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DEDICATION

TO
JOHN CADWALLADER,
OF CADWALLADER,
IN THE

STATE OF NEW-YORK, UNITED STATES OF AMERICA

Without your aid and kindness these pages could never have been written.
Whatever other people may think of their merit, it is quite probable that you and I
believe they contain some truths. We must therefore endeavour to keep each other
in good humour, provided they shall happen to be neglected rather more than our
joint opinions may lead us to think they deserve.

Shortly after my return to the queen of cities, there was a happy reunion of all the
remaining members of the club. I know you will be glad to hear, that, with a
solitary exception, this embraced every man whose name has stood on the roll
since its formation. But, alas! there is an exception. The poor Dane has fallen. The
worthy professor trusted himself, for too long a time, in sedentary employments in
a warm climate. I write it with grief, but he was married at Verona, about eleven
o'clock on the morning of the 16th August last, to the daughter of an Italian
physician. Jules Béthizy and Waller were both at Florence when he was first taken,
and they flew to his assistance with the earnestness of a long tried friendship. But
remedies were too late. From the first moment the symptoms seemed threatening;
and as the best advice was fortunately so close at hand, there is reason to think the
malady was perfectly incurable. Béthizy has some suspicions of foul play, and
makes dark allusions to philters and amulets; but the father of the fair infection
solemnly protests that the whole is the effect of sun and solitude. We have done all
that remained to sorrowing friends. An epithalamium has been written by the
Russian, and it was set to solemn music by the Abbate. A brass plate has been let
into the back of the fauteuil of the derelict, containing an appropriate inscription,
and two memento mori are cut in its sides. A wedding ring has also been attached
to the nose of the portrait, which, as I have often told you, is always suspended
over the chair of a member.

The question of a successor has been deeply agitated among us. Nothing but the
exceeding liberality which pervades and colours our meetings could have insured
the result which has grown out of the election. Yes, my friend, the empty fauteuil is
yours; and, as I know you have destroyed the coat of arms of your European
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ancestors, I have caused a design of my own to be emblazoned in the proper place.
It is a constellation of twenty-four stars, surrounded by a cloud of nebulas, with a
liberty-cap for a crest, and two young negroes as supporters. I was obliged to adopt
this equivocal blazonry, in order to quiet all parties, for the election was not
without a struggle. A great deal was said about liberality, but I believe you know
that liberality always infers certain reservations. The Abbate objected a good deal
to the preponderance of the Protestant interest, and I thought Waller was a little
jealous of having a member who might introduce a dialect of his mother tongue.
But Jules Béthizy stood by you like a man, and the Russian swore you were his
neighbour, and that in you should come. In short, the question was carried; and
now the agony is over, both the Baronet and the Priest put the best possible face on
it.

Come to us, then, dear John, as soon as you can tear yourself from the delights of
home. We contemplate a great and general movement during the next three years'
recess, and an honourable station shall be assigned you in the task of peregrination.
There is a good deal of distrust manifested by some unbelievers in our body
concerning the matter detailed in my letters; but n'importe, thirty years ago most of
the worthy members did not know the colour of the skin of the people concerning
whom I have written. They who live thirty years hence may live long enough to
discover, that what now seems so marvellous will then be deemed quite a matter of
course.—Adieu.



PREFACE

The writer of these Letters is not without some of the yearnings of paternity in
committing the offspring of his brain to the world. His chief concern is that the
book may pass as near as possible for what it was intended in the design, however
it may fall short in the execution.

A close and detailed statistical work on the United States of America, could not
keep its place as authority for five years. What is true this year would the next
become liable to so many explanations, that the curious would soon cease to
consult its pages. The principles of the government, and the general state of
society, are certainly more permanent; but the latter varies rapidly in the different
stages of a life that is so progressive. Nothing more has, therefore, been attempted
here, than to give a hasty and general sketch of most things of interest, and to
communicate what is told in as unpretending and familiar a way as the subjects
themselves would conveniently allow.

The facts of these volumes are believed to be, in common, correct. The Author
claims no exemption from error; but as he has given some thought and a great deal
of time to the subjects on which he has treated, he hopes that refutation will not
easily attack him in the shape of evidence. His reasoning—if rapid, discursive, and
ill-arranged arguments can aspire to so high a name—must, of course, depend on
its own value. A great number will certainly condemn it, for it as certainly opposes
the opinions of a vast number of very honest people in Europe. Still, as he has no
one object but the good of all his fellow-creatures in view, he hopes no unworthy
motive will be ascribed to his publication.

A great number or readers will be indisposed to believe that the United States of
America are of the importance which the writer does not disguise he has attempted
to show that they are of to the rest of the world. On this subject there must,
probably, remain a diversity of opinion that time only can decide. As it is quite
probable that in this unfortunate dispute there will be many against him, the Author
will endeavour to content himself with the consideration that time is working much
faster than common on the points that are most involved in the matter. He is quite
satisfied with the umpire.

There is a much graver offence against the rights of readers than any contained in
the opinions of this work. A vast deal has been printed that should not have been,
and much has been omitted that might have been properly said. But circumstances
allowed of no choice between great and acknowledged imperfections, or total



4 James Fenimore Cooper

silence. Something of the extent of this demerit, therefore, must depend on the fact
of whether enough has been told to justify publication at all. The writer has not
treated the public with so little ceremony as to usher a work on their notice
without, at least, believing a fair proportion of this apology is contained in its
pages. If he deceive himself, it will be his misfortune; and if he does not deceive
his readers, he shall rejoice.

The circumstances to which allusion has just been made, involve haste in printing
no less than haste in selection. There are errors of style, and some faults of
grammar, that are perhaps the mutual neglect of the author, the copyists, and the
printers. The word "assured" is, for instance, used for "insured," and adverbs have,
in several cases, been converted into adjectives. In one or two instances, negatives
have been introduced where it was not intended to use them, and they who detect
most of these blunders will know how to make allowances for their existence; and
to those who do not, it will be a matter of but little interest. The Author has far less
ambition to be thought a fine writer, than to be thought an accurate observer and a
faithful narrator of what he has witnessed.

It will be seen that much use has been made of the opinions and information of a
native American. Without some such counsellor, the facts of this book could never
have been collected. There is, perhaps, no Christian country on earth in which a
foreigner is so liable to fall into errors as in the United States of America. The
institutions, the state of society, and even the impulses of the people, are in some
measure new and peculiar. The European, under such circumstances, has a great
deal to unlearn before he can begin to learn correctly.

