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PREFACE

The fragments of travels that are here laid before the reader are parts of a much 
more extensive work, that it was, originally, the intention of the writer to publish. 
This intention (for reasons on which it is unnecessary to dwell) has been, in a great 
measure, abandoned; though motives, that may possibly become apparent in the 
course of the work, more especially in its Second Part, have induced him to make 
the selection which is now printed.

The narrative form is the best for a book of travels,  for, besides possessing the 
most interest, it enables the reader to understand the circumstances under which 
one, who appears as a witness, has obtained his facts. This form, therefore,  has 
been adhered to here; though it is hoped that the personal details have nowhere 
been permitted to trespass on the more material objects of the work.

There is a certain peculiarity which all, who have seen much of different countries, 
must  have  observed  to  exist  everywhere,  simply  because  it  belongs  to  human 
frailty. No nation is probably to be found, in which the mass of the people do not 
believe themselves  to be more highly endowed with the better  qualities  of  our 
nature, than any of their neighbours.  It  is one of the fruits of travelling to cure 
individuals of this weakness; but, in many cases, this cure is succeeded by a state 
of indiscriminating and generalizing indifference, on which those who are termed 
"men  of  the  world"  are  a  little  too  apt  to  pride  themselves,  mistaking  it  for 
liberality and philosophy; while, in fact, they are nearly as far from the truth as 
when they were in the state of national  complacency from which they have so 
lately emerged. Although communities are merely aggregations of human beings, 
they have their peculiar and distinctive traits, as well as individuals; and no account 
of nations can be of value,  beyond descriptions of material  things,  that  has not 
consulted the circumstances which produce those modifications of character that 
make up the sum of national differences.

In these volumes, however, little beyond descriptions of natural objects has been 
attempted; for Switzerland, enjoying probably the sublimest as well as the most 
diversified beauties of this sort that exist on the globe, would seem to have a claim 
to be treated sui generis. Man appears almost to sink to a secondary rank in such a 
country; and the writer, in this portion of his travels, has gone little out of the way, 
to give him a place in the picture.

The vacuum in the narrative, and the abrupt manner in which it is laid before the 
reader, demand a word of explanation. The year 1828 was commenced in Paris. 
Thence the writer went early to England; returning, however, to France, in June, by 
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the way of Holland and Belgium. At Paris, after this return, the narrative of Part I.  
commences; terminating at Milan. The rest of the year 1828, and those of 1829, 
1830, and 1881, with part of that of 1832, were passed between Italy, (where the 
writer remained nearly two years,) Germany, Belgium, and France. The narrative 
in Part II.i recommences at Paris, after which it tells its own tale, up to a time when 
all the interest of the reader in the subject will most probably cease.

Had the other  portions  of  these  letters  been published,  it  is  probable  that  their 
writer  would  not  have  escaped  some  imputations  on  his  patriotism,—for,  in 
making the comparisons that naturally arose from his subject, he has spoken in 
favour of American principles much oftener than in favour of American things; 
always,  indeed, except in those instances  in which his eyes  gave him reason to 
think that  the latter  really deserved  the preference.  Just  and simple as this rule 
would seem to be, it is much too discriminating for a numerous class of native 
critics,who appear to think that a man must take leave not only of his sense, but of 
his senses,  in order  to maintain the character  of a  faithful  son of the soil.  The 
superiority  of  Switzerland,  in  its  peculiar  excellence,  however,  is  so  generally 
admitted, that it is to be hoped one may actually venture to assert that a mountain 
fifteen thousand feet high is more lofty than one of fifteen hundred, or that Mont 
Blanc is a more sublime object than Butter Hill!

The writer does not expect much favour for the political opinions that occasionally 
appear in these letters. He has the misfortune to belong to neither of the two great 
parties that divide the country, and which, though so bitterly hostile and distrustful 
of each other, will admit of no neutrality. It is a menacing symptom that there is a 
disposition to seek for a base motive, whenever a citizen may not choose to plunge 
into  the  extremes  that  characterize  the  movements  of  political  factions.  This 
besetting vice is accompanied by another feeling, that is so singularly opposed to 
that  which  everybody  is  ready  to  affirm  is  the  governing  principle  of  the 
institutions,  that  it  may do no harm slightly to advert  to it  Any one who may 
choose  to  set  up  a  semi-official  organ  of  public  opinion,  called  a  newspaper, 
however  illiterate,  base,  flagrantly  corrupt,  and  absolutely  destitute  of  the 
confidence and respect of every man in the community, may daily pour out upon 
the public  his  falsehoods,  his  contradictions,  bis  ignorance,  and  his  corruption, 
treating the national interests as familiarly as "household terms," and all because he 
is acting in an admitted vocation; the public servant, commissioned to execute the 
public will, may even turn upon his masters, and tell them not only in what light 
they are to view him and his conduct, but in what light they are also to view the 
conduct  of  his  associates  in  trust;  in  short,  tell  them  how  to  make  up  their 
judgments on himself and others; and all because he  is  a public servant, and the 
public is his master: but the private citizen, who merely forms a part of that public, 
is denounced for his presumption, should he dare to speak of matters of general 
concernment, except under such high sanction, or as the organ of party.
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It may be well to say at once, that this peculiar feeling has not been permitted to 
influence the tone of these letters, which have been written, in all respects, as if the 
republic did not contain one of those privileged persons, honoured as "patriots" 
and"godlikes," but as if both classes were as actually unknown to the country as 
they are certainly unknown to the spirit and letter of its institutions.

When the writer first arrived in Europe, he had occasion to remark, almost daily, 
the number and magnitude of the errors that existed in relation to the state of this 
country.  Allusions are occasionally made to this subject,  in the course of these 
letters, but not always with the same degree of surprise, or with precisely the same 
conclusions. The apparent discrepancies on this head, as well, perhaps, as on one 
or  two other  points  of  opinion,  have  arisen  as  a  natural  consequence  from the 
difference in the order of time. At the period when Part I. commences, the writer 
had been in Europe but two years; whereas his visit had already extended to six, 
before the journey related in Part II.  was begun.  It  has been believed to be the 
fairest course to leave the impressions as they originally stood in his journal, or 
rather letters, for many of these letters were actually written at, or near, the period 
of their dates.

As so much of Part II. relates to other countries besides Switzerland, the writer, lest 
some one,  misled  by the  title  he  has  selected,  may feel  disposed  to  complain, 
deems it no more than fair to admit the fact in the Preface. Switzerland certainly is 
the leading point in the whole work, and it  has been thought sufficiently so, to 
authorize the use of its name in the title page.



LETTER I

DEAR ―

It  was a  moment of glorious  anticipation, when the carriage  drove through the 
porte cochère, into the rue de Sèvre, and we found ourselves fairly on the road to 
Switzerland! Two seasons in Paris, and one in London, had shown us our fellows, 
to dull satiety; and, apart from the delights of novelty, a common-place converse 
with men was about to give place to a sublime communion with nature. The recent 
journey through Holland, too, served to increase the satisfaction; for it  was like 
bringing the two extremes of scenery into the same picture, to hurry thus from the 
most artificial and the tamest of all landscapes that has any pretensions to beauty, 
into the very presence of all that is grand and magnificent in natural formation. The 
streets of Paris seemed interminable,  nor do I think I breathed without restraint 
until,  leaving  the  barrière  du  Trone  behind  us,  we  began  to  scour  along  the 
highway towards Charenton. We passed the little brick edifice in which the gallant 
Henri IV. is said to have lodged la belle Gabrielle, and, descending the declivity to 
whose side the village clings, crossed the Marne, and were again in the country.

