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INTRODUCTION.

The following pages are the result of observations made during two years in the United
States, viz. 1849 and 1851-2. The views given of America, and the passage thereto,
have usually been taken from the poop-deck, and Astor House—and are consequently
hackneyed. A log of the voyage from “tween decks” has, therefore, at least novelty to
recommend it, and will demonstrate that those who would improve the condition of the
Emigrant during the Trans-Atlantic voyage are not fastidious reformers. In the sketches
of America and Americans | have chosen the bye-ways as well as the highways for
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observation, and have bestowed eulogy or censure in accordance with fact. vi Doubtless
the English and American reader will find points to criticise, and opinions to dissent from;
but if | have been able to preserve the candour of a Cosmopolite, | am satisfied with
patriotic strictures.

C. CASEY.

New York, July, 1852.
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TWO YEARS ON THE FARM OF UNCLE SAM.
CHAPTER I. A LINER IN 1848.
Roll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean, roll. Byron.

“Round went the windlass merily, Taut grew the massive chain, Uprose the mighty anchor,
Loosed is the cable's strain; And the godly barque floats gallantly On the receding tide, Out
—out upon the western sea, The western sea so wide.”

May 28, 1848.—having been duly cheated, persecuted, and hustled in that most thievish
of ancient or modern ports, Liverpool—found myself located, on the above date, in the
superior accommodations of the celebrated fast-sailing, copper-fastened, Black Bull, line-
ship, “Fidelia,” B 2 Yeaton, master (according to advertisement, if contrary to fact.) At nine
o' we hauled out through the massive docks into the Mersey, where we were taken in tow
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by a tug, and steamed some 30 miles to sea, when all passengers were ordered on the
quarter-decks, their names called, and checked by the agent' list. A search-party went
below and found a man stowed away in a box: he was hustled on deck, and transferred
to the tug, at the quarter-rail of which he stood waving mute adieus to his friends who had
smuggled him on board. Never have | seen despair more vividly expressed than in that
man's face; so overcome was the poor fellow that he could not speak, not scarcely raise
his arm to answer the shouted advice of his friends.

“All right, loose away”—we slipped our cable, and shaking our canvas to the wind, stood
away for the wide Atlantic. The day was particularly fine; the graceful and undulating
motion of the ship exhilarating; the crew singing cheerily as they hauled taut the braces,
the passengers in good spirits, and all

“Looking lovely as Hope.”

About noon had some coffee, and adjourned to observe the ship fire (that appropriated
to the 3 passengers for cooking) which presented a desperate scene: crowded in and
struggling, was a mass of hungering humanity, each with some cooking utensil; old men,
young women, boys and girls, abusing, fighting, and uproarious they wedged in, a slight
fissure being ever and anon opened to permit the exit of some one with a steaming pot,
who usually appeared as if his face had undergone some cooking process; and then all
was Babel again, strength being the rule, and patience the exception. Turned into my
berth at ten o'clock, slept but little, arose with headache, but having had some coffee, felt
better; went on deck and found the sea calm, the winds gentle, and our vessel making
easy way: found our course to be due north. On enquiry found we were going out by the
North Channel passage. Dined off collared head, onion, and water; the fire, a scene as
usual.

June 4th.—Slept better, had breakfast of tea, read treatise on the Trinity, by Jones (a
close written argument), turned into berth at noon, slept till three o'clock, when | was
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called on deck by my berth-mate; went up, and found we were close in on a bold coast,
with mountains in the distance; the shores of Scotland and Ireland visible all day. In the
evening, about an hour B 2 4 before sundown, were boarded by a fishing boat off Tery
Island, from which we purchased some cod-fish, many weighing twenty pounds, for
sixpence; the captain bought forty-two, which he had part pickled, and part distributed
to the poorer passengers. A woman who had eluded the search-party, being hidden in
a bed, but who afterwards turned up when we were at sea, was now ordered on deck
by the Captain to be sent ashore in the fishing-boat. She was young, and well favoured,;
on learning her sentence she cried piteously, so as to cause the skipper (who, though
a rough, was a kind man at bottom) to revoke his decree, and he finally allowed her to
go below, and assist the steward. | kept the deck till eleven o'clock in company with a
townsman, Mr. Doyle, talking over scenes familiar to both. The sunset on this and the
previous evening was glorious in the extreme, such as an ocean sunset alone appears,
when the life fountain sinks by inches beneath the undulating horizon, tinting cloud and
wave with celestial splendour.

June 5th.—Rose betimes; land still in view; vessel rolled heavily during the night, and
sickness commenced in earnest this morning: made breakfast of coffee prepared (oh!
genius of Soyer) in the vessel which my bacon had been boiled in on the previous
evening. While partaking of it 5 with a gusto, am surrounded by persons in every phase
of sea-sickness, and have concluded a sea-voyage to be an infallible cure for formality,
fastidiousness and a languid appetite (should like to see a Brummel on a month's voyage
in rough weather). Had the last glimpse of Erin, now far, far away to the east, like a haze
cloud on the water, with the wide western sea on the other hand, the scene causing those
emotions of the mind so uncontrollable by the will, which many count weakness, but do
so only because they speak from theory, for to him who sees the land of his nativity, the
home of his fathers and his childhood, that spot of the green globe round which twine the
fondest remembrances of the soul, sink beneath the distant wave, perhaps for ever to him,
while before him lies the trackless deep for many a thousand miles, and beyond is the
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land of the stranger, cold in contemplation, though it may be the home of freedom, and
bright with the smiles of plenty; for him, | repeat, to feel the deep emotions of the exile, and
that yearning sorrow which words may not express, is not weak,—or at least if so, it is a
weakness as noble as it is natural. The main cabin is now beginning to have its interest, a
scene to defy even the genius of a Cruikshank; of the details, more hereafter. At present |
am disposed to 6 meditate, and the subject of my cogitations, the reflection of how much is
contained in that single phrase so often lightly spoken, “Gone to America,” familiar now as
an household word, yet once sufficient to immortalize the second voyage of the Genoese
adventurer, who, by the way, suffered much less privation than the steerage-passenger

of the nineteenth century, of which passenger let us enumerate some of the items that
occur in his transition from serf to freeman. Well, imprimis , there is the sundering of social
ties that have twined for twenty or thirty years around the heart; secondly, the severe
self-denial necessary to raise means, of transit; thirdly, the exorbitant charges of hotels,
&c., until he reaches the place of sailing; fourthly, the thievish and sophisticating ship-
agents; the Shylock money-changers, and those tolerated highwaymen, known as man-
catchers and fortiers; venal police, who seem in league with all villanies, and lenient with
all villains; the rude accommodations on board, which on paper appeared spacious, airy,
comfortable, &c.; blaspheming seamen, the fire and water trials, with all and sundry the
less salient points, such as wet feet, clothes and bedding:—which contribute to make up
the true translation of that much used, but little understood phrase, “gone to 7 America.”
However, let us see, it will bear another: there is the bracing up of the mind, the glowing
pictures of hope, dormant energies called out, which the owner knew not of; the cheerful,
clannish communicativeness of your fellow passengers, each with his little store of bright
anticipitations; the novelty of the everlasting circle of waters, which, speed as we may, we
are ever in the midst of; the fresh, keen, penetrating air; the clear expanse of ether over
head, (when the weather is fine); the exciting bustle of Bout ship, when the first mate takes
his stand at the capstan on the poop, the second mate at the waist, and all the seamen at
their stations, the third mate on the forecastle.
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First mate (in stentorian voice). “Take your places.
Second mate. “All ready, sir.”