America has commonly been viewed in the exceptions rather than in the rules. This
is a common fault with all travellers, since it at once gratifies their spleen and
indulges their laziness. It is a bad compliment to human nature, but not the less
true, to say that no young traveller enters a foreign country without early
commencing the task of invidious comparison. This is natural enough, certainly,
for we instantly miss the things to which we have been accustomed, and which
may owe half their value to use; and it requires time and habit to create new
attachments. This trait of character is by no means confined to Europe. The writer
can assure his contemporaries, that few men travel among foreign nations with a
more laudable disdain than the native of the States of which these volumes treat.
He has his joke and his sneer, and not unfrequently his reason, as well as the
veriest petit-maitre of the Thuilleries, or any exquisite of a London club-house. Ere
long he will begin to make books, too; and as he has an unaccommodating manner
of separating the owner from the soil, it is not improbable that he may find a
process by which he will give all due interest to the recollections of former ages,
while he pays a passing tribute to this.

The writer has not the smallest doubt that many orthodox unbelievers will listen to
what he has said of America in this work, with incredulous ears. He invites all such
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stout adherents to their own preconceived opinions, to submit to a certain
examination of facts that are perfectly within their reach. He would propose that
they inquire into the state of America as it existed fifty years ago, and that they
then compare it with its present condition. After they have struck a balance
between the two results, they can safely be left to their own ruminations as to the
probability of a people, as barbarous, as ignorant, and as disorganized, as they have
been accustomed to consider the Americans, being very likely to work such
miracles. When they have honestly come to a conclusion, it is possible they may be
disposed to give some credit to the contents of the following pages.

It is not pretended that the actual names of the individuals to whom these letters are
addressed are given in the text. It is hoped that eight or ten single gentlemen can
meet once in three years in a club, and that they can pass the intermediate time in
journeying about the world, occasionally publishing a few ideas on what they have
seen, without being reduced to the necessity of doing so much violence to their
modesty as to call each other unequivocally by their proper appellations. Had they
not been disposed to lives of free comment and criticism, it is more than probable
that they would have all been married men these — years.

One more word on the subject-matter of these pages, and the writer will commit
them to the judgment of his readers without further interruption. In producing a
work on the United States, the truth was to be dealt with fearlessly, or the task had
better be let alone. In such a country, existing facts are, however, of consequence
only as they are likely to affect the future. It is of little moment to know that so
many houses are in a town, or so many straw beds in such a house, when premises
are at hand to demonstrate clearly, that in a year or two the roofs of the city will be
doubled, and the inmates of the dwelling will repose on down. The highest
compliment that is, or that can be, paid to the people of the United States, is paid
by writers, who are evidently guilty of their politeness under any other state of
feeling than that of complacency. The Englishman, for instance (he is quoted,
because the most industrious in the pursuit,) lands in America, and he immediately
commences the work of comparison between the republics and his own country.
He is careful enough to avoid all those topics which might produce an
unfavourable result (and they are sufficiently numerous), but he instantly seizes on
some unfortunate tavern, or highway, or church, or theatre, or something else of
the kind, which he puts in glaring contrast with, not the worst, nor the middling,
but the best similar object in his own country. Really there must be something
extraordinary in a people, who, having had so much to do, and so very short a time
to do it in, have already become the subjects, not only of envy, but of a seemingly
formidable rivalry, to one of the oldest and wealthiest nations of Europe! It strikes
the writer, that, while these gentlemen are so industriously struggling to prove the
existence of some petty object of spleen, they prove a great moral truth in favour of
America. What should we think of the boy whose intellect, and labours, and
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intelligence, were drawn into bold and invidious comparison with those of aged
and experienced men!

The writer has said very little on the subject of the ordinary vices of mankind; for
he has hoped that no one will read his book, who has yet to learn that they exist
every where. If any one shall suppose that he wishes to paint the people of America
as existing in a state superior to human passion, free from all uncharitableness and
guile, he takes the liberty to assure him he will fall into an egregious blunder. He
has not yet met with such an elysium in his travels.

If the bile of any one shall be stirred by the anticipations in which the writer has
indulged in favour of the United States of America, he shall be sorry; but as he
cannot see how the truth is to be affected, or the fortunes of a great people
materially varied, by the dissatisfaction of this or that individual, he has thought it
safest for his own reputation to say what he thinks, without taking the pains to
ascertain to how many it may be agreeable, or to how many disagreeable. He has
avoided personalities, and that, as a traveller, is all he feels bound to do, and hopes
he shall always do; for he is not of that impertinent class, who think the world
cannot be sufficiently enlightened without invading the sacred precincts of private
life.



TO SIR FREDERICK WALLER, BART.
OF SOMERSETSHIRE, ENGLAND

Liverpool,
England,
July 22d, 1824.

DEAR WALLER,

You are to express no astonishment at the place where this letter is dated. I confess
the engagement to meet you under the walls of the Seraglio; but hear me, before
the sin of forgetfulness shall be too hastily imputed to my charge. You know the
inveterate peregrinating habits of the club, and can judge, from your own besetting
propensity to change your residence monthly, how difficult it might prove to resist
the temptation of traversing a soil that is still virgin, so far as the perambulating
feet of the members of our fraternity are concerned. In a word, I am here, awaiting
the packet for America. Before you get this letter, the waters of one half of the
Atlantic will roll between us. This resolution, seemingly so sudden, has not,
however, been taken without much and mature thought.

Cosmopolites, and searchers of the truth, as we boast ourselves, who, of all our
number, has ever turned his steps towards a quarter (I had almost written half) of
the globe, where new scenes, a state of society without a parallel, even in history,
and so much that is fresh, both in the physical and moral world, invite our
attention? This reproach shall exist no longer. If resentment against so much
apparent fickleness can refrain the while, read, and you shall know the. reasons
why you are left to wander, alone, through the streets of Pera, and to endure sullen
looks, from haughty Turks, without the promised support of your infidel
companion.

On the road between Moscow and Warsaw, I encountered a traveller from the
states of North America. He was about to end a long pilgrimage, in Europe, Asia,
and Africa, and to return, eager as a discharged Swiss, to the haunts of his youth, in
the other hemisphere. He appeared like one who was wearied with the selfishness,
struggles, and factitious distinctions of our eastern regions. Truly, there was
something so naif, and yet so instructed—so much that was intellectual, and withal
so simple—a little that was proud, blended with something philosophical, in the
temperament and manner of this western voyager, that he came over my fancy with
the freshness of those evening breezes, for which you will be shortly panting, on
the shores of the Dardanelles. To be serious, he was an educated and a gifted man,
with a simplicity of thought, as well as of deportment, that acted like a charm on
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my exhausted feelings. You are not to suppose that, at fifty, I have fallen into the
errors of five-and-twenty, and, that I am about to become, again, a convert to
thrice-worn-out opinions, new vamped, under the imposing name of philosophy.
The word has never escaped the lips of Cadwallader (for so is my new
acquaintance called), even in the gravest of his moods.

An evening, passed in the company of this American, at a miserable post-house on
the frontiers of Poland, only furnished a zest for the week in which it was agreed
we should travel together. At the end of that week, my resolution was taken. I had
heard so much to excite curiosity—so much to awaken thought, in channels
entirely new, that nothing short of a voyage across the Atlantic can appease my
longings.

