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			Introduction

			Mary Woll­stone­craft was born on the 27th of April, 1759. Her fath­er—a quick-tempered and un­settled man, cap­able of beat­ing wife, or child, or dog—was the son of a man­u­fac­turer who made money in Spit­al­fields, when Spit­al­fields was pros­per­ous. Her moth­er was a rig­or­ous Ir­ish­wo­man, of the Dix­ons of Bally­shan­non. Ed­ward John Woll­stone­craft—of whose chil­dren, be­sides Mary, the second child, three sons and two daugh­ters lived to be men and wo­men—in course of time got rid of about ten thou­sand pounds, which had been left him by his fath­er. He began to get rid of it by farm­ing. Mary Woll­stone­craft’s first-re­membered home was in a farm at Ep­ping. When she was five years old the fam­ily moved to an­oth­er farm, by the Chelms­ford Road. When she was between six and sev­en years old they moved again, to the neigh­bour­hood of Bark­ing. There they re­mained three years be­fore the next move, which was to a farm near Bever­ley, in York­shire. In York­shire they re­mained six years, and Mary Woll­stone­craft had there what edu­ca­tion fell to her lot between the ages of ten and six­teen. Ed­ward John Woll­stone­craft then gave up farm­ing to ven­ture upon a com­mer­cial spec­u­la­tion. This caused him to live for a year and a half at Queen’s Row, Hox­ton. His daugh­ter Mary was then six­teen; and while at Hox­ton she had her edu­ca­tion ad­vanced by the friendly care of a de­formed cler­gy­man—a Mr. Clare—who lived next door, and stayed so much at home that his one pair of shoes had las­ted him for four­teen years.

			But Mary Woll­stone­craft’s chief friend at this time was an ac­com­plished girl only two years older than her­self, who main­tained her fath­er, moth­er, and fam­ily by skill in draw­ing. Her name was Frances Blood, and she es­pe­cially, by her ex­ample and dir­ect in­struc­tion, drew out her young friend’s powers. In 1776, Mary Woll­stone­craft’s fath­er, a rolling stone, rolled in­to Wales. Again he was a farm­er. Next year again he was a Lon­don­er; and Mary had in­flu­ence enough to per­suade him to choose a house at Wal­worth, where she would be near to her friend Fanny. Then, how­ever, the con­di­tions of her home life caused her to be of­ten on the point of go­ing away to earn a liv­ing for her­self. In 1778, when she was nine­teen, Mary Woll­stone­craft did leave home, to take a situ­ation as com­pan­ion with a rich trades­man’s wid­ow at Bath, of whom it was said that none of her com­pan­ions could stay with her. Mary Woll­stone­craft, nev­er­the­less, stayed two years with the dif­fi­cult wid­ow, and made her­self re­spec­ted. Her moth­er’s fail­ing health then caused Mary to re­turn to her. The fath­er was then liv­ing at En­field, and try­ing to save the small re­mainder of his means by not ven­tur­ing upon any busi­ness at all. The moth­er died after long suf­fer­ing, wholly de­pend­ent on her daugh­ter Mary’s con­stant care. The moth­er’s last words were of­ten quoted by Mary Woll­stone­craft in her own last years of dis­tress—“A little pa­tience, and all will be over.”

			After the moth­er’s death, Mary Woll­stone­craft left home again, to live with her friend, Fanny Blood, who was at Wal­ham Green. In 1782 she went to nurse a mar­ried sis­ter through a dan­ger­ous ill­ness. The fath­er’s need of sup­port next pressed upon her. He had spent not only his own money, but also the little that had been spe­cially re­served for his chil­dren. It is said to be the priv­ilege of a pas­sion­ate man that he al­ways gets what he wants; he gets to be avoided, and they nev­er find a con­veni­ent corner of their own who shut them­selves out from the kindly fel­low­ship of life.

			In 1783 Mary Woll­stone­craft—aged twenty-four—with two of her sis­ters, joined Fanny Blood in set­ting up a day school at Is­ling­ton, which was re­moved in a few months to New­ing­ton Green. Early in 1785 Fanny Blood, far gone in con­sump­tion, sailed for Lis­bon to marry an Ir­ish sur­geon who was settled there. After her mar­riage it was evid­ent that she had but a few months to live; Mary Woll­stone­craft, deaf to all op­pos­ing coun­sel, then left her school, and, with help of money from a friendly wo­man, she went out to nurse her, and was by her when she died. Mary Woll­stone­craft re­membered her loss ten years af­ter­wards in these Let­ters from Sweden and Nor­way, when she wrote: “The grave has closed over a dear friend, the friend of my youth; still she is present with me, and I hear her soft voice warb­ling as I stray over the heath.”

			Mary Woll­stone­craft left Lis­bon for Eng­land late in Decem­ber, 1785. When she came back she found Fanny’s poor par­ents anxious to go back to Ire­land; and as she had been of­ten told that she could earn by writ­ing, she wrote a pamph­let of 162 small pages—“Thoughts on the Edu­ca­tion of Daugh­ters”—and got ten pounds for it. This she gave to her friend’s par­ents to en­able them to go back to their kindred. In all she did there is clear evid­ence of an ar­dent, gen­er­ous, im­puls­ive nature. One day her friend Fanny Blood had re­pined at the un­happy sur­round­ings in the home she was main­tain­ing for her fath­er and moth­er, and longed for a little home of her own to do her work in. Her friend quietly found rooms, got fur­niture to­geth­er, and told her that her little home was ready; she had only to walk in­to it. Then it seemed strange to Mary Woll­stone­craft that Fanny Blood was with­held by thoughts that had not been up­per­most in the mood of com­plaint. She thought her friend ir­res­ol­ute, where she had her­self been gen­er­ously rash. Her end would have been hap­pi­er had she been helped, as many are, by that calm in­flu­ence of home in which some know­ledge of the world passes from fath­er and moth­er to son and daugh­ter, without vis­ible teach­ing and preach­ing, in easi­est com­pan­ion­ship of young and old from day to day.

			The little pay­ment for her pamph­let on the “Edu­ca­tion of Daugh­ters” caused Mary Woll­stone­craft to think more ser­i­ously of earn­ing by her pen. The pamph­let seems also to have ad­vanced her cred­it as a teach­er. After giv­ing up her day school, she spent some weeks at Eton with the Rev. Mr. Pri­or, one of the mas­ters there, who re­com­men­ded her as gov­erness to the daugh­ters of Lord Kings­bor­ough, an Ir­ish vis­count, eld­est son of the Earl of King­ston. Her way of teach­ing was by win­ning love, and she ob­tained the warm af­fec­tion of the eld­est of her pu­pils, who be­came af­ter­wards Count­ess Mount-Cashel. In the sum­mer of 1787, Lord Kings­bor­ough’s fam­ily, in­clud­ing Mary Woll­stone­craft, was at Bris­tol Hot-wells, be­fore go­ing to the Con­tin­ent. While there, Mary Woll­stone­craft wrote her little tale pub­lished as “Mary, a Fic­tion,” wherein there was much based on the memory of her own friend­ship for Fanny Blood.

			The pub­lish­er of Mary Woll­stone­craft’s “Thoughts on the Edu­ca­tion of Daugh­ters” was the same Joseph John­son who in 1785 was the pub­lish­er of Cowper’s Task. With her little story writ­ten and a little money saved, the re­solve to live by her pen could now be car­ried out. Mary Woll­stone­craft, there­fore, par­ted from her friends at Bris­tol, went to Lon­don, saw her pub­lish­er, and frankly told him her de­term­in­a­tion. He met her with fath­erly kind­ness, and re­ceived her as a guest in his house while she was mak­ing her ar­range­ments. At Mi­chael­mas, 1787, she settled in a house in George Street, on the Sur­rey side of Black­fri­ars Bridge. There she pro­duced a little book for chil­dren, of Ori­gin­al Stor­ies from Real Life, and earned by drudgery for Joseph John­son. She trans­lated, she abridged, she made a volume of Se­lec­tions, and she wrote for an Ana­lyt­ic­al Re­view, which Mr. John­son foun­ded in the middle of the year 1788. Among the books trans­lated by her was Neck­er On the Im­port­ance of Re­li­gious Opin­ions. Among the books abridged by her was Salzmann’s Ele­ments of Mor­al­ity. With all this hard work she lived as sparely as she could, that she might help her fam­ily. She sup­por­ted her fath­er. That she might en­able her sis­ters to earn their liv­ing as teach­ers, she sent one of them to Par­is, and main­tained her there for two years; the oth­er she placed in a school near Lon­don as par­lour-boarder un­til she was ad­mit­ted in­to it as a paid teach­er. She placed one broth­er at Wool­wich to qual­i­fy for the Navy, and he ob­tained a lieu­ten­ant’s com­mis­sion. For an­oth­er broth­er, art­icled to an at­tor­ney whom he did not like, she ob­tained a trans­fer of in­den­tures; and when it be­came clear that his quar­rel was more with law than with the law­yers, she placed him with a farm­er be­fore fit­ting him out for emig­ra­tion to Amer­ica. She then sent him, so well pre­pared for his work there that he prospered well. She tried even to dis­en­tangle her fath­er’s af­fairs; but the con­fu­sion in them was bey­ond her powers of ar­range­ment. Ad­ded to all this faith­ful work, she took upon her­self the charge of an orphan child, sev­en years old, whose moth­er had been in the num­ber of her friends. That was the life of Mary Woll­stone­craft, thirty years old, in 1789, the year of the Fall of the Bastille; the noble life now to be touched in its en­thu­si­asms by the spir­it of the Re­volu­tion, to be caught in the great storm, shattered, and lost among its wrecks.

			To Burke’s at­tack on the French Re­volu­tion Mary Woll­stone­craft wrote an An­swer—one of many an­swers pro­voked by it—that at­trac­ted much at­ten­tion. This was fol­lowed by her Vin­dic­a­tion of the Rights of Wo­man, while the air was full of de­clam­a­tion on the Rights of Man. The claims made in this little book were in ad­vance of the opin­ion of that day, but they are claims that have in our day been con­ceded. They are cer­tainly not re­volu­tion­ary in the opin­ion of the world that has be­come a hun­dred years older since the book was writ­ten.

			At this time Mary Woll­stone­craft had moved to rooms in Store Street, Bed­ford Square. She was fas­cin­ated by Fuseli the paint­er, and he was a mar­ried man. She felt her­self to be too strongly drawn to­wards him, and she went to Par­is at the close of the year 1792, to break the spell. She felt lonely and sad, and was not the hap­pi­er for be­ing in a man­sion lent to her, from which the own­er was away, and in which she lived sur­roun­ded by his ser­vants. Strong wo­manly in­stincts were astir with­in her, and they were not all wise folk who had been drawn around her by her gen­er­ous en­thu­si­asm for the new hopes of the world, that made it then, as Wordsworth felt, a very heav­en to the young.

			Four months after she had gone to Par­is, Mary Woll­stone­craft met at the house of a mer­chant, with whose wife she had be­come in­tim­ate, an Amer­ic­an named Gil­bert Im­lay. He won her af­fec­tions. That was in April, 1793. He had no means, and she had home em­bar­rass­ments, for which she was un­will­ing that he should be­come in any way re­spons­ible. A part of the new dream in some minds then was of a love too pure to need or bear the bond­age of au­thor­ity. The mere forced uni­on of mar­riage ties im­plied, it was said, a dis­trust of fi­del­ity. When Gil­bert Im­lay would have mar­ried Mary Woll­stone­craft, she her­self re­fused to bind him; she would keep him leg­ally ex­empt from her re­spons­ib­il­it­ies to­wards the fath­er, sis­ters, broth­ers, whom she was sup­port­ing. She took his name and called her­self his wife, when the French Con­ven­tion, in­dig­nant at the con­duct of the Brit­ish Gov­ern­ment, is­sued a de­cree from the ef­fects of which she would es­cape as the wife of a cit­izen of the United States. But she did not marry. She wit­nessed many of the hor­rors that came of the loosened pas­sions of an un­taught popu­lace. A child was born to her—a girl whom she named after the dead friend of her own girl­hood. And then she found that she had leant upon a reed. She was neg­lected; and was at last for­saken. Hav­ing sent her to Lon­don, Im­lay there vis­ited her, to ex­plain him­self away. She re­solved on sui­cide, and in dis­suad­ing her from that he gave her hope again. He needed some­body who had good judg­ment, and who cared for his in­terests, to rep­res­ent him in some busi­ness af­fairs in Nor­way. She un­der­took to act for him, and set out on the voy­age only a week after she had de­term­ined to des­troy her­self.

			The in­terest of this book which de­scribes her travel is quickened by a know­ledge of the heart-sor­row that un­der­lies it all. Gil­bert Im­lay had prom­ised to meet her upon her re­turn, and go with her to Switzer­land. But the let­ters she had from him in Sweden and Nor­way were cold, and she came back to find that she was wholly for­saken for an act­ress from a strolling com­pany of play­ers. Then she went up the river to drown her­self. She paced the road at Put­ney on an Oc­to­ber night, in 1795, in heavy rain, un­til her clothes were drenched, that she might sink more surely, and then threw her­self from the top of Put­ney Bridge.

			She was res­cued, and lived on with deadened spir­it. In 1796 these Let­ters from Sweden and Nor­way were pub­lished. Early in 1797 she was mar­ried to Wil­li­am God­win. On the 10th of Septem­ber in the same year, at the age of thirty-eight, Mary Woll­stone­craft God­win died, after the birth of the daugh­ter who lived to be­come the wife of Shel­ley. The moth­er also would have lived, if a wo­manly feel­ing, in it­self to be re­spec­ted, had not led her also to un­wise de­par­ture from the cus­toms of the world. Peace be to her memory. None but kind thoughts can dwell upon the life of this too faith­ful dis­ciple of Rousseau.

			
				
					H. M.
				

			
		
	
		
			Letters Written During a Short Residence in Sweden, Norway, and Denmark

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				I
			

			El­ev­en days of wear­i­ness on board a ves­sel not in­ten­ded for the ac­com­mod­a­tion of pas­sen­gers have so ex­hausted my spir­its, to say noth­ing of the oth­er causes, with which you are already suf­fi­ciently ac­quain­ted, that it is with some dif­fi­culty I ad­here to my de­term­in­a­tion of giv­ing you my ob­ser­va­tions, as I travel through new scenes, whilst warmed with the im­pres­sion they have made on me.

			The cap­tain, as I men­tioned to you, prom­ised to put me on shore at Aren­d­all or Gothen­burg in his way to Elsineur, but con­trary winds ob­liged us to pass both places dur­ing the night. In the morn­ing, how­ever, after we had lost sight of the en­trance of the lat­ter bay, the ves­sel was be­calmed; and the cap­tain, to ob­lige me, hanging out a sig­nal for a pi­lot, bore down to­wards the shore.

			My at­ten­tion was par­tic­u­larly dir­ec­ted to the light­house, and you can scarcely ima­gine with what anxi­ety I watched two long hours for a boat to eman­cip­ate me; still no one ap­peared. Every cloud that flit­ted on the ho­ri­zon was hailed as a lib­er­at­or, till ap­proach­ing near­er, like most of the pro­spects sketched by hope, it dis­solved un­der the eye in­to dis­ap­point­ment.

			Weary of ex­pect­a­tion, I then began to con­verse with the cap­tain on the sub­ject, and from the ten­or of the in­form­a­tion my ques­tions drew forth I soon con­cluded that if I waited for a boat I had little chance of get­ting on shore at this place. Des­pot­ism, as is usu­ally the case, I found had here cramped the in­dustry of man. The pi­lots be­ing paid by the king, and scantily, they will not run in­to any danger, or even quit their hov­els, if they can pos­sibly avoid it, only to ful­fil what is termed their duty. How dif­fer­ent is it on the Eng­lish coast, where, in the most stormy weath­er, boats im­me­di­ately hail you, brought out by the ex­pect­a­tion of ex­traordin­ary profit.

			Dis­lik­ing to sail for Elsineur, and still more to lie at an­chor or cruise about the coast for sev­er­al days, I ex­er­ted all my rhet­or­ic to pre­vail on the cap­tain to let me have the ship’s boat, and though I ad­ded the most for­cible of ar­gu­ments, I for a long time ad­dressed him in vain.

			It is a kind of rule at sea not to send out a boat. The cap­tain was a good-natured man; but men with com­mon minds sel­dom break through gen­er­al rules. Prudence is ever the re­sort of weak­ness, and they rarely go as far as they may in any un­der­tak­ing who are de­term­ined not to go bey­ond it on any ac­count. If, how­ever, I had some trouble with the cap­tain, I did not lose much time with the sail­ors, for they, all alac­rity, hois­ted out the boat the mo­ment I ob­tained per­mis­sion, and prom­ised to row me to the light­house.

			I did not once al­low my­self to doubt of ob­tain­ing a con­vey­ance from thence round the rocks—and then away for Gothen­burg—con­fine­ment is so un­pleas­ant.

			The day was fine, and I en­joyed the wa­ter till, ap­proach­ing the little is­land, poor Mar­guer­ite, whose timid­ity al­ways acts as a feel­er be­fore her ad­ven­tur­ing spir­it, began to won­der at our not see­ing any in­hab­it­ants. I did not listen to her. But when, on land­ing, the same si­lence pre­vailed, I caught the alarm, which was not lessened by the sight of two old men whom we forced out of their wretched hut. Scarcely hu­man in their ap­pear­ance, we with dif­fi­culty ob­tained an in­tel­li­gible reply to our ques­tions, the res­ult of which was that they had no boat, and were not al­lowed to quit their post on any pre­tence. But they in­formed us that there was at the oth­er side, eight or ten miles over, a pi­lot’s dwell­ing. Two guineas temp­ted the sail­ors to risk the cap­tain’s dis­pleas­ure, and once more em­bark to row me over.

			The weath­er was pleas­ant, and the ap­pear­ance of the shore so grand that I should have en­joyed the two hours it took to reach it, but for the fa­tigue which was too vis­ible in the coun­ten­ances of the sail­ors, who, in­stead of ut­ter­ing a com­plaint, were, with the thought­less hil­ar­ity pe­cu­li­ar to them, jok­ing about the pos­sib­il­ity of the cap­tain’s tak­ing ad­vant­age of a slight west­erly breeze, which was spring­ing up, to sail without them. Yet, in spite of their good hu­mour, I could not help grow­ing un­easy when the shore, re­ced­ing, as it were, as we ad­vanced, seemed to prom­ise no end to their toil. This anxi­ety in­creased when, turn­ing in­to the most pic­tur­esque bay I ever saw, my eyes sought in vain for the vestige of a hu­man hab­it­a­tion. Be­fore I could de­term­ine what step to take in such a di­lemma (for I could not bear to think of re­turn­ing to the ship), the sight of a barge re­lieved me, and we hastened to­wards it for in­form­a­tion. We were im­me­di­ately dir­ec­ted to pass some jut­ting rocks, when we should see a pi­lot’s hut.

			There was a sol­emn si­lence in this scene which made it­self be felt. The sun­beams that played on the ocean, scarcely ruffled by the light­est breeze, con­tras­ted with the huge dark rocks, that looked like the rude ma­ter­i­als of cre­ation form­ing the bar­ri­er of un­wrought space, for­cibly struck me, but I should not have been sorry if the cot­tage had not ap­peared equally tran­quil. Ap­proach­ing a re­treat where strangers, es­pe­cially wo­men, so sel­dom ap­peared, I wondered that curi­os­ity did not bring the be­ings who in­hab­ited it to the win­dows or door. I did not im­me­di­ately re­col­lect that men who re­main so near the brute cre­ation, as only to ex­ert them­selves to find the food ne­ces­sary to sus­tain life, have little or no ima­gin­a­tion to call forth the curi­os­ity ne­ces­sary to fructi­fy the faint glim­mer­ings of mind which en­title them to rank as lords of the cre­ation. Had they either they could not con­ten­tedly re­main rooted in the clods they so in­dol­ently cul­tiv­ate.

			Whilst the sail­ors went to seek for the slug­gish in­hab­it­ants, these con­clu­sions oc­curred to me; and, re­col­lect­ing the ex­treme fond­ness which the Parisi­ans ever testi­fy for nov­elty, their very curi­os­ity ap­peared to me a proof of the pro­gress they had made in re­fine­ment. Yes, in the art of liv­ing—in the art of es­cap­ing from the cares which em­bar­rass the first steps to­wards the at­tain­ment of the pleas­ures of so­cial life.

			The pi­lots in­formed the sail­ors that they were un­der the dir­ec­tion of a lieu­ten­ant re­tired from the ser­vice, who spoke Eng­lish; adding that they could do noth­ing without his or­ders, and even the of­fer of money could hardly con­quer their lazi­ness and pre­vail on them to ac­com­pany us to his dwell­ing. They would not go with me alone, which I wanted them to have done, be­cause I wished to dis­miss the sail­ors as soon as pos­sible. Once more we rowed off, they fol­low­ing tardily, till, turn­ing round an­oth­er bold pro­tuber­ance of the rocks, we saw a boat mak­ing to­wards us, and soon learnt that it was the lieu­ten­ant him­self, com­ing with some earn­est­ness to see who we were.

			To save the sail­ors any fur­ther toil, I had my bag­gage in­stantly re­moved in­to his boat; for, as he could speak Eng­lish, a pre­vi­ous par­ley was not ne­ces­sary, though Mar­guer­ite’s re­spect for me could hardly keep her from ex­press­ing the fear, strongly marked on her coun­ten­ance, which my put­ting ourselves in­to the power of a strange man ex­cited. He poin­ted out his cot­tage; and, draw­ing near to it, I was not sorry to see a fe­male fig­ure, though I had not, like Mar­guer­ite, been think­ing of rob­ber­ies, murders, or the oth­er evil which in­stantly, as the sail­ors would have said, runs foul of a wo­man’s ima­gin­a­tion.

			On en­ter­ing I was still bet­ter pleased to find a clean house, with some de­gree of rur­al el­eg­ance. The beds were of muslin, coarse it is true, but dazzlingly white; and the floor was strewed over with little sprigs of ju­ni­per (the cus­tom, as I af­ter­wards found, of the coun­try), which formed a con­trast with the cur­tains, and pro­duced an agree­able sen­sa­tion of fresh­ness, to soften the ar­dour of noon. Still noth­ing was so pleas­ing as the alac­rity of hos­pit­al­ity—all that the house af­forded was quickly spread on the whitest lin­en. Re­mem­ber, I had just left the ves­sel, where, without be­ing fas­ti­di­ous, I had con­tinu­ally been dis­gus­ted. Fish, milk, but­ter, and cheese, and, I am sorry to add, brandy, the bane of this coun­try, were spread on the board. After we had dined hos­pit­al­ity made them, with some de­gree of mys­tery, bring us some ex­cel­lent cof­fee. I did not then know that it was pro­hib­ited.

			The good man of the house apo­lo­gised for com­ing in con­tinu­ally, but de­clared that he was so glad to speak Eng­lish he could not stay out. He need not have apo­lo­gised; I was equally glad of his com­pany. With the wife I could only ex­change smiles, and she was em­ployed ob­serving the make of our clothes. My hands, I found, had first led her to dis­cov­er that I was the lady. I had, of course, my quantum of rev­er­ences; for the po­lite­ness of the north seems to par­take of the cold­ness of the cli­mate and the ri­gid­ity of its iron-sinewed rocks. Amongst the peas­antry there is, how­ever, so much of the sim­pli­city of the golden age in this land of flint—so much over­flow­ing of heart and fel­low-feel­ing, that only be­ne­vol­ence and the hon­est sym­pathy of nature dif­fused smiles over my coun­ten­ance when they kept me stand­ing, re­gard­less of my fa­tigue, whilst they dropped cour­tesy after cour­tesy.

			The situ­ation of this house was beau­ti­ful, though chosen for con­veni­ence. The mas­ter be­ing the of­ficer who com­manded all the pi­lots on the coast, and the per­son ap­poin­ted to guard wrecks, it was ne­ces­sary for him to fix on a spot that would over­look the whole bay. As he had seen some ser­vice, he wore, not without a pride I thought be­com­ing, a badge to prove that he had mer­ited well of his coun­try. It was happy, I thought, that he had been paid in hon­our, for the sti­pend he re­ceived was little more than twelve pounds a year. I do not trouble my­self or you with the cal­cu­la­tion of Swedish ducats. Thus, my friend, you per­ceive the ne­ces­sity of per­quis­ites. This same nar­row policy runs through everything. I shall have oc­ca­sion fur­ther to an­im­ad­vert on it.

			Though my host amused me with an ac­count of him­self, which gave me an idea of the man­ners of the people I was about to vis­it, I was eager to climb the rocks to view the coun­try, and see wheth­er the hon­est tars had re­gained their ship. With the help of the lieu­ten­ant’s tele­scope, I saw the ves­sel un­der way with a fair though gentle gale. The sea was calm, play­ful even as the most shal­low stream, and on the vast basin I did not see a dark speck to in­dic­ate the boat. My con­duct­ors were con­sequently ar­rived.

			Stray­ing fur­ther, my eye was at­trac­ted by the sight of some heartsease that peeped through the rocks. I caught at it as a good omen, and go­ing to pre­serve it in a let­ter that had not con­veyed balm to my heart, a cruel re­mem­brance suf­fused my eyes; but it passed away like an April shower. If you are deep read in Shakespeare, you will re­col­lect that this was the little west­ern flower tinged by love’s dart, which “maid­ens call love in idle­ness.” The gaiety of my babe was un­mixed; re­gard­less of omens or sen­ti­ments, she found a few wild straw­ber­ries more grate­ful than flowers or fan­cies.

			The lieu­ten­ant in­formed me that this was a com­mo­di­ous bay. Of that I could not judge, though I felt its pic­tur­esque beauty. Rocks were piled on rocks, form­ing a suit­able bul­wark to the ocean. “Come no fur­ther,” they em­phat­ic­ally said, turn­ing their dark sides to the waves to aug­ment the idle roar. The view was sterile; still little patches of earth of the most ex­quis­ite ver­dure, enamelled with the sweetest wild flowers, seemed to prom­ise the goats and a few strag­gling cows lux­uri­ous herb­age. How si­lent and peace­ful was the scene! I gazed around with rap­ture, and felt more of that spon­tan­eous pleas­ure which gives cred­ib­il­ity to our ex­pect­a­tion of hap­pi­ness than I had for a long, long time be­fore. I for­got the hor­rors I had wit­nessed in France, which had cast a gloom over all nature, and suf­fer­ing the en­thu­si­asm of my char­ac­ter—too of­ten, gra­cious God! damped by the tears of dis­ap­poin­ted af­fec­tion—to be lighted up afresh, care took wing while simple fel­low-feel­ing ex­pan­ded my heart.

			To pro­long this en­joy­ment, I read­ily as­sen­ted to the pro­pos­al of our host to pay a vis­it to a fam­ily, the mas­ter of which spoke Eng­lish, who was the drollest dog in the coun­try, he ad­ded, re­peat­ing some of his stor­ies with a hearty laugh.

			I walked on, still de­lighted with the rude beau­ties of the scene; for the sub­lime of­ten gave place im­per­cept­ibly to the beau­ti­ful, dilat­ing the emo­tions which were pain­fully con­cen­trated.

			When we entered this abode, the largest I had yet seen, I was in­tro­duced to a nu­mer­ous fam­ily; but the fath­er, from whom I was led to ex­pect so much en­ter­tain­ment, was ab­sent. The lieu­ten­ant con­sequently was ob­liged to be the in­ter­pret­er of our re­cip­roc­al com­pli­ments. The phrases were awk­wardly trans­mit­ted, it is true; but looks and ges­tures were suf­fi­cient to make them in­tel­li­gible and in­ter­est­ing. The girls were all vi­va­city, and re­spect for me could scarcely keep them from romp­ing with my host, who, ask­ing for a pinch of snuff, was presen­ted with a box, out of which an ar­ti­fi­cial mouse, fastened to the bot­tom, sprang. Though this trick had doubt­less been played time out of mind, yet the laughter it ex­cited was not less genu­ine.

			They were over­flow­ing with ci­vil­ity; but, to pre­vent their al­most killing my babe with kind­ness, I was ob­liged to shorten my vis­it; and two or three of the girls ac­com­pan­ied us, bring­ing with them a part of whatever the house af­forded to con­trib­ute to­wards ren­der­ing my sup­per more plen­ti­ful; and plen­ti­ful in fact it was, though I with dif­fi­culty did hon­our to some of the dishes, not rel­ish­ing the quant­ity of sug­ar and spices put in­to everything. At sup­per my host told me bluntly that I was a wo­man of ob­ser­va­tion, for I asked him men’s ques­tions.

			The ar­range­ments for my jour­ney were quickly made. I could only have a car with post-horses, as I did not choose to wait till a car­riage could be sent for to Gothen­burg. The ex­pense of my jour­ney (about one or two and twenty Eng­lish miles) I found would not amount to more than el­ev­en or twelve shil­lings, pay­ing, he as­sured me, gen­er­ously. I gave him a guinea and a half. But it was with the greatest dif­fi­culty that I could make him take so much—in­deed any­thing—for my lodging and fare. He de­clared that it was next to rob­bing me, ex­plain­ing how much I ought to pay on the road. How­ever, as I was pos­it­ive, he took the guinea for him­self; but, as a con­di­tion, in­sisted on ac­com­pa­ny­ing me, to pre­vent my meet­ing with any trouble or im­pos­i­tion on the way.

			I then re­tired to my apart­ment with re­gret. The night was so fine that I would gladly have rambled about much longer, yet, re­col­lect­ing that I must rise very early, I re­luct­antly went to bed; but my senses had been so awake, and my ima­gin­a­tion still con­tin­ued so busy, that I sought for rest in vain. Rising be­fore six, I scen­ted the sweet morn­ing air; I had long be­fore heard the birds twit­ter­ing to hail the dawn­ing day, though it could scarcely have been al­lowed to have de­par­ted.

			Noth­ing, in fact, can equal the beauty of the north­ern sum­mer’s even­ing and night, if night it may be called that only wants the glare of day, the full light which fre­quently seems so im­per­tin­ent, for I could write at mid­night very well without a candle. I con­tem­plated all Nature at rest; the rocks, even grown dark­er in their ap­pear­ance, looked as if they par­took of the gen­er­al re­pose, and re­clined more heav­ily on their found­a­tion. “What,” I ex­claimed, “is this act­ive prin­ciple which keeps me still awake? Why fly my thoughts abroad, when everything around me ap­pears at home?” My child was sleep­ing with equal calmness—in­no­cent and sweet as the clos­ing flowers. Some re­col­lec­tions, at­tached to the idea of home, mingled with re­flec­tions re­spect­ing the state of so­ci­ety I had been con­tem­plat­ing that even­ing, made a tear drop on the rosy cheek I had just kissed, and emo­tions that trembled on the brink of ec­stasy and agony gave a poignancy to my sen­sa­tions which made me feel more alive than usu­al.

			What are these im­per­i­ous sym­path­ies? How fre­quently has mel­an­choly and even mis­an­thropy taken pos­ses­sion of me, when the world has dis­gus­ted me, and friends have proved un­kind. I have then con­sidered my­self as a particle broken off from the grand mass of man­kind; I was alone, till some in­vol­un­tary sym­path­et­ic emo­tion, like the at­trac­tion of ad­he­sion, made me feel that I was still a part of a mighty whole, from which I could not sever my­self—not, per­haps, for the re­flec­tion has been car­ried very far, by snap­ping the thread of an ex­ist­ence, which loses its charms in pro­por­tion as the cruel ex­per­i­ence of life stops or pois­ons the cur­rent of the heart. Fu­tur­ity, what hast thou not to give to those who know that there is such a thing as hap­pi­ness! I speak not of philo­soph­ic­al con­tent­ment, though pain has af­forded them the strongest con­vic­tion of it.

			After our cof­fee and milk—for the mis­tress of the house had been roused long be­fore us by her hos­pit­al­ity—my bag­gage was taken for­ward in a boat by my host, be­cause the car could not safely have been brought to the house.

			The road at first was very rocky and trouble­some, but our driver was care­ful, and the horses ac­cus­tomed to the fre­quent and sud­den ac­cliv­it­ies and des­cents; so that, not ap­pre­hend­ing any danger, I played with my girl, whom I would not leave to Mar­guer­ite’s care, on ac­count of her timid­ity.

			Stop­ping at a little inn to bait the horses, I saw the first coun­ten­ance in Sweden that dis­pleased me, though the man was bet­ter dressed than any­one who had as yet fallen in my way. An al­ter­ca­tion took place between him and my host, the pur­port of which I could not guess, ex­cept­ing that I was the oc­ca­sion of it, be it what it would. The se­quel was his leav­ing the house an­grily; and I was im­me­di­ately in­formed that he was the cus­tom­house of­ficer. The pro­fes­sion­al had in­deed ef­faced the na­tion­al char­ac­ter, for, liv­ing as he did with­in these frank hos­pit­able people, still only the ex­cise­man ap­peared, the coun­ter­part of some I had met with in Eng­land and France. I was un­provided with a pass­port, not hav­ing entered any great town. At Gothen­burg I knew I could im­me­di­ately ob­tain one, and only the trouble made me ob­ject to the search­ing my trunks. He blustered for money; but the lieu­ten­ant was de­term­ined to guard me, ac­cord­ing to prom­ise, from im­pos­i­tion.

			To avoid be­ing in­ter­rog­ated at the town-gate, and ob­liged to go in the rain to give an ac­count of my­self (merely a form) be­fore we could get the re­fresh­ment we stood in need of, he re­ques­ted us to des­cend—I might have said step—from our car, and walk in­to town.

			I ex­pec­ted to have found a tol­er­able inn, but was ushered in­to a most com­fort­less one; and, be­cause it was about five o’clock, three or four hours after their din­ing hour, I could not pre­vail on them to give me any­thing warm to eat.

			The ap­pear­ance of the ac­com­mod­a­tions ob­liged me to de­liv­er one of my re­com­mend­at­ory let­ters, and the gen­tle­man to whom it was ad­dressed sent to look out for a lodging for me whilst I par­took of his sup­per. As noth­ing passed at this sup­per to char­ac­ter­ise the coun­try, I shall here close my let­ter.

			
				Yours truly.

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				II
			

			Gothen­burg is a clean airy town, and, hav­ing been built by the Dutch, has canals run­ning through each street; and in some of them there are rows of trees that would render it very pleas­ant were it not for the pave­ment, which is in­tol­er­ably bad.

			There are sev­er­al rich com­mer­cial houses—Scotch, French, and Swedish; but the Scotch, I be­lieve, have been the most suc­cess­ful. The com­merce and com­mis­sion busi­ness with France since the war has been very luc­rat­ive, and en­riched the mer­chants I am afraid at the ex­pense of the oth­er in­hab­it­ants, by rais­ing the price of the ne­ces­sar­ies of life.

			As all the men of con­sequence—I mean men of the largest for­tune—are mer­chants, their prin­cip­al en­joy­ment is a re­lax­a­tion from busi­ness at the table, which is spread at, I think, too early an hour (between one and two) for men who have let­ters to write and ac­counts to settle after pay­ing due re­spect to the bottle.

			How­ever, when nu­mer­ous circles are to be brought to­geth­er, and when neither lit­er­at­ure nor pub­lic amuse­ments fur­nish top­ics for con­ver­sa­tion, a good din­ner ap­pears to be the only centre to rally round, es­pe­cially as scan­dal, the zest of more se­lect parties, can only be whispered. As for polit­ics, I have sel­dom found it a sub­ject of con­tinu­al dis­cus­sion in a coun­try town in any part of the world. The polit­ics of the place, be­ing on a smal­ler scale, suits bet­ter with the size of their fac­ulties; for, gen­er­ally speak­ing, the sphere of ob­ser­va­tion de­term­ines the ex­tent of the mind.

			The more I see of the world, the more I am con­vinced that civil­isa­tion is a bless­ing not suf­fi­ciently es­tim­ated by those who have not traced its pro­gress; for it not only re­fines our en­joy­ments, but pro­duces a vari­ety which en­ables us to re­tain the prim­it­ive del­ic­acy of our sen­sa­tions. Without the aid of the ima­gin­a­tion all the pleas­ures of the senses must sink in­to gross­ness, un­less con­tinu­al nov­elty serve as a sub­sti­tute for the ima­gin­a­tion, which, be­ing im­possible, it was to this wear­i­ness, I sup­pose, that So­lomon al­luded when he de­clared that there was noth­ing new un­der the sun!—noth­ing for the com­mon sen­sa­tions ex­cited by the senses. Yet who will deny that the ima­gin­a­tion and un­der­stand­ing have made many, very many dis­cov­er­ies since those days, which only seem har­bingers of oth­ers still more noble and be­ne­fi­cial? I nev­er met with much ima­gin­a­tion amongst people who had not ac­quired a habit of re­flec­tion; and in that state of so­ci­ety in which the judg­ment and taste are not called forth, and formed by the cul­tiv­a­tion of the arts and sci­ences, little of that del­ic­acy of feel­ing and think­ing is to be found char­ac­ter­ised by the word sen­ti­ment. The want of sci­entif­ic pur­suits per­haps ac­counts for the hos­pit­al­ity, as well as for the cor­di­al re­cep­tion which strangers re­ceive from the in­hab­it­ants of small towns.

			Hos­pit­al­ity has, I think, been too much praised by trav­el­lers as a proof of good­ness of heart, when, in my opin­ion, in­dis­crim­in­ate hos­pit­al­ity is rather a cri­terion by which you may form a tol­er­able es­tim­ate of the in­dol­ence or va­cancy of a head; or, in oth­er words, a fond­ness for so­cial pleas­ures in which the mind not hav­ing its pro­por­tion of ex­er­cise, the bottle must be pushed about.

			These re­marks are equally ap­plic­able to Dub­lin, the most hos­pit­able city I ever passed through. But I will try to con­fine my ob­ser­va­tions more par­tic­u­larly to Sweden.

			It is true I have only had a glance over a small part of it; yet of its present state of man­ners and ac­quire­ments I think I have formed a dis­tinct idea, without hav­ing vis­ited the cap­it­al—where, in fact, less of a na­tion­al char­ac­ter is to be found than in the re­mote parts of the coun­try.

			The Swedes pique them­selves on their po­lite­ness; but far from be­ing the pol­ish of a cul­tiv­ated mind, it con­sists merely of tire­some forms and ce­re­mon­ies. So far, in­deed, from en­ter­ing im­me­di­ately in­to your char­ac­ter, and mak­ing you feel in­stantly at your ease, like the well-bred French, their over­ac­ted ci­vil­ity is a con­tinu­al re­straint on all your ac­tions. The sort of su­peri­or­ity which a for­tune gives when there is no su­peri­or­ity of edu­ca­tion, ex­cept­ing what con­sists in the ob­serv­ance of sense­less forms, has a con­trary ef­fect than what is in­ten­ded; so that I could not help reck­on­ing the peas­antry the po­litest people of Sweden, who, only aim­ing at pleas­ing you, nev­er think of be­ing ad­mired for their be­ha­viour.

