different
styles of architecture as there are houses ; and,
I believe, I would be nearer the truth if I had
said more, for there are some houses which are
built in more than one style: but, in the United
States, as far as private dwellings are concerned,
there is not much display of architecture. When
you have seen one brick house, you have seen all
the brick houses in the country ; as they are all
the same, with the exception of the size, and,
maybe, some other trifling modification. The
same may be said of the log, frame, and stone
houses—the first one you see is a kind of repre-
sentative of all the rest. Leaving the houses in
towns out of the question, the one of which I
am now speaking was the first of the kind I had
hitherto seen. 1t was three stories high, built
of brick, and of proportional extent in front ;
at one end was attached a wing extending back-
'ward, 80 as to form, with the body of the house,
he two sides of a right-angled triangle. In the
present instance, this wing was three stories, but
in some it is two, and in others only one. Around
this large building—which certainly must have
belonged to a Representative at the very least—
there was nothing which had the semblance of
pleasure-grounds. An English gentleman, whose
estate enabled him to maintain so large a house
as the above, would certainly lay off a portion in
green and shrubbery, by way of ornament. But
the case is somewhat different with the greater
part of American gentlemen. As theirincome is
derived, not from renting out, but cultivating
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their property, they may be inclined to believe
that the prettiest pleasure-grounds are those
which are covered with wheat and Indian corn ;
and I don’t know but, after all, they are in the
right. It may be remarked, that all these brick
houses are new, and seem to be the commence-
ment of a8 new order of things—a step nearer
aristocracy ; the old log dwellings being by far
too democratic now-a-days.

I'm not certain whether it was in this day’s
march or not that I went into a farm-house to
rest myself. There was nobody in the house
but the goodwife and her son, who was lying in
bed sick of the fever. The old woman was of
Dutoh extraction, but spoke good English, and
we soon entered into conversation.

““ You don’t belong to this country, I'm think-
ing,” said she.

¢ No, ma’am.”

“ Well, what country do you come from ?”

“ 8cotland.”

“ Ay, 8cotland ; that’s far away?”

“ Yes, ma’am, a long way from this.”

 Have you been long in the States ?”

““ No, ma’am ; I'm newly come down from Ca~
nada.”

* How do you like the country ?”

“ Oh, very well.”

‘¢ Better than the Old Country ?”

“ No; I like the Old Country best.”

At this the old woman was taken rather aback,
for an American cannot conceive how it can be
possible for any one to love the Old Country
better than America. She resumed—

“ ] have no doubt but your country is a fine
country, but then you have got a King ?”

 Well, what of that, provided I love my King
and country ?”

 Yes, but you are all slaves.”

¢ That requires proof; but, supposing we are,
and we prefer baing slaves to freemen, what hin-
ders us from being as happy under a Kingly as
you can be under a Republican form of govern-
ment? I have not been long enough in the
States yet to judge fairly of the comparative
merits of the two governments, as regards the
well-being of the great body of the people.”

She shook her head ; but as she was busy cover-
ing the table with beef, potatoes, apple-pies,
milk, and so forth, she had no time to reply.

“I'm thinking,” said she, after she had finished
her task, * that you have not got your dinner
to.day yet; you had better sit down to table
and eat something.”