Neither are you to be too hasty in believing, that my companion has been soothing
my ears with Arabian imagery. Nothing can be farther from the truth. He is
saturnine by nature, and, a Frenchman might add, taciturn to a fault. From a certain
expression of melancholy, that often overshadows his countenance, I should think
he had long been familiar with regrets, which, from their nature, must be
unceasing. Still, I find great equanimity of temper, and the same calm, deliberative
manner of considering things, as if he deemed himself already removed from most
of the great and moving interests of the world. Perhaps these peculiar and
individual qualities, in some measure, quickened the desire I felt to examine his
country. I would give much, to know his private history; but 1 never before
associated with one who was, at the same time, so communicative, and, yet, so
reserved.

In short, I found this calm, reasoning American so fresh, so original in his way of
treating things, which long use had rendered, to my imagination, fixed and
unalterable as the laws of nature themselves, and so direct in the application of all
his opinions to the practices of the world, that I early became alive to the desire of
examining a state of society, which, I am fond of believing, must have had some
influence in giving birth to so much independence and manliness of thought.

Before we had reached the Rhine, it was arranged between us, that we should cross
the ocean together; and Cadwallader promised me his assistance and advice, in
making the preparations that might be necessary, to render the journey both
convenient and profitable.

You will readily imagine, that, with the intention of passing a year or two in the
republics of North America, my curiosity to investigate their history and
institutions has not been suffered to slumber. While in London, no opportunity of
inquiring into the character of the people, or of supplying myself with matter of
proper preliminary study, was neglected. As I believed the English must, of
necessity, possess a better knowledge of their transatlantic kinsmen than any other
people in Europe, I was diligent in storing my memory with such facts, gleaned
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from the most approved authorities, as might aid and direct my inquiries. By dint
of extraordinary exertions, I soon succeeded in collecting a little library of travels,
pamphlets, and political dissertations. This collection was scrupulously kept a
secret until complete, when, anxious to impress my companion with a favourable
opinion of my earnestness in the research, an early opportunity was taken to lay the
result before him, in the shape of a handsome display on the shelves of a book-
case. Cadwallader ran his eye coolly over the titles, and, after saying a few words
in commendation of my zeal, he appeared disposed to leave me to the quiet
enjoyment of my acquisitions. I was struck with the singular air of indifference, to
give it no harsher term, with which he regarded the fruits of my hard labour, and
was not slow to ascribe it to the fact, that I had omitted those works of native
origin, which treated on the same subject. In order to remove any unfavourable
impressions on this point, something was muttered concerning regrets at not being
able to procure American books at such a distance from the place where they were
printed, with an intimation, that on our arrival at New-York, my travelling library
would of course be completed. Still no sign of interest was elicited from the cold
eye of my companion. He left me with another compliment to my industry, which,
I am obliged to confess, was pointed with so much supererogatory courtesy, as to
savour a little of sarcasm. Nothing daunted, however, by this silent but intelligible
criticism, no time was lost in turning the new acquisitions to a profitable account.
Our stay in London was unavoidably prolonged to three weeks, and by the
expiration of that time. I had travelled over no small portion of the American
territory, again and again, on paper, and at rates, too, that would not have done
discredit to the time-saving authors of the books themselves. In short, the opinions
of some six or seven English commentators on American society and morals, were
devoured so very greedily, as to leave little or no leisure for a proper digestion of
the knowledge they imparted. But, once possessed of sufficient matter for
reflection, a voyage of three thousand miles will afford abundant leisure for
rumination and digestion.

Our arrival at this place had been so timed, as to precede the departure of the
packet by a few days. The intervening period has given us an opportunity to
complete the most minute of our arrangements, among which I have ever kept in
view the important object of acquiring that information which may be useful in my
contemplated journey by land. A Liverpool banker, to whom I had early spoken on
the subject, placed in my hands two volumes of travels in America, written by a
merchant of this city, of the name of Hodgson, in which he gave me reason to
believe I should find, mingled with a large portion of good sense, far more
liberality than it was usual to meet in the works of his countrymen when writing on
the subject of their republican relatives. You are not to frown, dear Waller, when 1
add, that even my own dulness had already been able to detect, in the contents of
most of my newly acquired treasures, a certain distorted manner of viewing and of
portraying things, which struck me as manifesting a remarkable attachment to
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caricature. This amiable peculiarity may perhaps furnish a sufficiently intelligible
clue to the small favour that the books seemed to enjoy in the eyes of Cadwallader.
Under the expectation that the work of Mr. Hodgson would afford him pleasure, I
laid it on the table of my companion, and begged that he would bestow on its
perusal a few of those hours for which I knew he had no very urgent employment.

It was morning when he was put in possession of the book, and the day was
purposely permitted to pass without any interruption from me. Late at night, I
entered his apartment, and found him occupied in sealing a note directed to myself.
As this letter may be supposed to contain the sentiments of an intelligent American
on a subject which may not be without its interest, I shall freely copy it. It may
possibly contain expressions that are not quite in unison with the temper of an
Englishman; but you, as a man of the world, will know how to tolerate
independence of feeling, and are far too wise to neglect any favourable opportunity
of acquiring information that may, in the course of events, very speedily become
useful.

I may have misconceived your interest in this note; still it is curious, as containing
the opinions of a perfectly disinterested, and certainly an instructed American. It
may also serve for a sort of preface to my own disjointed correspondence, the
scattered fragments of which shall be collected at our regular triennial meeting,
when they may possibly serve to enliven the gloom of a December day in Paris.’

Forgive me, that I prefer the rising stars of the Western Constellation to the waning
moon of your Turk.—Adieu. _



TO THE BARON VON KEMPERFELT
CAPTAIN IN THE NAVY OF HIS NETHERLANDS MAJESTY

At Sea,
August, 1824.

As I know that Sir Edward has given you a meeting at Rome, I shall presume you
acquainted with the change in my plans, no less than with the new travelling
companion with whom accident has made me acquainted. Of all our associates |
could gladly have chosen you, my dear baron, for a co-adventurer in this distant
excursion. There is so much of the true maritime spirit in the people I am about to
visit, that your experience and observation would have proved both useful and
pleasant assistants to my own comparative ignorance. Still, I flatter myself that a
life of adventure, and fifty voyages by sea, furnish some few of the qualifications
necessary for the task I have assumed.