			Their tables, like their com­pli­ments, seem equally a ca­ri­ca­ture of the French. The dishes are com­posed, as well as theirs, of a vari­ety of mix­tures to des­troy the nat­ive taste of the food without be­ing as rel­ish­ing. Spices and sug­ar are put in­to everything, even in­to the bread; and the only way I can ac­count for their par­ti­al­ity to high-seasoned dishes is the con­stant use of salted pro­vi­sions. Ne­ces­sity ob­liges them to lay up a store of dried fish and salted meat for the winter; and in sum­mer, fresh meat and fish taste in­sip­id after them. To which may be ad­ded the con­stant use of spir­its. Every day, be­fore din­ner and sup­per, even whilst the dishes are cool­ing on the table, men and wo­men re­pair to a side-table; and to ob­tain an ap­pet­ite eat bread-and-but­ter, cheese, raw sal­mon, or an­chovies, drink­ing a glass of brandy. Salt fish or meat then im­me­di­ately fol­lows, to give a fur­ther whet to the stom­ach. As the din­ner ad­vances, par­don me for tak­ing up a few minutes to de­scribe what, alas! has de­tained me two or three hours on the stretch ob­serving, dish after dish is changed, in end­less ro­ta­tion, and handed round with sol­emn pace to each guest; but should you hap­pen not to like the first dishes, which was of­ten my case, it is a gross breach of po­lite­ness to ask for part of any oth­er till its turn comes. But have pa­tience, and there will be eat­ing enough. Al­low me to run over the acts of a vis­it­ing day, not over­look­ing the in­ter­ludes.

			Pre­lude a lunch­eon—then a suc­ces­sion of fish, flesh, and fowl for two hours, dur­ing which time the dessert—I was sorry for the straw­ber­ries and cream—rests on the table to be im­preg­nated by the fumes of the vi­ands. Cof­fee im­me­di­ately fol­lows in the draw­ing-room, but does not pre­clude punch, ale, tea and cakes, raw sal­mon, etc. A sup­per brings up the rear, not for­get­ting the in­tro­duct­ory lunch­eon, al­most equalling in re­moves the din­ner. A day of this kind you would ima­gine suf­fi­cient; but a to­mor­row and a to­mor­row—A nev­er-end­ing, still-be­gin­ning feast may be bear­able, per­haps, when stern winter frowns, shak­ing with chilling as­pect his hoary locks; but dur­ing a sum­mer, sweet as fleet­ing, let me, my kind strangers, es­cape some­times in­to your fir groves, wander on the mar­gin of your beau­ti­ful lakes, or climb your rocks, to view still oth­ers in end­less per­spect­ive, which, piled by more than gi­ant’s hand, scale the heav­ens to in­ter­cept its rays, or to re­ceive the part­ing tinge of linger­ing day—day that, scarcely softened un­to twi­light, al­lows the freshen­ing breeze to wake, and the moon to burst forth in all her glory to glide with sol­emn el­eg­ance through the azure ex­panse.

			The cow’s bell has ceased to tinkle the herd to rest; they have all paced across the heath. Is not this the witch­ing time of night? The wa­ters mur­mur, and fall with more than mor­tal mu­sic, and spir­its of peace walk abroad to calm the agit­ated breast. Etern­ity is in these mo­ments. Worldly cares melt in­to the airy stuff that dreams are made of, and rev­er­ies, mild and en­chant­ing as the first hopes of love or the re­col­lec­tion of lost en­joy­ment, carry the hap­less wight in­to fu­tur­ity, who in bust­ling life has vainly strove to throw off the grief which lies heavy at the heart. Good night! A cres­cent hangs out in the vault be­fore, which woos me to stray abroad. It is not a sil­very re­flec­tion of the sun, but glows with all its golden splend­our. Who fears the fallen dew? It only makes the mown grass smell more fra­grant. Adieu!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				III
			

			The pop­u­la­tion of Sweden has been es­tim­ated from two mil­lions and a half to three mil­lions; a small num­ber for such an im­mense tract of coun­try, of which only so much is cul­tiv­ated—and that in the simplest man­ner—as is ab­so­lutely re­quis­ite to sup­ply the ne­ces­sar­ies of life; and near the sea­shore, whence her­rings are eas­ily pro­cured, there scarcely ap­pears a vestige of cul­tiv­a­tion. The scattered huts that stand shiv­er­ing on the na­ked rocks, brav­ing the piti­less ele­ments, are formed of logs of wood rudely hewn; and so little pains are taken with the craggy found­a­tion that noth­ing like a path­way points out the door.

			Gathered in­to him­self by the cold, lower­ing his vis­age to avoid the cut­ting blast, is it sur­pris­ing that the churl­ish pleas­ure of drink­ing drams takes place of so­cial en­joy­ments amongst the poor, es­pe­cially if we take in­to the ac­count that they mostly live on high-seasoned pro­vi­sion and rye bread? Hard enough, you may ima­gine, as it is baked only once a year. The ser­vants also, in most fam­il­ies, eat this kind of bread, and have a dif­fer­ent kind of food from their mas­ters, which, in spite of all the ar­gu­ments I have heard to vin­dic­ate the cus­tom, ap­pears to me a rem­nant of bar­bar­ism.

			In fact, the situ­ation of the ser­vants in every re­spect, par­tic­u­larly that of the wo­men, shows how far the Swedes are from hav­ing a just con­cep­tion of ra­tion­al equal­ity. They are not termed slaves; yet a man may strike a man with im­pun­ity be­cause he pays him wages, though these wages are so low that ne­ces­sity must teach them to pil­fer, whilst servil­ity renders them false and boor­ish. Still the men stand up for the dig­nity of man by op­press­ing the wo­men. The most meni­al, and even la­bor­i­ous of­fices, are there­fore left to these poor drudges. Much of this I have seen. In the winter, I am told, they take the lin­en down to the river to wash it in the cold wa­ter, and though their hands, cut by the ice, are cracked and bleed­ing, the men, their fel­low-ser­vants, will not dis­grace their man­hood by car­ry­ing a tub to light­en their bur­den.

			You will not be sur­prised to hear that they do not wear shoes or stock­ings, when I in­form you that their wages are sel­dom more than twenty or thirty shil­lings per an­num. It is the cus­tom, I know, to give them a new year’s gift and a present at some oth­er peri­od, but can it all amount to a just in­dem­nity for their la­bour? The treat­ment of ser­vants in most coun­tries, I grant, is very un­just, and in Eng­land, that boas­ted land of free­dom, it is of­ten ex­tremely tyr­an­nic­al. I have fre­quently, with in­dig­na­tion, heard gen­tle­men de­clare that they would nev­er al­low a ser­vant to an­swer them; and ladies of the most ex­quis­ite sens­ib­il­ity, who were con­tinu­ally ex­claim­ing against the cruelty of the vul­gar to the brute cre­ation, have in my pres­ence for­got that their at­tend­ants had hu­man feel­ings as well as forms. I do not know a more agree­able sight than to see ser­vants part of a fam­ily. By tak­ing an in­terest, gen­er­ally speak­ing, in their con­cerns you in­spire them with one for yours. We must love our ser­vants, or we shall nev­er be suf­fi­ciently at­tent­ive to their hap­pi­ness; and how can those mas­ters be at­tent­ive to their hap­pi­ness who, liv­ing above their for­tunes, are more anxious to out­shine their neigh­bours than to al­low their house­hold the in­no­cent en­joy­ments they earn?

			It is, in fact, much more dif­fi­cult for ser­vants, who are tan­tal­ised by see­ing and pre­par­ing the dain­ties of which they are not to par­take, to re­main hon­est, than the poor, whose thoughts are not led from their homely fare; so that, though the ser­vants here are com­monly thieves, you sel­dom hear of house­break­ing, or rob­bery on the high­way. The coun­try is, per­haps, too thinly in­hab­ited to pro­duce many of that de­scrip­tion of thieves termed foot­pads, or high­way­men. They are usu­ally the spawn of great cit­ies—the ef­fect of the spuri­ous de­sires gen­er­ated by wealth, rather than the des­per­ate struggles of poverty to es­cape from misery.

			The en­joy­ment of the peas­antry was drink­ing brandy and cof­fee, be­fore the lat­ter was pro­hib­ited, and the former not al­lowed to be privately dis­tilled, the wars car­ried on by the late king ren­der­ing it ne­ces­sary to in­crease the rev­en­ue, and re­tain the specie in the coun­try by every pos­sible means.

			The taxes be­fore the reign of Charles XII were in­con­sid­er­able. Since then the bur­den has con­tinu­ally been grow­ing heav­ier, and the price of pro­vi­sions has pro­por­tion­ately in­creased—nay, the ad­vant­age ac­cru­ing from the ex­port­a­tion of corn to France and rye to Ger­many will prob­ably pro­duce a scarcity in both Sweden and Nor­way, should not a peace put a stop to it this au­tumn, for spec­u­la­tions of vari­ous kinds have already al­most doubled the price.

			Such are the ef­fects of war, that it saps the vi­tals even of the neut­ral coun­tries, who, ob­tain­ing a sud­den in­flux of wealth, ap­pear to be rendered flour­ish­ing by the de­struc­tion which rav­ages the hap­less na­tions who are sac­ri­ficed to the am­bi­tion of their gov­ernors. I shall not, how­ever, dwell on the vices, though they be of the most con­tempt­ible and em­brut­ing cast, to which a sud­den ac­ces­sion of for­tune gives birth, be­cause I be­lieve it may be de­livered as an ax­iom, that it is only in pro­por­tion to the in­dustry ne­ces­sary to ac­quire wealth that a na­tion is really be­nefited by it.

			The pro­hib­i­tion of drink­ing cof­fee un­der a pen­alty, and the en­cour­age­ment giv­en to pub­lic dis­til­ler­ies, tend to im­pov­er­ish the poor, who are not af­fected by the sump­tu­ary laws; for the re­gent has lately laid very severe re­straints on the art­icles of dress, which the mid­dling class of people found griev­ous, be­cause it ob­liged them to throw aside finery that might have las­ted them for their lives.

			These may be termed vex­a­tious; still the death of the king, by sav­ing them from the con­sequences his am­bi­tion would nat­ur­ally have en­tailed on them, may be reckoned a bless­ing.

			Be­sides, the French Re­volu­tion has not only rendered all the crowned heads more cau­tious, but has so de­creased every­where (ex­cept­ing amongst them­selves) a re­spect for no­bil­ity, that the peas­antry have not only lost their blind rev­er­ence for their sei­gniors, but com­plain in a manly style of op­pres­sions which be­fore they did not think of de­nom­in­at­ing such, be­cause they were taught to con­sider them­selves as a dif­fer­ent or­der of be­ings. And, per­haps, the ef­forts which the ar­is­to­crats are mak­ing here, as well as in every oth­er part of Europe, to se­cure their sway, will be the most ef­fec­tu­al mode of un­der­min­ing it, tak­ing in­to the cal­cu­la­tion that the King of Sweden, like most of the po­tentates of Europe, has con­tinu­ally been aug­ment­ing his power by en­croach­ing on the priv­ileges of the nobles.

			The well-bred Swedes of the cap­it­al are formed on the an­cient French mod­el, and they in gen­er­al speak that lan­guage; for they have a knack at ac­quir­ing lan­guages with tol­er­able flu­ency. This may be reckoned an ad­vant­age in some re­spects; but it pre­vents the cul­tiv­a­tion of their own, and any con­sid­er­able ad­vance in lit­er­ary pur­suits.

			A sens­ible writer has lately ob­served (I have not his work by me, there­fore can­not quote his ex­act words), “That the Amer­ic­ans very wisely let the Europeans make their books and fash­ions for them.” But I can­not co­in­cide with him in this opin­ion. The re­flec­tion ne­ces­sary to pro­duce a cer­tain num­ber even of tol­er­able pro­duc­tions aug­ments more than he is aware of the mass of know­ledge in the com­munity. Des­ultory read­ing is com­monly a mere pas­time. But we must have an ob­ject to refer our re­flec­tions to, or they will sel­dom go be­low the sur­face. As in trav­el­ling, the keep­ing of a journ­al ex­cites to many use­ful in­quir­ies that would not have been thought of had the trav­el­ler only de­term­ined to see all he could see, without ever ask­ing him­self for what pur­pose. Be­sides, the very dab­bling in lit­er­at­ure fur­nishes harm­less top­ics of con­ver­sa­tion; for the not hav­ing such sub­jects at hand, though they are of­ten in­sup­port­ably fa­tiguing, renders the in­hab­it­ants of little towns pry­ing and cen­sori­ous. Idle­ness, rather than ill-nature, gives birth to scan­dal, and to the ob­ser­va­tion of little in­cid­ents which nar­rows the mind. It is fre­quently only the fear of be­ing talked of which pro­duces that pu­erile scru­pu­los­ity about trifles in­com­pat­ible with an en­larged plan of use­ful­ness, and with the basis of all mor­al prin­ciples—re­spect for the vir­tues which are not merely the vir­tues of con­ven­tion.

			I am, my friend, more and more con­vinced that a met­ro­pol­is, or an abode ab­so­lutely sol­it­ary, is the best cal­cu­lated for the im­prove­ment of the heart, as well as the un­der­stand­ing; wheth­er we de­sire to be­come ac­quain­ted with man, nature, or ourselves. Mix­ing with man­kind, we are ob­liged to ex­am­ine our pre­ju­dices, and of­ten im­per­cept­ibly lose, as we ana­lyse them. And in the coun­try, grow­ing in­tim­ate with nature, a thou­sand little cir­cum­stances, un­seen by vul­gar eyes, give birth to sen­ti­ments dear to the ima­gin­a­tion, and in­quir­ies which ex­pand the soul, par­tic­u­larly when cul­tiv­a­tion has not smoothed in­to in­sip­id­ity all its ori­gin­al­ity of char­ac­ter.

			I love the coun­try, yet whenev­er I see a pic­tur­esque situ­ation chosen on which to erect a dwell­ing I am al­ways afraid of the im­prove­ments. It re­quires un­com­mon taste to form a whole, and to in­tro­duce ac­com­mod­a­tions and or­na­ments ana­log­ous with the sur­round­ing-scene.

			I vis­ited, near Gothen­burg, a house with im­proved land about it, with which I was par­tic­u­larly de­lighted. It was close to a lake em­bosomed in pine-clad rocks. In one part of the mead­ows your eye was dir­ec­ted to the broad ex­panse, in an­oth­er you were led in­to a shade, to see a part of it, in the form of a river, rush amongst the frag­ments of rocks and roots of trees; noth­ing seemed forced. One re­cess, par­tic­u­larly grand and sol­emn amongst the tower­ing cliffs, had a rude stone table and seat placed in it, that might have served for a Druid’s haunt, whilst a pla­cid stream be­low en­livened the flowers on its mar­gin, where light-footed elves would gladly have danced their airy rounds.

			Here the hand of taste was con­spicu­ous though not ob­trus­ive, and formed a con­trast with an­oth­er abode in the same neigh­bour­hood, on which much money had been lav­ished; where Itali­an colon­nades were placed to ex­cite the won­der of the rude crags, and a stone stair­case, to threaten with de­struc­tion a wooden house. Venuses and Apol­los con­demned to lie hid in snow three parts of the year seemed equally dis­placed, and called the at­ten­tion off from the sur­round­ing sub­lim­ity, without in­spir­ing any vo­lup­tu­ous sen­sa­tions. Yet even these abor­tions of van­ity have been use­ful. Num­ber­less work­men have been em­ployed, and the su­per­in­tend­ing artist has im­proved the la­bour­ers, whose un­skil­ful­ness tor­men­ted him, by ob­li­ging them to sub­mit to the dis­cip­line of rules. Adieu!

			
				Yours af­fec­tion­ately.

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				IV
			

			The sever­ity of the long Swedish winter tends to render the people slug­gish, for though this sea­son has its pe­cu­li­ar pleas­ures, too much time is em­ployed to guard against its in­clem­ency. Still as warm cloth­ing is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary, the wo­men spin and the men weave, and by these ex­er­tions get a fence to keep out the cold. I have rarely passed a knot of cot­tages without see­ing cloth laid out to bleach, and when I entered, al­ways found the wo­men spin­ning or knit­ting.

			A mis­taken ten­der­ness, how­ever, for their chil­dren, makes them even in sum­mer load them with flan­nels, and hav­ing a sort of nat­ur­al an­ti­pathy to cold wa­ter, the squal­id ap­pear­ance of the poor babes, not to speak of the nox­ious smell which flan­nel and rugs re­tain, seems a reply to a ques­tion I had of­ten asked—Why I did not see more chil­dren in the vil­lages I passed through? In­deed the chil­dren ap­pear to be nipt in the bud, hav­ing neither the graces nor charms of their age. And this, I am per­suaded, is much more ow­ing to the ig­nor­ance of the moth­ers than to the rude­ness of the cli­mate. Rendered feeble by the con­tinu­al per­spir­a­tion they are kept in, whilst every pore is ab­sorb­ing un­whole­some mois­ture, they give them, even at the breast, brandy, salt fish, and every oth­er crude sub­stance which air and ex­er­cise en­ables the par­ent to di­gest.

			The wo­men of for­tune here, as well as every­where else, have nurses to suckle their chil­dren; and the total want of chastity in the lower class of wo­men fre­quently renders them very un­fit for the trust.

			You have some­times re­marked to me the dif­fer­ence of the man­ners of the coun­try girls in Eng­land and in Amer­ica; at­trib­ut­ing the re­serve of the former to the cli­mate—to the ab­sence of gen­i­al suns. But it must be their stars, not the zephyrs, gently steal­ing on their senses, which here lead frail wo­men astray. Who can look at these rocks, and al­low the vo­lup­tu­ous­ness of nature to be an ex­cuse for grat­i­fy­ing the de­sires it in­spires? We must there­fore, find some oth­er cause be­side vo­lup­tu­ous­ness, I be­lieve, to ac­count for the con­duct of the Swedish and Amer­ic­an coun­try girls; for I am led to con­clude, from all the ob­ser­va­tions I have made, that there is al­ways a mix­ture of sen­ti­ment and ima­gin­a­tion in vo­lup­tu­ous­ness, to which neither of them have much pre­ten­sion.

			The coun­try girls of Ire­land and Wales equally feel the first im­pulse of nature, which, re­strained in Eng­land by fear or del­ic­acy, proves that so­ci­ety is there in a more ad­vanced state. Be­sides, as the mind is cul­tiv­ated, and taste gains ground, the pas­sions be­come stronger, and rest on some­thing more stable than the cas­u­al sym­path­ies of the mo­ment. Health and idle­ness will al­ways ac­count for promis­cu­ous amours; and in some de­gree I term every per­son idle, the ex­er­cise of whose mind does not bear some pro­por­tion to that of the body.

			The Swedish ladies ex­er­cise neither suf­fi­ciently; of course, grow very fat at an early age; and when they have not this downy ap­pear­ance, a com­fort­able idea, you will say, in a cold cli­mate, they are not re­mark­able for fine forms. They have, how­ever, mostly fine com­plex­ions; but in­dol­ence makes the lily soon dis­place the rose. The quant­ity of cof­fee, spices, and oth­er things of that kind, with want of care, al­most uni­ver­sally spoil their teeth, which con­trast but ill with their ruby lips.

			The man­ners of Stock­holm are re­fined, I hear, by the in­tro­duc­tion of gal­lantry; but in the coun­try, romp­ing and coarse freedoms, with coars­er al­lu­sions, keep the spir­its awake. In the art­icle of clean­li­ness, the wo­men of all de­scrip­tions seem very de­fi­cient; and their dress shows that van­ity is more in­her­ent in wo­men than taste.

			The men ap­pear to have paid still less court to the graces. They are a ro­bust, healthy race, dis­tin­guished for their com­mon sense and turn for hu­mour, rather than for wit or sen­ti­ment. I in­clude not, as you may sup­pose, in this gen­er­al char­ac­ter, some of the no­bil­ity and of­ficers, who hav­ing trav­elled, are po­lite and well in­formed.

			I must own to you that the lower class of people here amuse and in­terest me much more than the mid­dling, with their apish good breed­ing and pre­ju­dices. The sym­pathy and frank­ness of heart con­spicu­ous in the peas­antry pro­duces even a simple grace­ful­ness of de­port­ment which has fre­quently struck me as very pic­tur­esque; I have of­ten also been touched by their ex­treme de­sire to ob­lige me, when I could not ex­plain my wants, and by their earn­est man­ner of ex­press­ing that de­sire. There is such a charm in ten­der­ness! It is so de­light­ful to love our fel­low-creatures, and meet the hon­est af­fec­tions as they break forth. Still, my good friend, I be­gin to think that I should not like to live con­tinu­ally in the coun­try with people whose minds have such a nar­row range. My heart would fre­quently be in­ter­ested; but my mind would lan­guish for more com­pan­ion­able so­ci­ety.

			The beau­ties of nature ap­pear to me now even more al­lur­ing than in my youth, be­cause my in­ter­course with the world has formed without viti­at­ing my taste. But, with re­spect to the in­hab­it­ants of the coun­try, my fancy has prob­ably, when dis­gus­ted with ar­ti­fi­cial man­ners, solaced it­self by join­ing the ad­vant­ages of cul­tiv­a­tion with the in­ter­est­ing sin­cer­ity of in­no­cence, for­get­ting the las­sit­ude that ig­nor­ance will nat­ur­ally pro­duce. I like to see an­im­als sport­ing, and sym­path­ise in their pains and pleas­ures. Still I love some­times to view the hu­man face di­vine, and trace the soul, as well as the heart, in its vary­ing lin­ea­ments.

			A jour­ney to the coun­try, which I must shortly make, will en­able me to ex­tend my re­marks.—Adieu!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				V
			

			Had I de­term­ined to travel in Sweden merely for pleas­ure, I should prob­ably have chosen the road to Stock­holm, though con­vinced, by re­peated ob­ser­va­tion, that the man­ners of a people are best dis­crim­in­ated in the coun­try. The in­hab­it­ants of the cap­it­al are all of the same genus; for the vari­et­ies in the spe­cies we must, there­fore, search where the hab­it­a­tions of men are so sep­ar­ated as to al­low the dif­fer­ence of cli­mate to have its nat­ur­al ef­fect. And with this dif­fer­ence we are, per­haps, most for­cibly struck at the first view, just as we form an es­tim­ate of the lead­ing traits of a char­ac­ter at the first glance, of which in­tim­acy af­ter­wards makes us al­most lose sight.

			As my af­fairs called me to Strom­stad (the fron­ti­er town of Sweden) in my way to Nor­way, I was to pass over, I heard, the most un­cul­tiv­ated part of the coun­try. Still I be­lieve that the grand fea­tures of Sweden are the same every­where, and it is only the grand fea­tures that ad­mit of de­scrip­tion. There is an in­di­vidu­al­ity in every pro­spect, which re­mains in the memory as for­cibly de­pic­ted as the par­tic­u­lar fea­tures that have ar­res­ted our at­ten­tion; yet we can­not find words to dis­crim­in­ate that in­di­vidu­al­ity so as to en­able a stranger to say, this is the face, that the view. We may amuse by set­ting the ima­gin­a­tion to work; but we can­not store the memory with a fact.

			As I wish to give you a gen­er­al idea of this coun­try, I shall con­tin­ue in my des­ultory man­ner to make such ob­ser­va­tions and re­flec­tions as the cir­cum­stances draw forth, without los­ing time, by en­deav­our­ing to ar­range them.

			Trav­el­ling in Sweden is very cheap, and even com­mo­di­ous, if you make but the prop­er ar­range­ments. Here, as in oth­er parts of the Con­tin­ent, it is ne­ces­sary to have your own car­riage, and to have a ser­vant who can speak the lan­guage, if you are un­ac­quain­ted with it. Some­times a ser­vant who can drive would be found very use­ful, which was our case, for I trav­elled in com­pany with two gen­tle­men, one of whom had a Ger­man ser­vant who drove very well. This was all the party; for not in­tend­ing to make a long stay, I left my little girl be­hind me.

			As the roads are not much fre­quen­ted, to avoid wait­ing three or four hours for horses, we sent, as is the con­stant cus­tom, an av­ant cour­i­er the night be­fore, to or­der them at every post, and we con­stantly found them ready. Our first set I jok­ingly termed re­quis­i­tion horses; but af­ter­wards we had al­most al­ways little spir­ited an­im­als that went on at a round pace.

			The roads, mak­ing al­low­ance for the ups and downs, are un­com­monly good and pleas­ant. The ex­pense, in­clud­ing the pos­til­lions and oth­er in­cid­ent­al things, does not amount to more than a shil­ling the Swedish mile.

			The inns are tol­er­able; but not lik­ing the rye bread, I found it ne­ces­sary to fur­nish my­self with some wheaten be­fore I set out. The beds, too, were par­tic­u­larly dis­agree­able to me. It seemed to me that I was sink­ing in­to a grave when I entered them; for, im­mersed in down placed in a sort of box, I ex­pec­ted to be suf­foc­ated be­fore morn­ing. The sleep­ing between two down beds—they do so even in sum­mer—must be very un­whole­some dur­ing any sea­son; and I can­not con­ceive how the people can bear it, es­pe­cially as the sum­mers are very warm. But warmth they seem not to feel; and, I should think, were afraid of the air, by al­ways keep­ing their win­dows shut. In the winter, I am per­suaded, I could not ex­ist in rooms thus closed up, with stoves heated in their man­ner, for they only put wood in­to them twice a day; and, when the stove is thor­oughly heated, they shut the flue, not ad­mit­ting any air to re­new its elasti­city, even when the rooms are crowded with com­pany. These stoves are made of earth­en­ware, and of­ten in a form that or­na­ments an apart­ment, which is nev­er the case with the heavy iron ones I have seen else­where. Stoves may be eco­nom­ic­al, but I like a fire, a wood one, in pref­er­ence; and I am con­vinced that the cur­rent of air which it at­tracts renders this the best mode of warm­ing rooms.

			We ar­rived early the second even­ing at a little vil­lage called Quistram, where we had de­term­ined to pass the night, hav­ing been in­formed that we should not af­ter­wards find a tol­er­able inn un­til we reached Strom­stad.

			Ad­van­cing to­wards Quistram, as the sun was be­gin­ning to de­cline, I was par­tic­u­larly im­pressed by the beauty of the situ­ation. The road was on the de­cliv­ity of a rocky moun­tain, slightly covered with a mossy herb­age and vag­rant firs. At the bot­tom, a river, strag­gling amongst the re­cesses of stone, was hasten­ing for­ward to the ocean and its grey rocks, of which we had a pro­spect on the left; whilst on the right it stole peace­fully for­ward in­to the mead­ows, los­ing it­self in a thickly-wooded rising ground. As we drew near, the love­li­est banks of wild flowers varie­gated the pro­spect, and prom­ised to ex­hale odours to add to the sweet­ness of the air, the pur­ity of which you could al­most see, alas! not smell, for the pu­tre­fy­ing her­rings, which they use as ma­nure, after the oil has been ex­trac­ted, spread over the patches of earth, claimed by cul­tiv­a­tion, des­troyed every oth­er.

			It was in­tol­er­able, and entered with us in­to the inn, which was in oth­er re­spects a charm­ing re­treat.

			Whilst sup­per was pre­par­ing I crossed the bridge, and strolled by the river, listen­ing to its mur­murs. Ap­proach­ing the bank, the beauty of which had at­trac­ted my at­ten­tion in the car­riage, I re­cog­nised many of my old ac­quaint­ance grow­ing with great lux­uri­ance.

			Seated on it, I could not avoid not­ing an ob­vi­ous re­mark. Sweden ap­peared to me the coun­try in the world most prop­er to form the bot­an­ist and nat­ur­al his­tor­i­an; every ob­ject seemed to re­mind me of the cre­ation of things, of the first ef­forts of sport­ive nature. When a coun­try ar­rives at a cer­tain state of per­fec­tion, it looks as if it were made so; and curi­os­ity is not ex­cited. Be­sides, in so­cial life too many ob­jects oc­cur for any to be dis­tinctly ob­served by the gen­er­al­ity of man­kind; yet a con­tem­plat­ive man, or poet, in the coun­try—I do not mean the coun­try ad­ja­cent to cit­ies—feels and sees what would es­cape vul­gar eyes, and draws suit­able in­fer­ences. This train of re­flec­tions might have led me fur­ther, in every sense of the word; but I could not es­cape from the de­test­able evap­or­a­tion of the her­rings, which poisoned all my pleas­ure.

			After mak­ing a tol­er­able sup­per—for it is not easy to get fresh pro­vi­sions on the road—I re­tired, to be lulled to sleep by the mur­mur­ing of a stream, of which I with great dif­fi­culty ob­tained suf­fi­cient to per­form my daily ablu­tions.

			The last battle between the Danes and Swedes, which gave new life to their an­cient enmity, was fought at this place 1788; only sev­en­teen or eight­een were killed, for the great su­peri­or­ity of the Danes and Nor­we­gi­ans ob­liged the Swedes to sub­mit; but sick­ness, and a scarcity of pro­vi­sion, proved very fatal to their op­pon­ents on their re­turn.

			It would be very easy to search for the par­tic­u­lars of this en­gage­ment in the pub­lic­a­tions of the day; but as this man­ner of filling my pages does not come with­in my plan, I prob­ably should not have re­marked that the battle was fought here, were it not to re­late an an­ec­dote which I had from good au­thor­ity.

			I no­ticed, when I first men­tioned this place to you, that we des­cen­ded a steep be­fore we came to the inn; an im­mense ridge of rocks stretch­ing out on one side. The inn was sheltered un­der them; and about a hun­dred yards from it was a bridge that crossed the river, the mur­murs of which I have cel­eb­rated; it was not ford­able. The Swedish gen­er­al re­ceived or­ders to stop at the bridge and dis­pute the pas­sage—a most ad­vant­age­ous post for an army so much in­feri­or in force; but the in­flu­ence of beauty is not con­fined to courts. The mis­tress of the inn was hand­some; when I saw her there were still some re­mains of beauty; and, to pre­serve her house, the gen­er­al gave up the only ten­able sta­tion. He was af­ter­wards broke for con­tempt of or­ders.

			Ap­proach­ing the fron­ti­ers, con­sequently the sea, nature re­sumed an as­pect ruder and ruder, or rather seemed the bones of the world wait­ing to be clothed with everything ne­ces­sary to give life and beauty. Still it was sub­lime.

			The clouds caught their hue of the rocks that men­aced them. The sun ap­peared afraid to shine, the birds ceased to sing, and the flowers to bloom; but the eagle fixed his nest high amongst the rocks, and the vul­ture hovered over this abode of des­ol­a­tion. The farm houses, in which only poverty resided, were formed of logs scarcely keep­ing off the cold and drift­ing snow: out of them the in­hab­it­ants sel­dom peeped, and the sports or prat­tling of chil­dren was neither seen or heard. The cur­rent of life seemed con­gealed at the source: all were not frozen, for it was sum­mer, you re­mem­ber; but everything ap­peared so dull that I waited to see ice, in or­der to re­con­cile me to the ab­sence of gaiety.

			The day be­fore, my at­ten­tion had fre­quently been at­trac­ted by the wild beau­ties of the coun­try we passed through.

			The rocks which tossed their fant­ast­ic heads so high were of­ten covered with pines and firs, var­ied in the most pic­tur­esque man­ner. Little woods filled up the re­cesses when forests did not darken the scene, and val­leys and glens, cleared of the trees, dis­played a dazzling ver­dure which con­tras­ted with the gloom of the shad­ing pines. The eye stole in­to many a cov­ert where tran­quil­lity seemed to have taken up her abode, and the num­ber of little lakes that con­tinu­ally presen­ted them­selves ad­ded to the peace­ful com­pos­ure of the scenery. The little cul­tiv­a­tion which ap­peared did not break the en­chant­ment, nor did castles rear their tur­rets aloft to crush the cot­tages, and prove that man is more sav­age than the nat­ives of the woods. I heard of the bears but nev­er saw them stalk forth, which I was sorry for; I wished to have seen one in its wild state. In the winter, I am told, they some­times catch a stray cow, which is a heavy loss to the own­er.

			The farms are small. In­deed most of the houses we saw on the road in­dic­ated poverty, or rather that the people could just live. To­wards the fron­ti­ers they grew worse and worse in their ap­pear­ance, as if not will­ing to put ster­il­ity it­self out of coun­ten­ance. No gar­dens smiled round the hab­it­a­tions, not a potato or cab­bage to eat with the fish dry­ing on a stick near the door. A little grain here and there ap­peared, the long stalks of which you might al­most reck­on. The day was gloomy when we passed over this re­jec­ted spot, the wind bleak, and winter seemed to be con­tend­ing with nature, faintly strug­gling to change the sea­son. Surely, thought I, if the sun ever shines here it can­not warm these stones; moss only cleaves to them, par­tak­ing of their hard­ness, and noth­ing like ve­get­able life ap­pears to cheer with hope the heart.

			So far from think­ing that the prim­it­ive in­hab­it­ants of the world lived in a south­ern cli­mate where Para­dise spon­tan­eously arose, I am led to in­fer, from vari­ous cir­cum­stances, that the first dwell­ing of man happened to be a spot like this which led him to ad­ore a sun so sel­dom seen; for this wor­ship, which prob­ably pre­ceded that of demons or demi­gods, cer­tainly nev­er began in a south­ern cli­mate, where the con­tinu­al pres­ence of the sun pre­ven­ted its be­ing con­sidered as a good; or rather the want of it nev­er be­ing felt, this glor­i­ous lu­minary would care­lessly have dif­fused its bless­ings without be­ing hailed as a be­ne­fact­or. Man must there­fore have been placed in the north, to tempt him to run after the sun, in or­der that the dif­fer­ent parts of the earth might be peopled. Nor do I won­der that hordes of bar­bar­i­ans al­ways poured out of these re­gions to seek for milder climes, when noth­ing like cul­tiv­a­tion at­tached them to the soil, es­pe­cially when we take in­to the view that the ad­ven­tur­ing spir­it, com­mon to man, is nat­ur­ally stronger and more gen­er­al dur­ing the in­fancy of so­ci­ety. The con­duct of the fol­low­ers of Muhammad, and the cru­saders, will suf­fi­ciently cor­rob­or­ate my as­ser­tion.

			Ap­proach­ing near­er to Strom­stad, the ap­pear­ance of the town proved to be quite in char­ac­ter with the coun­try we had just passed through. I hes­it­ated to use the word coun­try, yet could not find an­oth­er; still it would sound ab­surd to talk of fields of rocks.

			The town was built on and un­der them. Three or four weath­er-beaten trees were shrink­ing from the wind, and the grass grew so spar­ingly that I could not avoid think­ing Dr. John­son’s hy­per­bol­ic­al as­ser­tion “that the man mer­ited well of his coun­try who made a few blades of grass grow where they nev­er grew be­fore,” might here have been uttered with strict pro­pri­ety. The steeple like­wise towered aloft, for what is a church, even amongst the Luther­ans, without a steeple? But to pre­vent mis­chief in such an ex­posed situ­ation, it is wisely placed on a rock at some dis­tance not to en­danger the roof of the church.

			Ram­bling about, I saw the door open, and entered, when to my great sur­prise I found the cler­gy­man read­ing pray­ers, with only the clerk at­tend­ing. I in­stantly thought of Swift’s “Dearly be­loved Ro­ger,” but on in­quiry I learnt that someone had died that morn­ing, and in Sweden it is cus­tom­ary to pray for the dead.

			The sun, who I sus­pec­ted nev­er dared to shine, began now to con­vince me that he came forth only to tor­ment; for though the wind was still cut­ting, the rocks be­came in­tol­er­ably warm un­der my feet, whilst the her­ring ef­flu­via, which I be­fore found so very of­fens­ive, once more as­sailed me. I hastened back to the house of a mer­chant, the little sov­er­eign of the place, be­cause he was by far the richest, though not the may­or.

			Here we were most hos­pit­ably re­ceived, and in­tro­duced to a very fine and nu­mer­ous fam­ily. I have be­fore men­tioned to you the lilies of the north, I might have ad­ded, wa­ter lilies, for the com­plex­ion of many, even of the young wo­men, seem to be bleached on the bos­om of snow. But in this youth­ful circle the roses bloomed with all their wonted fresh­ness, and I wondered from whence the fire was stolen which sparkled in their fine blue eyes.

			Here we slept; and I rose early in the morn­ing to pre­pare for my little voy­age to Nor­way. I had de­term­ined to go by wa­ter, and was to leave my com­pan­ions be­hind; but not get­ting a boat im­me­di­ately, and the wind be­ing high and un­fa­vour­able, I was told that it was not safe to go to sea dur­ing such bois­ter­ous weath­er; I was, there­fore, ob­liged to wait for the mor­row, and had the present day on my hands, which I feared would be irk­some, be­cause the fam­ily, who pos­sessed about a dozen French words amongst them and not an Eng­lish phrase, were anxious to amuse me, and would not let me re­main alone in my room. The town we had already walked round and round, and if we ad­vanced farther on the coast, it was still to view the same un­var­ied im­mens­ity of wa­ter sur­roun­ded by bar­ren­ness.

			The gen­tle­men, wish­ing to peep in­to Nor­way, pro­posed go­ing to Fre­der­ic­shall, the first town—the dis­tance was only three Swedish miles. There and back again was but a day’s jour­ney, and would not, I thought, in­ter­fere with my voy­age. I agreed, and in­vited the eld­est and pret­ti­est of the girls to ac­com­pany us. I in­vited her be­cause I like to see a beau­ti­ful face an­im­ated by pleas­ure, and to have an op­por­tun­ity of re­gard­ing the coun­try, whilst the gen­tle­men were amus­ing them­selves with her.

			I did not know, for I had not thought of it, that we were to scale some of the most moun­tain­ous cliffs of Sweden in our way to the ferry which sep­ar­ates the two coun­tries.

			En­ter­ing amongst the cliffs, we were sheltered from the wind, warm sun­beams began to play, streams to flow, and groves of pines di­ver­si­fied the rocks. Some­times they be­came sud­denly bare and sub­lime. Once, in par­tic­u­lar, after mount­ing the most ter­rif­ic pre­cip­ice, we had to pass through a tre­mend­ous de­file, where the clos­ing chasm seemed to threaten us with in­stant de­struc­tion, when, turn­ing quickly, verd­ant mead­ows and a beau­ti­ful lake re­lieved and charmed my eyes.