It had rained a little in the morning, and, as what is called the gras de Paris is, in 
truth, the gras of all around Paris, the roads were greasy—I know no better word—
and,  for  horses  that  are  never  corked,  not  entirely  without  danger.  We  were 
travelling limonière; or, in other words, in the place of the pole a pair of shafts had 
been attached to the carriage, and our team was composed of three of the sturdy 
Norman horses so well known on the French roads; the postilion riding the near 
horse, with traces so long as to enable him to travel  wide of the others, and to 
control the movement. This beast slipped and fell. Rolling over, he caught the leg 
of his rider beneath his body.  The precious Gorcum coach,  of which you  have 
heard, was left in Paris on sale, as worthless, and a French travelling calèche had 
been purchased in its place. The latter had a dicky and a rumble. I was seated on 
the former when the accident happened. Jumping down, the horses were backed, 
and the postilion, who lay quite helpless, was enabled to extricate his limb.

The poor fellow muttered a few sacr-r-r-es, made a wry face or two, and limped 
back into the saddle. At the next relay he still walked, but with difficulty.

At Melun this accident became the subject of conversation among the postilions 
and stable-boys, most of whom were men of la nouvelle France, or youths who no 
longer  adhere  to  the  prejudices  of  their  fathers,  and  who  admire  the  new 
philosophy and the new fashioned boots. There was, however, a solitary relic of the 
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ancien régime present, in the person of an old man, who wore a powdered club as 
thick as a large beet-root, and whose whole air had that recherché character, that 
always  distinguishes  the  Frenchman  of  1786  from  him whose  proper  element 
appears to be revolution. The old man listened to the account of the tumble with 
great gravity; nor did he utter a syllable until he had satisfactorily ascertained that 
no bones had been broken.  Then,  approaching with a  politeness  that  would be 
deemed ultra at Washington, he enquired if "Monsieur knew whether the postilion, 
who had met with the fall, wore the ancient or the modern boot?" When told the 
former, he turned to his noisy revolutionary comrades, with a grimace replete with 
sarcasm, and cried, "Aha! voyez vous mes enfans — les anciennes modes ont aussi 
leur mérite!"

The old man was right "But for the celebrated boot at which travellers are so apt to 
laugh, it is probable the limb would have snapped like a pipe-stem. When one sees 
the  manner  in  which  French  horses  go  skating  along  the  slippery  roads,  he 
understands, at once, the whole mystery of this extraordinary part of a postilion's 
equipment.

We intended to look at Fontainebleau, and it was yet early when we drove into the 
forest, which, by the way, will not compare with that of Compiègne, of which you 
have already had some account. The town, like nearly every other French country 
town,  is  of  no great  beauty or  cleanliness,  though,  perhaps,  a  little  better  than 
common, as respects the latter property. We ordered dinner, and hastened to the 
château.

This palace was principally built  by François  I.,  in the well-known style  of his 
age―a sort of French-Elizabethan architecture. It  has not been much frequented 
since the accession of the Bourbons, though Henry IV., the first of that line, ii was 
accustomed to pass some of his time at it. It  is scarcely royal, except in extent, 
having but few magnificent rooms, and I think none that are in very god taste. At 
least, none such were shown to us. The principal apartment was a salle de Diane, a 
gallery of some size, but of more tawdriness than taste.  Of course,  we saw the 
rooms of Napoleon, the table of abdication, and the leg that was kicked. I was more 
struck with the imperial wash-basin, than with any thing else. It was of truly regal 
dimensions.  The  emperor  appears  to  have  been  a  connoisseur  in  this  piece  of 
furniture,  for  this  was  the  fourth  or  fifth  of  his  wash-basins  I  have  seen  and 
coveted, all being of most enviable dimensions; though I have never yet been able 
to find their pendants in any shop, except in the shape of punch-bowls.

The  rooms  occupied  by  Pius  VII.  are  large,  airy,  and  commodious—the  best, 
indeed, in the palace; though far from being either rich or regal.

I did not like the little we saw of the gardens. It is not an easy matter to make trees  
and water and verdure disagreeable to the eye; but it would be quite easy to make 
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their combination more agreeable than it is found to be here. One or two vistas, 
into the forest, too, were any thing but successful.

There  was  one  gallery  filled  with  busts,  that  looked  more  like  a  travelling 
exhibition  of  waxwork,  than  any  thing  of  the  kind  I  remember  to  have  seen. 
Washington's head was among them.

We did not see the room that was the scene of the tragedy of Monaldeschi. It was 
described to us as being beneath the aforesaid salle de Diane. What a revolution in 
opinions,  since  the  days  when  a  queen  who  had  abdicated,  dared  to  cause  a 
follower, and he not a natural born subject, to be executed in the palace of a prince, 
of whom she was merely a guest!

We left the château by its great court, an area of some two or three acres, in which 
the grass was literally growing; a certain proof that the palace was not in favour; 
for of all probable events, I take it, grass would be the least likely to grow beneath 
the  feet  of  courtiers.  Courtiers  and  demagogues,  you  know,  are  my  especial 
aversion. They are animals of the same genus, classed in different species by the 
accidents of position.

The  next  day  we  posted  on,  leisurely,  to  Auxerre,  passing  the  Yonne  at  its 
celebrated bridge. This river, a stream of the size of the Mohawk, murmured before 
the door of the inn where we lodged.

We were now quite without the influence of Paris, and effectually in the provinces. 
The  real  rusticity  of  France,  to  say the  truth,  is  very  rustic!  The  country  was 
beginning to be vine-growing, and, for a great relief, it became decidedly uneven. 
Rain—rain—rain. I stuck to the dickey, however, to the last, and was compelled to 
stop at a place called Avallon, with a slight cold and fever. An hour's rest subdued 
the latter, but it was determined to pass the third night where we were, or at the 
distance of only twenty-seven posts from the capital.  This was not hurrying on 
towards the great object of our destination, certainly, but then the landlady gravely 
assured us,  the environs of  the place were  not  only called,  but  were  moreover 
worthy to be called, la petite Suisse.