Cadwallader took the direction of all our arrangements into his own hands; and
well has he discharged the trust. But the individual enterprise of the Americans has
left very little of this nature to be performed by the traveller. Capacious, beautiful,
and excellent ships, sail, on stated days, between many of the European ports and
their own country. This system of arrangement, so important to commercial
interests, and so creditable to the efforts of a young state, is said to be extended still
further. Lines of packets, as they are termed, also exist between New-York and the
West Indies, South America, and between most of the larger havens of their own
sea-board. They are not straitened, filthy, inconvenient vessels, such as too often
aspire to convey passengers in Europe; but ships that are not only commodious to a
degree I could not have anticipated, but even gorgeous in many of their ornaments
and equipments. The sea, at the best, to those who, like myself, fail of its true
inspiration, is but a desolate and weary abiding place; but, as much as possible
seems effected in this ship towards lulling one into a forgetfulness of its
disagreeables. Should I venture to hazard a criticism on so delicate a subject, it
would be to say, that 1 do not think the utmost judgment is manifested in the
manner and nature of our food. It is vain to expect the dainties of the land, in any
perfection, when a thousand miles from its numberless facilities; meats and
poultries become meagre and tasteless at sea, for want of room and exercise; and
the cookery of a camboose, can never equal that of a well-ordered and scientific
cuisine. There is a sort of coquetry about most of your profession, which renders
them ambitious of demonstrating their perfect equality with the occupants of ferra
firma. Like a beauty on the decline, they would fain continue the charms of other
days and other scenes, when common sense, which in these matters is taste, would
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teach them that the fitness of things embraces time and place. In the midst of sea-
sickness and nausea, the stomach is not very craving for old acquaintances, though
it might be tempted by the instigation of novelties.. On this principle, I think,
always with deep and reverential deference, that you sailors, especially in passages
that do not exceed a month, should endeavour to purchase your culinary renown by
sea-pies and chowders, and other dishes that are in good nautical keeping, instead
of emulating the savoury properties of roast beef and poulets, in lame and tasteless
imitations. Enough, however, on a subject that a landsman can never approach, but
he is suspected of an intention of literally taking the "bread out of your mouths."

At Liverpool I was struck with the number of vessels that bore the American
ensign. By far the greater part of the immense trade which exists between England
and the United States, is carried on from that port; and it was evident to the senses,
(a fact which inquiry has served to corroborate), that an undue proportion, or rather
disproportion, of that trade, is conducted under the flag of the latter country. No
political restrictions, to prevent a perfect reciprocity of commercial rights, being in
existence, this simple circumstance is almost enough, in itself, to establish the
ability of the American, to compete successfully with the Englishman, in
navigation. As the subject is replete with interest, and most probably pregnant with
facts that may much sooner than is now dreamed of, effect a division (if not a
transfer) of the commerce, and consequently of the wealth of the civilized world,
most of my time, during the passage, has been devoted to its investigation.
Cadwallader is not only well supplied with documents, but he is rich in knowledge
and experience on matters that relate to his own country; and, by his aid, there is
some reason to believe my industry on this occasion, at least, has not been entirely
thrown away. Worthless, or not, such as it is I shall offer its results, with proper
humility, to the inspection of your professional criticism. To you, who are known
to indulge in such flattering views of the future, when allusion is made to the
golden days of De Ruyter and Van Tromp, the subject may have a charm of its
own.

The tendency to the sea, which the American has manifested since the earliest of
the colonial establishments, is, no doubt, to be ascribed originally to the temper of
his ancestors. Nothing can be more absurd, however, than to argue, that although
peculiar circumstances drew him on the ocean, during the continuance of the late
and general hostilities, he will return to his fertile valleys and vast prairies, now
that competitors for the profits of commerce and navigation are arising among the
former belligerents. The argument implies an utter ignorance of history, no less
than of the character and sagacity of a people who are never tardy to discover their
individual interests. It is, notwithstanding, often urged with so much pertinacity, as
to savour much more of the conclusions of what we hope for, than of what our
reason would teach us to believe. The fact is, there never has been a period, since
society was first firmly organized in their country, when the Anglo-Americans
have not possessed a tonnage greater, in proportion to their population and means,
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than that of any other people, some of the small commercial cities, perhaps, alone
excepted. This was true, even previously to their revolution, when the mother
country monopolized all of trade and industry that the temper of the colonies
would bear, and it is true now, to an extent of which you have probably no
suspicion. The present population of the Unites States may be computed at
12,000,000, while the amount of shipping materially exceeds 1,400,000 tons."
Assuming that amount, however, it gives on ton to every eight and a half of the
inhabitants. The tonnage of the British empire is in round numbers, 2,500,000.
This, divided among the 23,000,000 of the British islands alone, would give but
one ton to every nine of the inhabitants. In this calculation the vast difference in
wealth is forgotten. But by the British Empire, we are to understand Canada, the
West Indies, and all the vast possessions which are tributary to the wealth and
power of that great nation. I know not whether the shipping employed in the East
Indies ought to be enumerated in the amount named. If it is, you will see the
disproportion in favour of America is enormous. But assuming that it is not, it
becomes necessary to add several millions for their other dependencies. There is,
however, still another point of view in which this comparison should, with strict
justice, be made. A large proportion of the people of the United States are so
situated, that in the nature of things they cannot turn much, if any, of their attention
to navigation. If the slaves and the inhabitants of the new states, where the
establishments are still too infant, to admit of such a development of their
resources, be deducted from the whole amount of the population, it will not leave
more than 7,000,000 of souls in possession. of those districts in which navigation
can be supposed at all to exist. The latter, too, will include all those states that are
called interior, where time has not been given to effect any thing like a natural
division of the employments of men. The result will show, that the Americans,
relatively considered, are addicted to navigation, as compared with Great Britain,
in the proportion of more than seven to five; nor has this commercial, or rather
maritime spirit arisen under auspices so encouraging as is generally imagined.

The navigation laws, adopted by the Untied States, so soon as their present
constitution went into operation, are generally known. Their effect was to bring the
shipping of the country into instant competition with that of foreign nations, from
the state of temporary depression into which it had been thrown by the struggle of
the Revolution. From that hour, the superiority enjoyed by the American, in
cheapness of construction, provisions and naval stores, aided by the unrivalled
activity, and practical knowledge of the population, put all foreign competition at
defiance. Of 606,000 tons of shipping employed in 1790, in the foreign trade of the
country, not less than 251,000 tons were the property of strangers. In 1794, while
the trade employed 611,000 tons, but 84,000 tons were owned by foreigners. In
1820 (a year of great depression) the trade gave occupation to 880,000 tons, of
which no more than 79,000 tons were foreign property. This estimate, however,
includes the intercourse with the least, no less than that with the most maritime
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nation. The trade between the United States and England, which is the most
important of all, in respect of the tonnage it employs, was about three to one, in
favour of the former; with other countries it vanes according to the maritime
character of the people, but with all and each it is altogether in favour of the United
States.