			I had nev­er trav­elled through Switzer­land, but one of my com­pan­ions as­sured me that I should not there find any­thing su­per­i­or, if equal, to the wild grandeur of these views.

			As we had not taken this ex­cur­sion in­to our plan, the horses had not been pre­vi­ously ordered, which ob­liged us to wait two hours at the first post. The day was wear­ing away. The road was so bad that walk­ing up the pre­cip­ices con­sumed the time in­sens­ibly; but as we de­sired horses at each post ready at a cer­tain hour, we reckoned on re­turn­ing more speedily.

			We stopped to dine at a tol­er­able farm; they brought us out ham, but­ter, cheese, and milk, and the charge was so mod­er­ate that I scattered a little money amongst the chil­dren who were peep­ing at us, in or­der to pay them for their trouble.

			Ar­rived at the ferry, we were still de­tained, for the people who at­tend at the fer­ries have a stu­pid kind of slug­gish­ness in their man­ner, which is very pro­vok­ing when you are in haste. At present I did not feel it, for, scram­bling up the cliffs, my eye fol­lowed the river as it rolled between the grand rocky banks; and, to com­plete the scenery, they were covered with firs and pines, through which the wind rustled as if it were lulling it­self to sleep with the de­clin­ing sun.

			Be­hold us now in Nor­way; and I could not avoid feel­ing sur­prise at ob­serving the dif­fer­ence in the man­ners of the in­hab­it­ants of the two sides of the river, for everything shows that the Nor­we­gi­ans are more in­dus­tri­ous and more op­u­lent. The Swedes (for neigh­bours are sel­dom the best friends) ac­cuse the Nor­we­gi­ans of knavery, and they re­tali­ate by bring­ing a charge of hy­po­crisy against the Swedes. Loc­al cir­cum­stances prob­ably render both un­just, speak­ing from their feel­ings rather than reas­on; and is this as­ton­ish­ing when we con­sider that most writers of travels have done the same, whose works have served as ma­ter­i­als for the com­pilers of uni­ver­sal his­tor­ies? All are eager to give a na­tion­al char­ac­ter, which is rarely just, be­cause they do not dis­crim­in­ate the nat­ur­al from the ac­quired dif­fer­ence. The nat­ur­al, I be­lieve, on due con­sid­er­a­tion, will be found to con­sist merely in the de­gree of vi­va­city, or thought­ful­ness, pleas­ures or pain, in­spired by the cli­mate, whilst the vari­et­ies which the forms of gov­ern­ment, in­clud­ing re­li­gion, pro­duce are much more nu­mer­ous and un­stable.

			A people have been char­ac­ter­ised as stu­pid by nature; what a para­dox! be­cause they did not con­sider that slaves, hav­ing no ob­ject to stim­u­late in­dustry, have not their fac­ulties sharpened by the only thing that can ex­er­cise them, self-in­terest. Oth­ers have been brought for­ward as brutes, hav­ing no aptitude for the arts and sci­ences, only be­cause the pro­gress of im­prove­ment had not reached that stage which pro­duces them.

			Those writers who have con­sidered the his­tory of man, or of the hu­man mind, on a more en­larged scale have fallen in­to sim­il­ar er­rors, not re­flect­ing that the pas­sions are weak where the ne­ces­sar­ies of life are too hardly or too eas­ily ob­tained.

			Trav­el­lers who re­quire that every na­tion should re­semble their nat­ive coun­try, had bet­ter stay at home. It is, for ex­ample, ab­surd to blame a people for not hav­ing that de­gree of per­son­al clean­li­ness and el­eg­ance of man­ners which only re­fine­ment of taste pro­duces, and will pro­duce every­where in pro­por­tion as so­ci­ety at­tains a gen­er­al pol­ish. The most es­sen­tial ser­vice, I pre­sume, that au­thors could render to so­ci­ety, would be to pro­mote in­quiry and dis­cus­sion, in­stead of mak­ing those dog­mat­ic­al as­ser­tions which only ap­pear cal­cu­lated to gird the hu­man mind round with ima­gin­ary circles, like the pa­per globe which rep­res­ents the one he in­hab­its.

			This spir­it of in­quiry is the char­ac­ter­ist­ic of the present cen­tury, from which the suc­ceed­ing will, I am per­suaded, re­ceive a great ac­cu­mu­la­tion of know­ledge; and doubt­less its dif­fu­sion will in a great meas­ure des­troy the fac­ti­tious na­tion­al char­ac­ters which have been sup­posed per­man­ent, though only rendered so by the per­man­ency of ig­nor­ance.

			Ar­riv­ing at Fre­der­ic­shall, at the siege of which Charles XII lost his life, we had only time to take a tran­si­ent view of it whilst they were pre­par­ing us some re­fresh­ment.

			Poor Charles! I thought of him with re­spect. I have al­ways felt the same for Al­ex­an­der, with whom he has been classed as a mad­man by sev­er­al writers, who have reasoned su­per­fi­cially, con­found­ing the mor­als of the day with the few grand prin­ciples on which un­change­able mor­al­ity rests. Mak­ing no al­low­ance for the ig­nor­ance and pre­ju­dices of the peri­od, they do not per­ceive how much they them­selves are in­debted to gen­er­al im­prove­ment for the ac­quire­ments, and even the vir­tues, which they would not have had the force of mind to at­tain by their in­di­vidu­al ex­er­tions in a less ad­vanced state of so­ci­ety.

			The even­ing was fine, as is usu­al at this sea­son, and the re­fresh­ing odour of the pine woods be­came more per­cept­ible, for it was nine o’clock when we left Fre­der­ic­shall. At the ferry we were de­tained by a dis­pute re­l­at­ive to our Swedish pass­port, which we did not think of get­ting coun­ter­signed in Nor­way. Mid­night was com­ing on, yet it might with such pro­pri­ety have been termed the noon of night that, had Young ever trav­elled to­wards the north, I should not have wondered at his be­com­ing en­am­oured of the moon. But it is not the Queen of Night alone who reigns here in all her splend­our, though the sun, loiter­ing just be­low the ho­ri­zon, decks her with­in a golden tinge from his car, il­lu­min­at­ing the cliffs that hide him; the heav­ens also, of a clear softened blue, throw her for­ward, and the even­ing star ap­pears a smal­ler moon to the na­ked eye. The huge shad­ows of the rocks, fringed with firs, con­cen­trat­ing the views without dark­en­ing them, ex­cited that tender mel­an­choly which, sub­lim­at­ing the ima­gin­a­tion, ex­alts rather than de­presses the mind.

			My com­pan­ions fell asleep—for­tu­nately they did not snore; and I con­tem­plated, fear­less of idle ques­tions, a night such as I had nev­er be­fore seen or felt, to charm the senses, and calm the heart. The very air was balmy as it freshened in­to morn, pro­du­cing the most vo­lup­tu­ous sen­sa­tions. A vague pleas­ur­able sen­ti­ment ab­sorbed me, as I opened my bos­om to the em­braces of nature; and my soul rose to its Au­thor, with the chirp­ing of the sol­it­ary birds, which began to feel, rather than see, ad­van­cing day. I had leis­ure to mark its pro­gress. The grey morn, streaked with sil­very rays, ushered in the ori­ent beams (how beau­ti­fully vary­ing in­to purple!), yet I was sorry to lose the soft wa­tery clouds which pre­ceded them, ex­cit­ing a kind of ex­pect­a­tion that made me al­most afraid to breathe, lest I should break the charm. I saw the sun—and sighed.

			One of my com­pan­ions, now awake, per­ceiv­ing that the pos­til­lion had mis­taken the road, began to swear at him, and roused the oth­er two, who re­luct­antly shook off sleep.

			We had im­me­di­ately to meas­ure back our steps, and did not reach Strom­stad be­fore five in the morn­ing.

			The wind had changed in the night, and my boat was ready.

			A dish of cof­fee, and fresh lin­en, re­cruited my spir­its, and I dir­ectly set out again for Nor­way, pur­pos­ing to land much high­er up the coast.

			Wrap­ping my great­coat round me, I lay down on some sails at the bot­tom of the boat, its mo­tion rock­ing me to rest, till a dis­cour­teous wave in­ter­rup­ted my slum­bers, and ob­liged me to rise and feel a sol­it­ar­i­ness which was not so sooth­ing as that of the past night.

			
				Adieu!

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				VI
			

			The sea was bois­ter­ous, but, as I had an ex­per­i­enced pi­lot, I did not ap­pre­hend any danger. Some­times, I was told, boats are driv­en far out and lost. How­ever, I sel­dom cal­cu­late chances so nicely—suf­fi­cient for the day is the ob­vi­ous evil!

			We had to steer amongst is­lands and huge rocks, rarely los­ing sight of the shore, though it now and then ap­peared only a mist that bordered the wa­ter’s edge. The pi­lot as­sured me that the nu­mer­ous har­bours on the Nor­way coast were very safe, and the pi­lot-boats were al­ways on the watch. The Swedish side is very dan­ger­ous, I am also in­formed; and the help of ex­per­i­ence is not of­ten at hand to en­able strange ves­sels to steer clear of the rocks, which lurk be­low the wa­ter close to the shore.

			There are no tides here, nor in the Cat­teg­ate, and, what ap­peared to me a con­sequence, no sandy beach. Per­haps this ob­ser­va­tion has been made be­fore; but it did not oc­cur to me till I saw the waves con­tinu­ally beat­ing against the bare rocks, without ever re­ced­ing to leave a sed­i­ment to harden.

			The wind was fair, till we had to tack about in or­der to enter Laur­vig, where we ar­rived to­wards three o’clock in the af­ter­noon. It is a clean, pleas­ant town, with a con­sid­er­able iron­work, which gives life to it.

			As the Nor­we­gi­ans do not fre­quently see trav­el­lers, they are very curi­ous to know their busi­ness, and who they are—so curi­ous, that I was half temp­ted to ad­opt Dr. Frank­lin’s plan, when trav­el­ling in Amer­ica, where they are equally pry­ing, which was to write on a pa­per, for pub­lic in­spec­tion, my name, from whence I came, where I was go­ing, and what was my busi­ness. But if I were im­por­tuned by their curi­os­ity, their friendly ges­tures grat­i­fied me. A wo­man com­ing alone in­ter­ested them. And I know not wheth­er my wear­i­ness gave me a look of pe­cu­li­ar del­ic­acy, but they ap­proached to as­sist me, and in­quire after my wants, as if they were afraid to hurt, and wished to pro­tect me. The sym­pathy I in­spired, thus drop­ping down from the clouds in a strange land, af­fected me more than it would have done had not my spir­its been har­assed by vari­ous causes—by much think­ing—mus­ing al­most to mad­ness—and even by a sort of weak mel­an­choly that hung about my heart at part­ing with my daugh­ter for the first time.

			You know that, as a fe­male, I am par­tic­u­larly at­tached to her; I feel more than a moth­er’s fond­ness and anxi­ety when I re­flect on the de­pend­ent and op­pressed state of her sex. I dread lest she should be forced to sac­ri­fice her heart to her prin­ciples, or prin­ciples to her heart. With trem­bling hand I shall cul­tiv­ate sens­ib­il­ity and cher­ish del­ic­acy of sen­ti­ment, lest, whilst I lend fresh blushes to the rose, I sharpen the thorns that will wound the breast I would fain guard; I dread to un­fold her mind, lest it should render her un­fit for the world she is to in­hab­it. Hap­less wo­man! what a fate is thine!

			But whith­er am I wan­der­ing? I only meant to tell you that the im­pres­sion the kind­ness of the simple people made vis­ible on my coun­ten­ance in­creased my sens­ib­il­ity to a pain­ful de­gree. I wished to have had a room to my­self, for their at­ten­tion, and rather dis­tress­ing ob­ser­va­tion, em­bar­rassed me ex­tremely. Yet, as they would bring me eggs, and make my cof­fee, I found I could not leave them without hurt­ing their feel­ings of hos­pit­al­ity.

			It is cus­tom­ary here for the host and host­ess to wel­come their guests as mas­ter and mis­tress of the house.

			My clothes, in their turn, at­trac­ted the at­ten­tion of the fe­males, and I could not help think­ing of the fool­ish van­ity which makes many wo­men so proud of the ob­ser­va­tion of strangers as to take won­der very gra­tu­it­ously for ad­mir­a­tion. This er­ror they are very apt to fall in­to when, ar­rived in a for­eign coun­try, the popu­lace stare at them as they pass. Yet the make of a cap or the sin­gu­lar­ity of a gown is of­ten the cause of the flat­ter­ing at­ten­tion which af­ter­wards sup­ports a fant­ast­ic su­per­struc­ture of self-con­ceit.

			Not hav­ing brought a car­riage over with me, ex­pect­ing to have met a per­son where I landed, who was im­me­di­ately to have pro­cured me one, I was de­tained whilst the good people of the inn sent round to all their ac­quaint­ance to search for a vehicle. A rude sort of cab­ri­ole was at last found, and a driver half drunk, who was not less eager to make a good bar­gain on that ac­count. I had a Dan­ish cap­tain of a ship and his mate with me; the former was to ride on horse­back, at which he was not very ex­pert, and the lat­ter to par­take of my seat. The driver moun­ted be­hind to guide the horses and flour­ish the whip over our shoulders; he would not suf­fer the reins out of his own hands. There was some­thing so grot­esque in our ap­pear­ance that I could not avoid shrink­ing in­to my­self when I saw a gen­tle­man-like man in the group which crowded round the door to ob­serve us. I could have broken the driver’s whip for crack­ing to call the wo­men and chil­dren to­geth­er, but see­ing a sig­ni­fic­ant smile on the face, I had be­fore re­marked, I burst in­to a laugh to al­low him to do so too, and away we flew. This is not a flour­ish of the pen, for we ac­tu­ally went on full gal­lop a long time, the horses be­ing very good; in­deed, I have nev­er met with bet­ter, if so good, post-horses as in Nor­way. They are of a stouter make than the Eng­lish horses, ap­pear to be well fed, and are not eas­ily tired.

			I had to pass over, I was in­formed, the most fer­tile and best cul­tiv­ated tract of coun­try in Nor­way. The dis­tance was three Nor­we­gi­an miles, which are longer than the Swedish. The roads were very good; the farm­ers are ob­liged to re­pair them; and we scampered through a great ex­tent of coun­try in a more im­proved state than any I had viewed since I left Eng­land. Still there was suf­fi­cient of hills, dales, and rocks to pre­vent the idea of a plain from en­ter­ing the head, or even of such scenery as Eng­land and France af­ford. The pro­spects were also em­bel­lished by wa­ter, rivers, and lakes be­fore the sea proudly claimed my re­gard, and the road run­ning fre­quently through lofty groves rendered the land­scapes beau­ti­ful, though they were not so ro­mantic as those I had lately seen with such de­light.

			It was late when I reached Tons­berg, and I was glad to go to bed at a de­cent inn. The next morn­ing the 17th of Ju­ly, con­vers­ing with the gen­tle­man with whom I had busi­ness to trans­act, I found that I should be de­tained at Tons­berg three weeks, and I lamen­ted that I had not brought my child with me.

			The inn was quiet, and my room so pleas­ant, com­mand­ing a view of the sea, con­fined by an am­phi­theatre of hanging woods, that I wished to re­main there, though no one in the house could speak Eng­lish or French. The may­or, my friend, how­ever, sent a young wo­man to me who spoke a little Eng­lish, and she agreed to call on me twice a day to re­ceive my or­ders and trans­late them to my host­ess.

			My not un­der­stand­ing the lan­guage was an ex­cel­lent pre­text for din­ing alone, which I pre­vailed on them to let me do at a late hour, for the early din­ners in Sweden had en­tirely de­ranged my day. I could not al­ter it there without dis­turb­ing the eco­nomy of a fam­ily where I was as a vis­it­or, ne­ces­sity hav­ing forced me to ac­cept of an in­vit­a­tion from a private fam­ily, the lodgings were so in­com­mo­di­ous.

			Amongst the Nor­we­gi­ans I had the ar­range­ment of my own time, and I de­term­ined to reg­u­late it in such a man­ner that I might en­joy as much of their sweet sum­mer as I pos­sibly could; short, it is true, but “passing sweet.”

			I nev­er en­dured a winter in this rude clime, con­sequently it was not the con­trast, but the real beauty of the sea­son which made the present sum­mer ap­pear to me the finest I had ever seen. Sheltered from the north and east­ern winds, noth­ing can ex­ceed the sa­lu­brity, the soft fresh­ness of the west­ern gales. In the even­ing they also die away; the as­pen leaves tremble in­to still­ness, and re­pos­ing nature seems to be warmed by the moon, which here as­sumes a gen­i­al as­pect. And if a light shower has chanced to fall with the sun, the ju­ni­per, the un­der­wood of the forest, ex­hales a wild per­fume, mixed with a thou­sand name­less sweets that, sooth­ing the heart, leave im­ages in the memory which the ima­gin­a­tion will ever hold dear.

			Nature is the nurse of sen­ti­ment, the true source of taste; yet what misery, as well as rap­ture, is pro­duced by a quick per­cep­tion of the beau­ti­ful and sub­lime when it is ex­er­cised in ob­serving an­im­ated nature, when every beau­teous feel­ing and emo­tion ex­cites re­spons­ive sym­pathy, and the har­mon­ised soul sinks in­to mel­an­choly or rises to ec­stasy, just as the chords are touched, like the Æo­li­an harp agit­ated by the chan­ging wind. But how dan­ger­ous is it to foster these sen­ti­ments in such an im­per­fect state of ex­ist­ence, and how dif­fi­cult to erad­ic­ate them when an af­fec­tion for man­kind, a pas­sion for an in­di­vidu­al, is but the un­fold­ing of that love which em­braces all that is great and beau­ti­ful!

			When a warm heart has re­ceived strong im­pres­sions, they are not to be ef­faced. Emo­tions be­come sen­ti­ments, and the ima­gin­a­tion renders even tran­si­ent sen­sa­tions per­man­ent by fondly re­tra­cing them. I can­not, without a thrill of de­light, re­col­lect views I have seen, which are not to be for­got­ten, nor looks I have felt in every nerve, which I shall nev­er more meet. The grave has closed over a dear friend, the friend of my youth. Still she is present with me, and I hear her soft voice warb­ling as I stray over the heath. Fate has sep­ar­ated me from an­oth­er, the fire of whose eyes, tempered by in­fant­ine ten­der­ness, still warms my breast; even when gaz­ing on these tre­mend­ous cliffs sub­lime emo­tions ab­sorb my soul. And, smile not, if I add that the rosy tint of morn­ing re­minds me of a suf­fu­sion which will nev­er more charm my senses, un­less it re­appears on the cheeks of my child. Her sweet blushes I may yet hide in my bos­om, and she is still too young to ask why starts the tear so near akin to pleas­ure and pain.

			I can­not write any more at present. To­mor­row we will talk of Tons­berg.
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				VII
			

			Though the king of Den­mark be an ab­so­lute mon­arch, yet the Nor­we­gi­ans ap­pear to en­joy all the bless­ings of free­dom. Nor­way may be termed a sis­ter king­dom; but the people have no vice­roy to lord it over them, and fat­ten his de­pend­ants with the fruit of their la­bour.

			There are only two counts in the whole coun­try who have es­tates, and ex­act some feud­al ob­serv­ances from their ten­antry. All the rest of the coun­try is di­vided in­to small farms, which be­long to the cul­tiv­at­or. It is true some few, ap­per­tain­ing to the Church, are let, but al­ways on a lease for life, gen­er­ally re­newed in fa­vour of the eld­est son, who has this ad­vant­age as well as a right to a double por­tion of the prop­erty. But the value of the farm is es­tim­ated, and after his por­tion is as­signed to him he must be an­swer­able for the residue to the re­main­ing part of the fam­ily.

			Every farm­er for ten years is ob­liged to at­tend an­nu­ally about twelve days to learn the mil­it­ary ex­er­cise, but it is al­ways at a small dis­tance from his dwell­ing, and does not lead him in­to any new habits of life.

			There are about six thou­sand reg­u­lars also in gar­ris­on at Chris­ti­ania and Fre­der­ic­shall, who are equally re­served, with the mi­li­tia, for the de­fence of their own coun­try. So that when the Prince Roy­al passed in­to Sweden in 1788, he was ob­liged to re­quest, not com­mand, them to ac­com­pany him on this ex­ped­i­tion.

			These corps are mostly com­posed of the sons of the cot­tagers, who be­ing la­bour­ers on the farms, are al­lowed a few acres to cul­tiv­ate for them­selves. These men vol­un­tar­ily en­list, but it is only for a lim­ited peri­od (six years), at the ex­pir­a­tion of which they have the liberty of re­tir­ing. The pay is only two­pence a day and bread; still, con­sid­er­ing the cheapness of the coun­try, it is more than six­pence in Eng­land.

			The dis­tri­bu­tion of landed prop­erty in­to small farms pro­duces a de­gree of equal­ity which I have sel­dom seen else­where; and the rich be­ing all mer­chants, who are ob­liged to di­vide their per­son­al for­tune amongst their chil­dren, the boys al­ways re­ceiv­ing twice as much as the girls, prop­erty has met a chance of ac­cu­mu­lat­ing till over­grow­ing wealth des­troys the bal­ance of liberty.

			You will be sur­prised to hear me talk of liberty; yet the Nor­we­gi­ans ap­pear to me to be the most free com­munity I have ever ob­served.

			The may­or of each town or dis­trict, and the judges in the coun­try, ex­er­cise an au­thor­ity al­most pat­ri­arch­al. They can do much good, but little harm—as every in­di­vidu­al can ap­peal from their judg­ment; and as they may al­ways be forced to give a reas­on for their con­duct, it is gen­er­ally reg­u­lated by prudence. “They have not time to learn to be tyr­ants,” said a gen­tle­man to me, with whom I dis­cussed the sub­ject.

			The farm­ers not fear­ing to be turned out of their farms, should they dis­please a man in power, and hav­ing no vote to be com­manded at an elec­tion for a mock rep­res­ent­at­ive, are a manly race; for not be­ing ob­liged to sub­mit to any de­bas­ing ten­ure in or­der to live, or ad­vance them­selves in the world, they act with an in­de­pend­ent spir­it. I nev­er yet have heard of any­thing like dom­in­eer­ing or op­pres­sion, ex­cept­ing such as has aris­en from nat­ur­al causes. The free­dom the people en­joy may, per­haps, render them a little li­ti­gi­ous, and sub­ject them to the im­pos­i­tions of cun­ning prac­ti­tion­ers of the law; but the au­thor­ity of of­fice is bounded, and the emolu­ments of it do not des­troy its util­ity.

			Last year a man who had ab­used his power was cash­iered, on the rep­res­ent­a­tion of the people to the bailiff of the dis­trict.

			There are four in Nor­way who might with pro­pri­ety be termed sher­iffs; and from their sen­tence an ap­peal, by either party, may be made to Copen­ha­gen.

			Near most of the towns are com­mons, on which the cows of all the in­hab­it­ants, in­dis­crim­in­ately, are al­lowed to graze. The poor, to whom a cow is ne­ces­sary, are al­most sup­por­ted by it. Be­sides, to render liv­ing more easy, they all go out to fish in their own boats, and fish is their prin­cip­al food.

			The lower class of people in the towns are in gen­er­al sail­ors; and the in­dus­tri­ous have usu­ally little ven­tures of their own that serve to render the winter com­fort­able.

			With re­spect to the coun­try at large, the im­port­a­tion is con­sid­er­ably in fa­vour of Nor­way.

			They are for­bid­den, at present, to ex­port corn or rye on ac­count of the ad­vanced price.

			The re­stric­tion which most re­sembles the pain­ful sub­or­din­a­tion of Ire­land, is that ves­sels, trad­ing to the West In­dies, are ob­liged to pass by their own ports, and un­load their car­goes at Copen­ha­gen, which they af­ter­wards re­ship. The duty is in­deed in­con­sid­er­able, but the nav­ig­a­tion be­ing dan­ger­ous, they run a double risk.

			There is an ex­cise on all art­icles of con­sump­tion brought to the towns; but the of­ficers are not strict, and it would be reckoned in­vi­di­ous to enter a house to search, as in Eng­land.

			The Nor­we­gi­ans ap­pear to me a sens­ible, shrewd people, with little sci­entif­ic know­ledge, and still less taste for lit­er­at­ure; but they are ar­riv­ing at the epoch which pre­cedes the in­tro­duc­tion of the arts and sci­ences.

			Most of the towns are sea­ports, and sea­ports are not fa­vour­able to im­prove­ment. The cap­tains ac­quire a little su­per­fi­cial know­ledge by trav­el­ling, which their in­defatig­able at­ten­tion to the mak­ing of money pre­vents their di­gest­ing; and the for­tune that they thus la­bor­i­ously ac­quire is spent, as it usu­ally is in towns of this de­scrip­tion, in show and good liv­ing. They love their coun­try, but have not much pub­lic spir­it. Their ex­er­tions are, gen­er­ally speak­ing, only for their fam­il­ies, which, I con­ceive, will al­ways be the case, till polit­ics, be­com­ing a sub­ject of dis­cus­sion, en­larges the heart by open­ing the un­der­stand­ing. The French Re­volu­tion will have this ef­fect. They sing, at present, with great glee, many Re­pub­lic­an songs, and seem earn­estly to wish that the re­pub­lic may stand; yet they ap­pear very much at­tached to their Prince Roy­al, and, as far as ru­mour can give an idea of a char­ac­ter, he ap­pears to mer­it their at­tach­ment. When I am at Copen­ha­gen, I shall be able to as­cer­tain on what found­a­tion their good opin­ion is built; at present I am only the echo of it.

			In the year 1788 he trav­elled through Nor­way; and acts of mercy gave dig­nity to the parade, and in­terest to the joy his pres­ence in­spired. At this town he pardoned a girl con­demned to die for mur­der­ing an il­le­git­im­ate child, a crime sel­dom com­mit­ted in this coun­try. She is since mar­ried, and be­come the care­ful moth­er of a fam­ily. This might be giv­en as an in­stance, that a des­per­ate act is not al­ways a proof of an in­cor­ri­gible de­prav­ity of char­ac­ter, the only plaus­ible ex­cuse that has been brought for­ward to jus­ti­fy the in­flic­tion of cap­it­al pun­ish­ments.

			I will re­late two or three oth­er an­ec­dotes to you, for the truth of which I will not vouch be­cause the facts were not of suf­fi­cient con­sequence for me to take much pains to as­cer­tain them; and, true or false, they evince that the people like to make a kind of mis­tress of their prince.

			An of­ficer, mor­tally wounded at the ill-ad­vised battle of Quistram, de­sired to speak with the prince; and with his dy­ing breath, earn­estly re­com­men­ded to his care a young wo­man of Chris­ti­ania, to whom he was en­gaged. When the prince re­turned there, a ball was giv­en by the chief in­hab­it­ants: he in­quired wheth­er this un­for­tu­nate girl was in­vited, and re­ques­ted that she might, though of the second class. The girl came; she was pretty; and find­ing her­self among her su­per­i­ors, bash­fully sat down as near the door as pos­sible, nobody tak­ing no­tice of her. Shortly after, the prince en­ter­ing, im­me­di­ately in­quired for her, and asked her to dance, to the mor­ti­fic­a­tion of the rich dames. After it was over he handed her to the top of the room, and pla­cing him­self by her, spoke of the loss she had sus­tained, with ten­der­ness, prom­ising to provide for any­one she should marry, as the story goes. She is since mar­ried, and he has not for­got­ten his prom­ise.

			A little girl, dur­ing the same ex­ped­i­tion, in Sweden, who in­formed him that the logs of a bridge were out un­der­neath, was taken by his or­ders to Chris­ti­ania, and put to school at his ex­pense.

			Be­fore I re­tail oth­er be­ne­fi­cial ef­fects of his jour­ney, it is ne­ces­sary to in­form you that the laws here are mild, and do not pun­ish cap­it­ally for any crime but murder, which sel­dom oc­curs. Every oth­er of­fence merely sub­jects the de­lin­quent to im­pris­on­ment and la­bour in the castle, or rather ar­sen­al at Chris­ti­ania, and the fort­ress at Fre­der­ic­shall. The first and second con­vic­tion pro­duces a sen­tence for a lim­ited num­ber of years—two, three, five, or sev­en, pro­por­tioned to the at­ro­city of the crime. After the third he is whipped, branded in the fore­head, and con­demned to per­petu­al slavery. This is the or­din­ary course of justice. For some flag­rant breaches of trust, or acts of wan­ton cruelty, crim­in­als have been con­demned to slavery for life the first time of con­vic­tion, but not fre­quently. The num­ber of these slaves do not, I am in­formed, amount to more than a hun­dred, which is not con­sid­er­able, com­pared with the pop­u­la­tion, up­wards of eight hun­dred thou­sand. Should I pass through Chris­ti­ania, on my re­turn to Gothen­burg, I shall prob­ably have an op­por­tun­ity of learn­ing oth­er par­tic­u­lars.

			There is also a House of Cor­rec­tion at Chris­ti­ania for tri­fling mis­de­mean­ours, where the wo­men are con­fined to la­bour and im­pris­on­ment even for life. The state of the pris­on­ers was rep­res­en­ted to the prince, in con­sequence of which he vis­ited the ar­sen­al and House of Cor­rec­tion. The slaves at the ar­sen­al were loaded with irons of a great weight; he ordered them to be lightened as much as pos­sible.

			The people in the House of Cor­rec­tion were com­manded not to speak to him; but four wo­men, con­demned to re­main there for life, got in­to the pas­sage, and fell at his feet. He gran­ted them a par­don; and in­quir­ing re­spect­ing the treat­ment of the pris­on­ers, he was in­formed that they were fre­quently whipped go­ing in, and com­ing out, and for any fault, at the dis­cre­tion of the in­spect­ors. This cus­tom he hu­manely ab­ol­ished, though some of the prin­cip­al in­hab­it­ants, whose situ­ation in life had raised them above the tempta­tion of steal­ing, were of opin­ion that these chas­tise­ments were ne­ces­sary and whole­some.

			In short, everything seems to an­nounce that the prince really cher­ishes the laud­able am­bi­tion of ful­filling the du­ties of his sta­tion. This am­bi­tion is cher­ished and dir­ec­ted by the Count Bern­storff, the Prime Min­is­ter of Den­mark, who is uni­ver­sally cel­eb­rated for his abil­it­ies and vir­tue. The hap­pi­ness of the people is a sub­stan­tial eu­lo­gi­um; and, from all I can gath­er, the in­hab­it­ants of Den­mark and Nor­way are the least op­pressed people of Europe. The press is free. They trans­late any of the French pub­lic­a­tions of the day, de­liv­er their opin­ion on the sub­ject, and dis­cuss those it leads to with great free­dom, and without fear­ing to dis­please the Gov­ern­ment.

			On the sub­ject of re­li­gion they are like­wise be­com­ing tol­er­ant, at least, and per­haps have ad­vanced a step fur­ther in free­think­ing. One writer has ven­tured to deny the di­vin­ity of Je­sus Christ, and to ques­tion the ne­ces­sity or util­ity of the Chris­ti­an sys­tem, without be­ing con­sidered uni­ver­sally as a mon­ster, which would have been the case a few years ago. They have trans­lated many Ger­man works on edu­ca­tion; and though they have not ad­op­ted any of their plans, it has be­come a sub­ject of dis­cus­sion. There are some gram­mar and free schools; but, from what I hear, not very good ones. All the chil­dren learn to read, write, and cast ac­counts, for the pur­poses of com­mon life. They have no uni­ver­sity; and noth­ing that de­serves the name of sci­ence is taught; nor do in­di­vidu­als, by pur­su­ing any branch of know­ledge, ex­cite a de­gree of curi­os­ity which is the fore­run­ner of im­prove­ment. Know­ledge is not ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to en­able a con­sid­er­able por­tion of the com­munity to live; and, till it is, I fear it nev­er be­comes gen­er­al.

			In this coun­try, where min­er­als abound, there is not one col­lec­tion; and, in all prob­ab­il­ity, I ven­ture a con­jec­ture, the want of mech­an­ic­al and chem­ic­al know­ledge renders the sil­ver mines un­pro­duct­ive, for the quant­ity of sil­ver ob­tained every year is not suf­fi­cient to de­fray the ex­penses. It has been urged that the em­ploy­ment of such a num­ber of hands is very be­ne­fi­cial. But a pos­it­ive loss is nev­er to be done away; and the men, thus em­ployed, would nat­ur­ally find some oth­er means of liv­ing, in­stead of be­ing thus a dead weight on Gov­ern­ment, or rather on the com­munity from whom its rev­en­ue is drawn.

			About three Eng­lish miles from Tons­berg there is a salt work, be­long­ing, like all their es­tab­lish­ments, to Gov­ern­ment, in which they em­ploy above a hun­dred and fifty men, and main­tain nearly five hun­dred people, who earn their liv­ing. The clear profit, an in­creas­ing one, amounts to two thou­sand pounds ster­ling. And as the eld­est son of the in­spect­or, an in­geni­ous young man, has been sent by the Gov­ern­ment to travel, and ac­quire some math­em­at­ic­al and chem­ic­al know­ledge in Ger­many, it has a chance of be­ing im­proved. He is the only per­son I have met with here who ap­pears to have a sci­entif­ic turn of mind. I do not mean to as­sert that I have not met with oth­ers who have a spir­it of in­quiry.

			The salt­works at St. Ubes are basins in the sand, and the sun pro­duces the evap­or­a­tion, but here there is no beach. Be­sides, the heat of sum­mer is so short-lived that it would be idle to con­trive ma­chines for such an in­con­sid­er­able por­tion of the year. They there­fore al­ways use fires; and the whole es­tab­lish­ment ap­pears to be reg­u­lated with judg­ment.

			The situ­ation is well chosen and beau­ti­ful. I do not find, from the ob­ser­va­tion of a per­son who has resided here for forty years, that the sea ad­vances or re­cedes on this coast.

			I have already re­marked that little at­ten­tion is paid to edu­ca­tion, ex­cept­ing read­ing, writ­ing, and the rudi­ments of arith­met­ic; I ought to have ad­ded that a cat­ech­ism is care­fully taught, and the chil­dren ob­liged to read in the churches, be­fore the con­greg­a­tion, to prove that they are not neg­lected.

			De­grees, to en­able any­one to prac­tise any pro­fes­sion, must be taken at Copen­ha­gen; and the people of this coun­try, hav­ing the good sense to per­ceive that men who are to live in a com­munity should at least ac­quire the ele­ments of their know­ledge, and form their youth­ful at­tach­ments there, are ser­i­ously en­deav­our­ing to es­tab­lish a uni­ver­sity in Nor­way. And Tons­berg, as a cent­ral place in the best part of the coun­try, had the most suf­frages, for, ex­per­i­en­cing the bad ef­fects of a met­ro­pol­is, they have de­term­ined not to have it in or near Chris­ti­ania. Should such an es­tab­lish­ment take place, it will pro­mote in­quiry through­out the coun­try, and give a new face to so­ci­ety. Premi­ums have been offered, and prize ques­tions writ­ten, which I am told have mer­it. The build­ing col­lege-halls, and oth­er ap­pend­ages of the seat of sci­ence, might en­able Tons­berg to re­cov­er its pristine con­sequence, for it is one of the most an­cient towns of Nor­way, and once con­tained nine churches. At present there are only two. One is a very old struc­ture, and has a Goth­ic re­spect­ab­il­ity about it, which scarcely amounts to grandeur, be­cause, to render a Goth­ic pile grand, it must have a huge un­wiel­di­ness of ap­pear­ance. The chapel of Wind­sor may be an ex­cep­tion to this rule; I mean be­fore it was in its present nice, clean state. When I first saw it, the pil­lars with­in had ac­quired, by time, a sombre hue, which ac­cor­ded with the ar­chi­tec­ture; and the gloom in­creased its di­men­sions to the eye by hid­ing its parts; but now it all bursts on the view at once, and the sub­lim­ity has van­ished be­fore the brush and broom; for it has been white­washed and scraped till it has be­come as bright and neat as the pots and pans in a not­able house­wife’s kit­chen—yes; the very spurs on the re­cum­bent knights were de­prived of their ven­er­able rust, to give a strik­ing proof that a love of or­der in trifles, and taste for pro­por­tion and ar­range­ment, are very dis­tinct. The glare of light thus in­tro­duced en­tirely des­troys the sen­ti­ment these piles are cal­cu­lated to in­spire; so that, when I heard some­thing like a jig from the or­gan-loft, I thought it an ex­cel­lent hall for dan­cing or feast­ing. The meas­ured pace of thought with which I had entered the cathed­ral changed in­to a trip; and I bounded on the ter­race, to see the roy­al fam­ily, with a num­ber of ri­dicu­lous im­ages in my head that I shall not now re­call.

			The Nor­we­gi­ans are fond of mu­sic, and every little church has an or­gan. In the church I have men­tioned there is an in­scrip­tion im­port­ing that a king James VI of Scot­land and I of Eng­land, who came with more than princely gal­lantry to es­cort his bride home—stood there, and heard di­vine ser­vice.

			There is a little re­cess full of coffins, which con­tains bod­ies em­balmed long since—so long, that there is not even a tra­di­tion to lead to a guess at their names.

			A de­sire of pre­serving the body seems to have pre­vailed in most coun­tries of the world, fu­tile as it is to term it a pre­ser­va­tion, when the noblest parts are im­me­di­ately sac­ri­ficed merely to save the muscles, skin, and bone from rot­ten­ness. When I was shown these hu­man pet­ri­fac­tions, I shrank back with dis­gust and hor­ror. “Ashes to ashes!” thought I—“Dust to dust!” If this be not dis­sol­u­tion, it is some­thing worse than nat­ur­al de­cay—it is treas­on against hu­man­ity, thus to lift up the aw­ful veil which would fain hide its weak­ness. The grandeur of the act­ive prin­ciple is nev­er more strongly felt than at such a sight, for noth­ing is so ugly as the hu­man form when de­prived of life, and thus dried in­to stone, merely to pre­serve the most dis­gust­ing im­age of death. The con­tem­pla­tion of noble ru­ins pro­duces a mel­an­choly that ex­alts the mind. We take a ret­ro­spect of the ex­er­tions of man, the fate of em­pires and their rulers, and mark­ing the grand de­struc­tion of ages, it seems the ne­ces­sary change of time lead­ing to im­prove­ment. Our very soul ex­pands, and we for­get our lit­tle­ness—how pain­fully brought to our re­col­lec­tion by such vain at­tempts to snatch from de­cay what is destined so soon to per­ish. Life, what art thou? Where goes this breath?—this I, so much alive? In what ele­ment will it mix, giv­ing or re­ceiv­ing fresh en­ergy? What will break the en­chant­ment of an­im­a­tion? For worlds I would not see a form I loved—em­balmed in my heart—thus sac­ri­le­giously handled? Pugh! my stom­ach turns. Is this all the dis­tinc­tion of the rich in the grave? They had bet­ter quietly al­low the scythe of equal­ity to mow them down with the com­mon mass, than struggle to be­come a monu­ment of the in­stabil­ity of hu­man great­ness.