We wasted an hour in looking at the fauxbourgs, which were pretty enough, but 
which were much farther from Switzerland in character, than in distance. Our salon 
at the inn was decorated with pictures, emblematical of different countries. One 
was  a  belle  of  fair  hair  and  rosy  cheeks;  another,  a  belle  of  raven  locks  and 
pencilled eyebrows; a third, a belle of brown ringlets and azure orbs. Les Etats 
Unis  were  particularized  in  the  person  of—to  use  the  southern  vernacular―a 
wench, as black as a coal I

If it were possible to take the sense of the people of Europe on the subject, I am 
persuaded it would be found that nine out of ten believe the Americans are any 
thing but white. You may remember the account I have given you of our residence 
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on the banks of the Seine, in a small country house, that was once a sort of hunting 
lodge of Louis XV. One day,  while in the grounds, overlooking the gardener, a 
servant  ran  to  inform  me  that  the  carriage  of  "son  excellence,"  the  American 
minister, had driven into the court. He was told to return, and to say I would join 
"son excellence" in a few minutes. "Monsieur l'ambassadeur," said honest Pierre, 
the gardener, "est un grand?" I told him he stood six feet four inches, English, in 
his stockings. Pierre had seen him one day, on the boulevards at Paris. Curious to 
know how the minister could have been recognised, under such circumstances, I 
delayed  paying  my  respects  to  "son  excellence,"  another  minute,  in  order  to 
inquire. Pierre had taken an interest in America, on account of our relations, and 
had learned, in the course of his gossiping, that the minister was "un grand," and 
meeting a strapping negro on the boulevards, he jumped to his conclusion. These 
things sound odd to us, and I can remember the time when I used to set them down 
as traveller's wonders, but, believe me, they are religiously true.

From  Avallon,  the  country  became  more  pleasing,  and,  occasionally—a  rare 
quality  in  France—it  approached  the  picturesque.  La  belle  France  ought  to  be 
construed into la France utile, for the beautiful in this sense means no more than 
the beautiful of a husbandman; that is to say, easy to plough, and well ploughed.

One league of the road I well remember, for it was the first really beautiful bit of 
natural scenery I had then met with in the country.  There was a deep and bold 
valley,  a curious geological formation of rock, and a tumbling water-course. All 
this was greatly aided by a hamlet, half buried in trees, which stood on a sort of 
promontory,  and  which  terminated  in  a  ruin;  woods  finely  scattered,  and  the 
temporary disappearance of vineyards; for the vine, though so high-sounding and 
oriental in the pages of a book, like the olive, invariably lessens the beauty of a 
country, except it fringes mountain terraces, where, indeed, both help to make up 
the sum of the picturesque, though quite as much through association as through 
the eye.

In the course of the last day, we had more than once seen cows at work in the 
plough, and, in one instance, we saw a woman added to the team. The country 
physicians, too, with their saddle-bags and hardy roadsters, had a rural look. If you 
had travelled through endless lines of nearly leafless trees, over paved roads, and 
athwart  open  wastes  covered  with stubble,  unrelieved  by even  a  house,  except 
those which are crowded into dirty,  squalid, monotonous villages, for leagues—
leagues—leagues,  you  would  know  how  to  prize  the  appearance  of  even  an 
apothecary  on  horseback!  Most  of  these  travelling  leeches,  I  observed,  had 
holsters; but whether they contained pistols, or something more dangerous, I could 
not ascertain.

We reached  Dijon,  the  ancient,  storied  capital  of  Burgundy,  in  good  time  for 
dinner. The Osages, of whom I spoke in a former letter, had preceded us, and were 
making a sensation. I believe, however,  I forgot to give you the history of this 
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portion of our red brethren. They had been induced by a Frenchman to come to 
Europe on a speculation. As this motive was altogether too vulgar to be openly 
attributed to men who were to pass for warriors and heroes, it was varied according 
to circumstances. With the pious, they came for the good of their souls; with the 
refined, to get a few hints on civilization; and with the political, to lay the ground-
work  of  future  alliances,  against  the  day  when they  were  to  wage  war  on  the 
Americans!  Absurd  as  the  latter  may seem,  I  have  been  distinctly  told it,  and 
believe it to be true. It is not an easy matter to make an American who has never 
been abroad comprehend the great  ignorance of our situation which prevails  all 
over Europe;—I know nothing to which it can be so aptly compared, as it may be 
to the ignorance of Europe which exists all over America. I was shown, at Paris, a 
memorial addressed to the French government by the speculator in question, in 
which he laid great stress on the benefit France might anticipate from a trade with 
this powerful tribe; a trade that, every one knows, cannot take place so long as this 
republic  holds  its  present  authority  over  the  territory  they  occupy.  Mrs.  ―,  a 
countrywoman of ours, who circulated freely in high French society, related to me 
an amusing contre  tems that  occurred  to  herself,  in  connexion with these  very 
Osages. She was making a morning call, and, speaking French fluently, was not 
recognised  by  another  visiter,  who  had  just  come  from  the  levee  of  these 
gentlemen. The latter was voluble in their praises, and from extolling their paint, 
big  ears,  and  tomahawks,  she  had  got  as  far  as  the  ulterior  political  views,  
connected with a visit  to France,  when she was stopped by the mistress  of the 
house, who did know Mrs. ―, and thought the other indiscreet. The latter had got 
so  far,  before  she  was  stopped,  however,  as  to  have  expatiated  on  the  warm 
attachment of the travelling heroes to France, and on their utter detestation of the 
Americans.iii

Dijon has some remains of the middle ages, but of what interest are such things to 
one who is within forty leagues of Switzerland, and who is actually in sight of the 
Jura?



LETTER II

MY DEAR ―

This was the 17th of July, 1828, and on the 18th July, 1826, we first put foot in 
France. We were about to quit it that day two years. How much is there to admire 
in that great country; how much to shut the eyes to in disgust!

The first relay, after quitting Dijon, was at an insignificant hamlet, called Genlis. 
Struck by the name, and by the sight of a herd of cows, and of that of a small 
château near the post-house, by a queer association we were led to inquire if this 
was the spot where Mesdames de Silléry et de Genlis took the baths of milk? The 
good woman of the house laughed at the question, and protested that there was not 
milk enough in the whole village to furnish baths for two so great ladies. Though 
often mistaken for such, this is not  the  Genlis. The latter is further north, at no 
great distance from Paris.

By the way,  this word château is  greatly abused of late.  It  properly signifies,  I 
believe, a castellated and moated edifice; but it is now applied, without distinction, 
to every thing that looks like the residence of a country gentleman. The French 
usually term the palace of the Tuileries the château. The old Louvre was a château; 
the name, I presume, has been transferred insensibly to the more modem abode of 
royalty.

We had before us, now, a plain of great extent, whose eastern boundary was a faint 
line of blue.  This was the beginning of those vast  ranges  of mountains,  which, 
commencing  in  nearly  perpendicular  walls  of  rocks  on  the  shores  of  the 
Mediterranean, are only lost in the remotest provinces of eastern Europe. It is true 
that those before us were merely a sort of outwork of the Alps, the Jura; but they 
bear such a relation to this grand geological formation, as the bastion bears to the 
citadel. We tried to believe that some of the distant ridges were in Neufchâtel, a 
small territory that, by one of the late political changes, has become a part of the 
Helvetic Confederation.

About noon we came to the margin of our plain, which is watered by the Saone, on 
crossing which we entered Auxonne, one of the fortresses of this frontier, and a 
place  that  is  now celebrated  as  the  spot  where  Napoleon  received  his  military 
education. You know that France is girt with triple lines of fortresses on the aide of 
the continent; though these near the mountains are of much less magnitude and 
strength than those which lie nearer to Belgium and Germany. Diplomacy is made 
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to perform the part of ramparts in this region, Switzerland being as good a fortress, 
in the hands of friends, as can be desired.