First mate. “Helm a lee.”

Man at the wheel. “Aye, aye, sir.”

First mate. “Tacks and sheets let go! and haul your braces! haul!”

When the mountainous canvas swings obedient on the opposite side, and she falls
gracefully away on the other tack, then the weather-tanned seamen—embodiments of
endurance, courage, and strength; the goodly vessel buoyantly making 8 her way over the
mountain waves as if conscious of her mission, with many other incidents, contribute to
furnish the counterbalancing pleasures consequent on going to America.

June 6th.—The morning of this day misty and fresh, which induced me to go below, and
write this log. The weather cleared off by noon; came on deck a short time, but went below
and slept till four o'clock; had dinner, and walked the poop till eleven o'clock. The night
fine, with a pale crescent moon.

June 7th, Saturday.—The wind had blown stiff during the night, and was now so strong
that we had to take in our top-gallant sails, the sea looking fearfully portentous, the swell
so high that the stern-lights had to be shut down, and the hatches put on: by midday the
wind increased to a storm, and the pitch and reel of the vessel caused a general sickness;
| felt so ill that | had to keep my berth. Towards evening, one of the passengers, who
slept beneath me, came down from the deck drenched, with mortal terror in his eye, and
shaking me, ejaculated, “It's all up! we are all lost!” | had been listening with increased
anxiety to the crash of the waves upon her bow, and the furious wash alongside, and

that indescribable roar produced by the sea and 9 wind in a storm, when he came, and
his report decided me, so | got out of my berth, and after sundry lurches, succeeded in
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reaching the deck, where, holding on to the door-post, | looked out upon what | had often
read of and imagined, “a storm at sea.” The foresail had just been blown into tatters, and
we were sailing under close-reefed topsails; it was the loss of the foresail which caused
her to plunge and reel so awfully, and as they could not for some time bend a new saill,
the waves came in across her bows in tons, sweeping everything, not lashed, off the main
deck. I held on firmly by the poop-doorway, although drenched with the spray, to take in

a full conception of the scene. Oh! it was grand! mighty! terrible! surpassing, infinitely,
anything | had ever conceived of its wildest fury! Huge and fantastic mountains of wave,
seething and foam-crested, appeared on all sides, raving and rolling impetuously onward.
At one moment we were poised on the summit of one of those liquid monsters, from
whence their peaks could be seen far as the vision reached, and, anon, we were rushing
down—down—into the valley of the sea, with a fearful velocity, as if we were in the basin
of a whirlpool; then rose the coming billow, awfully huge and seemingly high as our mast
B 5 10 head, threatening instantaneous death, but, just at that moment, when one holds
the breath in expectation of being whelmed, the goodly ship rises tremblingly and shivering
upon its breast, shaking the disappointed waters in foam from her bows, ere she plunges
again down the abyss, to grapple with another liquid monster. | find it impossible to give
even a skeleton description of the scene, because | know of no suitable comparison; and
one feels how short, infinitely short, the best description, by the greatest minds, falls of
that tumultuous reality; and those who speak of storms at sea, being hackneyed and over
done, proclaim themselves to be lubbers rather than critics, though they may have braved
the dangers of the Channel, or, perhaps, tumbled in the short sea of Biscay.

The grandest description—that which gives a sense of fulness to the mind—is that noble
passage in the Psalms of the inspired Hebrew.—

“They that go down to the sea in ships, That do business in great waters, These see the
works of the Lord, And his wonders in the great deep. For he commandeth and raiseth The
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stormy wind, Which lifteth up the waves thereof. They mount up to the heaven, They go
down again to the depths, Their soul is melted because of trouble.”

11

Shakspeare has it,—

“The wide and wasteful ocean;"—

Bryant—

“Old ocean's grey, and melancholy waste;"—

Byron—

“—Boundless, endless, and sublime, The Image of eternity.—The throne Of the Invisible;”

all good, beautiful to read in one's study, but, excepting David's, they seem puerile when
the memory presents them in the actual scene.

The shrill whistle and shriek of the wind through the shrouds,—the almost human moaning
of the strained timbers—the dull solid crash of the breakers upon her bows and side, with
the other terrors of the time, made me fancy that our time had indeed come; which fact
being settled, the first creeping of the blood disappeared and | felt comparatively calm and
observant, for withal | was held by a sort of frightful admiration of the scene. In the midst
of the din a hawk or pigeon alighted on our topmost rigging and clung there, the poor thing
seemingly worn out, but was shortly after blown away. But out among the foamy crests

of the waves swept the hardy gulls, seemingly at home in the storm, and as easy in their
movements as if they were perfectly 12 calm. | felt a sort of envious admiration of them