Now, one would think these simple facts, which have withstood the tests of
colonial policy, and of political independence; of peace and of war; of a fair and of
a specious neutrality; of open violence and of self-imposed restrictions, for more
than a century, might be deemed conclusive of the ability no less than of the
disposition of the Americans to continue what they now are—a people more
maritime in their habits and pursuits, compared with their numbers, than any that
exist, or who have ever gone before them. Still there are real or pretended sceptics.
It is contended that a continental nation, possessed of territories so vast, and which
are peopled by so spare a population, cannot continue in pursuits to which nature
and interest present so many obstacles. The proposition is somewhat as if one
should say, Russia is a country of extensive territory, that is but thinly peopled, and
so is America. Now, as Russia is not, neither therefore can America be maritime.
Nor are the arguments by which this singular proposition is supported, less absurd
than the position itself. Notwithstanding the obstinate, glaring, and long-continued
fact, that the American has and does neglect the tillage of his virgin forests, in
order to seek more congenial sources of wealth on the ocean, one hears it hotly
contended every day, that this state of things has been created by adventitious
circumstances, and must cease as the influence of those circumstances ceases, and
that of others shall come into action. You are told that America has such an interior
of fertile plains as belongs to few nations; but you are not reminded by these
partisans, that she also possesses such an extent of coast, such rivers, such bays,
and such a number of spacious and commodious havens, as are the property of no
other people. If, in reply, you venture to say that as England, for so long a time the
most commercial and maritime nation of the world, is indebted to her civil and
religious liberty for the character of industry and enterprise that she has so well
earned, so must America, possessing these inestimable blessings in a still greater
degree, arrive at a still greater degree of commercial and maritime prosperity, the
answer is ready. England is an island, and she has an overflowing population. Java
and Japan, Ceylon and Madagascar, Sicily and Zealand, and hundreds of others,
are just as much islands as Great Britain. It is therefore clear, something more than
a mere insular situation is necessary to induce a people to become maritime, since
there is a superabundance of population in all the islands just named. England
herself was not eminently maritime until the reign of Elizabeth, when the influence
of that civil and religious liberty which has made her what she is, began to be felt
fairly and generally in the realm. So late as the reign of Henry VII., the "world-
seeking Genoese" was compelled to find a patroness to his mighty enterprise in the
queen of an interior province of the Spanish Peninsula! Though Turkey in Europe
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is not actually washed by the water on every side, still there are few countries
(including Greece) that possess so many natural advantages for commerce and
navigation. That her flag is not now seen in every sea, is to be ascribed more to the
mental darkness which envelops her empire, than to the immaterial fact that nature
has forgotten to run a strait between the Euxine and the Adriatic. France lies on
two seas, and has long enjoyed the advantages of science and great intelligence;
and yet France, considered with reference to her civilization and resources, is but a
secondary power in respect to commerce and navigation If she has had fleets, they
have not been the healthful and vigorous offspring of her trade, but were
maintained, as they were created, by the more sickly efforts of political care. Does
any man believe, were the Pyrenees and Alps another channel, that the condition of
France, in this particular, would be materially altered? The talents, and science, and
enterprise of France, have hitherto been mainly pressed into the employment of the
government. In whatever they have arrived at perfection, they have been
concentrated in order to consolidate the power of the state, instead of being
dispersed to effect that vast accumulation of individual prosperity which
constitutes the real wealth of nations. Precisely as the situation of England offers
an exception to this general rule, just in that degree has there been a misapplication
also of her advantages. In the one instance, a mighty aristocracy has been created;
in the other, as mighty a despotism. The latter country has now become
constitutional; and though she has to contend against long and inveterate habits, a
national temperament created by those habits, and many of the obstacles of what
may almost be termed, in this respect, an infant condition, I think it will be found
that she will become more commercial, and consequently more maritime, precisely
as her institutions become more free. The secret of all enterprise and energy exists
in the principle of individuality. Wealth does not more infallibly beget wealth, than
the right to the exercise of our faculties begets the desire to use them. The slave is
every where indolent, vicious, and abject; the freeman active, moral, and bold. It
would seem that is the best and safest, and, consequently, the wisest government,
which is content rather to protect than direct the national prosperity, since the latter
system never fails to impede the efforts of that individuality which makes men
industrious and enterprising. As all questions of politics are, however, so perfectly
practical, I well know that in deciding on particular governments, they should ever
be considered with direct reference to the varied conditions into which abuse,
accident, or wisdom, has cast the different communities of the world. But, if one
can be found so favoured by its physical advantages, so fortified by its moral and
intellectual superiority, as to enable it to leave man to the freest and noblest
exercise of his energies and will, is it wise, or is it even safe, to deny, merely
because they are vast, the very results which are admitted to be produced, in a
lesser degree, by a state of things in which the same operating causes are found to
exist under more limited modifications? Herein, as it appears to me, k to be traced
the real motive of that glaring unwillingness to allow the natural effects of the
unprecedented liberty of America, which one must be blind not to see, has taken so
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deep root in the feelings of most of our eastern politicians. The American himself,
familiar with the changes and improvements of his own time, big with the spirit
that has wrought them, and filled with the noblest and most manly anticipations for
the future, is derided because he cannot bring his wishes to the level of the snail-
paced and unnatural progress of European society. I say unnatural, because power,
or necessity, if you will, has so heavily cumbered it with artificial restrictions. I
have had leisure for some thought, dear Baron, on this subject. I fear it is a theme
that is disposed of with too little ceremony by most of us who dwell in the ancient
hemisphere. Europe, with all her boasted intelligence, has not even the merit of
foreseeing results that only become apparent as they force themselves on her
unwilling notice. For one, I am determined, in my own poor person, to profit as
much as may be by the situation into which I have seen accidentally thrown.
Notwithstanding that I am already deeply impressed with the opinion that America
is to be the first maritime nation of the earth, it would be unpardonable ignorance
to deny that the great causes which are likely to induce this division, if not transfer,
of commercial ascendancy, are liable to many qualifying and counteracting
obstacles. Most of these minor circumstances were either beyond the investigations
of a stranger, or it exceeded my knowledge of American history, to estimate the
extent of their influence. With a view to throw as much light as possible on the
inquiry, 1 have addressed a few questions to my travelling companion, and have
received his answers, which are transcribed for your benefit. If they are coloured
by national partialities, a man of your age and experience ought to be able to detect
them; and if, on the other hand, they are just and reasonable, it is due to ourselves
and the truth, to admit their force. You will at once perceive, that, in putting my
queries, I have been governed by those points which one hears pressed the most
when the European is willing to turn his eyes from the contemplation of more
interesting, because more familiar, objects, in order to inquire into the new order of
things, that is almost insensibly, though -so rapidly, working a change in the
comparative conditions of the different states of Christendom. You will find my
queries, with their answers, inclosed.” Neither our situations nor inclinations
admitted that the one or the other should be very elaborate.

There is a cry of land, and I must hasten on deck to revel in the cheerful sight.
Adieu.



TO THE BARON VON KEMPERFELT
&ec. &c.