We began to ascend gently on quitting Auxonne, and we were soon beyond the 
limits of Burgundy, and within those of Franche Comté. This large and important 
province was one of the acquisitions that Louis XIV. was enabled to keep. On a 
height, that lay a short distance on our left, was a ruin, which the guide-books say 
was formerly a castle of Roland. This prince and Cæsar seem to divide the French 
ruins between them, as the parchments have it, "share and share alike." They are 
tenants in common of half the round towers one meets with between Calais and 
Marseilles.

The day was lovely, and I had persuaded A― to share my seat on the carriage box. 
As we rounded the little height on which the ruin is seated, she exclaimed, "What a 
beautifully white cloud!" Taking the direction from her finger, I saw an accurately 
defined mass,  that  resembled the highest  wreath of a  cloud whose volume was 
concealed behind the mountains of the Jura, which, by this time, were so near as to 
be quite distinct. There was something that was not cloudy, too, in its appearance 
Its outline was like that of a chiseled rock, and its whiteness greatly surpassed the 
brilliancy of vapour. I called to the postilion, and pointed out this extraordinary 
object. "Mont Blanc, monsieur." We were, according to the maps, at least seventy 
miles from it, in an air line!

I  shall  never  forget  the  thrill  of  that  moment  There  is  a  feeling  allied  to  the 
universal love of the mysterious, that causes us all to look with pleasure at any 
distant object which insensibly leads the mind to the contemplation of things that 
are  invisible.  The  imagination  steals  down  the  sides  of  distant  peaks  into  the 
valleys, which it is apt to people with creatures from its stores of recollections, or, 
perhaps, by its own creative powers. This glimpse of the glacier, for it was only a 
glimpse, the shining mass settling behind the Jura as we descended on a gallop 
towards Dole, transported us all, over a long line of road, into the very heart of the 
country  towards  which  we  were  hastening.  Mont  Blanc,  it  is  true,  is  not  in 
Switzerland,  but  it  is  a  part  of  the  same  wonderful  formation  that  renders 
Switzerland so remarkable, and the eye actually swept across two of the cantons, 
and half  of Savoy,  to take in this speck of  aerial  brightness.  I  never  before  so 
ardently  longed  for  wings,  though their  possession used to  be one of  the most 
constant of my youthful aspirations.

After quitting Dole we traversed another wide valley, that is watered by the Doub 
and its tributaries, until we reached the foot of the Jura. Here, for the first time in 
Europe, we saw Indian corn,  though of a quality much inferior to the luxuriant 
growth we have at home. It was a great relief to be fairly rid of the monotony of 
French husbandry, and of the fatiguing plains, for a nature that in a great degree 
defied the labours of man. The ascent was rather gradual than severe, but we made 
an entire relay of two posts, without breaking into a trot. The weariness  of the 
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ascent was relieved by glimpses at the country just passed, and at nightfall we drew 
near a wild gorge, (the first of the hundreds it has been our good fortune since to 
look upon and dwell amongst,) which had that pleasing mixture of nature and art 
that is wanting in America, but which abounds over all the more ancient regions of 
the eastern hemisphere. Precipitous rocks rose to a great height on both sides of the 
pass (the only one practicable for a road) crowned with the ruins of castles, and 
fortified by works that are not yet considered useless. In the very pass, which is 
only a few hundred feet in width, is crowded a town called Salins. This place had, 
in a great  degree,  been  destroyed  by fire,  and,  although it  was rising from the 
desolation in better buildings than before,  I do not remember to have entered a 
scene of greater confusion and ruin, than was presented, as we slowly dragged our 
way, in the gloom of twilight, into its narrow and dilapidated streets.

Salins, as the name would indicate, is connected with the manufactory of salt. The 
town was so filled that we found lodgings with difficulty. We got in, at length, at 
an  inferior  tavern,  where,  as  usual,  we were  made to  pay more  than  common 
prices, for fare that was worse than common. Take counsel of an old traveller, and 
never go to a second-rate house, in any town less than a capital, such invariably 
being the penalty. We had ordered tea, and when we hinted that its colour was not 
quite as high as would be agreeable, the mistress of the house gravely assured us it 
must be good, as she had that moment procured it from the apothecary! The good 
woman believed she was administering medicine. The virtues of tea, as a common 
beverage, had not yet penetrated this part of the Jura.

The chevaux de renfort,  on the following morning, gave notice that we were to 
climb; and climb we did, scarcely crawling for the first hour or two. Slow as was 
our progress, we soon ascended into an entirely new world. The runs of water were 
no longer turbid and dirty, as was the case, almost without exception, from Calais 
to Dole; the houses, though still wanting in neatness, became picturesque and rural 
in  their  forms,  ingredients  in  a  landscape  in  which  most  of  France  is  greatly 
deficient Their roofs projected, to cast the snows from the doors, and the layers of 
shingles  were  bound to  the  rafters  by poles  loaded  with large  flat  stones.  The 
panoramas and engravings had already taught us that this usage was Swiss. The 
whole character of the country too, was changed, for, although we occasionally 
descended to cross a wide valley,  the region, as a whole, was mountainous and 
savage. In one instance, we went up a long hill-side, and plunged into a dark forest 
of larches, that, at once, transported us back to America. I do not mean that the 
larch is common in our woods, for it is not; but the general features of these Jura 
wilds are sufficiently like those of the pine, to maintain the resemblance.

We reached at last, a point where the road overlooked another broad valley,  or 
plain, through which flowed a stream of some size, and at whose farther side stood 
a town. The mountain rose like a wall beyond, to an elevation much greater than 
any thing we had yet seen. The river ran northward, and yet it was the Doubs, a 
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tributary of the Rhone. It  makes a circuit here among the hills, inclining to the 
southward, however, before it arrives at Besançon.

It began to rain, and the clouds settled in dense mist on the black fields of larches. 
In this state of things, we dashed into Pontarlier, the last town of France, and the 
end of the post route. This place, though particularly well washed on the present 
occasion, had an air of general neatness that is not common in French villages. Its 
principal street was wide and clean, the houses appearing much more comfortable 
than usual; but I owe it to this part of France to say, that a want of filth is much 
more prevalent here than it is farther west

There are no post routes established by law in Switzerland; but on every road that 
touches  one  from  any  other  country,  arrangements  are  made  to  transport  the 
traveller as far as the nearest town. The post-master at Pontarlier agreed to send us 
on, forthwith, to Val Travers, or half the distance to Neufchâtel.

It rained when we left the post-house, but not hard enough to drive A― and myself 
from the  carriage  box.  Enveloped  in  a  good  cloth  cloak,  and  protected  by  an 
umbrella, we determined to brave the weather, and to enter Switzerland with our 
eyes open. That dark misty barrier of mountain, which crossed our path like a wall, 
and  which  loomed  before  us  through  the  warm  mist,  powerfully  awakened 
curiosity, and we were desirous of witnessing the rising of the curtain.