The old lady guessed right; so, without fur-
ther ceremony than thanking her, I sat down to
discuss something much more agreeable than
the merita of the two countries ; and, as the good
woman had spread the table expressly for me, I
must confess I liked both her and her politics
the better on that account. Excepting those
which I had with my friend, the hatter, in coming
down the Hudson, the above was the first poli-
tical debate I had in the States; but, as I pro-
gressed farther down the country, and began to
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poople, these disputes thickened much upon me,
In fact, in that respect, I have literally had to
battle my way through the country. The Ame.
ricans, as far as 1 can see, have an idea that we
are all slaves at home, or rather something
worse ; nor can they comprehend how any man
can be so foolish as to prefer a Monarchy to
s Republice—or Europe to America, But the
truth is, the Americans in general know just as
much about the Old Country as the Old Country
knows about them, and that is little or nothing,
notwithstanding all the fine books that have besn
written about America and the Americans,
Having filled my stomach with apple-pie, and
a second time thanked mine hostess for her kind-
ness, I again took the road. During this day's
march I travelled through a pleasant enough
country ; and, towards nightfall, landed at &
very comfortable-looking farm-house by the rosd.
side, where I intended mooring for the night,
provided the people were kind enough to let me
stay. I entered. The evening fire was blasing
cheerily up the chimney, and gleaming back from
shelves well filled with pewter dishes of all
sorts. Thought 1, this is the very place for me;
80 I addressed myself to one of three men who
were sitting by the fire, taking him to be the
master of the house. I was mistaken ; goodman
he might be, but master he certainly was not, for,
at the sound of my voice, a jolly-looking dame,
who was sitting in front of the fire, with a child
in her lap, turned her head round in my direo-
tion, and let fly a volley of Dutch, German, or
Russian, 1 know not which, as I never studied
these languages. It is easy, however, to trans-
late ¢ human natur,” as Mr 8lick calls it ; so,
seeing there was nothing to be got there but a
hearty scolding, and that not even ¢ soft saw-
der”—MTr 8lick’s prime remedy in like desperate
cases—could be of any avail, I turned upon my
heel, and started for the door. I might have
shaken the dust off my feet at the heroine, but
as it is much more pleasant to bless than to
curse, Ileft her to the pleasing reflections of
her own good conscience, and went in search of
a kindlier dwelling. Nor did I go far: the very
first house I came to I was successful. To be
sure it had a very ragged, wo-begotten physi-
ognomy : ‘twas evident it belongéd to no Dutch-
man, and so much the better, thought I ; and ss
for its tumble-down appearance, misfortune be-
gets commiseration, so there may be mere com-
passion within these ragged walls than if they
had been built of marble. A young man, in not
much better plight than the house, was chopping
firewood before the door. 1 asked him if he
would be so kind as give me a bed for the night;
to which he gave me a ready reply, that I was
welcome to such accommodation as his house af-
forded. We entered, and plenty of wood being
heaped on, we soon had a good fire, and sgsin [
felt completely happy. The interior of the dwell-
ing was as neat and clean as could be expected

in such a crasy building ; but the principel piece
of furniture that caught my attention was the

get better acquainted with the nature of the

mistress of the house, & very, young

’
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woman, and withal very modest, quistly going
sbout making preparations for supper. Among
other items my host asked me what countryman
I was, for he said he saw I was not American. I
told bim, of course, that I was a Scotchman. He
could not believe it. 1 said I could not help
that ; for 1 could not make myself be born in any
other country than the one 1 was actually born
in. To resolve his doubts he had recourse to a
school geography and atlas, from which he cross-
examined me for a while to his entire satisfaction,
and great honour to myself. Yes, says he, 1 see
you're a Scotchman ; and we'll have supper by-
and-by. I don’t know exactly what idea the
Americans in general have of 8cotchmen, but I
believe it is a good one, for the Yankees call
themselves the Scotch of America, and they are
pretty ‘cute chaps; and I myself, in more instances
than one, have been kindly treated for being born
inthe “ land o’ cakes.” But, somehow or other, it
sometimes happened, as in the above, that it was
vith dificulty 1 could get credit for being so ; and
like enough, from my puny body and light-heart-
ed disposition, they took me for a Frenchman, On
sitting down to supper, which was a most excel-
lent one, I was surprised by a door opening in
the corner behind me, and a man of gentleman-
like appearance making his entrance, and quiet-
ly taking his seat at table. As, during the repast,
thers was little or no eonversation, my mind was
busy forming conjectures upon who or what the
stranger might be, or what could induce him to
take up his quarters in such a ruin. Having
supped, he retired as silently as he came, and
went up stairs again to his solitary garret. Being
astranger myself, I did not like to make any in-
quiries about him, but went to bed immediatel

on rising from table, being much fatigued wlt{
my day’s travel. Contrary to expectation, my
mpper, as I have said, was a good one, and
my bed, to my no small surprise, was still bet-
tr. The bed was soft as down, and the sheets
awhite as soap and bleaching could make them ;
and although the sickly state of the walls afford-
ed quite a sufficiency of moonlight through them,
vet 1 found myself remarkably comfortable, and
it was not long ere gentle sleep, the friend of the
weary, with its soothing and balmy influence,
came stealing over my eyelids. Before I sleep,
dowever, I wish to make this remark, that the
Americans, whether they can get clothes and
bouses or not, always manage, somehow or other,
toget plenty to eat. The above remark, too, does
Bot rest for its truth only upon the state of
things as seen in the house I am now lying in,

t upon a great many more instances of the
like kind, which I could mention.