			The teeth, nails, and skin were whole, without ap­pear­ing black like the Egyp­tian mum­mies; and some silk, in which they had been wrapped, still pre­served its col­our—pink—with tol­er­able fresh­ness.

			I could not learn how long the bod­ies had been in this state, in which they bid fair to re­main till the Day of Judg­ment, if there is to be such a day; and be­fore that time, it will re­quire some trouble to make them fit to ap­pear in com­pany with an­gels without dis­gra­cing hu­man­ity. God bless you! I feel a con­vic­tion that we have some per­fect­ible prin­ciple in our present vest­ment, which will not be des­troyed just as we be­gin to be sens­ible of im­prove­ment; and I care not what habit it next puts on, sure that it will be wisely formed to suit a high­er state of ex­ist­ence. Think­ing of death makes us ten­derly cling to our af­fec­tions; with more than usu­al ten­der­ness I there­fore as­sure you that I am yours, wish­ing that the tem­por­ary death of ab­sence may not en­dure longer than is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary.

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				VIII
			

			Tons­berg was formerly the res­id­ence of one of the little sov­er­eigns of Nor­way; and on an ad­ja­cent moun­tain the vestiges of a fort re­main, which was battered down by the Swedes, the en­trance of the bay ly­ing close to it.

			Here I have fre­quently strayed, sov­er­eign of the waste; I sel­dom met any hu­man creature; and some­times, re­clin­ing on the mossy down, un­der the shel­ter of a rock, the prat­tling of the sea amongst the pebbles has lulled me to sleep—no fear of any rude satyr’s ap­proach­ing to in­ter­rupt my re­pose. Balmy were the slum­bers, and soft the gales, that re­freshed me, when I awoke to fol­low, with an eye vaguely curi­ous, the white sails, as they turned the cliffs, or seemed to take shel­ter un­der the pines which covered the little is­lands that so grace­fully rose to render the ter­rif­ic ocean beau­ti­ful. The fish­er­men were calmly cast­ing their nets, whilst the seagulls hovered over the un­ruffled deep. Everything seemed to har­mon­ise in­to tran­quil­lity; even the mourn­ful call of the bit­tern was in ca­dence with the tink­ling bells on the necks of the cows, that, pa­cing slowly one after the oth­er, along an in­vit­ing path in the vale be­low, were re­pair­ing to the cot­tages to be milked. With what in­ef­fable pleas­ure have I not gazed—and gazed again, los­ing my breath through my eyes—my very soul dif­fused it­self in the scene; and, seem­ing to be­come all senses, glided in the scarcely-agit­ated waves, melted in the freshen­ing breeze, or, tak­ing its flight with fairy wing, to the misty moun­tain which bounded the pro­spect, fancy tripped over new lawns, more beau­ti­ful even than the lovely slopes on the wind­ing shore be­fore me. I pause, again breath­less, to trace, with re­newed de­light, sen­ti­ments which en­tranced me, when, turn­ing my hu­mid eyes from the ex­panse be­low to the vault above, my sight pierced the fleecy clouds that softened the azure bright­ness; and im­per­cept­ibly re­call­ing the rev­er­ies of child­hood, I bowed be­fore the aw­ful throne of my Cre­at­or, whilst I res­ted on its foot­stool.

			You have some­times wondered, my dear friend, at the ex­treme af­fec­tion of my nature. But such is the tem­per­at­ure of my soul. It is not the vi­va­city of youth, the hey­day of ex­ist­ence. For years have I en­deav­oured to calm an im­petu­ous tide, la­bour­ing to make my feel­ings take an or­derly course. It was striv­ing against the stream. I must love and ad­mire with warmth, or I sink in­to sad­ness. Tokens of love which I have re­ceived have wrapped me in Elysi­um, puri­fy­ing the heart they en­chanted. My bos­om still glows. Do not sau­cily ask, re­peat­ing Sterne’s ques­tion, “Maria, is it still so warm?” Suf­fi­ciently, O my God! has it been chilled by sor­row and un­kind­ness; still nature will pre­vail; and if I blush at re­col­lect­ing past en­joy­ment, it is the rosy hue of pleas­ure heightened by mod­esty, for the blush of mod­esty and shame are as dis­tinct as the emo­tions by which they are pro­duced.

			I need scarcely in­form you, after telling you of my walks, that my con­sti­tu­tion has been ren­ov­ated here, and that I have re­covered my activ­ity even whilst at­tain­ing a little em­bon­point. My im­prudence last winter, and some un­to­ward ac­ci­dents just at the time I was wean­ing my child, had re­duced me to a state of weak­ness which I nev­er be­fore ex­per­i­enced. A slow fever preyed on me every night dur­ing my res­id­ence in Sweden, and after I ar­rived at Tons­berg. By chance I found a fine rivu­let filtered through the rocks, and con­fined in a basin for the cattle. It tasted to me like a chalybeate; at any rate, it was pure; and the good ef­fect of the vari­ous wa­ters which in­val­ids are sent to drink de­pends, I be­lieve, more on the air, ex­er­cise, and change of scene, than on their medi­cin­al qual­it­ies. I there­fore de­term­ined to turn my morn­ing walks to­wards it, and seek for health from the nymph of the foun­tain, par­tak­ing of the bever­age offered to the ten­ants of the shade.

			Chance like­wise led me to dis­cov­er a new pleas­ure equally be­ne­fi­cial to my health. I wished to avail my­self of my vi­cin­ity to the sea and bathe; but it was not pos­sible near the town; there was no con­veni­ence. The young wo­man whom I men­tioned to you pro­posed row­ing me across the wa­ter amongst the rocks; but as she was preg­nant, I in­sisted on tak­ing one of the oars, and learn­ing to row. It was not dif­fi­cult, and I do not know a pleas­anter ex­er­cise. I soon be­came ex­pert, and my train of think­ing kept time, as it were, with the oars, or I suffered the boat to be car­ried along by the cur­rent, in­dul­ging a pleas­ing for­get­ful­ness or fal­la­cious hopes. How fal­la­cious! yet, without hope, what is to sus­tain life, but the fear of an­ni­hil­a­tion—the only thing of which I have ever felt a dread. I can­not bear to think of be­ing no more—of los­ing my­self—though ex­ist­ence is of­ten but a pain­ful con­scious­ness of misery; nay, it ap­pears to me im­possible that I should cease to ex­ist, or that this act­ive, rest­less spir­it, equally alive to joy and sor­row, should only be or­gan­ised dust—ready to fly abroad the mo­ment the spring snaps, or the spark goes out which kept it to­geth­er. Surely some­thing resides in this heart that is not per­ish­able, and life is more than a dream.

			Some­times, to take up my oar once more, when the sea was calm, I was amused by dis­turb­ing the in­nu­mer­able young star fish which floated just be­low the sur­face; I had nev­er ob­served them be­fore, for they have not a hard shell like those which I have seen on the sea­shore. They look like thickened wa­ter with a white edge, and four purple circles, of dif­fer­ent forms, were in the middle, over an in­cred­ible num­ber of fibres or white lines. Touch­ing them, the cloudy sub­stance would turn or close, first on one side, then on the oth­er, very grace­fully, but when I took one of them up in the ladle, with which I heaved the wa­ter out of the boat, it ap­peared only a col­our­less jelly.

			I did not see any of the seals, num­bers of which fol­lowed our boat when we landed in Sweden; but though I like to sport in the wa­ter I should have had no de­sire to join in their gam­bols.

			Enough, you will say, of in­an­im­ate nature and of brutes, to use the lordly phrase of man; let me hear some­thing of the in­hab­it­ants.

			The gen­tle­man with whom I had busi­ness is the May­or of Tons­berg. He speaks Eng­lish in­tel­li­gibly, and, hav­ing a sound un­der­stand­ing, I was sorry that his nu­mer­ous oc­cu­pa­tions pre­ven­ted my gain­ing as much in­form­a­tion from him as I could have drawn forth had we fre­quently con­versed. The people of the town, as far as I had an op­por­tun­ity of know­ing their sen­ti­ments, are ex­tremely well sat­is­fied with his man­ner of dis­char­ging his of­fice. He has a de­gree of in­form­a­tion and good sense which ex­cites re­spect, whilst a cheer­ful­ness, al­most amount­ing to gaiety, en­ables him to re­con­cile dif­fer­ences and keep his neigh­bours in good hu­mour. “I lost my horse,” said a wo­man to me, “but ever since, when I want to send to the mill, or go out, the May­or lends me one. He scolds if I do not come for it.”

			A crim­in­al was branded, dur­ing my stay here, for the third of­fence; but the re­lief he re­ceived made him de­clare that the judge was one of the best men in the world.

			I sent this wretch a trifle, at dif­fer­ent times, to take with him in­to slavery. As it was more than he ex­pec­ted, he wished very much to see me, and this wish brought to my re­mem­brance an an­ec­dote I heard when I was in Lis­bon.

			A wretch who had been im­prisoned sev­er­al years, dur­ing which peri­od lamps had been put up, was at last con­demned to a cruel death, yet, in his way to ex­e­cu­tion, he only wished for one night’s res­pite to see the city lighted.

			Hav­ing dined in com­pany at the may­or’s I was in­vited with his fam­ily to spend the day at one of the richest mer­chant’s houses. Though I could not speak Dan­ish I knew that I could see a great deal; yes, I am per­suaded that I have formed a very just opin­ion of the char­ac­ter of the Nor­we­gi­ans, without be­ing able to hold con­verse with them.

			I had ex­pec­ted to meet some com­pany, yet was a little dis­con­cer­ted at be­ing ushered in­to an apart­ment full of well dressed people, and glan­cing my eyes round they res­ted on sev­er­al very pretty faces. Rosy cheeks, spark­ling eyes, and light brown or golden locks; for I nev­er saw so much hair with a yel­low cast, and, with their fine com­plex­ions, it looked very be­com­ing.

			These wo­men seem a mix­ture of in­dol­ence and vi­va­city; they scarcely ever walk out, and were as­ton­ished that I should for pleas­ure, yet they are im­mod­er­ately fond of dan­cing. Un­af­fected in their man­ners, if they have no pre­ten­sions to el­eg­ance, sim­pli­city of­ten pro­duces a grace­ful­ness of de­port­ment, when they are an­im­ated by a par­tic­u­lar de­sire to please, which was the case at present. The sol­it­ar­i­ness of my situ­ation, which they thought ter­rible, in­ter­ested them very much in my fa­vour. They gathered round me, sung to me, and one of the pret­ti­est, to whom I gave my hand with some de­gree of cor­di­al­ity, to meet the glance of her eyes, kissed me very af­fec­tion­ately.

			At din­ner, which was con­duc­ted with great hos­pit­al­ity, though we re­mained at table too long, they sung sev­er­al songs, and, amongst the rest, trans­la­tions of some pat­ri­ot­ic French ones. As the even­ing ad­vanced they be­came play­ful, and we kept up a sort of con­ver­sa­tion of ges­tures. As their minds were totally un­cul­tiv­ated I did not lose much, per­haps gained, by not be­ing able to un­der­stand them; for fancy prob­ably filled up, more to their ad­vant­age, the void in the pic­ture. Be that as it may, they ex­cited my sym­pathy, and I was very much flattered when I was told the next day that they said it was a pleas­ure to look at me, I ap­peared so good-natured.

			The men were gen­er­ally cap­tains of ships. Sev­er­al spoke Eng­lish very tol­er­ably, but they were merely mat­ter-of-fact men, con­fined to a very nar­row circle of ob­ser­va­tion. I found it dif­fi­cult to ob­tain from them any in­form­a­tion re­spect­ing their own coun­try, when the fumes of to­bacco did not keep me at a dis­tance.

			I was in­vited to par­take of some oth­er feasts, and al­ways had to com­plain of the quant­ity of pro­vi­sion and the length of time taken to con­sume it; for it would not have been prop­er to have said de­vour, all went on so fair and softly. The ser­vants wait as slowly as their mis­tresses carve.

			The young wo­men here, as well as in Sweden, have com­monly bad teeth, which I at­trib­ute to the same causes. They are fond of finery, but do not pay the ne­ces­sary at­ten­tion to their per­sons, to render beauty less tran­si­ent than a flower, and that in­ter­est­ing ex­pres­sion which sen­ti­ment and ac­com­plish­ments give sel­dom sup­plies its place.

			The ser­vants have, like­wise, an in­feri­or sort of food here, but their mas­ters are not al­lowed to strike them with im­pun­ity. I might have ad­ded mis­tresses, for it was a com­plaint of this kind brought be­fore the may­or which led me to a know­ledge of the fact.

			The wages are low, which is par­tic­u­larly un­just, be­cause the price of clothes is much high­er than that of pro­vi­sion. A young wo­man, who is wet nurse to the mis­tress of the inn where I lodge, re­ceives only twelve dol­lars a year, and pays ten for the nurs­ing of her own child. The fath­er had run away to get clear of the ex­pense. There was some­thing in this most pain­ful state of wid­ow­hood which ex­cited my com­pas­sion and led me to re­flec­tions on the in­stabil­ity of the most flat­ter­ing plans of hap­pi­ness, that were pain­ful in the ex­treme, till I was ready to ask wheth­er this world was not cre­ated to ex­hib­it every pos­sible com­bin­a­tion of wretched­ness. I asked these ques­tions of a heart writh­ing with an­guish, whilst I listened to a mel­an­choly ditty sung by this poor girl. It was too early for thee to be aban­doned, thought I, and I hastened out of the house to take my sol­it­ary even­ing’s walk. And here I am again to talk of any­thing but the pangs arising from the dis­cov­ery of es­tranged af­fec­tion and the lonely sad­ness of a deser­ted heart.

			The fath­er and moth­er, if the fath­er can be as­cer­tained, are ob­liged to main­tain an il­le­git­im­ate child at their joint ex­pense; but, should the fath­er dis­ap­pear, go up the coun­try or to sea, the moth­er must main­tain it her­self. How­ever, ac­ci­dents of this kind do not pre­vent their mar­ry­ing, and then it is not un­usu­al to take the child or chil­dren home, and they are brought up very am­ic­ably with the mar­riage pro­geny.

			I took some pains to learn what books were writ­ten ori­gin­ally in their lan­guage; but for any cer­tain in­form­a­tion re­spect­ing the state of Dan­ish lit­er­at­ure I must wait till I ar­rive at Copen­ha­gen.

			The sound of the lan­guage is soft, a great pro­por­tion of the words end­ing in vow­els; and there is a sim­pli­city in the turn of some of the phrases which have been trans­lated to me that pleased and in­ter­ested me. In the coun­try the farm­ers use the “thou” and “thee”; and they do not ac­quire the po­lite plur­als of the towns by meet­ing at mar­ket. The not hav­ing mar­kets es­tab­lished in the large towns ap­pears to me a great in­con­veni­ence. When the farm­ers have any­thing to sell they bring it to the neigh­bour­ing town and take it from house to house. I am sur­prised that the in­hab­it­ants do not feel how very in­com­mo­di­ous this us­age is to both parties, and re­dress it; they, in­deed, per­ceive it, for when I have in­tro­duced the sub­ject they ac­know­ledged that they were of­ten in want of ne­ces­sar­ies, there be­ing no butchers, and they were of­ten ob­liged to buy what they did not want; yet it was the cus­tom, and the chan­ging of cus­toms of a long stand­ing re­quires more en­ergy than they yet pos­sess. I re­ceived a sim­il­ar reply when I at­temp­ted to per­suade the wo­men that they in­jured their chil­dren by keep­ing them too warm. The only way of par­ry­ing off my reas­on­ing was that they must do as oth­er people did; in short, reas­on on any sub­ject of change, and they stop you by say­ing that “the town would talk.” A per­son of sense, with a large for­tune to en­sure re­spect, might be very use­ful here, by in­du­cing them to treat their chil­dren and man­age their sick prop­erly, and eat food dressed in a sim­pler man­ner—the ex­ample, for in­stance, of a count’s lady.

			Re­flect­ing on these pre­ju­dices made me re­vert to the wis­dom of those le­gis­lat­ors who es­tab­lished in­sti­tu­tions for the good of the body un­der the pre­text of serving heav­en for the sal­va­tion of the soul. These might with strict pro­pri­ety be termed pi­ous frauds; and I ad­mire the Per­uvi­an pair for as­sert­ing that they came from the sun, when their con­duct proved that they meant to en­light­en a be­nighted coun­try, whose obed­i­ence, or even at­ten­tion, could only be se­cured by awe. Thus much for con­quer­ing the in­er­tia of reas­on; but, when it is once in mo­tion, fables once held sac­red may be ri­diculed; and sac­red they were when use­ful to man­kind. Pro­meth­eus alone stole fire to an­im­ate the first man; his pos­ter­ity needs not su­per­nat­ur­al aid to pre­serve the spe­cies, though love is gen­er­ally termed a flame; and it may not be ne­ces­sary much longer to sup­pose men in­spired by heav­en to in­cul­cate the du­ties which de­mand spe­cial grace when reas­on con­vinces them that they are the hap­pi­est who are the most nobly em­ployed.

			In a few days I am to set out for the west­ern part of Nor­way, and then shall re­turn by land to Gothen­burg. I can­not think of leav­ing this place without re­gret. I speak of the place be­fore the in­hab­it­ants, though there is a ten­der­ness in their art­less kind­ness which at­taches me to them; but it is an at­tach­ment that in­spires a re­gret very dif­fer­ent from that I felt at leav­ing Hull in my way to Sweden. The do­mest­ic hap­pi­ness and good-hu­moured gaiety of the ami­able fam­ily where I and my Frances were so hos­pit­ably re­ceived would have been suf­fi­cient to en­sure the tenderest re­mem­brance, without the re­col­lec­tion of the so­cial even­ing to stim­u­late it, when good breed­ing gave dig­nity to sym­pathy and wit zest to reas­on.

			Adieu!—I am just in­formed that my horse has been wait­ing this quarter of an hour. I now ven­ture to ride out alone. The steeple serves as a land­mark. I once or twice lost my way, walk­ing alone, without be­ing able to in­quire after a path; I was there­fore ob­liged to make to the steeple, or wind­mill, over hedge and ditch.

			
				Yours truly.

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				IX
			

			I have already in­formed you that there are only two no­ble­men who have es­tates of any mag­nitude in Nor­way. One of these has a house near Tons­berg, at which he has not resided for some years, hav­ing been at court, or on em­bassies. He is now the Dan­ish Am­bas­sad­or in Lon­don. The house is pleas­antly situ­ated, and the grounds about it fine; but their neg­lected ap­pear­ance plainly tells that there is nobody at home.

			A stu­pid kind of sad­ness, to my eye, al­ways reigns in a huge hab­it­a­tion where only ser­vants live to put cases on the fur­niture and open the win­dows. I enter as I would in­to the tomb of the Cap­u­lets, to look at the fam­ily pic­tures that here frown in ar­mour, or smile in er­mine. The mil­dew re­spects not the lordly robe, and the worm ri­ots un­checked on the cheek of beauty.

			There was noth­ing in the ar­chi­tec­ture of the build­ing, or the form of the fur­niture, to de­tain me from the av­en­ue where the aged pines stretched along majestic­ally. Time had giv­en a grey­ish cast to their ever­green fo­liage; and they stood, like sires of the forest, sheltered on all sides by a rising pro­geny. I had not ever seen so many oaks to­geth­er in Nor­way as in these woods, nor such large as­pens as here were agit­ated by the breeze, ren­der­ing the wind aud­ible—nay mu­sic­al; for melody seemed on the wing around me. How dif­fer­ent was the fresh odour that re­an­im­ated me in the av­en­ue, from the damp chill­ness of the apart­ments; and as little did the gloomy thought­ful­ness ex­cited by the dusty hangings, and worm-eaten pic­tures, re­semble the rev­er­ies in­spired by the sooth­ing mel­an­choly of their shade. In the winter, these au­gust pines, tower­ing above the snow, must re­lieve the eye bey­ond meas­ure and give life to the white waste.

			The con­tinu­al re­cur­rence of pine and fir groves in the day some­times wear­ies the sight, but in the even­ing, noth­ing can be more pic­tur­esque, or, more prop­erly speak­ing, bet­ter cal­cu­lated to pro­duce po­et­ic­al im­ages. Passing through them, I have been struck with a mys­tic kind of rev­er­ence, and I did, as it were, homage to their ven­er­able shad­ows. Not nymphs, but philo­soph­ers, seemed to in­hab­it them—ever mus­ing; I could scarcely con­ceive that they were without some con­scious­ness of ex­ist­ence—without a calm en­joy­ment of the pleas­ure they dif­fused.

			How of­ten do my feel­ings pro­duce ideas that re­mind me of the ori­gin of many po­et­ic­al fic­tions. In solitude, the ima­gin­a­tion bod­ies forth its con­cep­tions un­res­trained, and stops en­rap­tured to ad­ore the be­ings of its own cre­ation. These are mo­ments of bliss; and the memory re­calls them with de­light.

			But I have al­most for­got­ten the mat­ters of fact I meant to re­late, re­spect­ing the counts. They have the present­a­tion of the liv­ings on their es­tates, ap­point the judges, and dif­fer­ent civil of­ficers, the Crown re­serving to it­self the priv­ilege of sanc­tion­ing them. But though they ap­point, they can­not dis­miss. Their ten­ants also oc­cupy their farms for life, and are ob­liged to obey any sum­mons to work on the part he re­serves for him­self; but they are paid for their la­bour. In short, I have sel­dom heard of any no­ble­men so in­nox­ious.

			Ob­serving that the gar­dens round the count’s es­tate were bet­ter cul­tiv­ated than any I had be­fore seen, I was led to re­flect on the ad­vant­ages which nat­ur­ally ac­crue from the feud­al ten­ures. The ten­ants of the count are ob­liged to work at a stated price, in his grounds and garden; and the in­struc­tion which they im­per­cept­ibly re­ceive from the head garden­er tends to render them use­ful, and makes them, in the com­mon course of things, bet­ter hus­band­men and garden­ers on their own little farms. Thus the great, who alone travel in this peri­od of so­ci­ety, for the ob­ser­va­tion of man­ners and cus­toms made by sail­ors is very con­fined, bring home im­prove­ment to pro­mote their own com­fort, which is gradu­ally spread abroad amongst the people, till they are stim­u­lated to think for them­selves.

			The bish­ops have not large rev­en­ues, and the priests are ap­poin­ted by the king be­fore they come to them to be or­dained. There is com­monly some little farm an­nexed to the par­son­age, and the in­hab­it­ants sub­scribe vol­un­tar­ily, three times a year, in ad­di­tion to the church fees, for the sup­port of the cler­gy­man. The church lands were seized when Luther­an­ism was in­tro­duced, the de­sire of ob­tain­ing them be­ing prob­ably the real stim­u­lus of re­form­a­tion. The tithes, which are nev­er re­quired in kind, are di­vided in­to three parts—one to the king, an­oth­er to the in­cum­bent, and the third to re­pair the dilap­id­a­tions of the par­son­age. They do not amount to much. And the sti­pend al­lowed to the dif­fer­ent civil of­ficers is also too small, scarcely de­serving to be termed an in­de­pend­ence; that of the cus­tom­house of­ficers is not suf­fi­cient to pro­cure the ne­ces­sar­ies of life—no won­der, then, if ne­ces­sity leads them to knavery. Much pub­lic vir­tue can­not be ex­pec­ted till every em­ploy­ment, put­ting per­quis­ites out of the ques­tion, has a salary suf­fi­cient to re­ward in­dustry;—whilst none are so great as to per­mit the pos­sessor to re­main idle. It is this want of pro­por­tion between profit and la­bour which de­bases men, pro­du­cing the sy­co­phant­ic ap­pel­la­tions of pat­ron and cli­ent, and that per­ni­cious es­prit du corps, pro­ver­bi­ally vi­cious.

			The farm­ers are hos­pit­able as well as in­de­pend­ent. Of­fer­ing once to pay for some cof­fee I drank when tak­ing shel­ter from the rain, I was asked, rather an­grily, if a little cof­fee was worth pay­ing for. They smoke, and drink drams, but not so much as formerly. Drunk­en­ness, of­ten the at­tend­ant dis­grace of hos­pit­al­ity, will here, as well as every­where else, give place to gal­lantry and re­fine­ment of man­ners; but the change will not be sud­denly pro­duced.

			The people of every class are con­stant in their at­tend­ance at church; they are very fond of dan­cing, and the Sunday even­ings in Nor­way, as in Cath­ol­ic coun­tries, are spent in ex­er­cises which ex­hil­ar­ate the spir­its without viti­at­ing the heart. The rest of la­bour ought to be gay; and the glad­ness I have felt in France on a Sunday, or Decadi, which I caught from the faces around me, was a sen­ti­ment more truly re­li­gious than all the stu­pid still­ness which the streets of Lon­don ever in­spired where the Sab­bath is so dec­or­ously ob­served. I re­col­lect, in the coun­try parts of Eng­land, the church­war­dens used to go out dur­ing the ser­vice to see if they could catch any luck­less wight play­ing at bowls or skittles; yet what could be more harm­less? It would even, I think, be a great ad­vant­age to the Eng­lish, if feats of activ­ity (I do not in­clude box­ing matches) were en­cour­aged on a Sunday, as it might stop the pro­gress of Meth­od­ism, and of that fan­at­ic­al spir­it which ap­pears to be gain­ing ground. I was sur­prised when I vis­ited York­shire, on my way to Sweden, to find that sul­len nar­row­ness of think­ing had made such a pro­gress since I was an in­hab­it­ant of the coun­try. I could hardly have sup­posed that six­teen or sev­en­teen years could have pro­duced such an al­ter­a­tion for the worse in the mor­als of a place—yes, I say mor­als; for ob­serv­ance of forms, and avoid­ing of prac­tices, in­dif­fer­ent in them­selves, of­ten sup­ply the place of that reg­u­lar at­ten­tion to du­ties which are so nat­ur­al, that they sel­dom are vaunt­ingly ex­er­cised, though they are worth all the pre­cepts of the law and the proph­ets. Be­sides, many of these de­luded people, with the best mean­ing, ac­tu­ally lose their reas­on, and be­come miser­able, the dread of dam­na­tion throw­ing them in­to a state which mer­its the term; and still more, in run­ning after their preach­ers, ex­pect­ing to pro­mote their sal­va­tion, they dis­reg­ard their wel­fare in this world, and neg­lect the in­terest and com­fort of their fam­il­ies; so that, in pro­por­tion as they at­tain a repu­ta­tion for piety, they be­come idle.

			Ar­is­to­cracy and fan­at­icism seem equally to be gain­ing ground in Eng­land, par­tic­u­larly in the place I have men­tioned; I saw very little of either in Nor­way. The people are reg­u­lar in their at­tend­ance on pub­lic wor­ship, but re­li­gion does not in­ter­fere with their em­ploy­ments.

			As the farm­ers cut away the wood they clear the ground. Every year, there­fore, the coun­try is be­com­ing fit­ter to sup­port the in­hab­it­ants. Half a cen­tury ago the Dutch, I am told, only paid for the cut­ting down of the wood, and the farm­ers were glad to get rid of it without giv­ing them­selves any trouble. At present they form a just es­tim­ate of its value; nay, I was sur­prised to find even fire­wood so dear when it ap­pears to be in such plenty. The de­struc­tion, or gradu­al re­duc­tion, of their forests will prob­ably ameli­or­ate the cli­mate, and their man­ners will nat­ur­ally im­prove in the same ra­tio as in­dustry re­quires in­genu­ity. It is very for­tu­nate that men are a long time but just above the brute cre­ation, or the great­er part of the earth would nev­er have been rendered hab­it­able, be­cause it is the pa­tient la­bour of men, who are only seek­ing for a sub­sist­ence, which pro­duces whatever em­bel­lishes ex­ist­ence, af­ford­ing leis­ure for the cul­tiv­a­tion of the arts and sci­ences that lift man so far above his first state. I nev­er, my friend, thought so deeply of the ad­vant­ages ob­tained by hu­man in­dustry as since I have been in Nor­way. The world re­quires, I see, the hand of man to per­fect it, and as this task nat­ur­ally un­folds the fac­ulties he ex­er­cises, it is phys­ic­ally im­possible that he should have re­mained in Rousseau’s golden age of stu­pid­ity. And, con­sid­er­ing the ques­tion of hu­man hap­pi­ness, where, oh where does it reside? Has it taken up its abode with un­con­scious ig­nor­ance or with the high-wrought mind? Is it the off­spring of thought­less an­im­al spir­its or the dye of fancy con­tinu­ally flit­ting round the ex­pec­ted pleas­ure?

			The in­creas­ing pop­u­la­tion of the earth must ne­ces­sar­ily tend to its im­prove­ment, as the means of ex­ist­ence are mul­ti­plied by in­ven­tion.

			You have prob­ably made sim­il­ar re­flec­tions in Amer­ica, where the face of the coun­try, I sup­pose, re­sembles the wilds of Nor­way. I am de­lighted with the ro­mantic views I daily con­tem­plate, an­im­ated by the purest air; and I am in­ter­ested by the sim­pli­city of man­ners which reigns around me. Still noth­ing so soon wear­ies out the feel­ings as un­marked sim­pli­city. I am there­fore half con­vinced that I could not live very com­fort­ably ex­iled from the coun­tries where man­kind are so much fur­ther ad­vanced in know­ledge, im­per­fect as it is, and un­sat­is­fact­ory to the think­ing mind. Even now I be­gin to long to hear what you are do­ing in Eng­land and France. My thoughts fly from this wil­der­ness to the pol­ished circles of the world, till re­col­lect­ing its vices and fol­lies, I bury my­self in the woods, but find it ne­ces­sary to emerge again, that I may not lose sight of the wis­dom and vir­tue which ex­alts my nature.

			What a long time it re­quires to know ourselves; and yet al­most every­one has more of this know­ledge than he is will­ing to own, even to him­self. I can­not im­me­di­ately de­term­ine wheth­er I ought to re­joice at hav­ing turned over in this solitude a new page in the his­tory of my own heart, though I may ven­ture to as­sure you that a fur­ther ac­quaint­ance with man­kind only tends to in­crease my re­spect for your judg­ment and es­teem for your char­ac­ter. Farewell!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				X
			

			I have once more, my friend, taken flight, for I left Tons­berg yes­ter­day, but with an in­ten­tion of re­turn­ing in my way back to Sweden.

			The road to Laur­vig is very fine, and the coun­try the best cul­tiv­ated in Nor­way. I nev­er be­fore ad­mired the beech tree, and when I met strag­glers here they pleased me still less. Long and lank, they would have forced me to al­low that the line of beauty re­quires some curves, if the stately pine, stand­ing near, erect, throw­ing her vast arms around, had not looked beau­ti­ful in op­pos­i­tion to such nar­row rules.

			In these re­spects my very reas­on ob­liges me to per­mit my feel­ings to be my cri­terion. Whatever ex­cites emo­tion has charms for me, though I in­sist that the cul­tiv­a­tion of the mind by warm­ing, nay, al­most cre­at­ing the ima­gin­a­tion, pro­duces taste and an im­mense vari­ety of sen­sa­tions and emo­tions, par­tak­ing of the ex­quis­ite pleas­ure in­spired by beauty and sub­lim­ity. As I know of no end to them, the word in­fin­ite, so of­ten mis­ap­plied, might on this oc­ca­sion be in­tro­duced with some­thing like pro­pri­ety.

			But I have rambled away again. I in­ten­ded to have re­marked to you the ef­fect pro­duced by a grove of tower­ing beech, the airy light­ness of their fo­liage ad­mit­ting a de­gree of sun­shine, which, giv­ing a trans­par­ency to the leaves, ex­hib­ited an ap­pear­ance of fresh­ness and el­eg­ance that I had nev­er be­fore re­marked. I thought of de­scrip­tions of Itali­an scenery. But these evan­es­cent graces seemed the ef­fect of en­chant­ment; and I im­per­cept­ibly breathed softly, lest I should des­troy what was real, yet looked so like the cre­ation of fancy. Dry­den’s fable of the flower and the leaf was not a more po­et­ic­al rev­er­ie.

			Adieu, how­ever, to fancy, and to all the sen­ti­ments which en­noble our nature. I ar­rived at Laur­vig, and found my­self in the midst of a group of law­yers of dif­fer­ent de­scrip­tions. My head turned round, my heart grew sick, as I re­garded vis­ages de­formed by vice, and listened to ac­counts of chi­canery that was con­tinu­ally em­broil­ing the ig­nor­ant. These lo­custs will prob­ably di­min­ish as the people be­come more en­lightened. In this peri­od of so­cial life the com­mon­alty are al­ways cun­ningly at­tent­ive to their own in­terest; but their fac­ulties, con­fined to a few ob­jects, are so nar­rowed, that they can­not dis­cov­er it in the gen­er­al good. The pro­fes­sion of the law renders a set of men still shrewder and more selfish than the rest; and it is these men, whose wits have been sharpened by knavery, who here un­der­mine mor­al­ity, con­found­ing right and wrong.

			The Count of Bern­storff, who really ap­pears to me, from all I can gath­er, to have the good of the people at heart, aware of this, has lately sent to the may­or of each dis­trict to name, ac­cord­ing to the size of the place, four or six of the best-in­formed in­hab­it­ants, not men of the law, out of which the cit­izens were to elect two, who are to be termed me­di­at­ors. Their of­fice is to en­deav­our to pre­vent li­ti­gi­ous suits, and con­cili­ate dif­fer­ences. And no suit is to be com­menced be­fore the parties have dis­cussed the dis­pute at their weekly meet­ing. If a re­con­cili­ation should, in con­sequence, take place, it is to be re­gistered, and the parties are not al­lowed to re­tract.

			By these means ig­nor­ant people will be pre­ven­ted from ap­ply­ing for ad­vice to men who may justly be termed stir­rers-up of strife. They have for a long time, to use a sig­ni­fic­ant vul­gar­ism, set the people by the ears, and live by the spoil they caught up in the scramble. There is some reas­on to hope that this reg­u­la­tion will di­min­ish their num­ber, and re­strain their mis­chiev­ous activ­ity. But till tri­als by jury are es­tab­lished, little justice can be ex­pec­ted in Nor­way. Judges who can­not be bribed are of­ten tim­id, and afraid of of­fend­ing bold knaves, lest they should raise a set of hor­nets about them­selves. The fear of cen­sure un­der­mines all en­ergy of char­ac­ter; and, la­bour­ing to be prudent, they lose sight of rectitude. Be­sides, noth­ing is left to their con­science, or saga­city; they must be gov­erned by evid­ence, though in­tern­ally con­vinced that it is false.

			There is a con­sid­er­able iron man­u­fact­ory at Laur­vig for coarse work, and a lake near the town sup­plies the wa­ter ne­ces­sary for work­ing sev­er­al mills be­long­ing to it.

			This es­tab­lish­ment be­longs to the Count of Laur­vig. Without a for­tune and in­flu­ence equal to his, such a work could not have been set afloat; per­son­al for­tunes are not yet suf­fi­cient to sup­port such un­der­tak­ings. Nev­er­the­less the in­hab­it­ants of the town speak of the size of his es­tate as an evil, be­cause it ob­structs com­merce. The oc­cu­pi­ers of small farms are ob­liged to bring their wood to the neigh­bour­ing sea­ports to be shipped; but he, wish­ing to in­crease the value of his, will not al­low it to be thus gradu­ally cut down, which turns the trade in­to an­oth­er chan­nel. Ad­ded to this, nature is against them, the bay be­ing open and in­sec­ure. I could not help smil­ing when I was in­formed that in a hard gale a ves­sel had been wrecked in the main street. When there are such a num­ber of ex­cel­lent har­bours on the coast, it is a pity that ac­ci­dent has made one of the largest towns grow up on a bad one.

			The fath­er of the present count was a dis­tant re­la­tion of the fam­ily; he resided con­stantly in Den­mark, and his son fol­lows his ex­ample. They have not been in pos­ses­sion of the es­tate many years; and their pre­de­cessor lived near the town, in­tro­du­cing a de­gree of prof­ligacy of man­ners which has been ru­in­ous to the in­hab­it­ants in every re­spect, their for­tunes not be­ing equal to the pre­vail­ing ex­tra­vag­ance.

			What little I have seen of the man­ners of the people does not please me so well as those of Tons­berg. I am fore­warned that I shall find them still more cun­ning and fraud­u­lent as I ad­vance to­wards the west­ward, in pro­por­tion as traffic takes place of ag­ri­cul­ture, for their towns are built on na­ked rocks, the streets are nar­row bridges, and the in­hab­it­ants are all sea­far­ing men, or own­ers of ships, who keep shops.

			The inn I was at in Laur­vig this jour­ney was not the same that I was at be­fore. It is a good one—the people civil, and the ac­com­mod­a­tions de­cent. They seem to be bet­ter provided in Sweden; but in justice I ought to add that they charge more ex­tra­vag­antly. My bill at Tons­berg was also much high­er than I had paid in Sweden, and much high­er than it ought to have been where pro­vi­sion is so cheap. In­deed, they seem to con­sider for­eign­ers as strangers whom they shall nev­er see again, and may fairly pluck. And the in­hab­it­ants of the west­ern coast, isol­ated, as it were, re­gard those of the east al­most as strangers. Each town in that quarter seems to be a great fam­ily, sus­pi­cious of every oth­er, al­low­ing none to cheat them but them­selves; and, right or wrong, they sup­port one an­oth­er in the face of justice.

			On this jour­ney I was for­tu­nate enough to have one com­pan­ion with more en­larged views than the gen­er­al­ity of his coun­try­men, who spoke Eng­lish tol­er­ably.

			I was in­formed that we might still ad­vance a mile and a quarter in our cab­ri­oles; af­ter­wards there was no choice, but of a single horse and wretched path, or a boat, the usu­al mode of trav­el­ling.

			We there­fore sent our bag­gage for­ward in the boat, and fol­lowed rather slowly, for the road was rocky and sandy. We passed, how­ever, through sev­er­al beech groves, which still de­lighted me by the fresh­ness of their light green fo­liage, and the el­eg­ance of their as­semblage, form­ing re­treats to veil without ob­scur­ing the sun.