We were soon at the base of the hills, where the road inclined southwardly.  At 
times, the mist descended nearly to our own level, (we were already at a great 
elevation, though in a valley,) completely shutting out the view of the mountain. 
Then it rained like a deluge, and we were glad to ensconce ourselves in the cloth. 
Presently the wind blew in our teeth as if discharged by a pair of gigantic bellows, 
and the carnage inclined more to the eastward. In the midst of the mêlée of wind, 
mist, and rain, I perceived that we were galloping through a narrow gorge, the road 
the whole time being excellent, and as level as a floor.

The wind and rain ceased,leaving the atmosphere charged with humidity, the hills 
loaded  with vapour,  and  the  air  mild  and  balmy.  Casting aside  the  cloak,  and 
lowering the umbrella, we looked eagerly around. The gorge that had just been 
passed it would scarcely be exaggerated to term a mountain-gateway, and we were 
in a strait and deep valley, which soon diverged into two, one leading northward, 
the other  in  a  north-easterly  direction.  At  the  point  of  separation  a  high  rocky 
promontory obtruded itself, directly across the line of our route, commanding by its 
position  both  passes.  It  was  crowned  by  long  irregular  piles  of  buildings, 
castellated and fortified, that frowned on the very margin of the precipice. This was 
the Château de Joux, the last hold of France on this road, and celebrated as the 
prison in which the ruthless policy of Napoleon caused Touissant to linger out the 
close of  a  life  that  had commenced within the tropics.  The transition from the 
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climate of St Domingo to that of the Jura, was in itself a cruel, and, in this case, a 
most unmerited punishment.

When will mankind cease to regard only the gorgeous points in the history of this 
extraordinary  soldier,  and to  weigh  him and his  career  in  the scales  of  eternal 
justice? I can answer my own question. This will happen, when men cease to say, 
"such and such acts are for my interests," substituting, "such is my duty." Our own 
country is filled with Napoleons on a small scale. How often is the word "interest" 
dinging in our ears, and how seldom are we required to recollect that there is such 
a thing as principle at all! I perfectly agree with the English traveller who asserts 
that the freedom with which selfish and improper motives and acts are avowed, in 
our native land, is quite astounding I do not believe we are much worse than the 
best of our neighbours, and I do believe that we are much better than the worst of 
them; but I know no people who tear away the veil from human infirmities with 
half the reckless hardihood.

The carriage whirled beneath the beetling battlements of Joux, inclining northward. 
The vapour began to lift, and there were moments when it rolled upwards until it 
exposed a thousand feet of gloomy larches, a dark array that left the fancy to fix 
the limits to their aerial boundary. Half an hour of such varying scenery,  during 
which it was scarcely possible to say which received the most pleasure, the eye or 
the imagination, was sufficient to persuade us to belong to that class of picturesque 
hunters, who prefer mists to a bright sun. But I have already given in my adhesion 
on this point, in the description of Paris, as seen from Montmartre.

Common honesty requires I should add, that we were still in France, a country to 
whose nature, as you well know, I have been no flatterer. But the greater reputation 
of the cantons has swallowed up all conflicting claims of this sort, in their own 
neighbourhood,  and few people think, I  verily believe,  of Mont Blanc,  without 
passing it, incontinently, to the credit of the Swiss. Thus do we claim Niagara as 
our own, while both the English and French attribute them to the Canadas; the first 
because they own those provinces, and the last because they once did own them.

We soon stopped at an insignificant hamlet, of unexceptionable neatness, and even 
of  picturesque  beauty,  and  still  it  was  France.  A  gens  d'armes  examined  the 
passport, and we proceeded. The postillion pointed to a sort of vista in the larches, 
which  descended  from the  clouds  to  the  meadows,  and  gave  us  the  agreeable 
information, as we came abreast of it, that it separated the two countries. A house 
stood near the road, for ever since quitting Salins, isolated farm-houses had, more 
or less, adorned the fields, and this, we were told, stood in France, while its nearest 
meadow was in Switzerland.

The republic  has  no  custom-houses,  nor  any import  duties,  and  we passed  the 
frontier on a brisk trot To render the entrée more agreeable, the sun began to stir 
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the mists, and we had the pleasure of their company without the apprehension of 
rain.

Although  the  country  had  been  gradually  improving  in  the  picturesque  and  in 
neatness for the last eight or ten posts, the change in its appearance now became 
truly magical. Cottages of admirable forms and of faultless neatness were scattered 
profusely along the road side, the path itself being narrowed to the width which is 
exactly suited to good taste. The verdure, in the valley, rivalled the emerald, while 
the mountains loomed out from behind their curtains of vapour in dark patches of 
rock and larches.  We hear  a  great  deal  of  the verdure  of England;  but  1  have 
already told you that it is the winter rather than the summer verdure of that country, 
which occasions  surprise.  The  liveliest  Verdure  of  England  does  not  equal  the 
liveliest  verdure  of  even  New  York,  more  especially  in  the  forests;  but  the 
imagination can scarce conceive of any vegetation of a purer tint or more even 
texture, than that of the meadows which covered the entire valley through which 
we were trotting, and this, too, along a road that absolutely was wanting in nothing 
to render it both good and beautiful. What a change from the wearying pavés of the 
routes royales, their everlasting sameness, and the avenues of dusty elms!

The dwellings were uniformly at some little distance from the highway,  and, so 
tenacious are  these  mountaineers  of  their  soil,  not  an inch  of  naked  earth  was 
visible, with the exception of here and there a foot-path that went serpenting from 
cottage to cottage, through the emerald lawns, in a way to give the whole valley the 
appearance of a vast extent of pleasure-grounds, laid out with the most admirable 
simplicity.

The effect of this sudden transition on us all, was like that of passing into a new 
world. We had never before witnessed such a nature, and to me it really seemed 
that I had never before seen so faultless an exhibition of art. The horses trotted 
merrily through this little valley,  and, as Byron was wont facetiously to imitate 
some murderer of English, we followed in their train, absolutely overflowing with 
"touzy-mouzy".

We caught glimpses of the people, which bespoke a population entirely different 
from the field-going, brown, and semi-barbarous peasantry of France. The women 
were quietly seated at the windows, employed in proper female pursuits, instead of 
trampling  in  the  mud  with  wooden  shoes,  or  carrying  panniers  like  beasts  of 
burden; and the men appeared to have little to do in the fields beyond trimming the 
meadows to their beautiful coats of velvet. Husbandry,  in these high and moist 
regions, is principally confined to the wants of the dairy; and the Neufchâtelois are 
much addicted to the fabrication of watches. Instead of assembling in towns, the 
labour is  carried  on in the cottages,  and no doubt a  great  deal  of  the ease and 
neatness which so agreeably surprised us, proceeded from this source.
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We left this valley by a pass so narrow that there was barely room for the road, 
between the beetling rock on one side and a dark ravine on the other. Through the 
latter brawled the little river that was formed by the contributions of the adjoining 
hills. The Swiss, at the period of the last great invasion, drew an enormous chain 
across this road, to intercept the artillery and baggage of their enemies, which the 
French broke, by running the muzzle of a gun against  it,  while their own light 
troops kept the riflemen who defended the pass, well occupied. Some of the huge 
staples still remain imbedded in the stone.