Next morning, after having breakfasted and
belped the man to gather some apples for the
cider-press, 1 started upon further adventures.
To-day 1 passed some lakes, which, however, the
People called ponds—pretty largeponds, forsooth
—but the Americansare so used to big rivers and
lakes, that a stream which, in England, would
make a most noble Thames, in America is only &

or creek ; and a lake which, in the Old
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Country, would form an important part in the
landscape to the splendid palace on its shore, in
the New isonlya pond—nothing but a mere pond.
No wonder dootors differ. My first restingplace
was at a small cottage at the foot of a hill, or
rather rock, close by the wayside. One room
was the only chamber in the dwelling, but, like
the generality of American rooms, it was clean
and neat. A good bed stood in one corner, and
before it, on the ground, was a rug to keep the
feet warm and dry on retiring to rest. By the
fire was an elbow-chair, and in said chair sat a
little old man, with a nightcap onhis head, while
his old helpmate was  todlin” about the house,
doing various little, necessary turns. The old
man was pleasant and sociable, and he and I soon
got into familiar conversation. He was, more-
over, a Methodist minister, and whether I told
him or not that I was brought up in the Presby-
terian persuasion I don’t recollect, but 1 know
we managed to get pretty deep into the compa-
rative merits of the Arminian and Calvinistic
creeds. The latter and its reputed author he
held in utter abhorrence. Being no great adept
in school divinity, the little old man had things
pretty much his own way ; and if his discourse
did not shew much learning or cogency of rea-
soning, it at least shewed the goodness of his
heart—a thing much superior. He dwelt much
upon the passage, < God is love,” and, of course,
deduced from it his conclusions that such a good
being could not possibly doom any son of Adam
to eternal damnation. But he ought to have re-
membered, and the Methodists along with him,
that there are a great many more passages than
the above in the Bible, and also that the Supreme
Being possesses a great many more attributes
besidesthat of love. Further,the Arminians ought
to recollect that no descendant of fallen Adam
has any right, claim, or title to the least particle
of the love of God; and that, thousands of years
ago, our fallen ancestor subscribed virtually and
de facto to his own damnation. Further yet, it
is declared by an express revelation, that man
cannot save himself; and, in the nature of things,
it is utterly impoesible that he could do so, how-
ever willing. Waell, then, the whole work of
man’s salvation must necessarily rest upon God,
who is love, both to will and to do "of his own
good pleasure. But all men are not saved. God,
then, does not vouchsafe of his love to those who
are not saved, or else they would be so, for God
is stronger than man. I have already said that
I am notmuch versed in theology ; for a voucher,
therefore, I give the Arminians the Apostle Paul.
Perhaps they look upon him as no great authority
in the question, but heisthe bestI have;and from
what little study I have given his writings, it is
very plain to my mind, that, in every sense of
the word, he was a strict Calvinist; or rather
Calvin, far from being the author of the creed
which goes by his name, was, in reality, a strict
Paulist. 8o much for divinity. Having got my
smoke, and the old man’s blessing, 1 trudged
along the road again. Little worthy of remark
occurred to-day ; 1 passed through much the
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same kind of country as heretofore ; and in the
evening I passed Nazareth on my right, it not
lying exactly on my course. It is inhabited, I
believe, principally by the Moravian brethren.
At night I slept at a German’s house, and the
people were kind enough to me. In the morn-
ing—and a most beautiful morning it was—I
started early, and got to Bethlehem somewhere
in the forenoon. It is a fine town, and finely

CLARKSON AND THE MESSRS WILBERFORCE. ‘

situated on the Lehigh ; very clen, with a hand-
some inn and some large stores. It is the head-
quarters of the Moravian brethren in Pennsyl-
vania, if not in the United States. The Bociety’s
buildings are on a large scale, resembling col-
leges, barracks, or cotton-mills, a8 you like totake
it; and, I think, somebody told me, they possessed
a great deal of property throughout the town,
( To be continued.)

CLARKSON AND THE MESSRS WILBERFORCE.
To the Editor of Tait's Edinburgh Magazine.