New-York,

I threw aside my pen abruptly, dear Baron, in order to catch a first view of
America. There is something so imposing in the sound of the word—continent, that
I believe it had served to lead me into a delusion, at which a little reflection has
induced me to be the first to smile. My ideas of this remote and little known moiety
of the world, have ever been so vague and general, that I confess the folly of
having expected to see the land make its appearance en masse, and with a dignity
worthy of its imposing name. The mind has been so long accustomed to divide the
rest of the globe into parts, and to think of them in their several divisions of
countries and provinces, that one expects to see no more of each, at a coup d'wil,
than what the sight can embrace.” Now, ridiculous as it may seem, I had,
unaccountably, imbibed the impression that America was to appear, at the first
glance, larger to the senses than the little island I had left behind me. You are at
perfect liberty to make yourself just as merry as you please at this
acknowledgment; but, if the truth could be fairly sifted, I have no doubt it would be
found that most European adventurers, who seek these western regions, have
formed expectations of its physical or moral attributes, quite as extravagant as was
my own unfortunate image of its presence. I have taken the disappointment as a
salutary admonition, that a traveller has no right to draw these visionary scenes,
and then quarrel with the people he has come to visit, because he finds that he has
seen fit to throw into a strong light, those parts which nature has every where been
pleased to keep in shadow; or to colour highest the moral properties, which the
same wise dame has sagaciously kept down, in order that those qualities, which it
has been her greatest delight to lavish on man, may for ever stand the boldest and
most prominent in her own universal picture.

Instead of beholding, on reaching the deck, some immense mountain, clad in a
verdant dress of luxuriant and unknown vegetation, lifting its tall head out of the
sea, and imperiously frowning on the sister element, my first view was of that same
monotonous waste with which my eyes had been sated to weariness during the last
three weeks. The eager question of "Where is America?" was answered by
Cadwallader, who silently pointed to a little, blue, cloud-like mound, that rose
above the western horizon in three or four undulating swells, and then fell away to
the north and to the south, losing itself in the water. I believe I should have
expressed my disappointment aloud, but for the presence, and, more particularly,
for the air of my companion. His eye was riveted on the spot with all the fondness
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of a child who is greeting the countenance of a well-beloved parent. It appeared to
me that it penetrated far beyond those little hills of blue, and that it was gifted with
power to roam over the broad valleys, vast lakes, and thousand rivers of his native
land. I fancied that his philanthropic spirit was deeply enjoying those scenes of
domestic happiness, of quiet, of abundance, and of peace, which he has so often
assured me exist, beyond a parallel, within her borders. Perhaps a secret
consciousness of my own absurdity, came in season, also, to prevent so unfortunate
an exposure of my high-wrought expectations.

The season of the year, a soft, balmy, southerly breeze, and the air from the land,
however, were all present to restore good-humour. The little hillocks soon swelled
into modest mountains; and then a range of low, sandy, and certainly not inviting,
coast, was gradually rising along the western margin of the view. The sea was
dotted with a hundred sails, all of which were either receding from, or approaching,
a low point that was as yet scarcely visible, and which extended a few miles to the
northward of the high land already mentioned. Beyond, in that direction, nothing
more was as yet apparent, than the tame view of the sea. Three or four small
schooners were lying off and on, under jib and mainsail, gliding about, like so
many marine birds soaring over their native waters. From time to lime, they threw
pilots on board of, or received them from, the different ships that were quitting or
entering the haven within the Cape. On the whole, the scene was lively, cheering,
and, compared to the past, filled with the most animating expectations.

It was not long before a beautiful little sloop, of a formation and rig quite different
from any I had ever before seen, came skimming the waves directly in our track.
Her motion was swift and graceful, and likely to bring us soon within speaking
distance. It was a fishing smack, out of which the captain was disposed to obtain
some of the delicious bass that are said to abound on certain banks that lie along
this coast. We were disappointed of our treat, for the fisherman answered the signal
by intimating that he had sold the last of his stock, but the manceuvres of the two
vessels brought us near enough to hail. "Is there any news?" roared the captain,
through his trumpet, while we were gliding past each other. The answer came
against the breeze, and was nearly indistinct. The words "Cadmus in," were,
however, affirmed by more than one eager listener, to form part of the reply. Every
body now pressed about our commander, to inquire who or what was this Cadmus
and what he or she might be in? But the captain was not able to gratify our
curiosity. Cadmus was the name of a ship in the French trade, it seemed, and
formed one in a line of packets between Havre and New-York, just as our own
vessel did between the latter port and Liverpool. "It is not surprising that she
should be in," continued our honest cornmander, "for she sailed on the 13th,
whereas, we only got clear of the land, as you well know, gentlemen, on the 18th
of the same month; a passage of one and twenty days, at this season of the year,
cannot be called a bad one." As it was quite evident the ideas of the worthy seaman
were in a channel very different from our own, we were fain to wait for some more
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satisfactory means of arriving at the truth. Another opportunity was not long
wanting. A large coasting schooner passed within two hundred feet of us A tar was
standing on her quarter-deck, both hands thrust into the bosom of his sea-jacket,
eyeing our ship with a certain understanding air that need not be explained to one
who claims himself to be so promising a child of Neptune. This individual proved
to be the master of the coaster, and to him our captain again roared "Any news?"
"Ay, ay; all alive up in the bay," was the answer. The vessels were sweeping by
each other with tantalizing rapidity, and without paying the customary deference to
nautical etiquette, some six or seven of the passengers united in bawling out, as
with one voice, "What news, what news?" The envious winds again bore away the
answer, of which no more reached our ears than the same perplexing words of
"Cadmus is in.""

In the absence of all certainty, I ventured to ask Cadwallader, whether an important
election had not just passed, in which some favourite namesake of the founder of
Thebes had proved successful. This surmise, however, was not treated with any
particular deference, and then we were left to devise our own manner of explaining
the little we had heard, by the aid of sheer invention.

In the mean time the ship was pressing steadily towards her haven. The high land
which, in contradistinction to the low, sandy beach, that extends four hundreds of
leagues along the coast of this country, has obtained the name of "Neversink,"
ceased to rise, and objects had become distinct on its brown acclivity. A light-
house on the Cape was soon plainly visible, and a large buoy was seen, heaving
and setting with the unquiet waters, to mark the proper entrance to a wide bay, that
stretched, farther than the eye could reach, to the westward. Just without this
rolling beacon, lay a low, graceful, rakish, little schooner, in waiting to give us a
pilot. The wind was getting light, and there was no necessity to arrest the progress
of the ship to receive this welcome harbinger of the comforts of the land. It may be
unnecessary to add, that we all pressed around him, in a body, to attain the solution
of our recent doubts, and to hear the tidings of another hemisphere.