At the point just mentioned, we began to descend, by sharp and steep turns, which 
carried us down into the celebrated Val Travers. Here our French postilion took his 
leave, committing us to the hands of the Swiss, for the next three months.

Although this valley is larger and even more beautiful than that of les Verrières, 
(the  one  just  passed,)  and  the  habitations  are  much  superior,  the  neatness  and 
verdure being everywhere the same, I do not think we were as much struck with it 
as with the latter. We were not taken so completely by surprise, and there had been 
some abuses committed, in the shape of architectural innovations, with which we 
could have dispensed. Some, who had visited other lands and returned rich, have 
dared to introduce colonnades and pediments, among the cottages of larch. A real 
Swiss cottage is as much adapted to Swiss scenery, as the gothic is suited to the 
holy and sublime feelings of devotion, and evil be the hour when any inhabitant of 
these mountains was beset with the ambitious desire of imitating Phidias! We are 
not  guiltless  of  this  pretension  ourselves,  for  there  is  scarce  a  shingle  village 
throughout the country, that has not more or less of these classical caricatures, and 
half the divines seem to think their theology imperfect, unless it can be inculcated 
beneath a dome that looks like a cracked tea-cup, or from among ill-proportioned 
pine columns that are rent by the heat of two or three Nott stoves.

The evening was beautiful  when we left Val Travers.  The mists had joined the 
clouds, or were already lost in the void, and the sun was tinging the view with a 
yellow  light  that  harmonized  gloriously  with  the  dark  forests  and  verdant 
meadows. As the carriage began to ascend a mountain, we all got out and walked 
at least a mile, enjoying the beauties of such a scene, to the "top of our bent." A 
solitary pedestrian was toiling his way up the mountain; and, leaving the rest of the 
party, I joined him, and got into discourse. His "bon soir, monsieur," air, accent, 
and "tournure," though those of an artisan, were all decidedly French.  "Monsieur  
comes from Paris?" after  a  little familiarity was established between us.  "Oui.'' 
"Apparemment, monsieur est Anglais?" "Non; Américain." "Ah! Anglo-Américain,  
n'est  ce  pas,  monsieur?" glancing  his  eye  back  at  the  group  in  the  rear,  most 
probably to see if they were black.  "Des Etats Unis, mon ami." "C'est un beau 
pays,  là  bas?"  "Ma  fois,  comme  ça;  ce  n'est  pas  à  comparer  avec  celui  ci,  
pourtant.," "Comment!—monsieur, croit que ceci est beau! moi, je ne le crois pas  
beau; c'est pittoresque, mais pas beau; a mon idée, un pays comme celui auprès de  
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Dijon est beau; là les champs sont plats, et dignes d'etre cultivé." At present, you 
have a Frenchman's distinction between the  beau  and the  pittoresque.  There was 
nothing to be said against it, and we changed the discourse, I being obliged tacitly 
to admit that Neufchâtel is picturesque but not beautiful.

The approach of night compelled the whole of us to take refuge in the carriage. It  
soon became very dark, neither moon nor star shedding its light upon us, and we 
toiled on for an hour, literally without being able to see each other's faces. Every 
one was convinced that we were travelling amid scenes that would have delighted 
us, which made the road still more fatiguing, and, in truth, I learned soon after, that 
we had passed one of the most extraordinary coup d'œils in Europe, in this blind 
and unsatisfactory manner. I then determined so to measure my étapes, as never to 
go a mile in Switzerland again after dark; a resolution that was faithfully adhered 
to.

We found we were going down—down—down—until we began to apprehend a 
return to the lower regions, or to the level from which we had been gradually rising 
for the last two days, but, in point of fact, we were only descending the last and 
highest range of the Jura. About nine, the carriage stopped before the principal inn 
in the town of Neufchâtel.



LETTER III

MY DEAR ―,

On rising this morning, we found ourselves again in a new world. Neufchâtel lies 
on the west side of the lake which gives its name to both the canton and the town, 
and directly at the base of the eastern range of the Jura, which stretches like a wall 
along the water and the valley, for the distance of a hundred miles. The town itself, 
though of no great size, is neat and well placed, having its business parts on the 
very strand, and its better habitations more retired. Many of the latter cling to the 
hill-side, and are buried among vineyards. The place is neat, and apparently thrifty.

But the town was scarcely regarded, among the sublime objects that here met us. 
W― was the first afoot, and he had not been out of the house five minutes, before 
he came panting back to hurry us forth to enjoy the view. We followed as fast as 
we could, and were, indeed, well rewarded for the pains.

The lake, which is some thirty miles in length, by some five or six in width, was, as 
a matter of course,  the nearest  object  Our own shore was the wall  of the Jura, 
sufficiently varied by promontories and ravines to be striking. The opposite was an 
undulating,  but  comparatively  champaign  country,  and  beyond  this  rose  in 
grandeur, the entire range of the Oberland distinctly visible for a distance of sixty 
or eighty miles.

Before this sublime sight, all that we had yet seen, even to the glittering peak of 
Mont Blanc, sunk into insignificance. It is not easy to convey a sufficiently vivid 
picture of a view so glorious with the pen, and I hardly know how to set about it; 
for I am fully aware that however kindly you may be disposed to be satisfied with 
an imperfect description, it is not easy for one who has actually looked upon it to 
please himself. You must imagine, therefore, as well as you can, what would be the 
appearance  of  frozen  snow piled  in  the  heavens  to  the  height  of  a  mile,  and 
stretching  twenty  leagues  across  the  boundary  of  an  otherwise  beautiful  view, 
having its sides shaded by innumerable ravines, or rather valleys, with, here and 
there,  a patch of hoary naked rock, and the upper line of all  tossed into peaks, 
mountain tops, and swelling ridges, like the waves of a colossal ocean. The very 
beau  idéal  of  whiteness  is  not  purer  than  the  congealed  element,  or  chiselled 
marble better defined.

After all, we had seen nothing, knew nothing of Switzerland, until now! Even what 
we there beheld was at the distance of some sixty miles, and again I wished for 
wings, that I might fly towards the glittering piles; Neufchâtel, its lake, its beautiful 
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environs, and all the near view, being unable to divert the spirit an instant from the 
study of objects so sublime.

Throughout the day, which was beautiful and a Sunday, we could scarcely keep 
our eyes from this glorious sight, which seemed to belong as much to heaven as to 
earth; and, fatigued as we had been by the late journey, if it had not been a day 
when business could not  be done,  or my purse had not been exhausted,  which 
rendered an interview with a banker necessary, I fear we might have hurried on to 
get nearer to the bases of these wonderful Alps. As it was, we gazed at them in the 
distance, and imagined what would be their appearance when actually among the 
frozen piles.