as they sailed away, and, had | the power of metamorphosis given me at the time, would
undoubtedly have chosen the estate of those aerial fishermen.
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Toward night the violence of the storm increased. | felt so sick from the violent roll of the
vessel that | had to get into my berth, from whence | could see over the main cabin, which
now presented a strange and pitiful scene. The boxes, barrels, and water-cans, &c., which
had: been lashed to the centre stanchions had broken from their lashings, and at every
roll of the vessel (which occurred one in three or four minutes), away they went from one
side clear to the other, clashing and clattering, and woe to any one unfortunate enough to
be caught in one of their charges; the greater part were broken before they were secured.
The lamps swung dismally to and fro, only serving to render the confusion visible. The
passengers were all sick, and every phase of mortal fright was here exhibited. The women
moaning or weeping, the men conjecturing, praying, cursing, or silent from terror. One
particularly attracted my attention: he was a small, dry, hard-featured, loquacious Kerry-
man, an everlasting politician and polemic 13 who always spoke in heroics, and might
have been supposed from his fair-weather speeches to be a near relative of Neptune. He
had now secured himself firmly to a stanchion under the lamp, and was reading with all
his energy, and at the top of his shrill voice the rosary of the blessed Virgin, the rosary of
saints, and the rosary of Jesus; the two former three times, for once of the latter, and if
one could judge of his faith by the fervour of his appeal for mercy, | should say he believed
more in the potency of Mary, Peter, Paul, James, John, Ambrose, &c., than he did in
Christ. Another, an Englishman, who had been, up to this, one of the most unreflecting
and noisy, full of gibe and levity, was now in the opposite extreme; he wept like a woman,
and, by turns, accused his wife violently of having induced him to come. Then, just in the
midst of his angry denunciation, a wave would thunder over the deck of the vessel, making
her reel again, and his voice would sink into a quavering “Oh! dear. Lord have mercy on
us! What shall we do! What shall we do!” Some stayed at the doorway all night thinking
(foolish idea!) to take to the boats in case of extremity, but no boat could live ten minutes
in that sea. The saloon was turned into a sail 14 room for convenience. | had made up my
mind on going down to lie still in any case, my feeling being, that if she went down, spars
or boats were visionary hopes, and that it was a matter of right to meet death decently,
and without effeminate uproariousness. As well as | can collect my thoughts at the time, |
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felt a fear and a hope; a fear, from the fact of knowing that the death impending was but
the just punishment for my sins, and a hope in Him “whose mercy reacheth to the clouds.”
| wished earnestly for the morrow, which was the Sabbath, because on that day | knew
that the prayers of the Christian church went up from many a faithful heart for* all those
who travel by land or by water.” And amid all the conflict of elements the following couplet
of the beautiful and familiar hymn was ever present to my mind,

“God is his own interpreter, And he will make it plain.”

Of this peculiarity of the memory, John Locke speaks in his section on “Transferring
Thoughts,” he says:—“Thus some trivial sentence or a scrap of poetry will sometimes get
into men' s heads, and make such a chiming there, that there is no stilling of it; no peace
to be obtained, 15 nor attention to anything else, but this impertinent guest will take up the
mind, and possess the thoughts in spite of all endeavours to get rid of it.”

| remember reading in Lady Sale' s “Journal,” that one night before a fatal battle she was
haunted as it were with the last verse of Campbell' s “Hohenlinden.”

“Few, few shall part where many meet, The snow shall be their winding sheet, And every
turf beneath their feet Will be a soldier' s cemetry,”

which received but too truly a literal fulfilment on the morrow. My chief reflection on the
mode of death was, the wholeness of our destruction, not a fragment to tell of our fate; and
it came into my mind to place my MSS. in a box that would float, and be perhaps picked
up; showing that persons may have greater anxiety for the children of their brain than for
their physical safety or life.

June 7th, the Sabbath morning.—Wind as high as yesterday. Felt very ill, and stayed

in berth; at noon the wind abated by God' s mercy, and she pitched less violently. The
main cabin in a terrible state, the place quite wet from leakage, which, together with the
sickness 16 and closed hatches, made the place quite pestiferous; the smell being noxious
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in the extreme. My clothes and those of my berthmate being quite wet, added not a little
to our discomfort; yet withal, | slept the first sabbath at sea; may it be the last of such! The
general feeling of the passengers was that if once again on terra firma , they would never
again (as the little Kerry-man expressed it) “be timpted to cross the oshun for the mines
of Gaulconda;” felt disposed myself to think that had | known the horrors of the passage |
would not have attempted it. How wise is the provision that the future is sealed to man!

June 8th, Monday.—The sea gone down with the wind. A party of the seamen sent

below, who thoroughly cleansed the place between decks of the accumulated filth of two
days; two more of which would generate plague. Had breakfast with thankfulness and
appetite, not having eaten or drunk since Saturday; felt better; kept on deck; nearly all the
passengers crept up, looking like spectres. The sun rose. The hatches were opened and
all looked bright again; and the laugh and jest at the past fears showed that the lesson had
been forgotten.

June 9th, Tuesday.—Drizzling rain all day; 17 water rough; breeze fresh; had to stay
below; felt sick; an arrangement made; four men told off for the purpose of cleaning the
main cabin daily, to be paid by subscription. Got on deck for a while in the evening and
read a little. Made an attempt at toilet; felt pain in the chest from my feet being continually
wet.

June 10th, Wednesday,—Wet as yesterday. Had soup for dinner; felt better; read all day;
turned in about ten o' clock, was awakened at midnight by the great rocking of the vessel,
and a terrible hubbub among the passengers; it was blowing a storm fiercer than that of
Saturday The boxes, barrels, &c., were once again going through succession of charges
and counter-charges; a repetition of the old scene With heightened colours. Those who
had gone to bed singing and jocose, were now praying lustily. Those who went on deck
to report came down with the wildest statements; one had it that the hatches were all
fastened down, and that the captain, mates, and crew, had taken to the boats, and gone
off; another, that the masts were carried away, and an important leak sprung forward; |
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did not go up, being familiar with the scene, but rolled myself up, and went to sleep with
a most diversified chorus. Awoke in 18 the morning with dreadful headache, as during
the night, my head had been many times 12 or 18 inches lower than my body; having
had breakfast, got gradually better. The wind fell away, and at noon we literally slept
upon the water; a slight drizzle of rain, but not a breath of air. At night, singing, dancing,
and drinking, in the main cabin, by way of relief to the religious exercises of the previous
evening.

June 11th, Friday.—Slept well; after breakfast found a steady wind had set in from E.N.E
before which (our yards being squared and all sail set) we sped along like a sea-gull; the
advent of the wind was rainy, dull, and cheerless; the sea ran very high, but, owing to a
familiarity with the real or supposed danger, and the wind being fair; | enjoyed the scene
vastly: it was grand and beautiful, presenting the appearance of a succession of mountain-
ridges of molten glass, crowned with snow, over and through which we rode gloriously. By
moonlight the scene surpassed description.

June 12th.—Day calm and hazy; ship lying sluggishly on the water; evening winds fresh
and cold.

June 13, Sunday.—Calm. Read service. Had collision with mate about a sick sailor. Day
19 fine; cold. Bearings, long. 30° W. lat. 54° N.

June 14, Monday.—Running free S.W. by W., breeze brisk; day hazy; wet; very
unpleasant; not able to stay in cabin, so close; nor on deck from the weather. Cannot write
my journal for the past three days.

June 15th, Tuesday.—Up at six o' clock. Breakfast seven. Blowing fresh; felt no bad effect
from wet bed and blanket; sun up; but air very cold. The first of eleven days pleasant on
deck; between decks overhauled. Dried bed and blankets in sun. A sail far to windward; a
sail! a sail' remained in sight all day. Sunset surpassing in splendour all the past; the moon
nearly or altogether full; a complete lull of the wind, although we made ten knots an hour
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in the early part of the day. Retired at eleven o' clock; about two o' clock was aroused by
a squall striking us, which nearly took away our masts; so used to that sort ' of thing now,
that | did not go on deck.