			I was sur­prised, at ap­proach­ing the wa­ter, to find a little cluster of houses pleas­antly situ­ated, and an ex­cel­lent inn. I could have wished to have re­mained there all night; but as the wind was fair, and the even­ing fine, I was afraid to trust to the wind—the un­cer­tain wind of to­mor­row. We there­fore left Hel­ger­aac im­me­di­ately with the de­clin­ing sun.

			Though we were in the open sea, we sailed more amongst the rocks and is­lands than in my pas­sage from Strom­stad; and they of­ten forced very pic­tur­esque com­bin­a­tions. Few of the high ridges were en­tirely bare; the seeds of some pines or firs had been waf­ted by the winds or waves, and they stood to brave the ele­ments.

			Sit­ting, then, in a little boat on the ocean, amidst strangers, with sor­row and care press­ing hard on me—buf­feting me about from clime to clime—I felt

			
				
					“Like the lone shrub at ran­dom cast,
					

					That sighs and trembles at each blast!”
				

			

			On some of the largest rocks there were ac­tu­ally groves, the re­treat of foxes and hares, which, I sup­pose, had tripped over the ice dur­ing the winter, without think­ing to re­gain the main land be­fore the thaw.

			Sev­er­al of the is­lands were in­hab­ited by pi­lots; and the Nor­we­gi­an pi­lots are al­lowed to be the best in the world—per­fectly ac­quain­ted with their coast, and ever at hand to ob­serve the first sig­nal or sail. They pay a small tax to the king and to the reg­u­lat­ing of­ficer, and en­joy the fruit of their in­defatig­able in­dustry.

			One of the is­lands, called Vir­gin Land, is a flat, with some depth of earth, ex­tend­ing for half a Nor­we­gi­an mile, with three farms on it, tol­er­ably well cul­tiv­ated.

			On some of the bare rocks I saw strag­gling houses; they rose above the de­nom­in­a­tion of huts in­hab­ited by fish­er­men. My com­pan­ions as­sured me that they were very com­fort­able dwell­ings, and that they have not only the ne­ces­sar­ies, but even what might be reckoned the su­per­fluit­ies of life. It was too late for me to go on shore, if you will al­low me to give that name to shiv­er­ing rocks, to as­cer­tain the fact.

			But rain com­ing on, and the night grow­ing dark, the pi­lot de­clared that it would be dan­ger­ous for us to at­tempt to go to the place of our des­tin­a­tion—East Ru­so­er—a Nor­we­gi­an mile and a half fur­ther; and we de­term­ined to stop for the night at a little haven, some half dozen houses scattered un­der the curve of a rock. Though it be­came dark­er and dark­er, our pi­lot avoided the blind rocks with great dex­ter­ity.

			It was about ten o’clock when we ar­rived, and the old host­ess quickly pre­pared me a com­fort­able bed—a little too soft or so, but I was weary; and open­ing the win­dow to ad­mit the sweetest of breezes to fan me to sleep, I sunk in­to the most lux­uri­ous rest: it was more than re­fresh­ing. The hos­pit­able sprites of the grots surely hovered round my pil­low; and, if I awoke, it was to listen to the me­lodi­ous whis­per­ing of the wind amongst them, or to feel the mild breath of morn. Light slum­bers pro­duced dreams, where Para­dise was be­fore me. My little cher­ub was again hid­ing her face in my bos­om. I heard her sweet coo­ing beat on my heart from the cliffs, and saw her tiny foot­steps on the sands. New­born hopes seemed, like the rain­bow, to ap­pear in the clouds of sor­row, faint, yet suf­fi­cient to amuse away des­pair.

			Some re­fresh­ing but heavy showers have de­tained us; and here I am writ­ing quite alone—some­thing more than gay, for which I want a name.

			I could al­most fancy my­self in Nootka Sound, or on some of the is­lands on the north­w­est coast of Amer­ica. We entered by a nar­row pass through the rocks, which from this abode ap­pear more ro­mantic than you can well ima­gine; and seal-skins hanging at the door to dry add to the il­lu­sion.

			It is in­deed a corner of the world, but you would be sur­prised to see the clean­li­ness and com­fort of the dwell­ing. The shelves are not only shin­ing with pew­ter and queen’s ware, but some art­icles in sil­ver, more pon­der­ous, it is true, than el­eg­ant. The lin­en is good, as well as white. All the fe­males spin, and there is a loom in the kit­chen. A sort of in­di­vidu­al taste ap­peared in the ar­range­ment of the fur­niture (this is not the place for im­it­a­tion) and a kind­ness in their de­sire to ob­lige. How su­per­i­or to the apish po­lite­ness of the towns! where the people, af­fect­ing to be well bred, fa­tigue with their end­less ce­re­mony.

			The mis­tress is a wid­ow, her daugh­ter is mar­ried to a pi­lot, and has three cows. They have a little patch of land at about the dis­tance of two Eng­lish miles, where they make hay for the winter, which they bring home in a boat. They live here very cheap, get­ting money from the ves­sels which stress of weath­er, or oth­er causes, bring in­to their har­bour. I sus­pect, by their fur­niture, that they smuggle a little. I can now cred­it the ac­count of the oth­er houses, which I last night thought ex­ag­ger­ated.

			I have been con­vers­ing with one of my com­pan­ions re­spect­ing the laws and reg­u­la­tions of Nor­way. He is a man with­in great por­tion of com­mon sense and heart—yes, a warm heart. This is not the first time I have re­marked heart without sen­ti­ment; they are dis­tinct. The former de­pends on the rectitude of the feel­ings, on truth of sym­pathy; these char­ac­ters have more ten­der­ness than pas­sion; the lat­ter has a high­er source—call it ima­gin­a­tion, geni­us, or what you will, it is some­thing very dif­fer­ent. I have been laugh­ing with these simple worthy folk—to give you one of my half-score Dan­ish words—and let­ting as much of my heart flow out in sym­pathy as they can take. Adieu! I must trip up the rocks. The rain is over. Let me catch pleas­ure on the wing—I may be mel­an­choly to­mor­row. Now all my nerves keep time with the melody of nature. Ah! let me be happy whilst I can. The tear starts as I think of it. I must flee from thought, and find refuge from sor­row in a strong ima­gin­a­tion—the only solace for a feel­ing heart. Phantoms of bliss! ideal forms of ex­cel­lence! again en­close me in your ma­gic circle, and wipe clear from my re­mem­brance the dis­ap­point­ments that read­er the sym­pathy pain­ful, which ex­per­i­ence rather in­creases than damps, by giv­ing the in­dul­gence of feel­ing the sanc­tion of reas­on.

			Once more farewell!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XI
			

			I left Por­to­er, the little haven I men­tioned, soon after I fin­ished my last let­ter. The sea was rough, and I per­ceived that our pi­lot was right not to ven­ture farther dur­ing a hazy night. We had agreed to pay four dol­lars for a boat from Hel­ger­aac. I men­tion the sum, be­cause they would de­mand twice as much from a stranger. I was ob­liged to pay fif­teen for the one I hired at Strom­stad. When we were ready to set out, our boat­man offered to re­turn a dol­lar and let us go in one of the boats of the place, the pi­lot who lived there be­ing bet­ter ac­quain­ted with the coast. He only de­man­ded a dol­lar and a half, which was reas­on­able. I found him a civil and rather in­tel­li­gent man; he was in the Amer­ic­an ser­vice sev­er­al years, dur­ing the Re­volu­tion.

			I soon per­ceived that an ex­per­i­enced mar­iner was ne­ces­sary to guide us, for we were con­tinu­ally ob­liged to tack about, to avoid the rocks, which, scarcely reach­ing to the sur­face of the wa­ter, could only be dis­covered by the break­ing of the waves over them.

			The view of this wild coast, as we sailed along it, af­forded me a con­tinu­al sub­ject for med­it­a­tion. I an­ti­cip­ated the fu­ture im­prove­ment of the world, and ob­served how much man has still to do to ob­tain of the earth all it could yield. I even car­ried my spec­u­la­tions so far as to ad­vance a mil­lion or two of years to the mo­ment when the earth would per­haps be so per­fectly cul­tiv­ated, and so com­pletely peopled, as to render it ne­ces­sary to in­hab­it every spot—yes, these bleak shores. Ima­gin­a­tion went still farther, and pic­tured the state of man when the earth could no longer sup­port him. Whith­er was he to flee from uni­ver­sal fam­ine? Do not smile; I really be­came dis­tressed for these fel­low creatures yet un­born. The im­ages fastened on me, and the world ap­peared a vast pris­on. I was soon to be in a smal­ler one—for no oth­er name can I give to Ru­so­er. It would be dif­fi­cult to form an idea of the place, if you have nev­er seen one of these rocky coasts.

			We were a con­sid­er­able time en­ter­ing amongst the is­lands, be­fore we saw about two hun­dred houses crowded to­geth­er un­der a very high rock—still high­er ap­pear­ing above. Talk not of Bastilles! To be born here was to be bastilled by nature—shut out from all that opens the un­der­stand­ing, or en­larges the heart. Huddled one be­hind an­oth­er, not more than a quarter of the dwell­ings even had a pro­spect of the sea. A few planks formed pas­sages from house to house, which you must of­ten scale, mount­ing steps like a lad­der to enter.

			The only road across the rocks leads to a hab­it­a­tion sterile enough, you may sup­pose, when I tell you that the little earth on the ad­ja­cent ones was car­ried there by the late in­hab­it­ant. A path, al­most im­prac­tic­able for a horse, goes on to Aren­d­all, still fur­ther to the west­ward.

			I in­quired for a walk, and, mount­ing near two hun­dred steps made round a rock, walked up and down for about a hun­dred yards view­ing the sea, to which I quickly des­cen­ded by steps that cheated the de­cliv­ity. The ocean and these tre­mend­ous bul­warks en­closed me on every side. I felt the con­fine­ment, and wished for wings to reach still lofti­er cliffs, whose slip­pery sides no foot was so hardy as to tread. Yet what was it to see?—only a bound­less waste of wa­ter—not a glimpse of smil­ing nature—not a patch of lively green to re­lieve the aching sight, or vary the ob­jects of med­it­a­tion.

			I felt my breath op­pressed, though noth­ing could be clear­er than the at­mo­sphere. Wan­der­ing there alone, I found the solitude de­sir­able; my mind was stored with ideas, which this new scene as­so­ci­ated with as­ton­ish­ing rapid­ity. But I shuddered at the thought of re­ceiv­ing ex­ist­ence, and re­main­ing here, in the solitude of ig­nor­ance, till forced to leave a world of which I had seen so little, for the char­ac­ter of the in­hab­it­ants is as un­cul­tiv­ated, if not as pic­tur­esquely wild, as their abode.

			Hav­ing no em­ploy­ment but traffic, of which a con­tra­band trade makes the basis of their profit, the coarsest feel­ings of hon­esty are quickly blun­ted. You may sup­pose that I speak in gen­er­al terms; and that, with all the dis­ad­vant­ages of nature and cir­cum­stances, there are still some re­spect­able ex­cep­tions, the more praise­worthy, as trick­ing is a very con­ta­gious men­tal dis­ease, that dries up all the gen­er­ous juices of the heart. Noth­ing gen­i­al, in fact, ap­pears around this place, or with­in the circle of its rocks. And, now I re­col­lect, it seems to me that the most gen­i­al and hu­mane char­ac­ters I have met with in life were most alive to the sen­ti­ments in­spired by tran­quil coun­try scenes. What, in­deed, is to hu­man­ise these be­ings, who rest shut up (for they sel­dom even open their win­dows), smoking, drink­ing brandy, and driv­ing bar­gains? I have been al­most stifled by these smokers. They be­gin in the morn­ing, and are rarely without their pipe till they go to bed. Noth­ing can be more dis­gust­ing than the rooms and men to­wards the even­ing—breath, teeth, clothes, and fur­niture, all are spoilt. It is well that the wo­men are not very del­ic­ate, or they would only love their hus­bands be­cause they were their hus­bands. Per­haps, you may add, that the re­mark need not be con­fined to so small a part of the world; and, entre nous, I am of the same opin­ion. You must not term this in­nu­endo saucy, for it does not come home.

			If I had not de­term­ined to write I should have found my con­fine­ment here, even for three or four days, te­di­ous. I have no books; and to pace up and down a small room, look­ing at tiles over­hung by rocks, soon be­comes wear­i­some. I can­not mount two hun­dred steps to walk a hun­dred yards many times in the day. Be­sides, the rocks, re­tain­ing the heat of the sun, are in­tol­er­ably warm. I am, nev­er­the­less, very well; for though there is a shrewd­ness in the char­ac­ter of these people, de­praved by a sor­did love of money which re­pels me, still the com­par­is­ons they force me to make keep my heart calm by ex­er­cising my un­der­stand­ing.

			Every­where wealth com­mands too much re­spect, but here al­most ex­clus­ively; and it is the only ob­ject pur­sued, not through brake and bri­ar, but over rocks and waves; yet of what use would riches be to me, I have some­times asked my­self, were I con­fined to live in such in a spot? I could only re­lieve a few dis­tressed ob­jects, per­haps render them idle, and all the rest of life would be a blank.

			My present jour­ney has giv­en fresh force to my opin­ion that no place is so dis­agree­able and un­im­prov­ing as a coun­try town. I should like to di­vide my time between the town and coun­try; in a lone house, with the busi­ness of farm­ing and plant­ing, where my mind would gain strength by sol­it­ary mus­ing, and in a met­ro­pol­is to rub off the rust of thought, and pol­ish the taste which the con­tem­pla­tion of nature had rendered just. Thus do we wish as we float down the stream of life, whilst chance does more to grat­i­fy a de­sire of know­ledge than our best laid plans. A de­gree of ex­er­tion, pro­duced by some want, more or less pain­ful, is prob­ably the price we must all pay for know­ledge. How few au­thors or artists have ar­rived at em­in­ence who have not lived by their em­ploy­ment?

			I was in­ter­rup­ted yes­ter­day by busi­ness, and was pre­vailed upon to dine with the Eng­lish vice-con­sul. His house be­ing open to the sea, I was more at large; and the hos­pit­al­ity of the table pleased me, though the bottle was rather too freely pushed about. Their man­ner of en­ter­tain­ing was such as I have fre­quently re­marked when I have been thrown in the way of people without edu­ca­tion, who have more money than wit—that is, than they know what to do with. The wo­men were un­af­fected, but had not the nat­ur­al grace which was of­ten con­spicu­ous at Tons­berg. There was even a strik­ing dif­fer­ence in their dress, these hav­ing loaded them­selves with finery in the style of the sail­ors’ girls of Hull or Ports­mouth. Taste has not yet taught them to make any but an os­ten­ta­tious dis­play of wealth. Yet I could per­ceive even here the first steps of the im­prove­ment which I am per­suaded will make a very ob­vi­ous pro­gress in the course of half a cen­tury, and it ought not to be soon­er, to keep pace with the cul­tiv­a­tion of the earth. Im­prov­ing man­ners will in­tro­duce finer mor­al feel­ings. They be­gin to read trans­la­tions of some of the most use­ful Ger­man pro­duc­tions lately pub­lished, and one of our party sung a song ri­dicul­ing the powers co­alesced against France, and the com­pany drank con­fu­sion to those who had dis­membered Po­land.

			The even­ing was ex­tremely calm and beau­ti­ful. Not be­ing able to walk, I re­ques­ted a boat as the only means of en­joy­ing free air.

			The view of the town was now ex­tremely fine. A huge rocky moun­tain stood up be­hind it, and a vast cliff stretched on each side, form­ing a semi­circle. In a re­cess of the rocks was a clump of pines, amongst which a steeple rose pic­tur­esquely beau­ti­ful.

			The church­yard is al­most the only verd­ant spot in the place. Here, in­deed, friend­ship ex­tends bey­ond the grave, and to grant a sod of earth is to ac­cord a fa­vour. I should rather choose, did it ad­mit of a choice, to sleep in some of the caves of the rocks, for I am be­come bet­ter re­con­ciled to them since I climbed their craggy sides last night, listen­ing to the finest echoes I ever heard. We had a French horn with us, and there was an en­chant­ing wild­ness in the dy­ing away of the re­ver­ber­a­tion that quickly trans­por­ted me to Shakespeare’s ma­gic is­land. Spir­its un­seen seemed to walk abroad, and flit from cliff to cliff to soothe my soul to peace.

			I re­luct­antly re­turned to sup­per, to be shut up in a warm room, only to view the vast shad­ows of the rocks ex­tend­ing on the slum­ber­ing waves. I stood at the win­dow some time be­fore a buzz filled the draw­ing-room, and now and then the dash­ing of a sol­it­ary oar rendered the scene still more sol­emn.

			Be­fore I came here I could scarcely have ima­gined that a simple ob­ject (rocks) could have ad­mit­ted of so many in­ter­est­ing com­bin­a­tions, al­ways grand and of­ten sub­lime. Good night! God bless you!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XII
			

			I left East Ru­so­er the day be­fore yes­ter­day. The weath­er was very fine; but so calm that we loitered on the wa­ter near four­teen hours, only to make about six and twenty miles.

			It seemed to me a sort of eman­cip­a­tion when we landed at Hel­ger­aac. The con­fine­ment which every­where struck me whilst so­journ­ing amongst the rocks, made me hail the earth as a land of prom­ise; and the situ­ation shone with fresh lustre from the con­trast—from ap­pear­ing to be a free abode. Here it was pos­sible to travel by land—I nev­er thought this a com­fort be­fore—and my eyes, fa­tigued by the spark­ling of the sun on the wa­ter, now con­ten­tedly re­posed on the green ex­panse, half per­suaded that such verd­ant meads had nev­er till then re­galed them.

			I rose early to pur­sue my jour­ney to Tons­berg. The coun­try still wore a face of joy—and my soul was alive to its charms. Leav­ing the most lofty and ro­mantic of the cliffs be­hind us, we were al­most con­tinu­ally des­cend­ing to Tons­berg, through Elysi­an scenes; for not only the sea, but moun­tains, rivers, lakes, and groves, gave an al­most end­less vari­ety to the pro­spect. The cot­tagers were still car­ry­ing home the hay; and the cot­tages on this road looked very com­fort­able. Peace and plenty—I mean not abund­ance—seemed to reign around—still I grew sad as I drew near my old abode. I was sorry to see the sun so high; it was broad noon. Tons­berg was some­thing like a home—yet I was to enter without light­ing up pleas­ure in any eye. I dreaded the sol­it­ar­i­ness of my apart­ment, and wished for night to hide the start­ing tears, or to shed them on my pil­low, and close my eyes on a world where I was destined to wander alone. Why has nature so many charms for me—call­ing forth and cher­ish­ing re­fined sen­ti­ments, only to wound the breast that fosters them? How il­lus­ive, per­haps the most so, are the plans of hap­pi­ness foun­ded on vir­tue and prin­ciple; what in­lets of misery do they not open in a half-civ­il­ised so­ci­ety? The sat­is­fac­tion arising from con­scious rectitude, will not calm an in­jured heart, when ten­der­ness is ever find­ing ex­cuses; and self-ap­plause is a cold sol­it­ary feel­ing, that can­not sup­ply the place of dis­ap­poin­ted af­fec­tion, without throw­ing a gloom over every pro­spect, which, ban­ish­ing pleas­ure, does not ex­clude pain. I reasoned and reasoned; but my heart was too full to al­low me to re­main in the house, and I walked, till I was wear­ied out, to pur­chase rest—or rather for­get­ful­ness.

			Em­ploy­ment has be­guiled this day, and to­mor­row I set out for Moss, on my way to Strom­stad. At Gothen­burg I shall em­brace my Fan­ni­kin; prob­ably she will not know me again—and I shall be hurt if she do not. How child­ish is this! still it is a nat­ur­al feel­ing. I would not per­mit my­self to in­dulge the “thick com­ing fears” of fond­ness, whilst I was de­tained by busi­ness. Yet I nev­er saw a calf bound­ing in a mead­ow, that did not re­mind me of my little frol­ick­er. A calf, you say. Yes; but a cap­it­al one I own.

			I can­not write com­posedly—I am every in­stant sink­ing in­to rev­er­ies—my heart flut­ters, I know not why. Fool! It is time thou wert at rest.

			Friend­ship and do­mest­ic hap­pi­ness are con­tinu­ally praised; yet how little is there of either in the world, be­cause it re­quires more cul­tiv­a­tion of mind to keep awake af­fec­tion, even in our own hearts, than the com­mon run of people sup­pose. Be­sides, few like to be seen as they really are; and a de­gree of sim­pli­city, and of un­dis­guised con­fid­ence, which, to un­in­ter­ested ob­serv­ers, would al­most bor­der on weak­ness, is the charm, nay the es­sence of love or friend­ship, all the be­witch­ing graces of child­hood again ap­pear­ing. As ob­jects merely to ex­er­cise my taste, I there­fore like to see people to­geth­er who have an af­fec­tion for each oth­er; every turn of their fea­tures touches me, and re­mains pic­tured on my ima­gin­a­tion in in­delible char­ac­ters. The zest of nov­elty is, how­ever, ne­ces­sary to rouse the lan­guid sym­path­ies which have been hack­neyed in the world; as is the fac­ti­tious be­ha­viour, falsely termed good-breed­ing, to amuse those, who, de­fect­ive in taste, con­tinu­ally rely for pleas­ure on their an­im­al spir­its, which not be­ing main­tained by the ima­gin­a­tion, are un­avoid­ably soon­er ex­hausted than the sen­ti­ments of the heart. Friend­ship is in gen­er­al sin­cere at the com­mence­ment, and lasts whilst there is any­thing to sup­port it; but as a mix­ture of nov­elty and van­ity is the usu­al prop, no won­der if it fall with the slender stay. The fop in the play paid a great­er com­pli­ment than he was aware of when he said to a per­son, whom he meant to flat­ter, “I like you al­most as well as a new ac­quaint­ance.” Why am I talk­ing of friend­ship, after which I have had such a wild-goose chase. I thought only of telling you that the crows, as well as wild-geese, are here birds of pas­sage.

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XIII
			

			I left Tons­berg yes­ter­day, the 22nd of Au­gust. It is only twelve or thir­teen Eng­lish miles to Moss, through a coun­try less wild than any tract I had hitherto passed over in Nor­way. It was of­ten beau­ti­ful, but sel­dom af­forded those grand views which fill rather than soothe the mind.

			We glided along the mead­ows and through the woods, with sun­beams play­ing around us; and, though no castles ad­orned the pro­spects, a great­er num­ber of com­fort­able farms met my eyes dur­ing this ride than I have ever seen, in the same space, even in the most cul­tiv­ated part of Eng­land; and the very ap­pear­ance of the cot­tages of the la­bour­ers sprinkled amidst them ex­cluded all those gloomy ideas in­spired by the con­tem­pla­tion of poverty.

			The hay was still bring­ing in, for one har­vest in Nor­way treads on the heels of the oth­er. The woods were more varie­gated, in­ter­spersed with shrubs. We no longer passed through forests of vast pines stretch­ing along with sav­age mag­ni­fi­cence. Forests that only ex­hib­ited the slow de­cay of time or the dev­ast­a­tion pro­duced by war­ring ele­ments. No; oaks, ashes, beech, and all the light and grace­ful ten­ants of our woods here spor­ted lux­uri­antly. I had not ob­served many oaks be­fore, for the great­er part of the oak-planks, I am in­formed, come from the west­ward.

			In France the farm­ers gen­er­ally live in vil­lages, which is a great dis­ad­vant­age to the coun­try; but the Nor­we­gi­an farm­ers, al­ways own­ing their farms or be­ing ten­ants for life, reside in the midst of them, al­low­ing some la­bour­ers a dwell­ing rent free, who have a little land ap­per­tain­ing to the cot­tage, not only for a garden, but for crops of dif­fer­ent kinds, such as rye, oats, buck­wheat, hemp, flax, beans, pota­toes, and hay, which are sown in strips about it, re­mind­ing a stranger of the first at­tempts at cul­ture, when every fam­ily was ob­liged to be an in­de­pend­ent com­munity.

			These cot­tagers work at a cer­tain price (ten­pence per day) for the farm­ers on whose ground they live, and they have spare time enough to cul­tiv­ate their own land and lay in a store of fish for the winter. The wives and daugh­ters spin and the hus­bands and sons weave, so that they may fairly be reckoned in­de­pend­ent, hav­ing also a little money in hand to buy cof­fee, brandy and some oth­er su­per­fluit­ies.

			The only thing I dis­liked was the mil­it­ary ser­vice, which tram­mels them more than I at first ima­gined. It is true that the mi­li­tia is only called out once a year, yet in case of war they have no al­tern­at­ive but must aban­don their fam­il­ies. Even the man­u­fac­tur­ers are not ex­emp­ted, though the miners are, in or­der to en­cour­age un­der­tak­ings which re­quire a cap­it­al at the com­mence­ment. And, what ap­pears more tyr­an­nic­al, the in­hab­it­ants of cer­tain dis­tricts are ap­poin­ted for the land, oth­ers for the sea ser­vice. Con­sequently, a peas­ant, born a sol­dier, is not per­mit­ted to fol­low his in­clin­a­tion should it lead him to go to sea, a nat­ur­al de­sire near so many sea­ports.

			In these reg­u­la­tions the ar­bit­rary gov­ern­ment—the King of Den­mark be­ing the most ab­so­lute mon­arch in Europe—ap­pears, which in oth­er re­spects seeks to hide it­self in a len­ity that al­most renders the laws nullit­ies. If any al­ter­a­tion of old cus­toms is thought of, the opin­ion of the old coun­try is re­quired and ma­turely con­sidered. I have sev­er­al times had oc­ca­sion to ob­serve that, fear­ing to ap­pear tyr­an­nic­al, laws are al­lowed to be­come ob­sol­ete which ought to be put in force or bet­ter sub­sti­tuted in their stead; for this mis­taken mod­er­a­tion, which bor­ders on timid­ity, fa­vours the least re­spect­able part of the people.

			I saw on my way not only good par­son­age houses, but com­fort­able dwell­ings, with glebe land for the clerk, al­ways a con­sequen­tial man in every coun­try, a be­ing proud of a little smat­ter­ing of learn­ing, to use the ap­pro­pri­ate epi­thet, and vain of the stiff good-breed­ing re­flec­ted from the vicar, though the servil­ity prac­tised in his com­pany gives it a pe­cu­li­ar cast.

			The wid­ow of the cler­gy­man is al­lowed to re­ceive the be­ne­fit of the liv­ing for a twelve­month after the death of the in­cum­bent.

			Ar­riv­ing at the ferry (the pas­sage over to Moss is about six or eight Eng­lish miles) I saw the most level shore I had yet seen in Nor­way. The ap­pear­ance of the cir­cum­ja­cent coun­try had been pre­par­ing me for the change of scene which was to greet me when I reached the coast. For the grand fea­tures of nature had been dwind­ling in­to pret­ti­ness as I ad­vanced; yet the rocks, on a smal­ler scale, were finely wooded to the wa­ter’s edge. Little art ap­peared, yet sub­lim­ity every­where gave place to el­eg­ance. The road had of­ten as­sumed the ap­pear­ance of a grav­elled one, made in pleas­ure-grounds; whilst the trees ex­cited only an idea of em­bel­lish­ment. Mead­ows, like lawns, in an end­less vari­ety, dis­played the care­less graces of nature; and the ripen­ing corn gave a rich­ness to the land­scape ana­log­ous with the oth­er ob­jects.

			Nev­er was a south­ern sky more beau­ti­ful, nor more soft its gales. In­deed, I am led to con­clude that the sweetest sum­mer in the world is the north­ern one, the ve­get­a­tion be­ing quick and lux­uri­ant the mo­ment the earth is loosened from its icy fet­ters and the bound streams re­gain their wonted activ­ity. The bal­ance of hap­pi­ness with re­spect to cli­mate may be more equal than I at first ima­gined; for the in­hab­it­ants de­scribe with warmth the pleas­ures of a winter at the thoughts of which I shud­der. Not only their parties of pleas­ure but of busi­ness are re­served for this sea­son, when they travel with as­ton­ish­ing rapid­ity the most dir­ect way, skim­ming over hedge and ditch.

			On en­ter­ing Moss I was struck by the an­im­a­tion which seemed to res­ult from in­dustry. The richest of the in­hab­it­ants keep shops, re­sem­bling in their man­ners and even the ar­range­ment of their houses the trades­people of York­shire; with an air of more in­de­pend­ence, or rather con­sequence, from feel­ing them­selves the first people in the place. I had not time to see the iron­works, be­long­ing to Mr. Anker, of Chris­ti­ania, a man of for­tune and en­ter­prise; and I was not very anxious to see them after hav­ing viewed those at Laur­vig.

			Here I met with an in­tel­li­gent lit­er­ary man, who was anxious to gath­er in­form­a­tion from me re­l­at­ive to the past and present situ­ation of France. The news­pa­pers prin­ted at Copen­ha­gen, as well as those in Eng­land, give the most ex­ag­ger­ated ac­counts of their at­ro­cit­ies and dis­tresses, but the former without any ap­par­ent com­ments or in­fer­ences. Still the Nor­we­gi­ans, though more con­nec­ted with the Eng­lish, speak­ing their lan­guage and copy­ing their man­ners, wish well to the Re­pub­lic­an cause, and fol­low with the most lively in­terest the suc­cesses of the French arms. So de­term­ined were they, in fact, to ex­cuse everything, dis­gra­cing the struggle of free­dom, by ad­mit­ting the tyr­ant’s plea, ne­ces­sity, that I could hardly per­suade them that Robe­s­pi­erre was a mon­ster.

			The dis­cus­sion of this sub­ject is not so gen­er­al as in Eng­land, be­ing con­fined to the few, the clergy and phys­i­cians, with a small por­tion of people who have a lit­er­ary turn and leis­ure; the great­er part of the in­hab­it­ants hav­ing a vari­ety of oc­cu­pa­tions, be­ing own­ers of ships, shop­keep­ers, and farm­ers, have em­ploy­ment enough at home. And their am­bi­tion to be­come rich may tend to cul­tiv­ate the com­mon sense which char­ac­ter­ises and nar­rows both their hearts and views, con­firm­ing the former to their fam­il­ies, tak­ing the hand­maids of it in­to the circle of pleas­ure, if not of in­terest, and the lat­ter to the in­spec­tion of their work­men, in­clud­ing the noble sci­ence of bar­gain-mak­ing—that is, get­ting everything at the cheapest, and selling it at the dearest rate. I am now more than ever con­vinced that it is an in­ter­course with men of sci­ence and artists which not only dif­fuses taste, but gives that free­dom to the un­der­stand­ing without which I have sel­dom met with much be­ne­vol­ence of char­ac­ter on a large scale.

			Be­sides, though you do not hear of much pil­fer­ing and steal­ing in Nor­way, yet they will, with a quiet con­science, buy things at a price which must con­vince them they were stolen. I had an op­por­tun­ity of know­ing that two or three reput­able people had pur­chased some art­icles of vag­rants, who were de­tec­ted. How much of the vir­tue which ap­pears in the world is put on for the world? And how little dic­tated by self-re­spect?—so little, that I am ready to re­peat the old ques­tion, and ask, Where is truth, or rather prin­ciple, to be found? These are, per­haps, the va­pour­ings of a heart ill at ease—the ef­fu­sions of a sens­ib­il­ity wounded al­most to mad­ness. But enough of this; we will dis­cuss the sub­ject in an­oth­er state of ex­ist­ence, where truth and justice will reign. How cruel are the in­jur­ies which make us quar­rel with hu­man nature! At present black mel­an­choly hov­ers round my foot­steps; and sor­row sheds a mil­dew over all the fu­ture pro­spects, which hope no longer gilds.

			A rainy morn­ing pre­ven­ted my en­joy­ing the pleas­ure the view of a pic­tur­esque coun­try would have af­forded me; for though this road passed through a coun­try a great­er ex­tent of which was un­der cul­tiv­a­tion than I had usu­ally seen here, it nev­er­the­less re­tained all the wild charms of Nor­way. Rocks still en­closed the val­leys, the great sides of which en­livened their ver­dure. Lakes ap­peared like branches of the sea, and branches of the sea as­sumed the ap­pear­ance of tran­quil lakes; whilst stream­lets prattled amongst the pebbles and the broken mass of stone which had rolled in­to them, giv­ing fant­ast­ic turns to the trees, the roots of which they bared.

			It is not, in fact, sur­pris­ing that the pine should be of­ten un­der­mined; it shoots its fibres in such a ho­ri­zont­al dir­ec­tion, merely on the sur­face of the earth, re­quir­ing only enough to cov­er those that cling to the crags. Noth­ing proves to me so clearly that it is the air which prin­cip­ally nour­ishes trees and plants as the flour­ish­ing ap­pear­ance of these pines. The firs, de­mand­ing a deep­er soil, are sel­dom seen in equal health, or so nu­mer­ous on the bar­ren cliffs. They take shel­ter in the crevices, or where, after some re­volving ages, the pines have pre­pared them a foot­ing.

			Ap­proach­ing, or rather des­cend­ing, to Chris­ti­ania, though the weath­er con­tin­ued a little cloudy, my eyes were charmed with the view of an ex­tens­ive un­du­lated val­ley, stretch­ing out un­der the shel­ter of a noble am­phi­theatre of pine-covered moun­tains. Farm houses scattered about an­im­ated, nay, graced a scene which still re­tained so much of its nat­ive wild­ness, that the art which ap­peared seemed so ne­ces­sary, it was scarcely per­ceived. Cattle were graz­ing in the shaven mead­ows; and the lively green on their swell­ing sides con­tras­ted with the ripen­ing corn and rye. The corn that grew on the slopes had not, in­deed, the laugh­ing lux­uri­ance of plenty, which I have seen in more gen­i­al climes. A fresh breeze swept across the grain, part­ing its slender stalks, but the wheat did not wave its head with its wonted care­less dig­nity, as if nature had crowned it the king of plants.

			The view, im­me­di­ately on the left, as we drove down the moun­tain, was al­most spoilt by the de­pred­a­tions com­mit­ted on the rocks to make alum. I do not know the pro­cess. I only saw that the rocks looked red after they had been burnt, and re­gret­ted that the op­er­a­tion should leave a quant­ity of rub­bish to in­tro­duce an im­age of hu­man in­dustry in the shape of de­struc­tion. The situ­ation of Chris­ti­ania is cer­tainly un­com­monly fine, and I nev­er saw a bay that so for­cibly gave me an idea of a place of safety from the storms of the ocean; all the sur­round­ing ob­jects were beau­ti­ful and even grand. But neither the rocky moun­tains, nor the woods that graced them, could be com­pared with the sub­lime pro­spects I had seen to the west­ward; and as for the hills, “capped with etern­al snow,” Mr. Coxe’s de­scrip­tion led me to look for them, but they had flown, for I looked vainly around for this noble back­ground.

			A few months ago the people of Chris­ti­ania rose, ex­as­per­ated by the scarcity and con­sequent high price of grain. The im­me­di­ate cause was the ship­ping of some, said to be for Moss, but which they sus­pec­ted was only a pre­text to send it out of the coun­try, and I am not sure that they were wrong in their con­jec­ture. Such are the tricks of trade. They threw stones at Mr. Anker, the own­er of it, as he rode out of town to es­cape from their fury; they as­sembled about his house, and the people de­man­ded af­ter­wards, with so much im­petu­os­ity, the liberty of those who were taken up in con­sequence of the tu­mult, that the Grand Bailiff thought it prudent to re­lease them without fur­ther al­ter­ca­tion.

			You may think me too severe on com­merce, but from the man­ner it is at present car­ried on little can be ad­vanced in fa­vour of a pur­suit that wears out the most sac­red prin­ciples of hu­man­ity and rectitude. What is spec­u­la­tion but a spe­cies of gambling, I might have said fraud, in which ad­dress gen­er­ally gains the prize? I was led in­to these re­flec­tions when I heard of some tricks prac­tised by mer­chants, mis­called reput­able, and cer­tainly men of prop­erty, dur­ing the present war, in which com­mon hon­esty was vi­ol­ated: dam­aged goods and pro­vi­sion hav­ing been shipped for the ex­press pur­pose of fall­ing in­to the hands of the Eng­lish, who had pledged them­selves to re­im­burse neut­ral na­tions for the car­goes they seized; can­non also, sent back as un­fit for ser­vice, have been shipped as a good spec­u­la­tion, the cap­tain re­ceiv­ing or­ders to cruise about till he fell in with an Eng­lish frig­ate. Many in­di­vidu­als I be­lieve have suffered by the seizures of their ves­sels; still I am per­suaded that the Eng­lish Gov­ern­ment has been very much im­posed upon in the charges made by mer­chants who con­trived to get their ships taken. This cen­sure is not con­fined to the Danes. Adieu, for the present, I must take ad­vant­age of a mo­ment of fine weath­er to walk out and see the town.

			At Chris­ti­ania I met with that po­lite re­cep­tion, which rather char­ac­ter­ises the pro­gress of man­ners in the world, than of any par­tic­u­lar por­tion of it. The first even­ing of my ar­rival I supped with some of the most fash­ion­able people of the place, and al­most ima­gined my­self in a circle of Eng­lish ladies, so much did they re­semble them in man­ners, dress, and even in beauty; for the fairest of my coun­try­wo­men would not have been sorry to rank with the Grand Bailiff’s lady. There were sev­er­al pretty girls present, but she out­shone them all, and, what in­ter­ested me still more, I could not avoid ob­serving that in ac­quir­ing the easy po­lite­ness which dis­tin­guishes people of qual­ity, she had pre­served her Nor­we­gi­an sim­pli­city. There was, in fact, a grace­ful timid­ity in her ad­dress, in­ex­press­ibly charm­ing. This sur­prised me a little, be­cause her hus­band was quite a French­man of the an­cien ré­gime, or rather a courtier, the same kind of an­im­al in every coun­try.

			Here I saw the cloven foot of des­pot­ism. I boas­ted to you that they had no vice­roy in Nor­way, but these Grand Bailiffs, par­tic­u­larly the su­per­i­or one, who resides at Chris­ti­ania, are polit­ic­al mon­sters of the same spe­cies. Needy sy­co­phants are provided for by their re­la­tions and con­nec­tions at Copen­ha­gen as at oth­er courts. And though the Nor­we­gi­ans are not in the ab­ject state of the Ir­ish, yet this second­hand gov­ern­ment is still felt by their be­ing de­prived of sev­er­al nat­ur­al ad­vant­ages to be­ne­fit the dom­in­eer­ing state.