Sir,—You have manifested so warm an in-
terest in Mr Clarkson’s cauee, against his depre-
ciators, that I am encouraged to forward to you
a communication, the first portion of which, con-
cerning no one but myself, would not merit your
attention ; but it will be compensated by what
follows.

In my supplement to Mr Clarkson’s Strictures
on the Life of Mr Wilberforce, I have stated that
the books of the Abolition Society, instead of
proving that Mr Wilberforce from the beginning
directed the Society, (as stated by the biogra-
phers,) shew him in scarcely any other light than
a8 being engaged to conduct their cause in the
House of Commons. Commenting on their state-
ment that the Committee were persuaded, by Mr
Wilbeiforce’s arguments, to modify und rescind
certain resolutions, I said, ¢ There is po trace in
the books of any modifying,” &c.; but, at tbe
same time, I (p. 181) quoted a minute of the 28th
of July 1788, directing that Mr Clarkson should
pay regard to “advice contained in Mr Wilber-
force’s letter of the 8th of July.” Now, to my
great surprise, I have just discovered in the
books the very minute the existence of which
1sounqualifiedly denied. It isin these words:—

« 15th July 1788,

¢ The resolution of the committee on the lst
instant, for calling a general meeting of the
Society on the 7th of August next, being read ;
and many doubts respecting the expediency of
the measure, at this juncture, having arisen in
the minds of several members; and a letter from
William Wilberforce, dated Rayrigg, the 8th in-
stant, to the treasurer, containing many forcible
arguments against it, being produced—

“ Resolved unanimously—¢ That the calling a
general meeting of the Society be for the pre-
sent suspended.’”

This minute fully justifies the statement of
the Messrs Wilberforce as to this one transac-
tion ; and I very much regret my unaccountable
oversight. I owe to the Messrs Wilberforce an
apology for my mistake ; but T owe it to myself
to remark, that it was, after all, absolutely im-
material as to the great question at issue between
them and Mr Clarkson, The only object of
these citations from the books is, to shew how
much or how little Mr Wilberforce actually in-
terfered in the business of the Committee, be-
yond what must be done by any one who conducts
Parliamentary business. Now, this newly disco~

vered minute adds nothing to the information
given by the one before printed by me. It still
remains a very remarkable fact, that there is
no evidence on the books of Mr Wilberforce hav-
ing ever suggested a single idea, beyond that of
warning the Committee against giving  offence
to the Legislature by forced, unnecessary asso-
ciations,” Mr Clarkson having organized the
Society, and brought Mr Wilberforce into con-
nexion with it, proceeded to establish Societies
through the kingdom; Mr Wilberforce, with the
instinct of a friend and partisan of Mr Pit,
naturally enough objected to so much agitation,
and succeeded in checking what he thought too
active measures! And on this single act rests
the right of Mr Wilberforce's son to represent
him as the Director of the Committee. I have
set out the several references to him.

I have now, sir, to lay before you a document
of a very different character. You will bear in
mind that the biographers state, that Mr Wil-
berforce had received so unfavourable an im-
pression of the character of Mr Clarkson’s his-
tory, that he, at one time, resolved not to read
it! Now, the letter which Mr Wilberforce
wrote to Mr Clarkeon, on receiving a presents-
tion copy, has been very lately found. 1 send
you a copy of it, because it supplies 8 most sig-
nificant comment on that text :—

¢ May 20, 1808.

«“My Dear Sin,—I have been, for several
days, intending (indeed ever since I heard the
bovk was out) to write to Mr Allen, to beg him
to secure me & copy. That which is now on my
table will be more valuable to me, on account of

its being your gift. I shall assign it a distin-

guished place in my library, as a memorial of
the obligations under which all who took part
in the Abolition must ever be to you, for the per
severing exertions by which you so greatly con-
tributed to the final victory. That the Almighty
may bless all your other labours of love, and in-
spire you with a heart to desire, a head to de-
vise, and health and spirits to execute them
and carry them through, is the cordial wish and
prayer of your faithful friend, &c.
“ W. WILBERFORCE-

“] beg my remembrances to Mrs Clarksos

My wife would join ; but I never get to her, st

Broomfield, from Monday morning to Satu
afternoon or Sunday morning.”
This letter does not amount to & recognition