June 16th.—Rose at six o' clock. Our consort still in view; wind strong; we lying close to it
and taking immense quantities of water over the bows. Weather not so cold as yesterday;
drizzly all day. Evening, wind increased very 20 much: reefed topsails and then double-
reefed them. Sea running high as on the 7th; the ship rolled fearfully all night, worse than
ever, but owing to the familiarity of the thing, had no prayers in the cabin.

June 17th.—Nothing particular, except the sunset, which really seemed like the portals of
heaven.

June 18th.—Up at half-past six o' clock; morning fine; wind feeble; came round fair aft for
thirty minutes; at half-past nine o' clock, fell away again. A drizzling rain till two o' clock;

all sail ordered to be taken in by the skipper for some, cause invisible to a landsman, as
the vessel was scarcely moving, the stern lights screwed down, the hatches put on and all
made trim for a storm. Heading N.E. No increase of wind; sunset beautiful.

June 19th, Saturday.—Rose at six o' clock; the expected wind has come, and thanks

to Providence, in our favour; we went before it with reefed sails at tremendous speed,
the sea wild, high, angry-looking and gloomy. Amid the turmoil of waters was to be seen
Mother Carey' s chickens-the stormy petrel—the scene such as would immortalise a
painter, even to fail in,—our fore-top-sail blown into ribbons.

21

June 20th, Sunday.—Rose at six 0' clock. Morning beautiful; steady breeze from the S.W.;
at 10 o' clock the wind rose to a gale, with rain; read from the Acts. Day continued stormy
and unpleasant. Phosphorescence at night of great brilliancy and beauty.
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June 21st, Monday.—Up at six o' clock. Captain told me we should be in New York on
the 29th. Wind cold; temperature within 3° of freezing point. Lat. 44°, long. 49°. The only
incident a dance, and row down stairs.

June 22nd, Tuesday.—Up at four o' clock; breakfast at half-past six; head-wind, but not
cold; a fog so dense, could not see the ship’ s length ahead; a drizzling rain. Two men
stationed on the bows as a look-out; had been there all night. A lamp hoisted forward. A
fear of icebergs, the epidemic of the day. Passed through a great shoal of porpoise. Found
my biscuits much damaged.

June 23rd.—No log.

June 24th.—Rose at six o' clock. Two ships in sight. Sea-weed drifting by. Shore signs. At
half-past eight spoke with a British barque; water 40 to 60 fathom deep, wind favourable;
speed 9 knots; breeze has been favourable since four o' clock. Tuesday night favourable
for observing 22 the stars. Sunset perfectly cloudless, and very beautiful. Long. 54°, lat.
41°.

June 25th.—Overhauled the ship-list, and made out the missing five passengers. Saw a
nautilus. Evening foggy; cold, heavy mist; wind dull, and rather ahead.

June 26th.—Was awoke about three o' clock with the stir occasioned by the death of a
child in the opposite berth; went asleep again. Awoke at six with bad headache and sore
throat. After breakfast assisted the sail-maker in sewing up the body of the little innocent;
we put some heavy stones around its tiny limbs, and wrapped it in part of an old sail as a
cere. When sewed up, it was carried on deck by one of the seamen and unceremoniously
cast off from the lee gang-way, its funeral service being the rough voice of the second
mate telling them to “look alive! look alive there, with that child!” it sank amid the foam
immediately, down, down to the coral beds of the deep, deep sea. The incident struck me
as wanting altogether the solemnity with which my fancy had invested a burial at sea—I
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mean so far as the formality of: interment was concerned. The thing had passed, and was
forgotten by all except the mother, with the bubbles of its plunge. The sunset heavenly.
Cleared the 23 fog bank which had invested our course, and we now stood in the wide
and unbroken plain of the sea; a clear and beautifully clouded sky was spread above us,
and the sun, like a mighty mass of molten gold, tinged, as be sank, wave and cloud with
unspeakable glories, the latest hues being ever the most beautiful. We swept on with
squared yards before a light breeze all night.

June 27th, Saturday.—Still before the wind; cold, severe. A shoal of porpoise passed at
eight o'clock. At ten we were passed by a schooner, which seemed a “ship of promise,” as
it showed the comparative nearness of land. Read geological treatise; had my bed out of
berth, and slept on boxes as an experiment.

June 28th, Sunday.—Rose at six o,clock; will not sleep on boxes again; morning fine;

day opened up the finest we had since sailing. Many Black-fish (a species of whale)
passed us, one within a few yards of the vessel. It would blow up a column of water every
time it rose. Clouds of small birds, like plover, were now in sight, covering miles of the
horizon. All passengers dressed clean, and looking well, on deck, temperate in voice and
spirit, showing a propriety suitable to a sabbath at sea. Three sail in sight. 24 A sea-hawk
passed close to our stern. Read service with two or three others. Caught a breeze at three
o'clock; passed several shoal of mackerel, so large, that they darkened the water like a
tideway, seemingly acres in breadth, and millions in number; a quantity of sea-birds busy
feeding on the moving mass; passed a quantity of dog-fish; refused a bait. The sunset,
gorgeous.

June 29th.—Rose at six o'clock; morning cold; the sea a mirror, not a ripple on the wave,;
the mountainous canvas unable to catch a breath of air. The two sail of the previous
evening apparently in the same place and predicament. At seven o'clock a breeze came
travelling over the sea, and taking us we moved along at six knots.

Two years on the farm of Uncle Sam. With sketches of his location, nephews, and prospects. By Charles Casey. http://www.loc.gov/
resource/lhbtn.02398



Library of Congress

June 30th, Tuesday.—Rose at six o'clock; cold, wind fresh; felt unwell, with sore throat and
headache; went to my berth; was awakened at two o'clock by a rush on deck, and a cry
of “pilot;” got up, went on deck, and found it raining heavily: but what of that. There out to
windward, not a quarter of a mile off, was the pilot, with his blue peter; we hove to, and he
stood down upon us; when near enough, a punt was shoved off from him with two rowers,
and a man 25 in the stern-sheets; they were shortly alongside, and the next minute a tall,
thin, sallow looking man, completely encased in india-rubber, stood upon our poop. His
manner was extremely reserved and silent, but seemingly acquainted with his business.
Rain blew off in the evening, and the French ship gained on us perceptibly; he had the
wind, and came up upon it: but as soon as we felt it, we walked away from him in gallant
style; turned in at half-past nine o'clock, and rose at half-past three o'clock.

June 31st, Wednesday.—Blowing a gale, and a-head; light-houses in view; the vessel
struggling bravely. Turned in again; and rose at six o'clock; found the high lands plainly
visible. The first wonder of the voyage. Two o'clock; still beating, laboriously up the Jersey
coast.