			The Grand Bailiffs are mostly no­ble­men from Copen­ha­gen, who act as men of com­mon minds will al­ways act in such situ­ations—aping a de­gree of courtly parade which clashes with the in­de­pend­ent char­ac­ter of a ma­gis­trate. Be­sides, they have a de­gree of power over the coun­try judges, which some of them, who ex­er­cise a jur­is­dic­tion truly pat­ri­arch­al most pain­fully feel. I can scarcely say why, my friend, but in this city thought­ful­ness seemed to be slid­ing in­to mel­an­choly or rather dull­ness. The fire of fancy, which had been kept alive in the coun­try, was al­most ex­tin­guished by re­flec­tions on the ills that har­ass such a large por­tion of man­kind. I felt like a bird flut­ter­ing on the ground un­able to mount, yet un­will­ing to crawl tran­quilly like a rep­tile, whilst still con­scious it had wings.

			I walked out, for the open air is al­ways my rem­edy when an aching head pro­ceeds from an op­pressed heart. Chance dir­ec­ted my steps to­wards the fort­ress, and the sight of the slaves, work­ing with chains on their legs, only served to em­bit­ter me still more against the reg­u­la­tions of so­ci­ety, which treated knaves in such a dif­fer­ent man­ner, es­pe­cially as there was a de­gree of en­ergy in some of their coun­ten­ances which un­avoid­ably ex­cited my at­ten­tion, and al­most cre­ated re­spect.

			I wished to have seen, through an iron grate, the face of a man who has been con­fined six years for hav­ing in­duced the farm­ers to re­volt against some im­pos­i­tions of the Gov­ern­ment. I could not ob­tain a clear ac­count of the af­fair, yet, as the com­plaint was against some farm­ers of taxes, I am in­clined to be­lieve that it was not totally without found­a­tion. He must have pos­sessed some elo­quence, or have had truth on his side; for the farm­ers rose by hun­dreds to sup­port him, and were very much ex­as­per­ated at his im­pris­on­ment, which will prob­ably last for life, though he has sent sev­er­al very spir­ited re­mon­strances to the up­per court, which makes the judges so averse to giv­ing a sen­tence which may be cav­illed at, that they take ad­vant­age of the glor­i­ous un­cer­tainty of the law, to pro­tract a de­cision which is only to be reg­u­lated by reas­ons of state.

			The great­er num­ber of the slaves I saw here were not con­fined for life. Their la­bour is not hard; and they work in the open air, which pre­vents their con­sti­tu­tions from suf­fer­ing by im­pris­on­ment. Still, as they are al­lowed to as­so­ci­ate to­geth­er, and boast of their dex­ter­ity, not only to each oth­er but to the sol­diers around them, in the gar­ris­on; they com­monly, it is nat­ur­al to con­clude, go out more con­firmed and more ex­pert knaves than when they entered.

			It is not ne­ces­sary to trace the ori­gin of the as­so­ci­ation of ideas which led me to think that the stars and gold keys, which sur­roun­ded me the even­ing be­fore, dis­graced the wear­ers as much as the fet­ters I was view­ing—per­haps more. I even began to in­vest­ig­ate the reas­on, which led me to sus­pect that the former pro­duced the lat­ter.

			The Nor­we­gi­ans are ex­tra­vag­antly fond of courtly dis­tinc­tion, and of titles, though they have no im­munit­ies an­nexed to them, and are eas­ily pur­chased. The pro­pri­et­ors of mines have many priv­ileges: they are al­most ex­empt from taxes, and the peas­antry born on their es­tates, as well as those on the counts’, are not born sol­diers or sail­ors.

			One dis­tinc­tion, or rather trophy of no­bil­ity, which I might have oc­curred to the Hot­tentots, amused me; it was a bunch of hog’s bristles placed on the horses’ heads, sur­mount­ing that part of the har­ness to which a round piece of brass of­ten dangles, fa­tiguing the eye with its idle mo­tion.

			From the fort­ress I re­turned to my lodging, and quickly was taken out of town to be shown a pretty villa, and Eng­lish garden. To a Nor­we­gi­an both might have been ob­jects of curi­os­ity; and of use, by ex­cit­ing to the com­par­is­on which leads to im­prove­ment. But whilst I gazed, I was em­ployed in restor­ing the place to nature, or taste, by giv­ing it the char­ac­ter of the sur­round­ing scene. Ser­pent­ine walks, and flower­ing-shrubs, looked tri­fling in a grand re­cess of the rocks, shaded by tower­ing pines. Groves of smal­ler trees might have been sheltered un­der them, which would have melted in­to the land­scape, dis­play­ing only the art which ought to point out the vi­cin­ity of a hu­man abode, fur­nished with some el­eg­ance. But few people have suf­fi­cient taste to dis­cern, that the art of em­bel­lish­ing con­sists in in­ter­est­ing, not in as­ton­ish­ing.

			Chris­ti­ania is cer­tainly very pleas­antly situ­ated, and the en­virons I passed through, dur­ing this ride, af­forded many fine and cul­tiv­ated pro­spects; but, ex­cept­ing the first view ap­proach­ing to it, rarely present any com­bin­a­tion of ob­jects so strik­ingly new, or pic­tur­esque, as to com­mand re­mem­brance. Adieu!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XIV
			

			Chris­ti­ania is a clean, neat city; but it has none of the graces of ar­chi­tec­ture, which ought to keep pace with the re­fin­ing man­ners of a people—or the out­side of the house will dis­grace the in­side, giv­ing the be­hold­er an idea of over­grown wealth devoid of taste. Large square wooden houses of­fend the eye, dis­play­ing more than Goth­ic bar­bar­ism. Huge Goth­ic piles, in­deed, ex­hib­it a char­ac­ter­ist­ic sub­lim­ity, and a wild­ness of fancy pe­cu­li­ar to the peri­od when they were erec­ted; but size, without grandeur or el­eg­ance, has an em­phat­ic­al stamp of mean­ness, of poverty of con­cep­tion, which only a com­mer­cial spir­it could give.

			The same thought has struck me, when I have entered the meet­ing­house of my re­spec­ted friend, Dr. Price. I am sur­prised that the dis­sent­ers, who have not laid aside all the pomps and van­it­ies of life, should ima­gine a noble pil­lar, or arch, un­hal­lowed. Whilst men have senses, whatever soothes them lends wings to de­vo­tion; else why do the beau­ties of nature, where all that charm them are spread around with a lav­ish hand, force even the sor­row­ing heart to ac­know­ledge that ex­ist­ence is a bless­ing? and this ac­know­ledg­ment is the most sub­lime homage we can pay to the Deity.

			The ar­gu­ment of con­veni­ence is ab­surd. Who would la­bour for wealth, if it were to pro­cure noth­ing but con­veni­ences. If we wish to render man­kind mor­al from prin­ciple, we must, I am per­suaded, give a great­er scope to the en­joy­ments of the senses by blend­ing taste with them. This has fre­quently oc­curred to me since I have been in the north, and ob­served that there san­guine char­ac­ters al­ways take refuge in drunk­en­ness after the fire of youth is spent.

			But I have flown from Nor­way. To go back to the wooden houses; farms con­struc­ted with logs, and even little vil­lages, here erec­ted in the same simple man­ner, have ap­peared to me very pic­tur­esque. In the more re­mote parts I had been par­tic­u­larly pleased with many cot­tages situ­ated close to a brook, or bor­der­ing on a lake, with the whole farm con­tigu­ous. As the fam­ily in­creases, a little more land is cul­tiv­ated; thus the coun­try is ob­vi­ously en­riched by pop­u­la­tion. Formerly the farm­ers might more justly have been termed wood­cut­ters. But now they find it ne­ces­sary to spare the woods a little, and this change will be uni­ver­sally be­ne­fi­cial; for whilst they lived en­tirely by selling the trees they felled, they did not pay suf­fi­cient at­ten­tion to hus­bandry; con­sequently, ad­vanced very slowly in ag­ri­cul­tur­al know­ledge. Ne­ces­sity will in fu­ture more and more spur them on; for the ground, cleared of wood, must be cul­tiv­ated, or the farm loses its value; there is no wait­ing for food till an­oth­er gen­er­a­tion of pines be grown to ma­tur­ity.

			The people of prop­erty are very care­ful of their tim­ber; and, ram­bling through a forest near Tons­berg, be­long­ing to the Count, I have stopped to ad­mire the ap­pear­ance of some of the cot­tages in­hab­ited by a wood­man’s fam­ily—a man em­ployed to cut down the wood ne­ces­sary for the house­hold and the es­tate. A little lawn was cleared, on which sev­er­al lofty trees were left which nature had grouped, whilst the en­circ­ling firs spor­ted with wild grace. The dwell­ing was sheltered by the forest, noble pines spread­ing their branches over the roof; and be­fore the door a cow, goat, nag, and chil­dren, seemed equally con­tent with their lot; and if con­tent­ment be all we can at­tain, it is, per­haps, best se­cured by ig­nor­ance.

			As I have been most de­lighted with the coun­try parts of Nor­way, I was sorry to leave Chris­ti­ania without go­ing farther to the north, though the ad­van­cing sea­son ad­mon­ished me to de­part, as well as the calls of busi­ness and af­fec­tion.

			June and Ju­ly are the months to make a tour through Nor­way; for then the even­ings and nights are the finest I have ever seen; but to­wards the middle or lat­ter end of Au­gust the clouds be­gin to gath­er, and sum­mer dis­ap­pears al­most be­fore it has ripened the fruit of au­tumn—even, as it were, slips from your em­braces, whilst the sat­is­fied senses seem to rest in en­joy­ment.

			You will ask, per­haps, why I wished to go farther north­ward. Why? not only be­cause the coun­try, from all I can gath­er, is most ro­mantic, abound­ing in forests and lakes, and the air pure, but I have heard much of the in­tel­li­gence of the in­hab­it­ants, sub­stan­tial farm­ers, who have none of that cun­ning to con­tam­in­ate their sim­pli­city, which dis­pleased me so much in the con­duct of the people on the sea coast. A man who has been de­tec­ted in any dis­hon­est act can no longer live among them. He is uni­ver­sally shunned, and shame be­comes the severest pun­ish­ment.

			Such a con­tempt have they, in fact, for every spe­cies of fraud, that they will not al­low the people on the west­ern coast to be their coun­try­men; so much do they des­pise the arts for which those traders who live on the rocks are no­tori­ous.

			The de­scrip­tion I re­ceived of them car­ried me back to the fables of the golden age: in­de­pend­ence and vir­tue; af­flu­ence without vice; cul­tiv­a­tion of mind, without de­prav­ity of heart; with “ever smil­ing Liberty;” the nymph of the moun­tain. I want faith!

			My ima­gin­a­tion hur­ries me for­ward to seek an asylum in such a re­treat from all the dis­ap­point­ments I am threatened with; but reas­on drags me back, whis­per­ing that the world is still the world, and man the same com­pound of weak­ness and folly, who must oc­ca­sion­ally ex­cite love and dis­gust, ad­mir­a­tion and con­tempt. But this de­scrip­tion, though it seems to have been sketched by a fairy pen­cil, was giv­en me by a man of sound un­der­stand­ing, whose fancy sel­dom ap­pears to run away with him.

			A law in Nor­way, termed the odels right, has lately been mod­i­fied, and prob­ably will be ab­ol­ished as an im­ped­i­ment to com­merce. The heir of an es­tate had the power of re­pur­chas­ing it at the ori­gin­al pur­chase money, mak­ing al­low­ance for such im­prove­ments as were ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary, dur­ing the space of twenty years. At present ten is the term al­lowed for af­ter­thought; and when the reg­u­la­tion was made, all the men of abil­it­ies were in­vited to give their opin­ion wheth­er it were bet­ter to ab­rog­ate or modi­fy it. It is cer­tainly a con­veni­ent and safe way of mort­ga­ging land; yet the most ra­tion­al men whom I con­versed with on the sub­ject seemed con­vinced that the right was more in­jur­i­ous than be­ne­fi­cial to so­ci­ety; still if it con­trib­ute to keep the farms in the farm­ers’ own hands, I should be sorry to hear that it were ab­ol­ished.

			The ar­is­to­cracy in Nor­way, if we keep clear of Chris­ti­ania, is far from be­ing for­mid­able; and it will re­quire a long time to en­able the mer­chants to at­tain a suf­fi­cient moneyed in­terest to in­duce them to re­in­force the up­per class at the ex­pense of the yeo­manry, with whom they are usu­ally con­nec­ted.

			Eng­land and Amer­ica owe their liberty to com­merce, which cre­ated new spe­cies of power to un­der­mine the feud­al sys­tem. But let them be­ware of the con­sequence; the tyranny of wealth is still more galling and de­bas­ing than that of rank.

			Farewell! I must pre­pare for my de­par­ture.

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XV
			

			I left Chris­ti­ania yes­ter­day. The weath­er was not very fine, and hav­ing been a little delayed on the road, I found that it was too late to go round, a couple of miles, to see the cas­cade near Fre­der­ic­stadt, which I had de­term­ined to vis­it. Be­sides, as Fre­der­ic­stadt is a fort­ress, it was ne­ces­sary to ar­rive there be­fore they shut the gate.

			The road along the river is very ro­mantic, though the views are not grand; and the riches of Nor­way, its tim­ber, floats si­lently down the stream, of­ten im­peded in its course by is­lands and little catar­acts, the off­spring, as it were, of the great one I had fre­quently heard de­scribed.

			I found an ex­cel­lent inn at Fre­der­ic­stadt, and was grat­i­fied by the kind at­ten­tion of the host­ess, who, per­ceiv­ing that my clothes were wet, took great pains pro­cure me, as a stranger, every com­fort for the night.

			It had rained very hard, and we passed the ferry in the dark without get­ting out of our car­riage, which I think wrong, as the horses are some­times un­ruly. Fa­tigue and mel­an­choly, how­ever, had made me re­gard­less wheth­er I went down or across the stream, and I did not know that I was wet be­fore the host­ess marked it. My ima­gin­a­tion has nev­er yet severed me from my griefs, and my mind has sel­dom been so free as to al­low my body to be del­ic­ate.

			How I am altered by dis­ap­point­ment! When go­ing to Lis­bon, the elasti­city of my mind was suf­fi­cient to ward off wear­i­ness, and my ima­gin­a­tion still could dip her brush in the rain­bow of fancy, and sketch fu­tur­ity in glow­ing col­ours. Now—but let me talk of some­thing else—will you go with me to the cas­cade?

			The cross road to it was rugged and dreary; and though a con­sid­er­able ex­tent of land was cul­tiv­ated on all sides, yet the rocks were en­tirely bare, which sur­prised me, as they were more on a level with the sur­face than any I had yet seen. On in­quiry, how­ever, I learnt that some years since a forest had been burnt. This ap­pear­ance of des­ol­a­tion was bey­ond meas­ure gloomy, in­spir­ing emo­tions that ster­il­ity had nev­er pro­duced. Fires of this kind are oc­ca­sioned by the wind sud­denly rising when the farm­ers are burn­ing roots of trees, stalks of beans, etc., with which they ma­nure the ground. The dev­ast­a­tion must, in­deed, be ter­rible, when this, lit­er­ally speak­ing, wild­fire, runs along the forest, fly­ing from top to top, and crack­ling amongst the branches. The soil, as well as the trees, is swept away by the de­struct­ive tor­rent; and the coun­try, de­spoiled of beauty and riches, is left to mourn for ages.

			Ad­mir­ing, as I do, these noble forests, which seem to bid de­fi­ance to time, I looked with pain on the ridge of rocks that stretched far bey­ond my eye, formerly crowned with the most beau­ti­ful ver­dure.

			I have of­ten men­tioned the grandeur, but I feel my­self un­equal to the task of con­vey­ing an idea of the beauty and el­eg­ance of the scene when the spiry tops of the pines are loaded with ripen­ing seed, and the sun gives a glow to their light-green tinge, which is chan­ging in­to purple, one tree more or less ad­vanced con­tras­ted with an­oth­er. The pro­fu­sion with which Nature has decked them with pendant hon­ours, pre­vents all sur­prise at see­ing in every crevice some sap­ling strug­gling for ex­ist­ence. Vast masses of stone are thus en­circled, and roots torn up by the storms be­come a shel­ter for a young gen­er­a­tion. The pine and fir woods, left en­tirely to Nature, dis­play an end­less vari­ety; and the paths in the woods are not en­tangled with fallen leaves, which are only in­ter­est­ing whilst they are flut­ter­ing between life and death. The grey cob­web-like ap­pear­ance of the aged pines is a much finer im­age of de­cay; the fibres whiten­ing as they lose their mois­ture, im­prisoned life seems to be steal­ing away. I can­not tell why, but death, un­der every form, ap­pears to me like some­thing get­ting free to ex­pand in I know not what ele­ment—nay, I feel that this con­scious be­ing must be as un­fettered, have the wings of thought, be­fore it can be happy.

			Reach­ing the cas­cade, or rather catar­act, the roar­ing of which had a long time an­nounced its vi­cin­ity, my soul was hur­ried by the falls in­to a new train of re­flec­tions. The im­petu­ous dash­ing of the re­bound­ing tor­rent from the dark cav­it­ies which mocked the ex­plor­ing eye pro­duced an equal activ­ity in my mind. My thoughts dar­ted from earth to heav­en, and I asked my­self why I was chained to life and its misery. Still the tu­mul­tu­ous emo­tions this sub­lime ob­ject ex­cited were pleas­ur­able; and, view­ing it, my soul rose with re­newed dig­nity above its cares. Grasp­ing at im­mor­tal­ity—it seemed as im­possible to stop the cur­rent of my thoughts, as of the al­ways vary­ing, still the same, tor­rent be­fore me; I stretched out my hand to etern­ity, bound­ing over the dark speck of life to come.

			We turned with re­gret from the cas­cade. On a little hill, which com­mands the best view of it, sev­er­al ob­elisks are erec­ted to com­mem­or­ate the vis­its of dif­fer­ent kings. The ap­pear­ance of the river above and be­low the falls is very pic­tur­esque, the rug­ged­ness of the scenery dis­ap­pear­ing as the tor­rent sub­sides in­to a peace­ful stream. But I did not like to see a num­ber of saw­mills crowded to­geth­er close to the catar­acts; they des­troyed the har­mony of the pro­spect.

			The sight of a bridge erec­ted across a deep val­ley, at a little dis­tance, in­spired very dis­sim­il­ar sen­sa­tions. It was most in­geni­ously sup­por­ted by mast-like trunks, just stripped of their branches; and logs, placed one across the oth­er, pro­duced an ap­pear­ance equally light and firm, seem­ing al­most to be built in the air when we were be­low it, the height tak­ing from the mag­nitude of the sup­port­ing trees give them a slender grace­ful look.

			There are two noble es­tates in this neigh­bour­hood, the pro­pri­et­ors of which seem to have caught more than their por­tion of the en­ter­pris­ing spir­it that is gone abroad. Many ag­ri­cul­tur­al ex­per­i­ments have been made, and the coun­try ap­pears bet­ter en­closed and cul­tiv­ated, yet the cot­tages had not the com­fort­able as­pect of those I had ob­served near Moss and to the west­ward. Man is al­ways de­based by ser­vitude of any de­scrip­tion, and here the peas­antry are not en­tirely free. Adieu!

			I al­most for­got to tell you that I did not leave Nor­way without mak­ing some in­quir­ies after the mon­sters said to have been seen in the north­ern sea; but though I con­versed with sev­er­al cap­tains, I could not meet with one who had ever heard any tra­di­tion­al de­scrip­tion of them, much less had any ocu­lar demon­stra­tion of their ex­ist­ence. Till the fact is bet­ter as­cer­tained, I should think the ac­count of them ought to be torn out of our geo­graph­ic­al gram­mars.

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XVI
			

			I set out from Fre­der­ic­stadt about three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, and ex­pec­ted to reach Strom­stad be­fore the night closed in; but the wind dy­ing away, the weath­er be­came so calm that we scarcely made any per­cept­ible ad­vances to­wards the op­pos­ite coast, though the men were fa­tigued with row­ing.

			Get­ting amongst the rocks and is­lands as the moon rose, and the stars dar­ted for­ward out of the clear ex­panse, I for­got that the night stole on whilst in­dul­ging af­fec­tion­ate rev­er­ies, the po­et­ic­al fic­tions of sens­ib­il­ity; I was not, there­fore, aware of the length of time we had been toil­ing to reach Strom­stad. And when I began to look around, I did not per­ceive any­thing to in­dic­ate that we were in its neigh­bour­hood. So far from it, that when I in­quired of the pi­lot, who spoke a little Eng­lish, I found that he was only ac­cus­tomed to coast along the Nor­we­gi­an shore; and had been only once across to Strom­stad. But he had brought with him a fel­low bet­ter ac­quain­ted, he as­sured me, with the rocks by which they were to steer our course, for we had not a com­pass on board; yet, as he was half a fool, I had little con­fid­ence in his skill. There was then great reas­on to fear that we had lost our way, and were stray­ing amidst a labyrinth of rocks without a clue.

			This was some­thing like an ad­ven­ture, but not of the most agree­able cast; be­sides, I was im­pa­tient to ar­rive at Strom­stad, to be able to send for­ward that night a boy to or­der horses on the road to be ready, for I was un­will­ing to re­main there a day without hav­ing any­thing to de­tain me from my little girl, and from the let­ters which I was im­pa­tient to get from you.

			I began to ex­pos­tu­late, and even to scold the pi­lot, for not hav­ing in­formed me of his ig­nor­ance pre­vi­ous to my de­par­ture. This made him row with more force, and we turned round one rock only to see an­oth­er, equally des­ti­tute of the tokens we were in search of to tell us where we were. En­ter­ing also in­to creek after creek which prom­ised to be the en­trance of the bay we were seek­ing, we ad­vanced merely to find ourselves run­ning aground.

			The sol­it­ar­i­ness of the scene, as we glided un­der the dark shad­ows of the rocks, pleased me for a while; but the fear of passing the whole night thus wan­der­ing to and fro, and los­ing the next day, roused me. I begged the pi­lot to re­turn to one of the largest is­lands, at the side of which we had seen a boat moored. As we drew near­er, a light through a win­dow on the sum­mit be­came our beacon; but we were farther off than I sup­posed.

			With some dif­fi­culty the pi­lot got on shore, not dis­tin­guish­ing the land­ing-place; and I re­mained in the boat, know­ing that all the re­lief we could ex­pect was a man to dir­ect us. After wait­ing some time, for there is an in­sens­ib­il­ity in the very move­ments of these people that would weary more than or­din­ary pa­tience, he brought with him a man who, as­sist­ing them to row, we landed at Strom­stad a little after one in the morn­ing.

			It was too late to send off a boy, but I did not go to bed be­fore I had made the ar­range­ments ne­ces­sary to en­able me to set out as early as pos­sible.

			The sun rose with splend­our. My mind was too act­ive to al­low me to loiter long in bed, though the horses did not ar­rive till between sev­en and eight. How­ever, as I wished to let the boy, who went for­ward to or­der the horses, get con­sid­er­ably the start of me, I bridled in my im­pa­tience.

			This pre­cau­tion was un­avail­ing, for after the three first posts I had to wait two hours, whilst the people at the post-house went, fair and softly, to the farm, to bid them bring up the horses which were car­ry­ing in the first-fruits of the har­vest. I dis­covered here that these slug­gish peas­ants had their share of cun­ning. Though they had made me pay for a horse, the boy had gone on foot, and only ar­rived half an hour be­fore me. This dis­con­cer­ted the whole ar­range­ment of the day; and be­ing de­tained again three hours, I re­luct­antly de­term­ined to sleep at Quistram, two posts short of Ud­der­valla, where I had hoped to have ar­rived that night.

			But when I reached Quistram I found I could not ap­proach the door of the inn for men, horses, and carts, cows, and pigs huddled to­geth­er. From the con­course of people I had met on the road I con­jec­tured that there was a fair in the neigh­bour­hood; this crowd con­vinced me that it was but too true. The bois­ter­ous mer­ri­ment that al­most every in­stant pro­duced a quar­rel, or made me dread one, with the clouds of to­bacco, and fumes of brandy, gave an in­fernal ap­pear­ance to the scene. There was everything to drive me back, noth­ing to ex­cite sym­pathy in a rude tu­mult of the senses, which I foresaw would end in a gross de­bauch. What was to be done? No bed was to be had, or even a quiet corner to re­tire to for a mo­ment; all was lost in noise, ri­ot, and con­fu­sion.

			After some de­bat­ing they prom­ised me horses, which were to go on to Ud­der­valla, two stages. I re­ques­ted some­thing to eat first, not hav­ing dined; and the host­ess, whom I have men­tioned to you be­fore as know­ing how to take care of her­self, brought me a plate of fish, for which she charged a rix-dol­lar and a half. This was mak­ing hay whilst the sun shone. I was glad to get out of the up­roar, though not dis­posed to travel in an in­com­mo­di­ous open car­riage all night, had I thought that there was any chance of get­ting horses.

			Quit­ting Quistram I met a num­ber of joy­ous groups, and though the even­ing was fresh many were stretched on the grass like weary cattle; and drunk­en men had fallen by the road­side. On a rock, un­der the shade of lofty trees, a large party of men and wo­men had lighted a fire, cut­ting down fuel around to keep it alive all night. They were drink­ing, smoking, and laugh­ing with all their might and main. I felt for the trees whose torn branches strewed the ground. Hap­less nymphs! your haunts, I fear, were pol­luted by many an un­hal­lowed flame, the cas­u­al burst of the mo­ment!

			The horses went on very well; but when we drew near the post-house the pos­til­lion stopped short and neither threats nor prom­ises could pre­vail on him to go for­ward. He even began to howl and weep when I in­sisted on his keep­ing his word. Noth­ing, in­deed, can equal the stu­pid ob­stin­acy of some of these half-alive be­ings, who seem to have been made by Pro­meth­eus when the fire he stole from Heav­en was so ex­hausted that he could only spare a spark to give life, not an­im­a­tion, to the in­ert clay.

			It was some time be­fore we could rouse any­body; and, as I ex­pec­ted, horses, we were told, could not be had in less than four or five hours. I again at­temp­ted to bribe the churl­ish brute who brought us there, but I dis­covered that, in spite of the cour­teous host­ess’s prom­ises, he had re­ceived or­ders not to go any fath­er.

			As there was no rem­edy I entered, and was al­most driv­en back by the stench—a softer phrase would not have con­veyed an idea of the hot va­pour that is­sued from an apart­ment in which some eight or ten people were sleep­ing, not to reck­on the cats and dogs stretched on the floor. Two or three of the men or wo­men were on the benches, oth­ers on old chests; and one fig­ure star­ted half out of a trunk to look at me, whom might have taken for a ghost, had the chemise been white, to con­trast with the sal­low vis­age. But the cos­tume of ap­par­i­tions not be­ing pre­served I passed, noth­ing dread­ing, ex­cept­ing the ef­flu­via, war­ily amongst the pots, pans, milk-pails, and wash­ing-tubs. After scal­ing a ru­in­ous stair­case I was shown a bed­cham­ber. The bed did not in­vite me to enter; open­ing, there­fore, the win­dow, and tak­ing some clean tow­els out of my night-sack, I spread them over the cov­er­lid, on which tired Nature found re­pose, in spite of the pre­vi­ous dis­gust.

			With the grey of the morn the birds awoke me; and des­cend­ing to in­quire for the horses, I hastened through the apart­ment I have already de­scribed, not wish­ing to as­so­ci­ate the idea of a pig­sty with that of a hu­man dwell­ing.

			I do not now won­der that the girls lose their fine com­plex­ions at such an early age, or that love here is merely an ap­pet­ite to ful­fil the main design of Nature, nev­er en­livened by either af­fec­tion or sen­ti­ment.

			For a few posts we found the horses wait­ing; but af­ter­wards I was re­tarded, as be­fore, by the peas­ants, who, tak­ing ad­vant­age of my ig­nor­ance of the lan­guage, made me pay for the fourth horse that ought to have gone for­ward to have the oth­ers in read­i­ness, though it had nev­er been sent. I was par­tic­u­larly im­pa­tient at the last post, as I longed to as­sure my­self that my child was well.

			My im­pa­tience, how­ever, did not pre­vent my en­joy­ing the jour­ney. I had six weeks be­fore passed over the same ground; still it had suf­fi­cient nov­elty to at­tract my at­ten­tion, and be­guile, if not ban­ish, the sor­row that had taken up its abode in my heart. How in­ter­est­ing are the var­ied beau­ties of Nature, and what pe­cu­li­ar charms char­ac­ter­ise each sea­son! The purple hue which the heath now as­sumed gave it a de­gree of rich­ness that al­most ex­ceeded the lustre of the young green of spring, and har­mon­ised ex­quis­itely with the rays of the ripen­ing corn. The weath­er was un­in­ter­rup­tedly fine, and the people busy in the fields cut­ting down the corn, or bind­ing up the sheaves, con­tinu­ally var­ied the pro­spect. The rocks, it is true, were un­usu­ally rugged and dreary; yet as the road runs for a con­sid­er­able way by the side of a fine river, with ex­ten­ded pas­tures on the oth­er side, the im­age of ster­il­ity was not the pre­dom­in­ant ob­ject, though the cot­tages looked still more miser­able, after hav­ing seen the Nor­we­gi­an farms. The trees like­wise ap­peared of me growth of yes­ter­day, com­pared with those Nestors of the forest I have fre­quently men­tioned. The wo­men and chil­dren were cut­ting off branches from the beech, birch, oak, etc., and leav­ing them to dry. This way of help­ing out their fod­der in­jures the trees. But the win­ters are so long that the poor can­not af­ford to lay in a suf­fi­cient stock of hay. By such means they just keep life in the poor cows, for little milk can be ex­pec­ted when they are so miser­ably fed.

			It was Sat­urday, and the even­ing was un­com­monly se­rene. In the vil­lages I every­where saw pre­par­a­tions for Sunday; and I passed by a little car loaded with rye, that presen­ted, for the pen­cil and heart, the sweetest pic­ture of a har­vest home I had ever be­held. A little girl was moun­ted astraddle on a shaggy horse, bran­dish­ing a stick over its head; the fath­er was walk­ing at the side of the car with a child in his arms, who must have come to meet him with tot­ter­ing steps; the little creature was stretch­ing out its arms to cling round his neck; and a boy, just above pet­ti­coats, was la­bour­ing hard with a fork be­hind to keep the sheaves from fall­ing.

			My eyes fol­lowed them to the cot­tage, and an in­vol­un­tary sigh whispered to my heart that I en­vied the moth­er, much as I dis­like cook­ing, who was pre­par­ing their pot­tage. I was re­turn­ing to my babe, who may nev­er ex­per­i­ence a fath­er’s care or ten­der­ness. The bos­om that nur­tured her heaved with a pang at the thought which only an un­happy moth­er could feel.

			
				Adieu!

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XVII
			

			I was un­will­ing to leave Gothen­burg without vis­it­ing Trol­hæt­tæ. I wished not only to see the cas­cade, but to ob­serve the pro­gress of the stu­pendous at­tempt to form a canal through the rocks, to the ex­tent of an Eng­lish mile and a half.

			This work is car­ried on by a com­pany, who em­ploy daily nine hun­dred men; five years was the time men­tioned in the pro­pos­als ad­dressed to the pub­lic as ne­ces­sary for the com­ple­tion. A much more con­sid­er­able sum than the plan re­quires has been sub­scribed, for which there is every reas­on to sup­pose the pro­moters will re­ceive ample in­terest.

			The Danes sur­vey the pro­gress of this work with a jeal­ous eye, as it is prin­cip­ally un­der­taken to get clear of the Sound duty.

			Ar­rived at Trol­hæt­tæ, I must own that the first view of the cas­cade dis­ap­poin­ted me; and the sight of the works, as they ad­vanced, though a grand proof of hu­man in­dustry, was not cal­cu­lated to warm the fancy. I, how­ever, wandered about; and at last com­ing to the con­flux of the vari­ous catar­acts rush­ing from dif­fer­ent falls, strug­gling with the huge masses of rock, and re­bound­ing from the pro­found cav­it­ies, I im­me­di­ately re­trac­ted, ac­know­ledging that it was in­deed a grand ob­ject. A little is­land stood in the midst, covered with firs, which, by di­vid­ing the tor­rent, rendered it more pic­tur­esque; one half ap­pear­ing to is­sue from a dark cav­ern, that fancy might eas­ily ima­gine a vast foun­tain throw­ing up its wa­ters from the very centre of the earth.

			I gazed I know not how long, stunned with the noise, and grow­ing giddy with only look­ing at the nev­er-ceas­ing tu­mul­tu­ous mo­tion, I listened, scarcely con­scious where I was, when I ob­served a boy, half ob­scured by the spark­ling foam, fish­ing un­der the im­pend­ing rock on the oth­er side. How he had des­cen­ded I could not per­ceive; noth­ing like hu­man foot­steps ap­peared, and the hor­rif­ic crags seemed to bid de­fi­ance even to the goat’s activ­ity. It looked like an abode only fit for the eagle, though in its crevices some pines dar­ted up their spir­al heads; but they only grew near the cas­cade, every­where else ster­il­ity it­self reigned with dreary grandeur; for the huge grey massy rocks, which prob­ably had been torn asun­der by some dread­ful con­vul­sion of nature, had not even their first cov­er­ing of a little cleav­ing moss. There were so many ap­pear­ances to ex­cite the idea of chaos, that, in­stead of ad­mir­ing the canal and the works, great as they are termed, and little as they ap­pear, I could not help re­gret­ting that such a noble scene had not been left in all its sol­it­ary sub­lim­ity. Amidst the aw­ful roar­ing of the im­petu­ous tor­rents, the noise of hu­man in­stru­ments and the bustle of work­men, even the blow­ing up of the rocks when grand masses trembled in the darkened air, only re­sembled the in­sig­ni­fic­ant sport of chil­dren.

			One fall of wa­ter, partly made by art, when they were at­tempt­ing to con­struct sluices, had an un­com­monly grand ef­fect; the wa­ter pre­cip­it­ated it­self with im­mense ve­lo­city down a per­pen­dic­u­lar, at least fifty or sixty yards, in­to a gulf, so con­cealed by the foam as to give full play to the fancy. There was a con­tinu­al up­roar. I stood on a rock to ob­serve it, a kind of bridge formed by nature, nearly on a level with the com­mence­ment of the fall. After mus­ing by it a long time I turned to­wards the oth­er side, and saw a gentle stream stray calmly out. I should have con­cluded that it had no com­mu­nic­a­tion with the tor­rent had I not seen a huge log that fell head­long down the cas­cade steal peace­fully in­to the purl­ing stream.

			I re­tired from these wild scenes with re­gret to a miser­able inn, and next morn­ing re­turned to Gothen­burg, to pre­pare for my jour­ney to Copen­ha­gen.

			I was sorry to leave Gothen­burg without trav­el­ling farther in­to Sweden, yet I ima­gine I should only have seen a ro­mantic coun­try thinly in­hab­ited, and these in­hab­it­ants strug­gling with poverty. The Nor­we­gi­an peas­antry, mostly in­de­pend­ent, have a rough kind of frank­ness in their man­ner; but the Swedish, rendered more ab­ject by misery, have a de­gree of po­lite­ness in their ad­dress which, though it may some­times bor­der on in­sin­cer­ity, is of­ten­er the ef­fect of a broken spir­it, rather softened than de­graded by wretched­ness.

			In Nor­way there are no notes in cir­cu­la­tion of less value than a Swedish rix-dol­lar. A small sil­ver coin, com­monly not worth more than a penny, and nev­er more than two­pence, serves for change; but in Sweden they have notes as low as six­pence. I nev­er saw any sil­ver pieces there, and could not without dif­fi­culty, and giv­ing a premi­um, ob­tain the value of a rix-dol­lar in a large cop­per coin to give away on the road to the poor who open the gates.

			As an­oth­er proof of the poverty of Sweden, I ought to men­tion that for­eign mer­chants who have ac­quired a for­tune there are ob­liged to de­pos­it the sixth part when they leave the king­dom. This law, you may sup­pose, is fre­quently evaded.

			In fact, the laws here, as well as in Nor­way, are so re­laxed that they rather fa­vour than re­strain knavery.

			Whilst I was at Gothen­burg, a man who had been con­fined for break­ing open his mas­ter’s desk and run­ning away with five or six thou­sand rix-dol­lars, was only sen­tenced to forty days’ con­fine­ment on bread and wa­ter; and this slight pun­ish­ment his re­la­tions rendered nugat­ory by sup­ply­ing him with more sa­voury food.

			The Swedes are in gen­er­al at­tached to their fam­il­ies, yet a di­vorce may be ob­tained by either party on prov­ing the in­fi­del­ity of the oth­er or ac­know­ledging it them­selves. The wo­men do not of­ten re­cur to this equal priv­ilege, for they either re­tali­ate on their hus­bands by fol­low­ing their own devices or sink in­to the merest do­mest­ic drudges, worn down by tyranny to servile sub­mis­sion. Do not term me severe if I add, that after youth is flown the hus­band be­comes a sot, and the wife amuses her­self by scold­ing her ser­vants. In fact, what is to be ex­pec­ted in any coun­try where taste and cul­tiv­a­tion of mind do not sup­ply the place of youth­ful beauty and an­im­al spir­its? Af­fec­tion re­quires a firmer found­a­tion than sym­pathy, and few people have a prin­ciple of ac­tion suf­fi­ciently stable to pro­duce rectitude of feel­ing; for in spite of all the ar­gu­ments I have heard to jus­ti­fy de­vi­ations from duty, I am per­suaded that even the most spon­tan­eous sen­sa­tions are more un­der the dir­ec­tion of prin­ciple than weak people are will­ing to al­low.

			But adieu to mor­al­ising. I have been writ­ing these last sheets at an inn in Elsineur, where I am wait­ing for horses; and as they are not yet ready, I will give you a short ac­count of my jour­ney from Gothen­burg, for I set out the morn­ing after I re­turned from Trol­hæt­tæ.

			The coun­try dur­ing the first day’s jour­ney presen­ted a most bar­ren ap­pear­ance, as rocky, yet not so pic­tur­esque as Nor­way, be­cause on a di­min­ut­ive scale. We stopped to sleep at a tol­er­able inn in Fal­ck­ers­berg, a de­cent little town.

			The next day beeches and oaks began to grace the pro­spects, the sea every now and then ap­pear­ing to give them dig­nity. I could not avoid ob­serving also, that even in this part of Sweden, one of the most sterile, as I was in­formed, there was more ground un­der cul­tiv­a­tion than in Nor­way. Plains of var­ied crops stretched out to a con­sid­er­able ex­tent, and sloped down to the shore, no longer ter­rif­ic. And, as far as I could judge, from glan­cing my eye over the coun­try as we drove along, ag­ri­cul­ture was in a more ad­vanced state, though in the hab­it­a­tions a great­er ap­pear­ance of poverty still re­mained. The cot­tages, in­deed, of­ten looked most un­com­fort­able, but nev­er so miser­able as those I had re­marked on the road to Strom­stad, and the towns were equal, if not su­per­i­or, to many of the little towns in Wales, or some I have passed through in my way from Cal­ais to Par­is.