I was struck with the singular air of exultation with which this sturdy marine guide
delivered himself of the intelligence with which he was evidently teeming. To the
usual question, he gave a quick answer, and in nearly the same language as the
seaman of the fishing-smack. "Cadmus in," again rung in our ears, without leaving
us any wiser than before we had heard the inexplicable words. "She has been long
enough from Havre, to be out again," retorted our captain, with a dryness that
savoured a little of discontent. "If you think so much of the arrival of the Cadmus
in thirty days, from France, what will you say to that of my ship, in twenty-one,
from Liverpool?" "Your owners may be glad to see you, but then, you've not got
the old man aboard." "We have them here of all ages: and, what is far better, some
of both sexes!" returned one of the passengers, throwing a glance at the interested
features of a beautiful young creature, who was eagerly listening to catch the
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syllables that should first impart intelligence from her native country. "Ay, ay; but
you have no La Fayette in the ship." "La Fayette!" echoed, certainly every
American within hearing. "Is La Fayette arrived?" demanded Cadwallader, with
the quickness of lightning, and with an animation far greater than I had ever given
him credit for possessing. "That is he, safe and well. He has been on the island with
the vice-president since yesterday. This morning he is to go up to town, where he
will find himself a welcome guest. The bay above is alive," our guide concluded,
jerking his thumb over one shoulder, and looking as if he were master of a secret of
some importance. Here, then, was a simple and brief explanation of the event on
which we had been exercising our faculties for the last two hours. For myself, I
confess, I was disappointed, expecting little short of some revolution in the politics
of the state. But the effect on most of my companions was as remarkable as it was
sudden. Cadwallader did not speak again for many minutes. He walked apart; and I
saw, by his elevated head and proud step, that the man was full of lofty and
patriotic recollections. The eyes of the fair girl just mentioned, were glistening, and
her pretty lip was actually quivering with emotion. A similar interest in the event
was manifested, in a greater or less degree, by every individual in the ship, who
claimed the land we were approaching as the country of his birth. The captain lost
every shade of discontent on the instant, and even the native portion of the crew
suspended their labour .to listen to what was said, with a general air of gratification
and pride.

I will acknowledge, Baron, that I was touched myself, at the common feeling thus
betrayed by so many differently constituted individuals; and, at so simple an
occurrence. There was none of that noisy acclamation with which the English
seamen are apt to welcome any grateful intelligence, nor a single exaggerated
exclamation, like those which characterize the manners of most of the continental
nations of Europe, in their manifestations of pleasure.

It was not long ere Cadwallader had taken the pilot apart, and was earnestly
engaged in extracting all the information he deemed necessary, on a subject he
found so interesting. I was soon made acquainted with the result. It seems, that
after an absence of forty years, La Fayette had returned to visit the land in which
he had laid the foundation of his fame. That he had reached a country where hearts
and arms would alike be open to receive him, was sufficiently manifest in the
manner of all around me; and I could not but felicitate myself, in being so fortunate
as to have arrived at a moment likely to elicit some of the stronger emotions of a
people, who are often accused of insensibility to all lively impressions and most of
whose thoughts, like their time, are said to be occupied in heedful considerations of
the future. Here was, at least, an occasion to awaken recollections of the past, and
to elicit something like a popular display of those generous qualities which
constitute, what may not improperly be called, the chivalry of nations. It would be
curious, also, to observe, how far political management was mingled, in a perfect
democracy, with any demonstrations of pleasure it might be thought expedient to
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exhibit, or in what degree the true popular sentiment sympathized with feelings
that, in one section of the earth, are, as you well know, not unfrequently played off
by the engines of governmental power.

I was not sorry, therefore, to listen to the plans of my companion. A boat, in the
employment of the journals of the city, was by this time alongside the ship, and
having obtained the little news we had to impart, it was about to return into the
haven, in order to anticipate the arrival of the vessel, which was likely to be
delayed for many hours by a fiat calm and an adverse tide. In this boat it was
proposed that we should take passage, as far, at least, as the place where La Fayette
had made his temporary abode. The earnestness with which Cadwallader pressed
this plan, was not likely to meet with any objections from me. Tired of the ship,
and eager to place my foot on the soil of the western world, the proposal was no
sooner made than it was accepted. The boat was instantly engaged for our
exclusive benefit, and the necessary preparations made for our departure.

And now a little incident occurred, which, as it manifests a marked difference in
the manners, and perhaps in the characters of those who inhabit this republic, and
the possessors of our own Europe, I shall take the liberty to introduce.

I have already mentioned a fair creature as being among our passengers. She is of
that age when, in our eyes, the sex is most alluring, because we know it to be the
most innocent. I do not think her years can much exceed seventeen. Happily, your
Belgic temperament is too mercurial to require a tincture of romance to give
interest to a simple picture, in which delicacy, feminine beauty, and the most
commendable ingenuousness, were admirably mingled. Neither am I, albeit, past
the time of day-dreams, and wakeful nights, so utterly insensible to the attractions
of such a being, as to have passed three weeks in her society, without experiencing
some portion of that manly interest in her welfare, which, I fear, it has been my
evil fortune to have felt for too many of the syrens in general, to permit a sufficient
concentration of the sentiment, in favour of any one in particular. I had certainly
not forgotten, during the passage, to manifest a proper spirit of homage to the
loveliness of Hie sex, in the person of this young American; nor do I think that my
manner failed to express a prudent and saving degree of the admiration that was
excited by her gentle, natural, and nymph-like deportment, no less than by her
spirited and intelligent discourse. In short—but you were not born in Rotterdam,
nor reared upon the Zuy der Zee, to need a madrigal on such a topic. The whole
affair passed on the ocean, and, as a nautical man, you will not fail to comprehend
it. Notwithstanding I had made every effort to appear, what you know I really am,
sufficiently amiable, during the voyage, and, notwithstanding Cadwallader had not
given himself any particular trouble on the subject at all, it was not to be denied
that there was a marked distinction in the reception of our respective civilities, and
that always in his favour. I confess that, for a long time, I was disposed (in the
entire absence of all better reasons) to ascribe this preference to an illiberal
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national prejudice. Still, it was only by comparison that I had the smallest rational
grounds of complaint. But a peculiarly odious quality attaches itself to comparisons
of this nature. There is a good deal of the Ceesar in my composition, as respects the
sex; unless I could be first with the Houries, I believe I should be willing to
abandon Paradise itself, in order to seek pre-eminence in some humbler sphere. I
fear this ambitious temperament has been our bane, and has condemned us to the
heartless and unsocial life we lead! Our fair fellow passenger was under the care of
an aged and invalid grandfather, who had been passing a few years in Italy, in
pursuit of health. Now, it is not easy to imagine a more cuttingly polite
communication, than that which this vigilant old guardian permitted between me
and his youthful charge. If I approached, her joyous, natural, and enticing (I will
not, because a little piqued, deny the truth, Baron,) merriment was instantly
changed into the cold and regulated smiles of artificial breeding. Nature seemed
banished at my footstep: and yet it was the artlessness and irresistible attractions of
those fascinations, which so peculiarly denote the influence of the mighty dame,
that were constantly tempting me to obtrude my withering presence on her
enjoyments. With Cadwallader, every thing was reversed. In his society, she
laughed without ceasing; chatted, disputed, was natural and happy. To all this
intercourse, the lynx-eyed grandfather paid not the smallest attention. He merely
seemed pleased that his child had found an agreeable, and an instructive
companion; while, on the contrary, there existed so much of attractiveness in our
respective systems, that it was impossible for me to approach the person of the
daughter, without producing a corresponding proximity on the part of the parent.