Three o'clock; sufficiently near to distinguish the houses and trees; the first impressions of
the land of freedom decidedly favourable. Met numbers of outward-bound craft; the water
becoming very muddy; passed Sandy Hook, Staten island, and approached the Narrows;
from whence the harbour of New York breaks on the view, in all its surpassing beauty.
Here we were accosted by a tug-steamer, of peculiar construction, the machinery being
above-board, and the C 26 steersman in an office in front, with an awningdeck. After some
consultation, he made fast alongside, and we proceeded up the river. On our way, we ran
into a quarantine ship, with some three hundred and twenty passengers on board: she

had slipped her cable, and was drifting about, the only seamen on board being two, the
first mate and a sailor, the remainder having gone ashore, on some law business. The
crash was tremendous, her bowsprit passing through our bulwarks amidship, and the
spars and rigging becoming foul aloft; the passengers of the other vessel, thinking she was
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going down, ran to the side, men and women climbing on the rail, and imploring us to take
them in; the distance between the hulls might be 3 feet. We kept them back by voice and
hand, as well as we could, there being no danger. One, a fresh, good-looking young girl,
fell to my share as an opponent; she was frightened out of her wits, but, by a vociferous,
though not very gallant assurance of “No fear! no fear! stop where you are! you can't come
here,” &c., | kept her in her own vessel. While they were easing off the ships, | asked her
the particulars, and found the vessel to be from New Ross Island; that the seamen being
badly treated on the voyage, had gone 27 ashore as soon as the anchor dropped, with

the exception of one and the mate; that they had been drunk (at least the sailor) for two
days, and he was engaged fighting the mate, when we struck the vessel. The man alluded
to, now appeared on the main-shrouds, with nothing in the shape of clothing on him, but
canvas pantaloons, hitched on to the hips; his face was smeared with blood, which trickled
over his body and arms; his hair was streaming wildly about his face, making, altogether,
one of the wildest figures | had ever seen; he got up, midway, on the shrouds, and holding
on by one arm, shouted, cursed, and swung himself about horribly, giving, at the same
time, a detached account of their position, himself, &c., much as follows:—

“Hallo there! haul back the main-yard! Haul taut on the fore-brace; (turning to us). No men
aboard, captain, but myself—had no look out—was licking the mate when you came down.
All hands ashore, hurrah! | larned him something! Clear away! clear away!”

The unfortunate wretch had a narrow escape from being scraped off from the shrouds

by our main-yard when it was righting. Came to an anchor about seven o'clock, opposite
Brooklyn, and was struck by the light and gay appearance c2 28 of the ferry-boats that
plied on the river, so superior in construction to those used in England, and they appeared
crowded with passengers every trip. And now having reached our moorings, we will leave
our future experience to another chapter.

29
CHAPTER II. MANHATTAN IN 1848.
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Hail Columbia! happy land!— Song.

Unquestionably the bay of New York is one of the most beautiful in the world. Those

of the Golden Horn, and Honduras, Naples, Dublin, &c., falling second in comparison;

the harbour, or inner bay, expands from the Narrows into a basin of twenty-five; miles

in circumference, receiving at the west the waters of the Hudson, and those of the east
river at the opposite side, a fitting and glorious entrance to that city, which is destined to
be the greatest commercial port the world has ever seen. Approaching the city, Staten
Island on the left rises up, with its wooded and picturesque high lands studded with goodly
mansions and fair cottages, pleasant to 30 the eye; on the other hand, the Long Island
coast, stretched finely away, with its wooded heights and wavy outline; to the left of
Governor's Island, embedded in a forest of masts, lies the main city; on the left, divided by
the noble Hudson, lies Jersey; and on the right, separated by the east river, is Brooklyn,
the city of churches, overtopped by its heights of historic interest, which are now crowned
with beautiful buildings. At night the harbour seemed like one of those fairs held upon

the upper Nile, so filled was it with those beautiful illuminated ferry-boats, that darted
incessantly from one point to another, freighted with that citizen whose destiny it would

be presumptuous to predicate, but of whom it may be said, as a natural inference, that he
will surpass in wealth, empire, and freedom, the Persian, the Roman, and, may | add, the
Englishman.

Before going ashore, | would here insert an extract from a descriptive poem (from the part
relating to New York), which is at least recommended by accuracy and point.

31

“Again I'm off into a disquisition, Leaving untouch'd the burden of my theme, Sometimes
| find my Muse hath disposition To prate of matters which can scarcely seem Within the

province of an Exposition, Such as the present, which | rather deem An illustrated guide-
book, to avail Your memory, should you ever strike my trail.
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“You've seen, perhaps, the famous Golden Horn, The famed, but sometimes misty, Bay
of Naples, Honduras, Rio, or, on a fair June morn, The beauteous Cove? these are the
general staples Of tourists' merchandise. | therefore warn Your travell'd eye to note the
spires and gables, The shipping forest, Brooklyn, and the Battery, Then say your thoughts
of New York, without flattery.

“I have presumed you enter from the Bay, And from the Narrows viewed that noble
harbour, Marked Staten Island, as it smiling lay, Its heights and coves begemmed with
many an arbour For quiet love, o'erlooking the wide sea— Fortress, where Cupid seldom
dons his armour, Yet | have seen, sometimes, a paradise Containing hearts as false as
loaded dice.

“The wooded heights of fair Long Island shore, And Jersey bounding on the other side,
The one resounding back th' Atlantic's roar, The other answering to the Hudson's tide,
While fenced with masts (but that I've said before) Lies fair Manhattan, like a blushing
bride, Meeting her lord. To carry out this notion, Fancy she, a-la-Venice, weds the ocean.

32

“When having seen all this, you must pronounce That Bay the fairest on the fair green
globe, Else, all your claims to judgment, | denounce, And forthwith would apply a caustic
probe To cauterise your prejudice, and pounce Upon your sacred idols; for, not Job Could
bear some Cockneys' jaundiced thought, which As, for example, those vile “Notes” by
Dickens.