I might here commence a tiresome and grave account of Neufchâtel; but it is my 
intention to save you, as far as possible, from reading commonplace accounts of 
common-place  things.  There  is  one  peculiarity  in  regard  to  this  little  territory, 
however,  that  it  may be  well  enough  to  mention.  Although,  to  all  intents  and 
purposes,  one of  the  twenty-two cantons  of  the Helvetic  Confederation,  it  is  a 
principality, and the King of Prussia is its prince. This sovereign, therefore, like the 
King of  Great  Britain,  may be made to  wage  war  on himself.  Neufchâtel  was 
formerly an independent state, under the sway of a petty prince, on the failure of 
whose line, about a century since, it passed, either by consanguinity or selection, (I 
believe the latter,)  to the house of Brandenburgh.  Like most  of the other small 
states that surrounded Switzerland, it had long been an ally of the republic; but, at 
the peace of 1814, when the country was again remodelled, it was admitted, with 
others, to the rank of a canton. You are probably aware that an ally was connected 
by no other tie than a treaty, while the canton formed a part of the confederation, 
and had a vote in the national diet There are no more allies, I believe. Napoleon 
made Marshal Berthier Duke of Neufchâtel, although he was better known by the 
title of Prince of Wagram. Some of the coin struck during his ephemeral reign is 
still to be met with.iv

The Neufchâtelois speak French, and the canton, like its sisters of Geneva, Vaud, 
and Valais, may be included among those of a French character;  though it  is a 
character greatly modified by the circumstances of situation, government, religion, 
and pursuits.

On Monday morning, we provided ourselves with maps, and with a copy of Ebel, a 
work of great utility, though not without errors, and, what is of more importance, 
still, in Helvetia, with cash. But what. book of travels is free from gross faults of 
this kind? I do not flatter myself that these letters will form an exception, while it 
has been, and shall continue to be, my object to render them as little obnoxious to 
the charge as circumstances, my own ignorance included, will allow.

After breakfast we left Neufchâtel, to plunge deeper into Switzerland, of which I 
began to think, after all the beauties of Val Travers, we had, as yet, enjoyed but a 
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distant view. The three horses were attached to the calèche, unicorn, or à la mode 
de  l'Allemagne,  and  away we  trotted,  on  as  fair  a  day  as  ever  smiled  on  the 
creation.

There is a plain of some tenor fifteen leagues in width between the Jura and the 
Alps, athwart which, in a diagonal line, lay our road. Its surface is broken, though 
not so much as to render tillage painful, and it is everywhere beautifully sprinkled 
with wood, and in high order. Through this broad valley flows the Aar, one of the 
principal rivers of Switzerland. Its course is northward, until it meets the Limmat 
and the Reuss, when the three pour their waters in a body into the Rhine, at no 
great distance above Basle.

The roads are as fine as possible, and the scenery quite like our own better sort of 
country scenery, with here and there a memorial of the middle ages, things that are 
known to us, only, in story. We had a glimpse of the lake of Bienne, and of the 
island  of  Rousseau;  but  the former  seemed tame,  even  compared  with its  near 
neighbour of Neufchâtel, which is, by no means, celebrated among the waters of 
these mountains.

We had a  goûter  at Aarberg, a small town that is surrounded by the Aar; and a 
league  or  two  beyond  it,  we  passed,  or  rather  passed  through,  the  first  Swiss 
château we had yet seen. The road actually runs through the court of this building, 
which  is  an  inconsiderable  pile,  like  most  Swiss  edifices,  irregular,  and  of  no 
architectural  pretension.  It  was  formerly  the  abode  of  a  feudal  baron, 
notwithstanding; nobility, like every other mundane quality, being a comparative 
and not a positive condition of man. The English gentleman, in every important 
requisite, is more of a nobleman than half the nobles of the continent, and, were it 
not for the manner in which gentility is diluted by distances in America, the same 
would be true  of  our  own gentlemen.  But  my moral  will  be more  evident,  by 
simply saying that a King of the Pottowattomies and a King of France fill very 
different stations in life.

We came into the canton  of  Berne,  after  the first  two leagues  of  road,  and in 
territory, at least, we were now in the real, ancient Switzerland, Berne being the 
eighth canton admitted into the Confederation; an event which occurred as far back 
as the year  1353. It  has long been the most important of the sisterhood, by its 
territories, wealth, and population; taking rank as the second in the ancient order of 
cantonal precedency. It is the empire-canton of the Confederation, as we of New 
York so modestly term our own vigorous political sprout, which, a wilderness the 
other  day,  now contains  ten  times  the  wealth,  twice  the  cultivated  territory,  a 
greater population, and more resources than the whole of even the Helvetia of our 
own times.

Throughout the day we saw nothing of the Alps; for the inequalities of the ground 
along which we were travelling, and the great quantity of wood that is scattered 
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over the valley limited the view. But towards evening, on turning the swell of a 
ridge, the whole range, or rather the whole of its finest parts, stood suddenly before 
us. We had sensibly lessened the distance between us and the peaks, since quitting 
Neufchâtel; and, as the sun threw its light from behind us, it was not difficult to 
distinguish even the icy ravines  that  furrow their sides.  The meeting was quite 
unexpected,  and  it  occasioned  a  thrill  in  my  whole  system.  We  had  these 
magnificent objects before us the rest of the way to Berne, from which city also 
they are in plain view.

The road, as we drew near the town, was lined by side-walks, and avenues of fine 
trees, and no garden-path could be in better condition. It was a source of complaint, 
before  the  revolution,  that  the  Bernese  neglected  the  roads  in  their  conquered 
territories,  while they kept those in their own immediate vicinity in the highest 
state of repair. Concerning the first part of the charge I shall be mute; but nothing 
is probably more true than the last.

We entered  the  gates  of  this  venerable  seat  of  aristocracy  in  the  shape  of  the 
Bürgerschaft, just as the sun was setting, and drove to le Faucon, one of its best 
and most frequented inns, which, like most other best and most frequented inns, 
was so full as to render us less comfortable than was desirable.



LETTER IV

DEAR ―,

Berne  is,  assuredly,  both  a  picturesque  and  a  beautiful  town.  It  stands  on  a 
peninsula formed by the windings of the Aar, and as this river has dug for itself a 
channel near, or quite a hundred feet below the surface of the adjoining country, 
the place appears to lie on an eminence, while, in fact, it is rather lower than the 
level  of most  of  the great  valley of the canton. The. history of this city is  the 
history  of  the  canton,  and,  in  some  measure,  it  is  the  history  of  the  Helvetic 
Confederation.

The whole of this mountainous region, after the breaking up of the kingdom of 
Burgundy—not the duchy, which, in comparison, was quite a modern state—this 
portion of Switzerland fell into the hands of divers great barons, or petty princes, 
among the most powerful of whom was the house of Hapsbourg. These counts of 
Hapsbourg were strictly of Swiss origin, and they are the source of the present 
house of Austria, though through the female line. The country immediately around 
Berne was granted by this family to one of its  great  nobles,  as an independent 
sovereignty, about the year 1200, and, for a time, it was known as the duchy of 
Zæringue, or Zæringen. This state was of short duration, however, for as early as 
the thirteenth century, Berne was ruled by its own burghers.