Something nettled by a circumstance that, to one who is sensible he is not as
interesting as formerly, really began to grow a little personal, I took occasion to
joke Cadwallader on his superior happiness, and to felicitate myself on the
probability, that I might yet enjoy the honour of officiating, in my character of a
confirmed celibite, at his nuptials. He heard me without surprise, and answered me
without emotion. "I thought the circumstance could not long escape one so quick-
sighted," he said. "You think I am better received than yourself? The fact is
indisputable; and, as the motive exists in customs that distinguish us, in a greater or
less degree, from every other people, I will endeavour to account for it. In no other
country, is the same freedom of intercourse between the unmarried of the two
sexes, permitted, as in America. In no other Christian country, is there more
restraint imposed on the communications between the married: in this particular,
we reverse the usages of all other civilized nations. The why, and the wherefore,
shall be pointed out to you, in proper time; but the present case requires its own
explanation. Surprising, and possibly suspicious, as may seem to you the easy
intercourse I hold with my young countrywoman, there is nothing in it beyond
what you will see every day in our society. The father permits it, because / am his
countryman, and he is watchful of you, because you are not! Men of my time of
life, are not considered particularly dangerous to the affections of young ladies of
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seventeen, for unequal matches are of exceedingly rare occurrence among us. And,
if I were what I have been," he added, smiling, "I do not know that the case would
be materially altered. In every thing but years, the grandfather of the fair Isabel,
knows that I am the equal of his charge. It would be quite in the ordinary course of
things, that a marriage should grow out of this communication. Ninety-nine, in one
hundred, of our family connexions, are formed very much in this manner. Taste
and inclination, rather guided, than controlled, by the prudence of older heads,
form most of our matches; and just as much freedom as comports with that
prudence, and a vast deal more than you probably deem safe, is allowed between
the young of the two sexes. We, who ought to, and who do know best, think
otherwise. Women are, literally, our better halves. Their frailty is to be ascribed to
the seductions of man. In a community like ours, where almost every man has
some healthful and absorbing occupation, there is neither leisure, nor inclination, to
devote much time to unworthy pursuits. I need not tell you that vice must be
familiar, before it ceases to be odious. In Europe, a successful intrigue often gives
éclat, even to an otherwise contemptible individual; in America, he must be a
peculiarly fortunate man, who can withstand its odium. But the abuse of youth and
innocence with us, is comparatively rare indeed. In consequence, suspicion
slumbers; voila tout."

"But why this difference, then, between you and me?" I demanded. "Why does this
Cerberus sleep only while you are nigh? I confess 1 looked for higher courtesy in a
man who has travelled."

"It is precisely because he has travelled," my friend interrupted, a little dryly. "But
you can console yourself with the expectation, that those of his countrymen, who
have never quitted home, will be less vigilant, because less practised in foreign
manners.""

This introduction brings me to my incident. It was no sooner known that we were
about to quit the ship, than a dozen longing faces gathered about us. Our example
was followed by others, and one or two more boats from the land were engaged to
transport the passengers into the bay, in order that they might witness the reception
of La Fayette. I had observed a cloud of disappointment on the fair brow of the
little Isabel, from the moment our intentions were known. The circumstance was
mentioned to Cadwallader, who was not slow to detect its reason. After a little
thought, he approached the grandfather, and made an offer of as many seats, in our
own boat, as might be necessary for the accommodation of his party. It seems the
health of the old man would not permit the risk. The offer was, therefore, politely
declined. The cloud thickened on the brow of Isabel; but it vanished entirely when
her aged grandfather proposed that she should accompany us, attended by a maid,
and under the especial protection of my companion. In all this arrangement,
singular as it appeared to my eastern vision, there was the utmost simplicity and
confidence. It was evident, by the tremulous and hesitating assent of the young
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lady, that even the customs of the country were slightly invaded; but, then, the
occasion was deemed sufficiently extraordinary to justify the innovation. "So much
for the privileges of two score and five," whispered Cadwallader, after he had
handed his charge into the boat. For myself, I admit I rejoiced in an omen that was
so flattering to those personal pretensions which, in my own case, are getting to be
a little weakened by time. Before closing this relation, of what I consider a
distinctive custom, it is proper to add, that had not the parties been of the very
highest class of society, even far less hesitation would have been manifested; and
that the little reluctance exhibited by Isabel, was rather a tribute paid to that retiring
delicacy which is thought to be so proper to her sex, than to the most remote
suspicion of any positive impropriety. Had she been a young married woman, there
would, probably, have been the same little struggle with timidity, and the same
triumph of the curiosity of the sex. But the interest which our fair companion took
in the approaching ceremony, deserves a better name. It was plain, by her sparkling
eyes and flushed features, that a more worthy sentiment was at the bottom of her
impulses—it was almost patriotism.

Behold us then in the boat; Cadwallader, the gentle Isabel, and our three attendants,
and impelled by the vigorous arms of four lusty watermen. We were still upon the
open sea, and our distance from the city not less than seven leagues. The weather,
however, was propitious, and our little bark, no less than its crew, was admirably
adapted to inspire confidence. The former was long and narrow, but buoyant, and
of beautiful construction, being both light and strong. The latter, it appears, are of a
class of watermen, that are renowned in this country, under the name of
Whitehallers. I have every reason to believe their reputation is fairly earned; for
they urged the boat onward with great speed, and with the most .extraordinary ease
to themselves. I remarked, that their stroke was rather short, and somewhat quick,
and that it was made entirely with the arm, the body remaining as nearly upright as
possible when the limbs are exerted. At first, I thought these men were less civil
than comported with their condition. They touched their hats to us, it is true, on
entering the boat, but it was rather too much in the manner of a salutation of
equality; at least, there was no very visible manifestation of a sense of inferiority.
Closer observation, however, furnished no additional grounds of complaint. Their
whole deportment was civil, nor, though far from humble, could it be termed in
any degree obtrusive; still it was not precisely European. There seemed no sin of
commission, but something of omission, that was offensive to the established
superiority of a man of a certain number of quarterings. Perhaps I was more alive
to this jealous feeling, from knowing that I was in a republic, country, and from the
fact, that I had so recently quitted one where the lower classes bow more, and the
higher less, than among any other Christian people. The strokesman of the boat
took some interest in seeing us all properly bestowed. With the utmost coolness he
appropriated the best place to Isabel, and then with the same sang froid intimated
that her attendant should occupy the next. Neither was he ignorant that the object