New York surpassed, from the water, anything | had conceived of it, but, like Naples, the
beauty was lost somewhat on landing, the streets near the quay being tortuous, narrow,
badly paved, and unclean; and the fashion of having heavy awning-posts raised from
the sidewalk takes much from the appearance, whatever they may add to the comfort;
however, on entering the heart and upper parts of the city, a favourable impression
returned. Many of the streets have trees planted along the sidewalk, giving them a rus
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in urbe appearance, which is very pleasing, and that which gives such a charm to some
of the Parisian rues. The public parks are numerous though small, and are embellished
with fountains, which are supplied plentifully with water. Indeed, New York is perhaps

the best watered city in the world. In the summer evenings you may see, almost 33
opposite every house, a small hose, with which a boy is watering the street, sidewalk,
and housefront), the descent of the Croton to the city being considerable,) making a very
good jet d' eau. The public buildings are elegant or massive. Among the former style may
be mentioned Trinity and Grace Churches. Among the latter, the Customs House, and
Merchants' Exchange. One of the first things striking a stranger's eye is that the people,
as a mass, are well dressed, and the energy, or “goa-head-ativeness,” of the male portion.
And one is surprised at the seeming universality of newspaper literature. Men, women,
boys, and girls, read the newspaper; nor is it an uncommon event, when any stirring
news is in the market, to strike off six extra editions of a paper in the day. The style of

the writing is light, the heavier matter emanating from the scissors rather than the pen;
yet at times there is the reflex of strong and clear minds disseminated to the public at

two cents per sheet. Next come the people, let us see them; one feels so anxious at the
“monarchs” at home,—the far-famed Jonathan—he of reform—the rifle—and republic,—
the cool, ¢ 5 34 shrewd, vigorous, large-souled, indomitable citizen! He that is so criticised,
admired, and feared by all classes in Europe; well, here they are, the real living Yankees
at home. And business,—and, as to houses of business, let me say, that he who walks
along Broadway, may see one of the finest trading establishments in the world, a literal
marble palace, devoted to commerce; and if he turns into the lower part of the city, where
the wholesale merchants “most do congregate,” he will conclude that London has a rival,
and will, within a century, have a superior; and one looking on this great city and people,
Is prompted to pause and analyse the peculiarities of mind that compose the American.
Vieing with the Parisian in dress—the Englishman in energy—cautious as a Dutchman—
Impulsive as an Irish-man—patriotic as Tell—brave as Wallace—cool as Wellington—and
royal as Alexander; there he goes—the American citizen! In answering your questions,

or speaking commonly, his style is that of the ancient Spartan; but put him on a stump,
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with an audience of whigs, democrats, or barn-burners, and he becomes a compound of
35 Tom Cribb and Demosthenes, a fountain of eloquence, passion, sentiment, sarcasm,
logic, and drollery, altogether different from anything known or imagined in the Old World
states. Say anything of anybody (as public men) untied with conventional phraseology,

he swings his rhetorical mace with a vigorous arm, crushing the antagonistic principle or
person, into a most villanous compound. See him at dinner, he despatches his meal with a
speed which leads you to suppose him a ruminating animal, yet enjoying his cigarro for an
hour afterwards, with the gusto and ennui of a Spaniard.

Walking right on, as if it were life against time, with the glass at fever-heat, yet taking it
cool in the most serious and pressing matter, a compound of the Red Man, Brummel, and
Franklin,—statesman and labourer, on he goes,—divided and subdivided in politics and
religion,—professionally opposed with a keenness of competition in vain looked for even in
England; yet, let but the national rights or liberty be threatened, and that vast nation stands
a pyramid of resolve, united as one man, with heart, head, hand, and purse, 36 burning
with a Roman zeal to defend inviolate the cause of the commonwealth.

To him who has lived among the Americans, and looked largely at the theory and practice
of their government and its executive, there remains no possible doubt that the greatest
amount of personal security and freedom has been produced from the least amount of
cost of any nation in the world. Culling its principles and wisdom from the history of all
empires, it stands the nearest of all earthly systems to perfection, because it is built on,
and embodies those principles which God hath proclaimed in his attributes. And the prayer
of all men should be, that the day may never come when those immutable maxims will be
tainted by vanity or corrupted by wealth.

Preserved in the purity which has been covenanted for by the blood of good and brave
men, what a glorious destiny appears in the future history of this the youngest, yet among
the greatest of earth's empires,—a destiny which shall swallow in its brightness the paling
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lights of the elder world. As a reflex of those feelings 37 | subscribe some verses, written
on Staten Island, when leaving the United States in 1849.

Fare thee well, fair land of freedom Home of freemen, fare thee welll Once more, adieul!
before thou sinkest, 'Neath the heaving ocean's swell.

Once again, the last, farewell! My soul in fondness wafts to thee, Thou rest for pilgrims,
home for all, Land of glorious destiny.

Stainless be thy starry banner, Ever glorious be thy name, A meteor, to unborn millions,
Be thy spangled roll of fame.

Lighting up, a range of ages, To the distant bounds of time, Marking thee, amid the
nations, Chiefest—grandest—most sublime!

In the busy tide of humanity, that flows along Broadway, may be seen representatives
of every clime, to which civilization has borne record of the promised land, Chinese and
Mexican, Brazilian and Dane.

The fire-brigades well deserve notice; they are numerous and well-appointed, many of
the engines being extremely beautiful, mounted with 38 silver, and of the most elaborate
workmanship but the most extraordinary part of the matter is, that the companies are
composed of citizens, who receive no stipendiary reward. In the tower of the City Hall, a
perpetual watch is kept night and day, with telescope and map of the city. As soon as a
fire is observed, the watchman strikes on a powerful bell the number of the ward in which
it is. In five minutes from the first tap the various brigades are flying over the streets like
a park of artillery, every thing and person making way for the engine, Each machine has
from thirty to fifty men, some eighty; and the heroism and generous emulation in labour
and danger displayed by them in action it is difficult to match, and impossible to surpass.
Nor are the dangers and labours few, as | have known as many as five fires of a night in
the city, to many of which the run would be a mile or upwards for some of the engines.
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The hotels are numerous, magnificent, and economical, as a stay at the Astor or Irving
houses will demonstrate. The former is said to be capable of accommodating one
thousand persons. 39 And as to boarding-houses they are innumerable, from the 2%
dollars per week mechanics' home, to the 16 dollars elegant and select uptown palace.
The system of boarding out is universal. Young men and women, married and single, all
board out; which system, though it may have less care to recommend it, is certainly devoid
of that comfort and permanency which belongs to a home; hence the Americans are so
migratory and unsettled in their residence. To move implies no more than paying your bill,
and calling a cab; which moving mania nevertheless extends even to the owners of the
boarding-houses, which may be seen on the 1st of May in any year, when the whole city
seems to be making an exodus.

The hospitality of the Americans is unequivocal, which fact | infer from my reception on
producing my letters of introduction. There is not, however, that exquisite enjoyment

of social intercourse which may be enjoyed in the older countries, as the feelings and
passions of the people seemed to be tinged with the same curtness of indulgence which
characterises their general 40 manners. Fast, seems the talismanic word. They eat, drink,
work, speak, walk, and think, fast. Their visits are short, so are their sermons. Their parties
might be considered dull and formal, if their manners be not considered; they do not show
their emotions though they feel strongly. And though luxurious as the Sybarite, are silent
as the Spartan.