The origin and character of the peculiar aristocracy which so long governed this 
canton  and  its  dependencies,  and  which  still  governs  the  cantonv proper,  shall 
detain you from more agreeable matter but a moment But I have promised to point 
out any thing peculiar in the polity of foreign states, and there is very little general 
knowledge in America of the real condition of Switzerland, if I can judge of my 
own complete ignorance on the subject, previously to visiting the country.

The city  of  Berne  was  built  on  its  present  site  on  account  of  its  facilities  for 
defence. The great depth of the bed of the Aar, and its singular curvature, cause the 
place  to  be  completely  encircled  with  an  admirable  natural  ditch,  with  the 
exception of a neck of land of no great width. A wall thrown across the latter, and 
the construction of houses of solid stone work along the brow of the precipices that 
overhang the stream, made it, at a period when the use of artillery was unknown, at 
once a fortified town.

In the middle ages industry was always fain to take refuge within good substantial 
walls. The lawlessness of the times, the predatory violence of the barons, whose 
castles dotted the surface of nearly all Europe, and the manner in which right was 
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made to yield to might, rendered such protection indispensable to the growth of 
civilization. Berne became one of those cities of refuge to commerce and the arts, 
though always on a scale suited to the condition and wants of a region like that of 
Switzerland, and, in the course of half a century, many of the neighbouring nobles, 
even, were glad to associate themselves with the powerful  fraternity of citizens 
which sprung up behind the defences of the Aar, and to enrol themselves in the list 
of burghers, in order to find protection against others of their caste, who were too 
strong to be resisted.

Such,  in  brief,  was  the  origin  of  the  city  of  Berne.  She  extended  her  limits 
gradually around her walls, this year swallowing up one seigneurie and the next 
another,  until  she  reached  something  like  her  present  extent  of  territory.  Not 
content with these acquisitions, however, she engaged in war, and the country of 
Vaud, as it was then called, together with that of Argovie, were both conquered, 
and held as  dependencies  until  the French  revolution, when each was rendered 
independent and made a separate canton. There are sad blots in the escutcheon of 
liberty, one of her votaries holding men, and another entire states in bondage!

All this time, the government of Berne was in the Bürgerschaft, or the body of the 
burghers, a class of citizens who correspond with our own freemen, as they existed 
before the formation of the present constitution, and when the "freedom of a city" 
carried with it a political right. As these burghers were comparatively few, and the 
right was hereditary, the government of the canton is strictly an aristocracy. The 
rights of the Bürgerschaft  may be acquired;  they are even openly bought at the 
present time. Of all the expedients to deposit and maintain power and privileges in 
the hands, of a few, that of these open aristocracies is the most ingenious, and the 
least likely to give way, if they who reap the benefits know how to moderate their 
desires. The whole secret is in wisely graduating exactions.

Berne  is  not  rich  enough,  and  has  too  little  call  for  taxation,  to  render  its 
aristocracy  particularly  oppressive.  Perhaps  it  is  the  most  just  and  the  most 
moderate of all the governments of this form, that have existed in modern times; in 
short, it may be considered as the very beau idéal of exclusion. The laws are said 
to be well executed, tie police is vigorous and equitable, while the sinecures are 
scarcely worth quarrelling about It is true that certain families have filled particular 
employments for ages, but this is a matter of far less importance to the public at 
large,  than  to  a  few  ambitious  individuals.  There  is  no  marine,  no  army,  no 
representation to create expense, and, on the whole, the public gets on probably 
quite as well as it can hope to get on, until education shall be more diffused, and 
more avenues are opened to personal enterprise. One of the withering effects of 
exclusion is the dread of inquiry, and thought is shackled to suppress it; a policy 
that is certain to retard civilization, and to keep the poor uncomfortable. Berne is 
obnoxious to this charge, in common with every other state that is not really free; 
for mere lessons in obedience, and homilies on submission and patience, like those 
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taught  in  the  European  governments  that  affect  to  instruct,  are  not  to  be 
confounded with the liberal education which, by setting the spirit free, arouses the 
latent energies of character.

Although the political aristocracy of Berne is strictly that of the Burghers, there are 
several  noble  families  of-  great  antiquity  and  of  long  continued  political 
importance in the canton. The Erlachs have been celebrated in the Confederation 
for  five  hundred  years:  an Erlach  leading his  countrymen  against  the bands of 
Austria in the fourteenth century, and an Erlach heading the forces of the canton 
against the French invasion at the close of the eighteenth. The Swiss nobility are 
supposed  to  derive  their  rank  from  some  of  the  sovereigns,  the  emperor  in 
particular; though there are, as usual, one or two, I believe, who pretend to be older 
than the rest of mankind. There is no more valid objection to a family cherishing 
recollections like these,  than there is in an honest exultation at the greatness of 
living relatives. I believe, when kept in due bounds, that they serve to make men 
better; and God forbid the day should ever arrive in America, when the noble acts 
of the ancestor shall cease to be the subject of felicitation with the descendant. All 
that common sense and the most fastidious principles require is care, in fostering 
such feelings, that what is properly a sentiment, be not converted into a narrow and 
injurious prejudice. Were I a Swiss, I should be proud of being an Erlach;  but, 
being an Erlach, I should think I acted as best became an Erlach, in giving every 
one of my fellows an absolute and equal participation in all my political rights. It 
strikes me, that there is no chivalry in refusing a "clear field and no favour" in 
politics,  as  well  as  in  all  other  honourable  competition.  Exclusion may muster 
some arguments on the score of that branch of worldly prudence that is sometimes 
yclept selfishness, but to set it up like an antique to be admired, on the pedestal of 
chivalry,  is downright delusion! There is not a particle of the truly noble in any 
thing but fair play. What meaner advantage can be taken in the race of greatness, 
than to start for the goal in possession of "the track," merely because we have been 
favoured by the accident of birth.

The notions that  are generally entertained of republics  are too often vague and 
untrue, as I fancy you will confess, after reading over this imperfect account of the 
polity of Berne. You will always remember, however, that this canton no longer 
holds Vaud and Argovie in vassalage, though something like such a state of things 
still exists in Schwytz, the very focus of Helvetic freedom. But liberty,  half the 
time, means no more than national  independence.  Even among ourselves,  what 
errors are prevalent on the subject of the institutions. Nine out of ten of our worthy 
Bürgerschaft, more especially of the erudite and accomplished class that comprises 
the talents, decency, and property of the country, (according to their own account 
of the matter,) will swear to you that civil and religious liberty are guaranteed by 
the federal constitution, when, so far as that instrument is concerned, the twenty-
four states may establish twenty-four different religions as soon as they please, and 
the civil liberty of the citizen may be legally put at the disposal of an aristocracy 
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far narrower than that of Berne.  I do not know that it would be contrary to the 
federal constitution, even, for an American state to hold a colony, or a conquered 
territory. I will put an hypothetical case. The nation is at war. New York raises an 
army and a fleet, independently of her contributions to the common cause,  and 
takes an island from the enemy. Would not that conquest become hers?—and has 
not a state all right to regulate its own polity, provided it bears the chameleon-like 
hue of a republic? Had Massachusetts, for instance, chosen to govern Maine in this 
manner, what is there in the federal institutions to forbid it?