			The inns as we ad­vanced were not to be com­plained of, un­less I had al­ways thought of Eng­land. The people were civil, and much more mod­er­ate in their de­mands than the Nor­we­gi­ans, par­tic­u­larly to the west­ward, where they boldly charge for what you nev­er had, and seem to con­sider you, as they do a wreck, if not as law­ful prey, yet as a lucky chance, which they ought not to neg­lect to seize.

			The pro­spect of Elsineur, as we passed the Sound, was pleas­ant. I gave three rix-dol­lars for my boat, in­clud­ing some­thing to drink. I men­tion the sum, be­cause they im­pose on strangers.

			
				Adieu! till I ar­rive at Copen­ha­gen.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Letter
					XVIII
				

				Copen­ha­gen

			
			The dis­tance from Elsineur to Copen­ha­gen is twenty-two miles; the road is very good, over a flat coun­try di­ver­si­fied with wood, mostly beech, and de­cent man­sions. There ap­peared to be a great quant­ity of corn land, and the soil looked much more fer­tile than it is in gen­er­al so near the sea. The rising grounds, in­deed, were very few, and around Copen­ha­gen it is a per­fect plain; of course has noth­ing to re­com­mend it but cul­tiv­a­tion, not dec­or­a­tions. If I say that the houses did not dis­gust me, I tell you all I re­mem­ber of them, for I can­not re­col­lect any pleas­ur­able sen­sa­tions they ex­cited, or that any ob­ject, pro­duced by nature or art, took me out of my­self. The view of the city, as we drew near, was rather grand, but without any strik­ing fea­ture to in­terest the ima­gin­a­tion, ex­cept­ing the trees which shade the foot­paths.

			Just be­fore I reached Copen­ha­gen I saw a num­ber of tents on a wide plain, and sup­posed that the rage for en­camp­ments had reached this city; but I soon dis­covered that they were the asylum of many of the poor fam­il­ies who had been driv­en out of their hab­it­a­tions by the late fire.

			En­ter­ing soon after, I passed amongst the dust and rub­bish it had left, af­frighted by view­ing the ex­tent of the dev­ast­a­tion, for at least a quarter of the city had been des­troyed. There was little in the ap­pear­ance of fallen bricks and stacks of chim­neys to al­lure the ima­gin­a­tion in­to sooth­ing mel­an­choly rev­er­ies; noth­ing to at­tract the eye of taste, but much to af­flict the be­ne­vol­ent heart. The de­pred­a­tions of time have al­ways some­thing in them to em­ploy the fancy, or lead to mus­ing on sub­jects which, with­draw­ing the mind from ob­jects of sense, seem to give it new dig­nity; but here I was tread­ing on live ashes. The suf­fer­ers were still un­der the pres­sure of the misery oc­ca­sioned by this dread­ful con­flag­ra­tion. I could not take refuge in the thought: they suffered, but they are no more! a re­flec­tion I fre­quently sum­mon to calm my mind when sym­pathy rises to an­guish. I there­fore de­sired the driver to hasten to the hotel re­com­men­ded to me, that I might avert my eyes and snap the train of think­ing which had sent me in­to all the corners of the city in search of house­less heads.

			This morn­ing I have been walk­ing round the town, till I am weary of ob­serving the rav­ages. I had of­ten heard the Danes, even those who had seen Par­is and Lon­don, speak of Copen­ha­gen with rap­ture. Cer­tainly I have seen it in a very dis­ad­vant­age­ous light, some of the best streets hav­ing been burnt, and the whole place thrown in­to con­fu­sion. Still the ut­most that can, or could ever, I be­lieve, have been said in its praise, might be com­prised in a few words. The streets are open, and many of the houses large; but I saw noth­ing to rouse the idea of el­eg­ance or grandeur, if I ex­cept the cir­cus where the king and prince roy­al reside.

			The palace, which was con­sumed about two years ago, must have been a hand­some, spa­cious build­ing; the stone­work is still stand­ing, and a great num­ber of the poor, dur­ing the late fire, took refuge in its ru­ins till they could find some oth­er abode. Beds were thrown on the land­ing-places of the grand stair­case, where whole fam­il­ies crept from the cold, and every little nook is boarded up as a re­treat for some poor creatures de­prived of their home. At present a roof may be suf­fi­cient to shel­ter them from the night air; but as the sea­son ad­vances, the ex­tent of the calam­ity will be more severely felt, I fear, though the ex­er­tions on the part of Gov­ern­ment are very con­sid­er­able. Private char­ity has also, no doubt, done much to al­le­vi­ate the misery which ob­trudes it­self at every turn; still, pub­lic spir­it ap­pears to me to be hardly alive here. Had it ex­is­ted, the con­flag­ra­tion might have been smothered in the be­gin­ning, as it was at last, by tear­ing down sev­er­al houses be­fore the flames had reached them. To this the in­hab­it­ants would not con­sent; and the prince roy­al not hav­ing suf­fi­cient en­ergy of char­ac­ter to know when he ought to be ab­so­lute, calmly let them pur­sue their own course, till the whole city seemed to be threatened with de­struc­tion. Ad­her­ing, with pu­erile scru­pu­los­ity, to the law which he has im­posed on him­self, of act­ing ex­actly right, he did wrong by idly lament­ing whilst he marked the pro­gress of a mis­chief that one de­cided step would have stopped. He was af­ter­wards ob­liged to re­sort to vi­ol­ent meas­ures; but then, who could blame him? And, to avoid cen­sure, what sac­ri­fices are not made by weak minds?

			A gen­tle­man who was a wit­ness of the scene as­sured me, like­wise, that if the people of prop­erty had taken half as much pains to ex­tin­guish the fire as to pre­serve their valu­ables and fur­niture, it would soon have been got un­der. But they who were not im­me­di­ately in danger did not ex­ert them­selves suf­fi­ciently, till fear, like an elec­tric­al shock, roused all the in­hab­it­ants to a sense of the gen­er­al evil. Even the fire-en­gines were out of or­der, though the burn­ing of the palace ought to have ad­mon­ished them of the ne­ces­sity of keep­ing them in con­stant re­pair. But this kind of in­dol­ence re­spect­ing what does not im­me­di­ately con­cern them seems to char­ac­ter­ise the Danes. A slug­gish con­cen­tra­tion in them­selves makes them so care­ful to pre­serve their prop­erty, that they will not ven­ture on any en­ter­prise to in­crease it in which there is a shad­ow of haz­ard.

			Con­sid­er­ing Copen­ha­gen as the cap­it­al of Den­mark and Nor­way, I was sur­prised not to see so much in­dustry or taste as in Chris­ti­ania. In­deed, from everything I have had an op­por­tun­ity of ob­serving, the Danes are the people who have made the few­est sac­ri­fices to the graces.

			The men of busi­ness are do­mest­ic tyr­ants, coldly im­mersed in their own af­fairs, and so ig­nor­ant of the state of oth­er coun­tries, that they dog­mat­ic­ally as­sert that Den­mark is the hap­pi­est coun­try in the world; the Prince Roy­al the best of all pos­sible princes; and Count Bern­storff the wisest of min­is­ters.

			As for the wo­men, they are simply not­able house­wives; without ac­com­plish­ments or any of the charms that ad­orn more ad­vanced so­cial life. This total ig­nor­ance may en­able them to save some­thing in their kit­chens, but it is far from ren­der­ing them bet­ter par­ents. On the con­trary, the chil­dren are spoiled, as they usu­ally are when left to the care of weak, in­dul­gent moth­ers, who hav­ing no prin­ciple of ac­tion to reg­u­late their feel­ings, be­come the slaves of in­fants, en­feebling both body and mind by false ten­der­ness.

			I am, per­haps, a little pre­ju­diced, as I write from the im­pres­sion of the mo­ment; for I have been tor­men­ted today by the pres­ence of un­ruly chil­dren, and made angry by some in­vect­ives thrown out against the ma­ter­nal char­ac­ter of the un­for­tu­nate Mat­ilda. She was cen­sured, with the most cruel in­sinu­ation, for her man­age­ment of her son, though, from what I could gath­er, she gave proofs of good sense as well as ten­der­ness in her at­ten­tion to him. She used to bathe him her­self every morn­ing; in­sisted on his be­ing loosely clad; and would not per­mit his at­tend­ants to in­jure his di­ges­tion by hu­mour­ing his ap­pet­ite. She was equally care­ful to pre­vent his ac­quir­ing haughty airs, and play­ing the tyr­ant in lead­ing-strings. The Queen Dow­ager would not per­mit her to suckle him; but the next child be­ing a daugh­ter, and not the Heir-Ap­par­ent of the Crown, less op­pos­i­tion was made to her dis­char­ging the duty of a moth­er.

			Poor Mat­ilda! thou hast haunted me ever since may ar­rival; and the view I have had of the man­ners of the coun­try, ex­cit­ing my sym­pathy, has in­creased my re­spect for thy memory.

			I am now fully con­vinced that she was the vic­tim of the party she dis­placed, who would have over­looked or en­cour­aged her at­tach­ment, had not her lov­er, aim­ing at be­ing use­ful, at­temp­ted to over­turn some es­tab­lished ab­uses be­fore the people, ripe for the change, had suf­fi­cient spir­it to sup­port him when strug­gling in their be­half. Such in­deed was the as­per­ity sharpened against her that I have heard her, even after so many years have elapsed, charged with li­centious­ness, not only for en­deav­our­ing to render the pub­lic amuse­ments more el­eg­ant, but for her very char­it­ies, be­cause she erec­ted, amongst oth­er in­sti­tu­tions, a hos­pit­al to re­ceive found­lings. Dis­gus­ted with many cus­toms which pass for vir­tues, though they are noth­ing more than ob­serv­ances of forms, of­ten at the ex­pense of truth, she prob­ably ran in­to an er­ror com­mon to in­nov­at­ors, in wish­ing to do im­me­di­ately what can only be done by time.

			Many very co­gent reas­ons have been urged by her friends to prove that her af­fec­tion for Struensee was nev­er car­ried to the length al­leged against her by those who feared her in­flu­ence. Be that as it may she cer­tainly was no a wo­man of gal­lantry, and if she had an at­tach­ment for him it did not dis­grace her heart or un­der­stand­ing, the king be­ing a no­tori­ous de­bauchee and an idi­ot in­to the bar­gain. As the king’s con­duct had al­ways been dir­ec­ted by some fa­vour­ite, they also en­deav­oured to gov­ern him, from a prin­ciple of self-pre­ser­va­tion as well as a laud­able am­bi­tion; but, not aware of the pre­ju­dices they had to en­counter, the sys­tem they ad­op­ted dis­played more be­ne­vol­ence of heart than sound­ness of judg­ment. As to the charge, still be­lieved, of their giv­ing the King drugs to in­jure his fac­ulties, it is too ab­surd to be re­futed. Their op­press­ors had bet­ter have ac­cused them of dab­bling in the black art, for the po­tent spell still keeps his wits in bond­age.

			I can­not de­scribe to you the ef­fect it had on me to see this pup­pet of a mon­arch moved by the strings which Count Bern­storff holds fast; sit, with va­cant eye, erect, re­ceiv­ing the homage of courtiers who mock him with a show of re­spect. He is, in fact, merely a ma­chine of state, to sub­scribe the name of a king to the acts of the Gov­ern­ment, which, to avoid danger, have no value un­less coun­ter­signed by the Prince Roy­al; for he is al­lowed to be ab­so­lutely an idi­ot, ex­cept­ing that now and then an ob­ser­va­tion or trick es­capes him, which looks more like mad­ness than im­be­cil­ity.

			What a farce is life. This ef­figy of majesty is al­lowed to burn down to the sock­et, whilst the hap­less Mat­ilda was hur­ried in­to an un­timely grave.

			
				
					“As flies to wan­ton boys, are we to the gods;
					

					They kill us for their sport.”
				

			

			
				Adieu!
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				XIX
			

			Busi­ness hav­ing ob­liged me to go a few miles out of town this morn­ing I was sur­prised at meet­ing a crowd of people of every de­scrip­tion, and in­quir­ing the cause of a ser­vant, who spoke French, I was in­formed that a man had been ex­ecuted two hours be­fore, and the body af­ter­wards burnt. I could not help look­ing with hor­ror around—the fields lost their ver­dure—and I turned with dis­gust from the well-dressed wo­men who were re­turn­ing with their chil­dren from this sight. What a spec­tacle for hu­man­ity! The see­ing such a flock of idle gazers plunged me in­to a train of re­flec­tions on the per­ni­cious ef­fects pro­duced by false no­tions of justice. And I am per­suaded that till cap­it­al pun­ish­ments are en­tirely ab­ol­ished ex­e­cu­tions ought to have every ap­pear­ance of hor­ror giv­en to them, in­stead of be­ing, as they are now, a scene of amuse­ment for the gap­ing crowd, where sym­pathy is quickly ef­faced by curi­os­ity.

			I have al­ways been of opin­ion that the al­low­ing act­ors to die in the pres­ence of the audi­ence has an im­mor­al tend­ency, but tri­fling when com­pared with the fe­ro­city ac­quired by view­ing the real­ity as a show; for it seems to me that in all coun­tries the com­mon people go to ex­e­cu­tions to see how the poor wretch plays his part, rather than to com­mis­er­ate his fate, much less to think of the breach of mor­al­ity which has brought him to such a de­plor­able end. Con­sequently ex­e­cu­tions, far from be­ing use­ful ex­amples to the sur­viv­ors, have, I am per­suaded, a quite con­trary ef­fect, by harden­ing the heart they ought to ter­rify. Be­sides the fear of an ig­no­mini­ous death, I be­lieve, nev­er de­ferred any­one from the com­mis­sion of a crime, be­cause, in com­mit­ting it, the mind is roused to activ­ity about present cir­cum­stances. It is a game at haz­ard, at which all ex­pect the turn of the die in their own fa­vour, nev­er re­flect­ing on the chance of ru­in till it comes. In fact, from what I saw in the fort­resses of Nor­way, I am more and more con­vinced that the same en­ergy of char­ac­ter which renders a man a dar­ing vil­lain would have rendered him use­ful to so­ci­ety, had that so­ci­ety been well or­gan­ised. When a strong mind is not dis­cip­lined by cul­tiv­a­tion it is a sense of in­justice that renders it un­just.

			Ex­e­cu­tions, how­ever, oc­cur very rarely at Copen­ha­gen; for timid­ity, rather than clem­ency, palsies all the op­er­a­tions of the present Gov­ern­ment. The mal­efact­or who died this morn­ing would not, prob­ably, have been pun­ished with death at any oth­er peri­od; but an in­cen­di­ary ex­cites uni­ver­sal ex­ec­ra­tion; and as the great­er part of the in­hab­it­ants are still dis­tressed by the late con­flag­ra­tion, an ex­ample was thought ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary; though, from what I can gath­er, the fire was ac­ci­dent­al.

			Not, but that I have very ser­i­ously been in­formed, that com­bust­ible ma­ter­i­als were placed at prop­er dis­tance, by the emis­sar­ies of Mr. Pitt; and, to cor­rob­or­ate the fact, many people in­sist that the flames burst out at once in dif­fer­ent parts of the city; not al­low­ing the wind to have any hand in it. So much for the plot. But the fab­ric­at­ors of plots in all coun­tries build their con­jec­tures on the “base­less fab­ric of a vis­ion;” and it seems even a sort of po­et­ic­al justice, that whilst this Min­is­ter is crush­ing at home plots of his own con­jur­ing up, on the Con­tin­ent, and in the north, he should, with as little found­a­tion, be ac­cused of wish­ing to set the world on fire.

			I for­got to men­tion to you, that I was in­formed, by a man of vera­city, that two per­sons came to the stake to drink a glass of the crim­in­al’s blood, as an in­fal­lible rem­edy for the apo­plexy. And when I an­im­ad­ver­ted in the com­pany, where it was men­tioned, on such a hor­rible vi­ol­a­tion of nature, a Dan­ish lady re­proved me very severely, ask­ing how I knew that it was not a cure for the dis­ease? adding, that every at­tempt was jus­ti­fi­able in search of health. I did not, you may ima­gine, enter in­to an ar­gu­ment with a per­son the slave of such a gross pre­ju­dice. And I al­lude to it not only as a trait of the ig­nor­ance of the people, but to cen­sure the Gov­ern­ment for not pre­vent­ing scenes that throw an odi­um on the hu­man race.

			Em­pir­i­cism is not pe­cu­li­ar to Den­mark; and I know no way of root­ing it out, though it be a rem­nant of ex­ploded witch­craft, till the ac­quir­ing a gen­er­al know­ledge of the com­pon­ent parts of the hu­man frame be­comes a part of pub­lic edu­ca­tion.

			Since the fire, the in­hab­it­ants have been very as­sidu­ously em­ployed in search­ing for prop­erty secreted dur­ing the con­fu­sion; and it is as­ton­ish­ing how many people, formerly termed reput­able, had availed them­selves of the com­mon calam­ity to pur­loin what the flames spared. Oth­ers, ex­pert at mak­ing a dis­tinc­tion without a dif­fer­ence, con­cealed what they found, not troub­ling them­selves to in­quire for the own­ers, though they scrupled to search for plun­der any­where, but amongst the ru­ins.

			To be hon­ester than the laws re­quire is by most people thought a work of su­per­erog­a­tion; and to slip through the grate of the law has ever ex­er­cised the abil­it­ies of ad­ven­tur­ers, who wish to get rich the shortest way. Knavery without per­son­al danger is an art brought to great per­fec­tion by the states­man and swind­ler; and mean­er knaves are not tardy in fol­low­ing their foot­steps.

			It moves my gall to dis­cov­er some of the com­mer­cial frauds prac­tised dur­ing the present war. In short, un­der whatever point of view I con­sider so­ci­ety, it ap­pears to me that an ad­or­a­tion of prop­erty is the root of all evil. Here it does not render the people en­ter­pris­ing, as in Amer­ica, but thrifty and cau­tious. I nev­er, there­fore, was in a cap­it­al where there was so little ap­pear­ance of act­ive in­dustry; and as for gaiety, I looked in vain for the sprightly gait of the Nor­we­gi­ans, who in every re­spect ap­pear to me to have got the start of them. This dif­fer­ence I at­trib­ute to their hav­ing more liberty—a liberty which they think their right by in­her­it­ance, whilst the Danes, when they boast of their neg­at­ive hap­pi­ness, al­ways men­tion it as the boon of the Prince Roy­al, un­der the su­per­in­tend­ing wis­dom of Count Bern­storff. Vas­salage is nev­er­the­less ceas­ing through­out the king­dom, and with it will pass away that sor­did av­arice which every modi­fic­a­tion of slavery is cal­cu­lated to pro­duce.

			If the chief use of prop­erty be power, in the shape of the re­spect it pro­cures, is it not among the in­con­sist­en­cies of hu­man nature most in­com­pre­hens­ible, that men should find a pleas­ure in hoard­ing up prop­erty which they steal from their ne­ces­sit­ies, even when they are con­vinced that it would be dan­ger­ous to dis­play such an en­vi­able su­peri­or­ity? Is not this the situ­ation of serfs in every coun­try. Yet a ra­pa­city to ac­cu­mu­late money seems to be­come stronger in pro­por­tion as it is al­lowed to be use­less.

			Wealth does not ap­pear to be sought for amongst the Danes, to ob­tain the ex­cel­lent lux­ur­ies of life, for a want of taste is very con­spicu­ous at Copen­ha­gen; so much so that I am not sur­prised to hear that poor Mat­ilda of­fen­ded the ri­gid Luther­ans by aim­ing to re­fine their pleas­ures. The el­eg­ance which she wished to in­tro­duce was termed las­ci­vi­ous­ness; yet I do not find that the ab­sence of gal­lantry renders the wives more chaste, or the hus­bands more con­stant. Love here seems to cor­rupt the mor­als without pol­ish­ing the man­ners, by ban­ish­ing con­fid­ence and truth, the charm as well as ce­ment of do­mest­ic life. A gen­tle­man, who has resided in this city some time, as­sures me that he could not find lan­guage to give me an idea of the gross de­baucher­ies in­to which the lower or­der of people fall; and the promis­cu­ous amours of the men of the mid­dling class with their fe­male ser­vants de­base both bey­ond meas­ure, weak­en­ing every spe­cies of fam­ily af­fec­tion.

			I have every­where been struck by one char­ac­ter­ist­ic dif­fer­ence in the con­duct of the two sexes; wo­men, in gen­er­al, are se­duced by their su­per­i­ors, and men jilted by their in­feri­ors: rank and man­ners awe the one, and cun­ning and wan­ton­ness sub­jug­ate the oth­er; am­bi­tion creep­ing in­to the wo­man’s pas­sion, and tyranny giv­ing force to the man’s, for most men treat their mis­tresses as kings do their fa­vour­ites: ergo is not man then the tyr­ant of the cre­ation?

			Still harp­ing on the same sub­ject, you will ex­claim—How can I avoid it, when most of the struggles of an event­ful life have been oc­ca­sioned by the op­pressed state of my sex? We reas­on deeply when we feel for­cibly.

			But to re­turn to the straight road of ob­ser­va­tion. The sen­su­al­ity so pre­val­ent ap­pears to me to arise rather from in­dol­ence of mind and dull senses, than from an ex­uber­ance of life, which of­ten fructi­fies the whole char­ac­ter when the vi­va­city of youth­ful spir­its be­gins to sub­side in­to strength of mind.

			I have be­fore men­tioned that the men are do­mest­ic tyr­ants, con­sid­er­ing them as fath­ers, broth­ers, or hus­bands; but there is a kind of in­ter­regnum between the reign of the fath­er and hus­band which is the only peri­od of free­dom and pleas­ure that the wo­men en­joy. Young people who are at­tached to each oth­er, with the con­sent of their friends, ex­change rings, and are per­mit­ted to en­joy a de­gree of liberty to­geth­er which I have nev­er no­ticed in any oth­er coun­try. The days of court­ship are, there­fore, pro­longed till it be per­fectly con­veni­ent to marry: the in­tim­acy of­ten be­comes very tender; and if the lov­er ob­tain the priv­ilege of a hus­band, it can only be termed half by stealth, be­cause the fam­ily is wil­fully blind. It hap­pens very rarely that these hon­or­ary en­gage­ments are dis­solved or dis­reg­arded, a stigma be­ing at­tached to a breach of faith which is thought more dis­grace­ful, if not so crim­in­al, as the vi­ol­a­tion of the mar­riage-vow.

			Do not for­get that, in my gen­er­al ob­ser­va­tions, I do not pre­tend to sketch a na­tion­al char­ac­ter, but merely to note the present state of mor­als and man­ners as I trace the pro­gress of the world’s im­prove­ment. Be­cause, dur­ing my res­id­ence in dif­fer­ent coun­tries, my prin­cip­al ob­ject has been to take such a dis­pas­sion­ate view of men as will lead me to form a just idea of the nature of man. And, to deal in­genu­ously with you, I be­lieve I should have been less severe in the re­marks I have made on the van­ity and de­prav­ity of the French, had I trav­elled to­wards the north be­fore I vis­ited France.

			The in­ter­est­ing pic­ture fre­quently drawn of the vir­tues of a rising people has, I fear, been fal­la­cious, ex­cept­ing the ac­counts of the en­thu­si­asm which vari­ous pub­lic struggles have pro­duced. We talk of the de­prav­ity of the French, and lay a stress on the old age of the na­tion; yet where has more vir­tu­ous en­thu­si­asm been dis­played than dur­ing the two last years by the com­mon people of France, and in their armies? I am ob­liged some­times to re­col­lect the num­ber­less in­stances which I have either wit­nessed, or heard well au­then­tic­ated, to bal­ance the ac­count of hor­rors, alas! but too true. I am, there­fore, in­clined to be­lieve that the gross vices which I have al­ways seem al­lied with sim­pli­city of man­ners, are the con­com­it­ants of ig­nor­ance.

			What, for ex­ample, has piety, un­der the hea­then or Chris­ti­an sys­tem, been, but a blind faith in things con­trary to the prin­ciples of reas­on? And could poor reas­on make con­sid­er­able ad­vances when it was reckoned the highest de­gree of vir­tue to do vi­ol­ence to its dic­tates? Luther­ans, preach­ing re­form­a­tion, have built a repu­ta­tion for sanc­tity on the same found­a­tion as the Cath­ol­ics; yet I do not per­ceive that a reg­u­lar at­tend­ance on pub­lic wor­ship, and their oth­er ob­serv­ances, make them a whit more true in their af­fec­tions, or hon­est in their private trans­ac­tions. It seems, in­deed, quite as easy to pre­var­ic­ate with re­li­gious in­junc­tions as hu­man laws, when the ex­er­cise of their reas­on does not lead people to ac­quire prin­ciples for them­selves to be the cri­terion of all those they re­ceive from oth­ers.

			If trav­el­ling, as the com­ple­tion of a lib­er­al edu­ca­tion, were to be ad­op­ted on ra­tion­al grounds, the north­ern states ought to be vis­ited be­fore the more pol­ished parts of Europe, to serve as the ele­ments even of the know­ledge of man­ners, only to be ac­quired by tra­cing the vari­ous shades in dif­fer­ent coun­tries. But, when vis­it­ing dis­tant climes, a mo­ment­ary so­cial sym­pathy should not be al­lowed to in­flu­ence the con­clu­sions of the un­der­stand­ing, for hos­pit­al­ity too fre­quently leads trav­el­lers, es­pe­cially those who travel in search of pleas­ure, to make a false es­tim­ate of the vir­tues of a na­tion, which, I am now con­vinced, bear an ex­act pro­por­tion to their sci­entif­ic im­prove­ments.

			
				Adieu.

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XX
			

			I have formerly cen­sured the French for their ex­treme at­tach­ment to the­at­ric­al ex­hib­i­tions, be­cause I thought that they ten­ded to render them vain and un­nat­ur­al char­ac­ters; but I must ac­know­ledge, es­pe­cially as wo­men of the town nev­er ap­pear in the Parisi­an as at our theatres, that the little sav­ing of the week is more use­fully ex­pen­ded there every Sunday than in port­er or brandy, to in­tox­ic­ate or stupi­fy the mind. The com­mon people of France have a great su­peri­or­ity over that class in every oth­er coun­try on this very score. It is merely the sobri­ety of the Parisi­ans which renders their fêtes more in­ter­est­ing, their gaiety nev­er be­com­ing dis­gust­ing or dan­ger­ous, as is al­ways the case when li­quor cir­cu­lates. In­tox­ic­a­tion is the pleas­ure of sav­ages, and of all those whose em­ploy­ments rather ex­haust their an­im­al spir­its than ex­er­cise their fac­ulties. Is not this, in fact, the vice, both in Eng­land and the north­ern states of Europe, which ap­pears to be the greatest im­ped­i­ment to gen­er­al im­prove­ment? Drink­ing is here the prin­cip­al re­lax­a­tion of the men, in­clud­ing smoking, but the wo­men are very ab­ste­mi­ous, though they have no pub­lic amuse­ments as a sub­sti­tute. I ought to ex­cept one theatre, which ap­pears more than is ne­ces­sary; for when I was there it was not half full, and neither the ladies nor act­resses dis­played much fancy in their dress.

			The play was foun­ded on the story of the “Mock Doc­tor;” and, from the ges­tures of the ser­vants, who were the best act­ors, I should ima­gine con­tained some hu­mour. The farce, termed bal­let, was a kind of pan­to­mime, the child­ish in­cid­ents of which were suf­fi­cient to show the state of the dra­mat­ic art in Den­mark, and the gross taste of the audi­ence. A ma­gi­cian, in the dis­guise of a tinker, enters a cot­tage where the wo­men are all busy iron­ing, and rubs a dirty fry­ing-pan against the lin­en. The wo­men raise a hue-and-cry, and dance after him, rous­ing their hus­bands, who join in the dance, but get the start of them in the pur­suit. The tinker, with the fry­ing-pan for a shield, renders them im­mov­able, and blacks their cheeks. Each laughs at the oth­er, un­con­scious of his own ap­pear­ance; mean­while the wo­men enter to en­joy the sport, “the rare fun,” with oth­er in­cid­ents of the same spe­cies.

			The singing was much on a par with the dan­cing, the one as des­ti­tute of grace as the oth­er of ex­pres­sion; but the or­ches­tra was well filled, the in­stru­ment­al be­ing far su­per­i­or to the vo­cal mu­sic.

			I have like­wise vis­ited the pub­lic lib­rary and mu­seum, as well as the palace of Rosem­bourg. This palace, now deser­ted, dis­plays a gloomy kind of grandeur through­out, for the si­lence of spa­cious apart­ments al­ways makes it­self to be felt; I at least feel it, and I listen for the sound of my foot­steps as I have done at mid­night to the tick­ing of the death­watch, en­cour­aging a kind of fanci­ful su­per­sti­tion. Every ob­ject car­ried me back to past times, and im­pressed the man­ners of the age for­cibly on my mind. In this point of view the pre­ser­va­tion of old palaces and their tar­nished fur­niture is use­ful, for they may be con­sidered as his­tor­ic­al doc­u­ments.

			The va­cu­um left by de­par­ted great­ness was every­where ob­serv­able, whilst the battles and pro­ces­sions por­trayed on the walls told you who had here ex­cited rev­elry after re­tir­ing from slaughter, or dis­missed pa­geantry in search of pleas­ure. It seemed a vast tomb full of the shad­owy phantoms of those who had played or toiled their hour out and sunk be­hind the tapestry which cel­eb­rated the con­quests of love or war. Could they be no more—to whom my ima­gin­a­tion thus gave life? Could the thoughts, of which there re­mained so many vestiges, have van­ished quite away? And these be­ings, com­posed of such noble ma­ter­i­als of think­ing and feel­ing, have they only melted in­to the ele­ments to keep in mo­tion the grand mass of life? It can­not be!—as eas­ily could I be­lieve that the large sil­ver lions at the top of the ban­quet­ing room thought and reasoned. But avaunt! ye wak­ing dreams! yet I can­not de­scribe the curi­os­it­ies to you.

			There were cab­in­ets full of baubles and gems, and swords which must have been wiel­ded by gi­ant’s hand. The coron­a­tion or­na­ments wait quietly here till wanted, and the ward­robe ex­hib­its the vest­ments which formerly graced these shows. It is a pity they do not lend them to the act­ors, in­stead of al­low­ing them to per­ish in­glori­ously.

			I have not vis­ited any oth­er palace, ex­cept­ing Hirsholm, the gar­dens of which are laid out with taste, and com­mand the finest views the coun­try af­fords. As they are in the mod­ern and Eng­lish style, I thought I was fol­low­ing the foot­steps of Mat­ilda, who wished to mul­tiply around her the im­ages of her be­loved coun­try. I was also grat­i­fied by the sight of a Nor­we­gi­an land­scape in mini­ature, which with great pro­pri­ety makes a part of the Dan­ish King’s garden. The cot­tage is well im­it­ated, and the whole has a pleas­ing ef­fect, par­tic­u­larly so to me who love Nor­way—its peace­ful farms and spa­cious wilds.

			The pub­lic lib­rary con­sists of a col­lec­tion much lar­ger than I ex­pec­ted to see; and it is well ar­ranged. Of the value of the Iceland­ic ma­nu­scripts I could not form a judg­ment, though the al­pha­bet of some of them amused me, by show­ing what im­mense la­bour men will sub­mit to, in or­der to trans­mit their ideas to pos­ter­ity. I have some­times thought it a great mis­for­tune for in­di­vidu­als to ac­quire a cer­tain del­ic­acy of sen­ti­ment, which of­ten makes them weary of the com­mon oc­cur­rences of life; yet it is this very del­ic­acy of feel­ing and think­ing which prob­ably has pro­duced most of the per­form­ances that have be­nefited man­kind. It might with pro­pri­ety, per­haps, be termed the mal­ady of geni­us; the cause of that char­ac­ter­ist­ic mel­an­choly which “grows with its growth, and strengthens with its strength.”

			There are some good pic­tures in the roy­al mu­seum. Do not start, I am not go­ing to trouble you with a dull cata­logue, or stu­pid cri­ti­cisms on mas­ters to whom time has as­signed their just niche in the temple of fame; had there been any by liv­ing artists of this coun­try, I should have no­ticed them, as mak­ing a part of the sketches I am draw­ing of the present state of the place. The good pic­tures were mixed in­dis­crim­in­ately with the bad ones, in or­der to as­sort the frames. The same fault is con­spicu­ous in the new splen­did gal­lery form­ing at Par­is; though it seems an ob­vi­ous thought that a school for artists ought to be ar­ranged in such a man­ner, as to show the pro­gress­ive dis­cov­er­ies and im­prove­ments in the art.

			A col­lec­tion of the dresses, arms, and im­ple­ments of the Laplanders at­trac­ted my at­ten­tion, dis­play­ing that first spe­cies of in­genu­ity which is rather a proof of pa­tient per­sever­ance, than com­pre­hen­sion of mind. The spe­ci­mens of nat­ur­al his­tory, and curi­os­it­ies of art, were like­wise huddled to­geth­er without that sci­entif­ic or­der which alone renders them use­ful; but this may partly have been oc­ca­sioned by the hasty man­ner in which they were re­moved from the palace when in flames.

			There are some re­spect­able men of sci­ence here, but few lit­er­ary char­ac­ters, and few­er artists. They want en­cour­age­ment, and will con­tin­ue, I fear, from the present ap­pear­ance of things, to lan­guish un­noticed a long time; for neither the van­ity of wealth, nor the en­ter­pris­ing spir­it of com­merce, has yet thrown a glance that way.

			Be­sides, the Prince Roy­al, de­term­ined to be eco­nom­ic­al, al­most des­cends to parsi­mony; and per­haps de­presses his sub­jects, by la­bour­ing not to op­press them; for his in­ten­tions al­ways seem to be good—yet noth­ing can give a more for­cible idea of the dull­ness which eats away all activ­ity of mind, than the in­sip­id routine of a court, without mag­ni­fi­cence or el­eg­ance.

			The Prince, from what I can now col­lect, has very mod­er­ate abil­it­ies; yet is so well dis­posed, that Count Bern­storff finds him as tract­able as he could wish; for I con­sider the Count as the real sov­er­eign, scarcely be­hind the cur­tain; the Prince hav­ing none of that ob­stin­ate self-suf­fi­ciency of youth, so of­ten the fore­run­ner of de­cision of char­ac­ter. He and the Prin­cess his wife, dine every day with the King, to save the ex­pense of two tables. What a mum­mery it must be to treat as a king a be­ing who has lost the majesty of man! But even Count Bern­storff’s mor­al­ity sub­mits to this stand­ing im­pos­i­tion; and he avails him­self of it some­times, to soften a re­fus­al of his own, by say­ing it is the will of the King, my mas­ter, when every­body knows that he has neither will nor memory. Much the same use is made of him as, I have ob­served, some ter­mag­ant wives make of their hus­bands; they would dwell on the ne­ces­sity of obey­ing their hus­bands, poor pass­ive souls, who nev­er were al­lowed to will, when they wanted to con­ceal their own tyranny.

			A story is told here of the King’s formerly mak­ing a dog coun­sel­lor of state, be­cause when the dog, ac­cus­tomed to eat at the roy­al table, snatched a piece of meat off an old of­ficer’s plate, he re­proved him joc­osely, say­ing that he, mon­sieur le chi­en, had not the priv­ilege of din­ing with his majesty, a priv­ilege an­nexed to this dis­tinc­tion.

			The burn­ing of the palace was, in fact, a for­tu­nate cir­cum­stance, as it af­forded a pre­text for re­du­cing the es­tab­lish­ment of the house­hold, which was far too great for the rev­en­ue of the Crown. The Prince Roy­al, at present, runs in­to the op­pos­ite ex­treme; and the form­al­ity, if not the parsi­mony, of the court, seems to ex­tend to all the oth­er branches of so­ci­ety, which I had an op­por­tun­ity of ob­serving; though hos­pit­al­ity still char­ac­ter­ises their in­ter­course with strangers.

			But let me now stop; I may be a little par­tial, and view everything with the jaun­diced eye of mel­an­choly—for I am sad—and have cause.

			
				God bless you!

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XXI
			

			I have seen Count Bern­storff; and his con­ver­sa­tion con­firms me in the opin­ion I had pre­vi­ously formed of him; I mean, since my ar­rival at Copen­ha­gen. He is a worthy man, a little vain of his vir­tue à la Neck­er; and more anxious not to do wrong, that is to avoid blame, than de­sirous of do­ing good; es­pe­cially if any par­tic­u­lar good de­mands a change. Prudence, in short, seems to be the basis of his char­ac­ter; and, from the ten­or of the Gov­ern­ment, I should think in­clin­ing to that cau­tious cir­cum­spec­tion which treads on the heels of timid­ity. He has con­sid­er­able in­form­a­tion, and some fin­esse; or he could not be a Min­is­ter. De­term­ined not to risk his pop­ular­ity, for he is ten­derly care­ful of his repu­ta­tion, he will nev­er glor­i­ously fail like Struensee, or dis­turb, with the en­ergy of geni­us, the stag­nant state of the pub­lic mind.

			I sup­pose that Lav­ater, whom he in­vited to vis­it him two years ago—some say to fix the prin­ciples of the Chris­ti­an re­li­gion firmly in the Prince Roy­al’s mind, found lines in his face to prove him a states­man of the first or­der; be­cause he has a knack at see­ing a great char­ac­ter in the coun­ten­ances of men in ex­al­ted sta­tions, who have no­ticed him or his works. Be­sides, the Count’s sen­ti­ments re­l­at­ive to the French Re­volu­tion, agree­ing with Lav­ater’s, must have en­sured his ap­plause.

			The Danes, in gen­er­al, seem ex­tremely averse to in­nov­a­tion, and if hap­pi­ness only con­sist in opin­ion, they are the hap­pi­est people in the world; for I nev­er saw any so well sat­is­fied with their own situ­ation. Yet the cli­mate ap­pears to be very dis­agree­able, the weath­er be­ing dry and sul­try, or moist and cold; the at­mo­sphere nev­er hav­ing that sharp, bra­cing pur­ity, which in Nor­way pre­pares you to brave its rigours. I do not hear the in­hab­it­ants of this place talk with de­light of the winter, which is the con­stant theme of the Nor­we­gi­ans; on the con­trary, they seem to dread its com­fort­less in­clem­ency.