If I were to specify what | considered a want in this republican city it would be public baths
and public libraries, and gymnasia, when the young men would be less seen in those
Circean saloons, where sherry-cobblers, oysters, and regalias now attract them; and be
more 'worthy and efficient members to preserve or defend the integrity of the empire. It
should not be forgotten that the veterans of Hannibal, who had cut their way through the
legions of Rome, and surmounted the frowning barrier of the Alpine range, sank before the
luxurious effeminacy of Capua.
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41
CHAPTER Ill. THE HUDSON.

“But leave we critic thoughts, and shape our way Up the majestic Hudson's beauteous
stream.”

One of the peculiar differences that strike the traveller's eye in the New World is the
vastness with which Nature displays herself,—there is a gigantic grandeur in all that meets
the vision, which fact has, | doubt not, contributed much to: imbue the American mind with
those comprehensive ideas and words at which Islanders cavil as egotism or bombast—
but we cannot lose sight of the fact that our physical nature is considerably acted on by the
locality of our birth and residence; nor is our mind free from the influences of climate and
association, for let twins be raised, one on the mountains of Switzerland, the other on the
plains of Holland, 42 and the men will differ world wide in mind and body: hence it is not

to be expected that a man dwelling in a densely populated island, such as Britain, could
expand his mind to the capacity of recognising as natural the large spoken American,
because the mind of such a man, from the first exercise of its powers, judged of and
looked at all things with the contracted circumscribed vision of an insular judgment, and
has conscientiously settled down into the conviction that any circle of thought, speech,

or action, larger than its own, is bombast or speculation, proving that the Gulliver of
Jonathan Swift was not a pasquinade on his own times alone, but fits the phlegmatic and
conservative John Bull as happily now as in the eighteenth century.

The rivers, mountains, lakes, forests, and prairies of America, all bear the stamp of
vastness; and this largeness is reflected in the minds of her citizens; hence by the senator
of the States—to the merchant—the landowner and artizan—projects are propounded
and carried out which would in England be hooted down in the proposal as Utopian. The
ventures would be 43 called ruinous speculations—modes of operation that would be
termed fantastic, and manners and habits that would be coerced as subversive of law and
order, are here severally but the spontaneous workings of a larger mind more favourably
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located, and acting harmoniously for the general good. Fancy the worshipful member of
King's Inns supposing that a bench could be filled without ermine and horse-hair—a plainly
dressed man a profound jurist—the barrister undistinguished from their clients in dress,

or privilege of place—a learned member of the bar with his feet as high as his head, or

a shoemaker going up to ask his lordship a question, and law to exist in connection with
such barbarism—no, no, you cannot expect them to believe that law, learning, and equity,
can be administered or display itself without curled wigs, mohair robes, policemen, and
privilege. It is no use saying they don't believe those essential, else why not abolish the
old womanish baboonery, which would be tolerable only in the Middle Ages, and is truly

a barbarism in our day and generation. As an evidence of how little even the wisest men
of Britain have 44 been acquainted with America, there is a ludicrous but historical proof
in an incident of the war between the two countries, when, by an Order in Council several
hundred barrels were sent out to supply the fleet with fresh water, which said fleet was
then riding on Lake Michigan. Nor is the national ignorance confined either to the senate,
or to past times, for daily evidences occur showing the same error of estimate, which even
the Collins steamers or California have failed to enlighten. The fact is (commercial men
excepted) John Bull is unable to see through the now doubtful glory of his wooden walls.

Of the many rivers that water this immense continent there is none that can be said to
surpass in scenic beauty the Hudson. | have sailed upon it many times by day and night;
and at each succeeding trip it displayed new points of beauty to the eye. Rising in the
country west of Lake George, it flows through a succession of delightful scenery until,

a short distance above Troy, it weds the beautiful Mohawk, which, having flowed with
growing volume through that sweet valley to which the Red Man so tenaciously clung,
springs 45 down at Cohoes in a cascade of much grandeur (the effect of which is much
heightened by the wildness of the scenery, and the solitude of the place), and flows
joyously into the embraces of the Hudson. The confluent waters stretch away in a depth
capable of bearing steam-boats past Troy, Albany, Hudson, &c., reflecting in its spreading
waters many towns of rapid growth and increasing importance.
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Before we proceed up stream let us pause to examine the mode of conveyance. One

of the world-famed American river steamers, which even Mrs. Trollope could not find

fault with, and which every honest traveller must pronounce superior to anything of the
kind in any part of the world, not excepting her Majesty's yacht. Before us at her wharf

lies the “New World,” built at a cost of 186,000 dollars, capable of accommodating 2,000
passengers. Her length 386%% feet; extreme breadth 74 feet; diameter of her wheel 46 feet;
length of piston 15 feet; diameter of cylinder 78 inches. This is the skeleton description of
her size and capacity, the details of accommodation and arrangement | will not attempt

to detail, as 46 it would require a very full chapter to do it justice. We must be content

with saying that the stem of the main-deck is portioned off into a saloon of a richness truly
Eastern, recalling the apartments of Haroun al Raschid, which we were familiar with in

our boyish reading. All that gilding, velvet, damask, marble, mahogany, and mirrors can
do is here effected. At the further end is another saloon comparted off, exclusively for the
ladies, surpassing the general saloon in costliness and beauty; and when sprinkled with
beautiful women, elegantly dressed, one feels inclined to think that had that shrewd and
imaginative Arab ever been on the Hudson boat we might have been able to trace the idea
of Mohammed's Houris and Paradise to a view of the ladies' saloon; and certainly the real
scene | fancied to surpass even his luxurious details of gigantic pearls, ladies of musk,
white winged camels, &c.

Forward the deck is furnished with wash-rooms, baggage-rooms, captain's office, &c.,

and the engineers' (office | will call it) where the beautiful and powerful machinery may

be seen working in its exquisite order, which is not the least attractive 47 part of the boat.
Ascending you reach the promenade-deck running flush nearly the whole length of the
boat, where you can enjoy the scenery, a fresh breeze, and long walk, protected from sun
and weather by an awning-roof. The promenade-deck is furnished with every description
of seat: below the main-saloon is the dining-hall, where you can procure meals as richly
served and good as at any hotel in the city, so that in fact once fairly on board, except that
you are undeceived by the change of scenery, you could fancy yourself rather in a first-
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class hotel than on a steam-boat; nor will your imagination be hindered in the comparison
if you have ever run down the Thames, or been churned in the Channel packets from
Boulogne to Dover, or Liverpool to Kingstown.