			The ram­parts are pleas­ant, and must have been much more so be­fore the fire, the walk­ers not be­ing an­noyed by the clouds of dust which, at present, the slight­est wind wafts from the ru­ins. The wind­mills, and the com­fort­able houses con­tigu­ous, be­long­ing to the millers, as well as the ap­pear­ance of the spa­cious bar­racks for the sol­diers and sail­ors, tend to render this walk more agree­able. The view of the coun­try has not much to re­com­mend it to no­tice but its ex­tent and cul­tiv­a­tion: yet as the eye al­ways de­lights to dwell on verd­ant plains, es­pe­cially when we are res­id­ent in a great city, these shady walks should be reckoned amongst the ad­vant­ages pro­cured by the Gov­ern­ment for the in­hab­it­ants. I like them bet­ter than the Roy­al Gar­dens, also open to the pub­lic, be­cause the lat­ter seem sunk in the heart of the city, to con­cen­trate its fogs.

			The canals which in­ter­sect the streets are equally con­veni­ent and whole­some; but the view of the sea com­manded by the town had little to in­terest me whilst the re­mem­brance of the vari­ous bold and pic­tur­esque shores I had seen was fresh in my memory. Still the op­u­lent in­hab­it­ants, who sel­dom go abroad, must find the spots where they fix their coun­try seats much pleas­anter on ac­count of the vi­cin­ity of the ocean.

			One of the best streets in Copen­ha­gen is al­most filled with hos­pit­als, erec­ted by the Gov­ern­ment, and, I am as­sured, as well reg­u­lated as in­sti­tu­tions of this kind are in any coun­try; but wheth­er hos­pit­als or work­houses are any­where su­per­in­ten­ded with suf­fi­cient hu­man­ity I have fre­quently had reas­on to doubt.

			The au­tumn is so un­com­monly fine that I am un­will­ing to put off my jour­ney to Ham­burg much longer, lest the weath­er should al­ter sud­denly, and the chilly har­bingers of winter catch me here, where I have noth­ing now to de­tain me but the hos­pit­al­ity of the fam­il­ies to whom I had re­com­mend­at­ory let­ters. I lodged at an hotel situ­ated in a large open square, where the troops ex­er­cise and the mar­ket is kept. My apart­ments were very good; and on ac­count of the fire I was told that I should be charged very high; yet, pay­ing my bill just now, I find the de­mands much lower in pro­por­tion than in Nor­way, though my din­ners were in every re­spect bet­ter.

			I have re­mained more at home since I ar­rived at Copen­ha­gen than I ought to have done in a strange place, but the mind is not al­ways equally act­ive in search of in­form­a­tion, and my op­pressed heart too of­ten sighs out—

			
				
					“How dull, flat, and un­prof­it­able
					

					Are to me all the us­ages of this world:
					

					That it should come to this!”
				

			

			Farewell! Fare thee well, I say; if thou canst, re­peat the adieu in a dif­fer­ent tone.

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XXII
			

			I ar­rived at Cor­so­er the night after I quit­ted Copen­ha­gen, pur­pos­ing to take my pas­sage across the Great Belt the next morn­ing, though the weath­er was rather bois­ter­ous. It is about four-and-twenty miles but as both I and my little girl are nev­er at­tacked by sea­sick­ness—though who can avoid en­nui?—I enter a boat with the same in­dif­fer­ence as I change horses; and as for danger, come when it may, I dread it not suf­fi­ciently to have any an­ti­cip­at­ing fears.

			The road from Copen­ha­gen was very good, through an open, flat coun­try that had little to re­com­mend it to no­tice ex­cept­ing the cul­tiv­a­tion, which grat­i­fied my heart more than my eye.

			I took a barge with a Ger­man bar­on who was hasten­ing back from a tour in­to Den­mark, alarmed by the in­tel­li­gence of the French hav­ing passed the Rhine. His con­ver­sa­tion be­guiled the time, and gave a sort of stim­u­lus to my spir­its, which had been grow­ing more and more lan­guid ever since my re­turn to Gothen­burg; you know why. I had of­ten en­deav­oured to rouse my­self to ob­ser­va­tion by re­flect­ing that I was passing through scenes which I should prob­ably nev­er see again, and con­sequently ought not to omit ob­serving. Still I fell in­to rev­er­ies, think­ing, by way of ex­cuse, that en­large­ment of mind and re­fined feel­ings are of little use but to barb the ar­rows of sor­row which way­lay us every­where, elud­ing the saga­city of wis­dom and ren­der­ing prin­ciples un­avail­ing, if con­sidered as a breast­work to se­cure our own hearts.

			Though we had not a dir­ect wind, we were not de­tained more than three hours and a half on the wa­ter, just long enough to give us an ap­pet­ite for our din­ner.

			We trav­elled the re­mainder of the day and the fol­low­ing night in com­pany with the same party, the Ger­man gen­tle­man whom I have men­tioned, his friend, and ser­vant. The meet­ings at the post-houses were pleas­ant to me, who usu­ally heard noth­ing but strange tongues around me. Mar­guer­ite and the child of­ten fell asleep, and when they were awake I might still reck­on my­self alone, as our train of thoughts had noth­ing in com­mon. Mar­guer­ite, it is true, was much amused by the cos­tume of the wo­men, par­tic­u­larly by the pan­ni­er which ad­orned both their heads and tails, and with great glee re­coun­ted to me the stor­ies she had treas­ured up for her fam­ily when once more with­in the bar­ri­ers of dear Par­is, not for­get­ting, with that arch, agree­able van­ity pe­cu­li­ar to the French, which they ex­hib­it whilst half ri­dicul­ing it, to re­mind me of the im­port­ance she should as­sume when she in­formed her friends of all her jour­neys by sea and land, show­ing the pieces of money she had col­lec­ted, and stam­mer­ing out a few for­eign phrases, which she re­peated in a true Parisi­an ac­cent. Happy thought­less­ness! ay, and en­vi­able harm­less van­ity, which thus pro­duced a gaité du cœur worth all my philo­sophy!

			The man I had hired at Copen­ha­gen ad­vised me to go round about twenty miles to avoid passing the Little Belt ex­cept­ing by a ferry, as the wind was con­trary. But the gen­tle­men over­ruled his ar­gu­ments, which we were all very sorry for af­ter­wards, when we found ourselves be­calmed on the Little Belt ten hours, tack­ing about without ceas­ing, to gain the shore.

			An over­sight like­wise made the pas­sage ap­pear much more te­di­ous, nay, al­most in­sup­port­able. When I went on board at the Great Belt, I had provided re­fresh­ments in case of de­ten­tion, which re­main­ing un­touched I thought not then any such pre­cau­tion ne­ces­sary for the second pas­sage, misled by the epi­thet of “little,” though I have since been in­formed that it is fre­quently the longest. This mis­take oc­ca­sioned much vex­a­tion; for the child, at last, began to cry so bit­terly for bread, that fancy con­jured up be­fore me the wretched Ugolino, with his fam­ished chil­dren; and I, lit­er­ally speak­ing, en­vel­oped my­self in sym­path­et­ic hor­rors, aug­men­ted by every tear my babe shed, from which I could not es­cape till we landed, and a lunch­eon of bread and basin of milk routed the spectres of fancy.

			I then supped with my com­pan­ions, with whom I was soon after to part forever—al­ways a most mel­an­choly death­like idea—a sort of sep­ar­a­tion of soul; for all the re­gret which fol­lows those from whom fate sep­ar­ates us seems to be some­thing torn from ourselves. These were strangers I re­mem­ber; yet when there is any ori­gin­al­ity in a coun­ten­ance, it takes its place in our memory, and we are sorry to lose an ac­quaint­ance the mo­ment he be­gins to in­terest us, though picked up on the high­way. There was, in fact, a de­gree of in­tel­li­gence, and still more sens­ib­il­ity, in the fea­tures and con­ver­sa­tion of one of the gen­tle­men, that made me re­gret the loss of his so­ci­ety dur­ing the rest of the jour­ney; for he was com­pelled to travel post, by his de­sire to reach his es­tate be­fore the ar­rival of the French.

			This was a com­fort­able inn, as were sev­er­al oth­ers I stopped at; but the heavy sandy roads were very fa­tiguing, after the fine ones we had lately skimmed over both in Sweden and Den­mark. The coun­try re­sembled the most open part of Eng­land—laid out for corn rather than graz­ing. It was pleas­ant, yet there was little in the pro­spects to awaken curi­os­ity, by dis­play­ing the pe­cu­li­ar char­ac­ter­ist­ics of a new coun­try, which had so fre­quently stole me from my­self in Nor­way. We of­ten passed over large un­en­closed tracts, not graced with trees, or at least very spar­ingly en­livened by them, and the half-formed roads seemed to de­mand the land­marks, set up in the waste, to pre­vent the trav­el­ler from stray­ing far out of his way, and plod­ding through the wear­i­some sand.

			The heaths were dreary, and had none of the wild charms of those of Sweden and Nor­way to cheat time; neither the ter­rif­ic rocks, nor smil­ing herb­age grate­ful to the sight and scen­ted from afar, made us for­get their length. Still the coun­try ap­peared much more pop­u­lous, and the towns, if not the farm­houses, were su­per­i­or to those of Nor­way. I even thought that the in­hab­it­ants of the former had more in­tel­li­gence—at least, I am sure they had more vi­va­city in their coun­ten­ances than I had seen dur­ing my north­ern tour: their senses seemed awake to busi­ness and pleas­ure. I was there­fore grat­i­fied by hear­ing once more the busy hum of in­dus­tri­ous men in the day, and the ex­hil­ar­at­ing sounds of joy in the even­ing; for, as the weath­er was still fine, the wo­men and chil­dren were amus­ing them­selves at their doors, or walk­ing un­der the trees, which in many places were planted in the streets; and as most of the towns of any note were situ­ated on little bays or branches of the Balt­ic, their ap­pear­ance as we ap­proached was of­ten very pic­tur­esque, and, when we entered, dis­played the com­fort and clean­li­ness of easy, if not the el­eg­ance of op­u­lent, cir­cum­stances. But the cheer­ful­ness of the people in the streets was par­tic­u­larly grate­ful to me, after hav­ing been de­pressed by the death­like si­lence of those of Den­mark, where every house made me think of a tomb. The dress of the peas­antry is suited to the cli­mate; in short, none of that poverty and dirt ap­peared, at the sight of which the heart sick­ens.

			As I only stopped to change horses, take re­fresh­ment, and sleep, I had not an op­por­tun­ity of know­ing more of the coun­try than con­clu­sions which the in­form­a­tion gathered by my eyes en­abled me to draw, and that was suf­fi­cient to con­vince me that I should much rather have lived in some of the towns I now pass through than in any I had seen in Sweden or Den­mark. The people struck me as hav­ing ar­rived at that peri­od when the fac­ulties will un­fold them­selves; in short; they look alive to im­prove­ment, neither con­gealed by in­dol­ence, nor bent down by wretched­ness to servil­ity.

			From the pre­vi­ous im­pres­sion—I scarcely can trace whence I re­ceived it—I was agree­ably sur­prised to per­ceive such an ap­pear­ance of com­fort in this part of Ger­many. I had formed a con­cep­tion of the tyranny of the petty po­tentates that had thrown a gloomy veil over the face of the whole coun­try in my ima­gin­a­tion, that cleared away like the dark­ness of night be­fore the sun as I saw the real­ity. I should prob­ably have dis­covered much lurk­ing misery, the con­sequence of ig­nor­ant op­pres­sion, no doubt, had I had time to in­quire in­to par­tic­u­lars; but it did not stalk abroad and in­fect the sur­face over which my eye glanced. Yes, I am per­suaded that a con­sid­er­able de­gree of gen­er­al know­ledge per­vades this coun­try, for it is only from the ex­er­cise of the mind that the body ac­quires the activ­ity from which I drew these in­fer­ences. In­deed, the King of Den­mark’s Ger­man domin­ions—Hol­stein—ap­peared to me far su­per­i­or to any oth­er part of his king­dom which had fallen un­der my view; and the ro­bust rus­tics to have their muscles braced, in­stead of the, as it were, lounge of the Dan­ish peas­antry.

			Ar­riv­ing at Sleswick, the res­id­ence of Prince Charles of Hesse-Cas­sel, the sight of the sol­diers re­called all the un­pleas­ing ideas of Ger­man des­pot­ism, which im­per­cept­ibly van­ished as I ad­vanced in­to the coun­try. I viewed, with a mix­ture of pity and hor­ror, these be­ings train­ing to be sold to slaughter, or be slaughtered, and fell in­to re­flec­tions on an old opin­ion of mine, that it is the pre­ser­va­tion of the spe­cies, not of in­di­vidu­als, which ap­pears to be the design of the Deity through­out the whole of Nature. Blos­soms come forth only to be blighted; fish lay their spawn where it will be de­voured; and what a large por­tion of the hu­man race are born merely to be swept pre­ma­turely away! Does not this waste of bud­ding life em­phat­ic­ally as­sert that it is not men, but Man, whose pre­ser­va­tion is so ne­ces­sary to the com­ple­tion of the grand plan of the uni­verse? Chil­dren peep in­to ex­ist­ence, suf­fer, and die; men play like moths about a candle, and sink in­to the flame; war, and “the thou­sand ills which flesh is heir to,” mow them down in shoals; whilst the more cruel pre­ju­dices of so­ci­ety palsy ex­ist­ence, in­tro­du­cing not less sure though slower de­cay.

			The castle was heavy and gloomy, yet the grounds about it were laid out with some taste; a walk, wind­ing un­der the shade of lofty trees, led to a reg­u­larly built and an­im­ated town.

			I crossed the draw­bridge, and entered to see this shell of a court in mini­ature, mount­ing pon­der­ous stairs—it would be a sol­ecism to say a flight—up which a re­gi­ment of men might have marched, shoul­der­ing their fire­locks to ex­er­cise in vast gal­ler­ies, where all the gen­er­a­tions of the Princes of Hesse-Cas­sel might have been mustered rank and file, though not the phantoms of all the wretched they had bartered to sup­port their state, un­less these airy sub­stances could shrink and ex­pand, like Milton’s dev­ils, to suit the oc­ca­sion.

			The sight of the pres­ence-cham­ber, and of the can­opy to shade the fauteuil which aped a throne, made me smile. All the world is a stage, thought I; and few are there in it who do not play the part they have learnt by rote; and those who do not, seem marks set up to be pel­ted at by for­tune, or rather as sign­posts which point out the road to oth­ers, whilst forced to stand still them­selves amidst the mud and dust.

			Wait­ing for our horses, we were amused by ob­serving the dress of the wo­men, which was very grot­esque and un­wieldy. The false no­tion of beauty which pre­vails here as well as in Den­mark, I should think very in­con­veni­ent in sum­mer, as it con­sists in giv­ing a ro­tund­ity to a cer­tain part of the body, not the most slim, when Nature has done her part. This Dutch pre­ju­dice of­ten leads them to toil un­der the weight of some ten or a dozen pet­ti­coats, which, with an enorm­ous bas­ket, lit­er­ally speak­ing, as a bon­net, or a straw hat of di­men­sions equally gi­gant­ic, al­most com­pletely con­ceal the hu­man form as well as face di­vine, of­ten worth show­ing; still they looked clean, and tripped along, as it were, be­fore the wind, with a weight of tackle that I could scarcely have lif­ted. Many of the coun­try girls I met ap­peared to me pretty—that is, to have fine com­plex­ions, spark­ling eyes, and a kind of arch, hoy­den play­ful­ness which dis­tin­guishes the vil­lage coquette. The swains, in their Sunday trim, at­ten­ded some of these fair ones in a more slouch­ing pace, though their dress was not so cum­ber­some. The wo­men seem to take the lead in pol­ish­ing the man­ners every­where, this be­ing the only way to bet­ter their con­di­tion.

			From what I have seen through­out my jour­ney, I do not think the situ­ation of the poor in Eng­land is much, if at all, su­per­i­or to that of the same class in dif­fer­ent parts of the world; and in Ire­land I am sure it is much in­feri­or. I al­lude to the former state of Eng­land; for at present the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of na­tion­al wealth only in­creases the cares of the poor, and hardens the hearts of the rich, in spite of the highly ex­tolled rage for alms­giv­ing.

			You know that I have al­ways been an en­emy to what is termed char­ity, be­cause tim­id big­ots, en­deav­our­ing thus to cov­er their sins, do vi­ol­ence to justice, till, act­ing the demi­god, they for­get that they are men. And there are oth­ers who do not even think of lay­ing up a treas­ure in heav­en, whose be­ne­vol­ence is merely tyranny in dis­guise; they as­sist the most worth­less, be­cause the most servile, and term them help­less only in pro­por­tion to their fawn­ing.

			After leav­ing Sleswick, we passed through sev­er­al pretty towns; Itzchol par­tic­u­larly pleased me; and the coun­try, still wear­ing the same as­pect, was im­proved by the ap­pear­ance of more trees and en­clos­ures. But what grat­i­fied me most was the pop­u­la­tion. I was weary of trav­el­ling four or five hours, nev­er meet­ing a car­riage, and scarcely a peas­ant; and then to stop at such wretched huts as I had seen in Sweden was surely suf­fi­cient to chill any heart awake to sym­pathy, and throw a gloom over my fa­vour­ite sub­ject of con­tem­pla­tion, the fu­ture im­prove­ment of the world.

			The farm­houses, like­wise, with the huge stables, in­to which we drove whilst the horses were put­ting to or bait­ing, were very clean and com­mo­di­ous. The rooms, with a door in­to this hall-like stable and store­house in one, were de­cent; and there was a com­pact­ness in the ap­pear­ance of the whole fam­ily ly­ing thus snugly to­geth­er un­der the same roof that car­ried my fancy back to the prim­it­ive times, which prob­ably nev­er ex­is­ted with such a golden lustre as the an­im­ated ima­gin­a­tion lends when only able to seize the prom­in­ent fea­tures.

			At one of them, a pretty young wo­man, with lan­guish­ing eyes of ce­les­ti­al blue, con­duc­ted us in­to a very neat par­lour, and ob­serving how loosely and lightly my little girl was clad, began to pity her in the sweetest ac­cents, re­gard­less of the rosy down of health on her cheeks. This same dam­sel was dressed—it was Sunday—with taste and even coquetry, in a cot­ton jack­et, or­na­men­ted with knots of blue rib­bon, fanci­fully dis­posed to give life to her fine com­plex­ion. I loitered a little to ad­mire her, for every ges­ture was grace­ful; and, amidst the oth­er vil­la­gers, she looked like a garden lily sud­denly rear­ing its head amongst grain and corn­flowers. As the house was small, I gave her a piece of money rather lar­ger than it was my cus­tom to give to the fe­male waiters—for I could not pre­vail on her to sit down—which she re­ceived with a smile; yet took care to give it, in my pres­ence, to a girl who had brought the child a slice of bread; by which I per­ceived that she was the mis­tress or daugh­ter of the house, and without doubt the belle of the vil­lage. There was, in short, an ap­pear­ance of cheer­ful in­dustry, and of that de­gree of com­fort which shut out misery, in all the little ham­lets as I ap­proached Ham­burg, which agree­ably sur­prised me.

			The short jack­ets which the wo­men wear here, as well as in France, are not only more be­com­ing to the per­son, but much bet­ter cal­cu­lated for wo­men who have rus­tic or house­hold em­ploy­ments than the long gowns worn in Eng­land, dangling in the dirt.

			All the inns on the road were bet­ter than I ex­pec­ted, though the soft­ness of the beds still har­assed me, and pre­ven­ted my find­ing the rest I was fre­quently in want of, to en­able me to bear the fa­tigue of the next day. The charges were mod­er­ate, and the people very civil, with a cer­tain hon­est hil­ar­ity and in­de­pend­ent spir­it in their man­ner, which al­most made me for­get that they were innkeep­ers, a set of men—waiters, host­esses, cham­ber­maids, etc., down to the ost­ler, whose cun­ning servil­ity in Eng­land I think par­tic­u­larly dis­gust­ing.

			The pro­spect of Ham­burg at a dis­tance, as well as the fine road shaded with trees, led me to ex­pect to see a much pleas­anter city than I found.

			I was aware of the dif­fi­culty of ob­tain­ing lodgings, even at the inns, on ac­count of the con­course of strangers at present re­sort­ing to such a cent­ric­al situ­ation, and de­term­ined to go to Altona the next day to seek for an abode, want­ing now only rest. But even for a single night we were sent from house to house, and found at last a va­cant room to sleep in, which I should have turned from with dis­gust had there been a choice.

			I scarcely know any­thing that pro­duces more dis­agree­able sen­sa­tions, I mean to speak of the passing cares, the re­col­lec­tion of which af­ter­wards en­livens our en­joy­ments, than those ex­cited by little dis­asters of this kind. After a long jour­ney, with our eyes dir­ec­ted to some par­tic­u­lar spot, to ar­rive and find noth­ing as it should be is vex­a­tious, and sinks the agit­ated spir­its. But I, who re­ceived the cruellest of dis­ap­point­ments last spring in re­turn­ing to my home, term such as these em­phat­ic­ally passing cares. Know you of what ma­ter­i­als some hearts are made? I play the child, and weep at the re­col­lec­tion—for the grief is still fresh that stunned as well as wounded me—yet nev­er did drops of an­guish like these be­dew the cheeks of in­fant­ine in­no­cence—and why should they mine, that nev­er was stained by a blush of guilt? In­no­cent and cred­u­lous as a child, why have I not the same happy thought­less­ness? Adieu!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XXIII
			

			I might have spared my­self the dis­agree­able feel­ings I ex­per­i­enced the first night of my ar­rival at Ham­burg, leav­ing the open air to be shut up in noise and dirt, had I gone im­me­di­ately to Altona, where a lodging had been pre­pared for me by a gen­tle­man from whom I re­ceived many ci­vil­it­ies dur­ing my jour­ney. I wished to have trav­elled in com­pany with him from Copen­ha­gen, be­cause I found him in­tel­li­gent and friendly, but busi­ness ob­liged him to hurry for­ward, and I wrote to him on the sub­ject of ac­com­mod­a­tions as soon as I was in­formed of the dif­fi­culties I might have to en­counter to house my­self and brat.

			It is but a short and pleas­ant walk from Ham­burg to Altona, un­der the shade of sev­er­al rows of trees, and this walk is the more agree­able after quit­ting the rough pave­ment of either place.

			Ham­burg is an ill, close-built town, swarm­ing with in­hab­it­ants, and, from what I could learn, like all the oth­er free towns, gov­erned in a man­ner which bears hard on the poor, whilst nar­row­ing the minds of the rich; the char­ac­ter of the man is lost in the Ham­burger. Al­ways afraid of the en­croach­ments of their Dan­ish neigh­bours, that is, anxiously ap­pre­hens­ive of their shar­ing the golden har­vest of com­merce with them, or tak­ing a little of the trade off their hands—though they have more than they know what to do with—they are ever on the watch, till their very eyes lose all ex­pres­sion, ex­cept­ing the pry­ing glance of sus­pi­cion.

			The gates of Ham­burg are shut at sev­en in the winter and nine in the sum­mer, lest some strangers, who come to traffic in Ham­burg, should prefer liv­ing, and con­sequently—so ex­actly do they cal­cu­late—spend their money out of the walls of the Ham­burger’s world. Im­mense for­tunes have been ac­quired by the per­cents arising from com­mis­sions nom­in­ally only two and a half, but moun­ted to eight or ten at least by the secret man­oeuvres of trade, not to in­clude the ad­vant­age of pur­chas­ing goods whole­sale in com­mon with con­tract­ors, and that of hav­ing so much money left in their hands, not to play with, I can as­sure you. Mush­room for­tunes have star­ted up dur­ing the war; the men, in­deed, seem of the spe­cies of the fungus, and the in­solent vul­gar­ity which a sud­den in­flux of wealth usu­ally pro­duces in com­mon minds is here very con­spicu­ous, which con­trasts with the dis­tresses of many of the emig­rants, “fallen, fallen from their high es­tate,” such are the ups and downs of for­tune’s wheel. Many emig­rants have met, with forti­tude, such a total change of cir­cum­stances as scarcely can be par­alleled, re­tir­ing from a palace to an ob­scure lodging with dig­nity; but the great­er num­ber glide about, the ghosts of great­ness, with the Croix de St. Louis os­ten­ta­tiously dis­played, de­term­ined to hope, “though heav­en and earth their wishes crossed.” Still good breed­ing points out the gen­tle­man, and sen­ti­ments of hon­our and del­ic­acy ap­pear the off­spring of great­ness of soul when com­pared with the grov­el­ling views of the sor­did ac­cu­mu­lat­ors of cent. per cent.

			Situ­ation seems to be the mould in which men’s char­ac­ters are formed: so much so, in­fer­ring from what I have lately seen, that I mean not to be severe when I add—pre­vi­ously ask­ing why priests are in gen­er­al cun­ning and states­men false?—that men en­tirely de­voted to com­merce nev­er ac­quire or lose all taste and great­ness of mind. An os­ten­ta­tious dis­play of wealth without el­eg­ance, and a greedy en­joy­ment of pleas­ure without sen­ti­ment, em­brutes them till they term all vir­tue of an hero­ic cast, ro­mantic at­tempts at some­thing above our nature, and anxi­ety about the wel­fare of oth­ers, a search after misery in which we have no con­cern. But you will say that I am grow­ing bit­ter, per­haps per­son­al. Ah! shall I whis­per to you, that you your­self are strangely altered since you have entered deeply in­to com­merce—more than you are aware of; nev­er al­low­ing your­self to re­flect, and keep­ing your mind, or rather pas­sions, in a con­tinu­al state of agit­a­tion? Nature has giv­en you tal­ents which lie dormant, or are wasted in ig­noble pur­suits. You will rouse your­self and shake off the vile dust that ob­scures you, or my un­der­stand­ing, as well as my heart, de­ceives me egre­giously—only tell me when. But to go farther afield.

			Ma­dame la Fay­ette left Altona the day I ar­rived, to en­deav­our, at Vi­enna, to ob­tain the en­large­ment of her hus­band, or per­mis­sion to share his pris­on. She lived in a lodging up two pairs of stairs, without a ser­vant, her two daugh­ters cheer­fully as­sist­ing; choos­ing, as well as her­self, to des­cend to any­thing be­fore un­ne­ces­sary ob­lig­a­tions. Dur­ing her prosper­ity, and con­sequent idle­ness, she did not, I am told, en­joy a good state of health, hav­ing a train of nervous com­plaints, which, though they have not a name, un­less the sig­ni­fic­ant word “en­nui” be bor­rowed, had an ex­ist­ence in the high­er French circles; but ad­versity and vir­tu­ous ex­er­tions put these ills to flight, and dis­pos­sessed her of a dev­il who de­serves the ap­pel­la­tion of le­gion.

			Ma­dame Genus also resided at Altona some time, un­der an as­sumed name, with many oth­er suf­fer­ers of less note though high­er rank. It is, in fact, scarcely pos­sible to stir out without meet­ing in­ter­est­ing coun­ten­ances, every lin­ea­ment of which tells you that they have seen bet­ter days.

			At Ham­burg, I was in­formed, a duke had entered in­to part­ner­ship with his cook, who be­com­ing a traiteur, they were both com­fort­ably sup­por­ted by the profit arising from his in­dustry. Many noble in­stances of the at­tach­ment of ser­vants to their un­for­tu­nate mas­ters have come to my know­ledge, both here and in France, and touched my heart, the greatest de­light of which is to dis­cov­er hu­man vir­tue.

			At Altona, a pres­id­ent of one of the ci-devant par­lia­ments keeps an or­din­ary, in the French style; and his wife with cheer­ful dig­nity sub­mits to her fate, though she is ar­rived at an age when people sel­dom re­lin­quish their pre­ju­dices. A girl who waits there brought a dozen double louis d’or con­cealed in her clothes, at the risk of her life, from France, which she pre­serves lest sick­ness or any oth­er dis­tress should over­take her mis­tress, “who,” she ob­served, “was not ac­cus­tomed to hard­ships.” This house was par­tic­u­larly re­com­men­ded to me by an ac­quaint­ance of yours, the au­thor of the Amer­ic­an Farm­er’s Let­ters. I gen­er­ally dine in com­pany with him: and the gen­tle­man whom I have already men­tioned is of­ten di­ver­ted by our de­clam­a­tions against com­merce, when we com­pare notes re­spect­ing the char­ac­ter­ist­ics of the Ham­burgers. “Why, madam,” said he to me one day, “you will not meet with a man who has any calf to his leg; body and soul, muscles and heart, are equally shriv­elled up by a thirst of gain. There is noth­ing gen­er­ous even in their youth­ful pas­sions; profit is their only stim­u­lus, and cal­cu­la­tions the sole em­ploy­ment of their fac­ulties, un­less we ex­cept some gross an­im­al grat­i­fic­a­tions which, snatched at spare mo­ments, tend still more to de­base the char­ac­ter, be­cause, though touched by his trick­ing wand, they have all the arts, without the wit, of the wing-footed god.”

			Per­haps you may also think us too severe; but I must add that the more I saw of the man­ners of Ham­burg, the more was I con­firmed in my opin­ion re­l­at­ive to the bale­ful ef­fect of ex­tens­ive spec­u­la­tions on the mor­al char­ac­ter. Men are strange ma­chines; and their whole sys­tem of mor­al­ity is in gen­er­al held to­geth­er by one grand prin­ciple which loses its force the mo­ment they al­low them­selves to break with im­pun­ity over the bounds which se­cured their self-re­spect. A man ceases to love hu­man­ity, and then in­di­vidu­als, as he ad­vances in the chase after wealth; as one clashes with his in­terest, the oth­er with his pleas­ures: to busi­ness, as it is termed, everything must give way; nay, is sac­ri­ficed, and all the en­dear­ing char­it­ies of cit­izen, hus­band, fath­er, broth­er, be­come empty names. But—but what? Why, to snap the chain of thought, I must say farewell. Cas­sandra was not the only proph­et­ess whose warn­ing voice has been dis­reg­arded. How much easi­er it is to meet with love in the world than af­fec­tion!

			
				Yours sin­cerely.

			
		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XXIV
			

			My lodgings at Altona are tol­er­ably com­fort­able, though not in any pro­por­tion to the price I pay; but, ow­ing to the present cir­cum­stances, all the ne­ces­sar­ies of life are here ex­tra­vag­antly dear. Con­sid­er­ing it as a tem­por­ary res­id­ence, the chief in­con­veni­ence of which I am in­clined to com­plain is the rough streets that must be passed be­fore Mar­guer­ite and the child can reach a level road.

			The views of the Elbe in the vi­cin­ity of the town are pleas­ant, par­tic­u­larly as the pro­spects here af­ford so little vari­ety. I at­temp­ted to des­cend, and walk close to the wa­ter’s edge; but there was no path; and the smell of glue, hanging to dry, an ex­tens­ive man­u­fact­ory of which is car­ried on close to the beach, I found ex­tremely dis­agree­able. But to com­merce everything must give way; profit and profit are the only spec­u­la­tions—“double—double, toil and trouble.” I have sel­dom entered a shady walk without be­ing soon ob­liged to turn aside to make room for the rope-makers; and the only tree I have seen, that ap­peared to be planted by the hand of taste, is in the church­yard, to shade the tomb of the poet Klop­stock’s wife.

			Most of the mer­chants have coun­try houses to re­tire to dur­ing the sum­mer; and many of them are situ­ated on the banks of the Elbe, where they have the pleas­ure of see­ing the pack­et-boats ar­rive—the peri­ods of most con­sequence to di­vide their week.

			The mov­ing pic­ture, con­sist­ing of large ves­sels and small craft, which are con­tinu­ally chan­ging their po­s­i­tion with the tide, renders this noble river, the vi­tal stream of Ham­burg, very in­ter­est­ing; and the wind­ings have some­times a very fine ef­fect, two or three turns be­ing vis­ible at once, in­ter­sect­ing the flat mead­ows; a sud­den bend of­ten in­creas­ing the mag­nitude of the river; and the sil­very ex­panse, scarcely glid­ing, though bear­ing on its bos­om so much treas­ure, looks for a mo­ment like a tran­quil lake.

			Noth­ing can be stronger than the con­trast which this flat coun­try and strand af­ford, com­pared with the moun­tains and rocky coast I have lately dwelt so much among. In fancy I re­turn to a fa­vour­ite spot, where I seemed to have re­tired from man and wretched­ness; but the din of trade drags me back to all the care I left be­hind, when lost in sub­lime emo­tions. Rocks as­pir­ing to­wards the heav­ens, and, as it were, shut­ting out sor­row, sur­roun­ded me, whilst peace ap­peared to steal along the lake to calm my bos­om, mod­u­lat­ing the wind that agit­ated the neigh­bour­ing pop­lars. Now I hear only an ac­count of the tricks of trade, or listen to the dis­tress­ful tale of some vic­tim of am­bi­tion.

			The hos­pit­al­ity of Ham­burg is con­fined to Sunday in­vit­a­tions to the coun­try houses I have men­tioned, when dish after dish smokes upon the board, and the con­ver­sa­tion ever flow­ing in the muddy chan­nel of busi­ness, it is not easy to ob­tain any ap­pro­pri­ate in­form­a­tion. Had I in­ten­ded to re­main here some time, or had my mind been more alive to gen­er­al in­quir­ies, I should have en­deav­oured to have been in­tro­duced to some char­ac­ters not so en­tirely im­mersed in com­mer­cial af­fairs, though in this whirl­pool of gain it is not very easy to find any but the wretched or su­per­cili­ous emig­rants, who are not en­gaged in pur­suits which, in my eyes, ap­pear as dis­hon­our­able as gambling. The in­terests of na­tions are bartered by spec­u­lat­ing mer­chants. My God! with what sang froid art­ful trains of cor­rup­tion bring luc­rat­ive com­mis­sions in­to par­tic­u­lar hands, dis­reg­ard­ing the re­l­at­ive situ­ation of dif­fer­ent coun­tries, and can much com­mon hon­esty be ex­pec­ted in the dis­charge of trusts ob­tained by fraud? But this entre nous.

			Dur­ing my present jour­ney, and whilst resid­ing in France, I have had an op­por­tun­ity of peep­ing be­hind the scenes of what are vul­garly termed great af­fairs, only to dis­cov­er the mean ma­chinery which has dir­ec­ted many trans­ac­tions of mo­ment. The sword has been mer­ci­ful, com­pared with the de­pred­a­tions made on hu­man life by con­tract­ors and by the swarm of lo­custs who have battened on the pes­ti­lence they spread abroad. These men, like the own­ers of negro ships, nev­er smell on their money the blood by which it has been gained, but sleep quietly in their beds, term­ing such oc­cu­pa­tions law­ful call­ings; yet the light­ning marks not their roofs to thun­der con­vic­tion on them “and to jus­ti­fy the ways of God to man.”

			Why should I weep for my­self? “Take, O world! thy much in­debted tear!” Adieu!

		
	
		
			
				Letter
				XXV
			

			There is a pretty little French theatre at Altona, and the act­ors are much su­per­i­or to those I saw at Copen­ha­gen. The theatres at Ham­burg are not open yet, but will very shortly, when the shut­ting of the gates at sev­en o’clock forces the cit­izens to quit their coun­try houses. But, re­spect­ing Ham­burg, I shall not be able to ob­tain much more in­form­a­tion, as I have de­term­ined to sail with the first fair wind for Eng­land.

			The pres­ence of the French army would have rendered my in­ten­ded tour through Ger­many, in my way to Switzer­land, al­most im­prac­tic­able, had not the ad­van­cing sea­son ob­liged me to al­ter my plan. Be­sides, though Switzer­land is the coun­try which for sev­er­al years I have been par­tic­u­larly de­sirous to vis­it, I do not feel in­clined to ramble any farther this year; nay, I am weary of chan­ging the scene, and quit­ting people and places the mo­ment they be­gin to in­terest me. This also is van­ity!

			
				
					Dover

				
				I left this let­ter un­fin­ished, as I was hur­ried on board, and now I have only to tell you that, at the sight of Dover cliffs, I wondered how any­body could term them grand; they ap­pear so in­sig­ni­fic­ant to me, after those I had seen in Sweden and Nor­way.

				Adieu! My spir­it of ob­ser­va­tion seems to be fled, and I have been wan­der­ing round this dirty place, lit­er­ally speak­ing, to kill time, though the thoughts I would fain fly from lie too close to my heart to be eas­ily shook off, or even be­guiled, by any em­ploy­ment, ex­cept that of pre­par­ing for my jour­ney to Lon­don.

				God bless you!

				
					Mary ———.

				
			
		
	
		
			Appendix

			Private busi­ness and cares have fre­quently so ab­sorbed me as to pre­vent my ob­tain­ing all the in­form­a­tion dur­ing this jour­ney which the nov­elty of the scenes would have af­forded, had my at­ten­tion been con­tinu­ally awake to in­quiry. This in­sens­ib­il­ity to present ob­jects I have of­ten had oc­ca­sion to lament since I have been pre­par­ing these let­ters for the press; but, as a per­son of any thought nat­ur­ally con­siders the his­tory of a strange coun­try to con­trast the former with the present state of its man­ners, a con­vic­tion of the in­creas­ing know­ledge and hap­pi­ness of the king­doms I passed through was per­petu­ally the res­ult of my com­par­at­ive re­flec­tions.

			The poverty of the poor in Sweden renders the civil­isa­tion very par­tial, and slavery has re­tarded the im­prove­ment of every class in Den­mark, yet both are ad­van­cing; and the gi­gant­ic evils of des­pot­ism and an­archy have in a great meas­ure van­ished be­fore the meli­or­at­ing man­ners of Europe. In­nu­mer­able evils still re­main, it is true, to af­flict the hu­mane in­vest­ig­at­or, and hurry the be­ne­vol­ent re­former in­to a labyrinth of er­ror, who aims at des­troy­ing pre­ju­dices quickly which only time can root out, as the pub­lic opin­ion be­comes sub­ject to reas­on.

			An ar­dent af­fec­tion for the hu­man race makes en­thu­si­ast­ic char­ac­ters eager to pro­duce al­ter­a­tion in laws and gov­ern­ments pre­ma­turely. To render them use­ful and per­man­ent, they must be the growth of each par­tic­u­lar soil, and the gradu­al fruit of the ripen­ing un­der­stand­ing of the na­tion, ma­tured by time, not forced by an un­nat­ur­al fer­ment­a­tion. And, to con­vince me that such a change is gain­ing ground with ac­cel­er­at­ing pace, the view I have had of so­ci­ety dur­ing my north­ern jour­ney would have been suf­fi­cient had I not pre­vi­ously con­sidered the grand causes which com­bine to carry man­kind for­ward and di­min­ish the sum of hu­man misery.
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