| do not know of many better fields for observation than an up-stream boat; you will find the
passengers comprised of men from every civilized point of the globe. The vivacious native
of Gaul, full of courtesy and information; the Prussian-German, intellectual but dreamy;
the Dutchman, slow, cautious, and pipe-loving; the Englishman, 48 brusque, egotistic, and
comparative; the shrewd Scot; the hopeful Irishman; Chinese, Greek, Swede, &c., mixing,
according to their taste, in the habits and conversation of their fellow-passengers; here
you may also see the different phases of the American. That dark-featured aristocratic
man, with ponderous chain and jewelled fingers, is a southern, going with his beautiful
wife to scatter his gold at the springs; and that thin gentleman, dressed all in black, with
the quick eye and nasal pronunciation, is a “down-easter,” regaling a select few with the
marvellous advantages of some “fixin',” of which he wants to sell or “trade” the patent right;
and he, the strongly built man, with a certain largeness about his face, dress, manner, &c.,
discussing the character of Daniel Webster, he is a western merchant, who has been east
to buy his goods. But let us walk into the saloon, and look round, and here may be seen
the votaries of the blind god, to whom river, mountain, and crowd, are as things unreal, so
full of each other is lip and eye, and truly the much lauded “language of flowers” fades into
insignificance,—qgiving a facility to courtship,—when it 49 is compared to those serpentine
sofas where the parties are vis-a-vis and eye to eye. Verily the Yankees are an ingenious
people, and this “sparking sofa” is their chef d'ceuvre. But a truce to this gossip; let us
return to the promenade-deck, and look on the beauties of the river.

Leaving New York, as you proceed up-stream due north, on the western side of the river
rises the Palisades, stretching some twenty miles, formed of a perpendicular wall of rock,
seemingly varying from 100 to 250 feet high, but from the distance which the width of the
river intervened, | could not judge of their formation; they form a grand study to the artist,
and an interesting one to the geologist. On the eastern shore may be seen many beautiful
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mansions dotting the picturesque sites which the banks afford in abundance. There is a
disposition to overlook much of the beauties which this river presents, in anticipation of
the Highlands, which are stupendous. Here the river is narrowed to a deeper channel,
and the mountains close in and nod above the flood with sublime effect, perhaps more
so than even at Harper's Ferry, in Virginia, where D 50 the Potomac and Shenandoah
burst through the Blue Mountains, rendering that wild and awful pass, of which Jefferson
truly said that, “to see it were worth a voyage across the Atlantic.” At either side, for
seemingly a thousand feet, they tower up, wooded, to the summit, the glorious preachers
of Omnipotence, evoking from the beholder, if he be not altogether earthy, a tribute of
praise to Him who causeth the great rivers to flow, and hath piled up the mountains of the
earth in grandeur.

At West Point is the fortress which the ever-to-be-despised Arnold stipulated to surrender
to the enemies of his country and of liberty; that traitor, with whose memory should ever be
coupled a regret that from the highest peak of the pass there swings no gibbet encasing
the bleaching skeleton of so base a knave; yet, though it is to be regretted that this
warning to traitors is not there, still there is there a monument to call forth the emulation
of patriots, to enkindle in the soul an honour for the great and good, to sanctify the place
to liberty and valour, and proclaim to all who pass, that there stands an invocation to
freedom, 51 in the cenotaph of Kosciusko, raised by the students of West Point; it speaks
the reverence and devotion with which they hold the memory of the hero and the man,
and gives an assurance to their country, that should an occasion arise they may be relied
on with faith and hope of defending his principles and emulating his virtues. Some miles
lower down is Tappan Bay, a beautiful sheet of water, where it was that the brave but
fated André was captured on his return, from the interview with Arnold, to the British
lines. Britain has a monument to his memory, and at her hand it is due; on her behalf he
undertook the important office of a spy, and paid the price of failure with his blood. And

of none among her millions should Columbia be more proud than of those three virtuous
citizens whose honour and patriotism wavered not in the hour of strong temptation, whom
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neither the gold, promises, threats, nor entreaties of André could purchase or corrupt,—I
mean those true men Vanwart, Paulding, and Williams.

At Newberry may be seen the house occupied D 2 52 by that great man General
Washington during the Revolutionary war.

From Katskill landing there is a view of the mountains bearing that name; upon the crest
of the highest point is the Katskill House, elevated at about 2000 feet, a comfortable and
well appointed hotel, from the piazza of which may be had perhaps one of the finest views
in the world, not excepting Chamouny, or the valley of Damascus. For sixty miles the
beautiful Hudson winds under the eye, dotted with innumerable schooners, and many
steamboats, and adorned with islands which look like so many floating gardens. In the
valley repose numerous villages, farm-houses, and richly-cultivated farms, making an
iImmediate panorama of exquisite rural beauty, which is contrasted with the dark forests to
the west; while away on the other hand the prospect is bounded by the noble mountains of
Connecticut, Vermont, and Massachusetts.

As a close to this chapter, | would subjoin an extract from the poem from which | have
before borrowed, and for the same reasons:—

53

But leave we critic thoughts, and shape our way Up the majestic Hudson's mighty stream.
Past the huge palisades, piled up for aye By Nature's hand, so wall-like that you'd deem
The mind of man did their foundations lay— So huge they rise, the fishers' houses seem
No larger than a dove-cote, and the fisherman, At their great base, seems dwindled to a
span.

At either side, in majesty arise, Bold hilly banks, well-wooded to the crown; While, in the
west, the Katskill pierce the skies In glorious dignity.—Anon, you see a town, Nestling in
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some fair cove, while past you flies A floating palace—bearing swiftly down A thousand
human souls to that great mart, Which is the empire's centre, head, and heatrt.

But now, we enter that vast mountain pass, Through which the stately river takes its way.
Up to the heavens—qgreat bulwarks—mass on mass Are piled in mighty grandeur, and
display The Eternal's power: man feels himself but grass, In presence of those peaks,
that look today As they have done in ages long gone by! Such thoughts are wholesome,
though they cause a sigh.

Let those who have not seen the Hudson, say The Rhine is fairest of all famous rivers—
Speak of the Nile, as mighty; or display The charms of Seine, or Thames, or Guadalquivir;
Or, in prose poetic, or prosaic lay, Or, in sententious folios deliver Their thoughts on
Euphrates, or Hoang Ho; But, had they seen the Hudson, they would know

54

The difference, and be filled with more delight; The only fault being that the thing was
Yankee. Let them pass through the Highlands by moonlight, Leaving their wonder and
their conscience free, And | will stake my judgment | am right In thinking they will not
henceforward be So prone to quote the Danube, or old Nilus, As travellers sometimes do
until they rile us.

55
CHAPTER IV. A FIRE—AND “THE FALLS.”

“Hark! the bell—one, two, three! Strikes the larum of fire, And the wild sound is echo'd
From belfry and spire. From his slumbers the fireman springs forth at the knell, Hurrah!
here they come! at the sound of the hell. See! the smoke like a demon, ascends on the
wind, And the quivering flame-tongues are hissing Behind, How it pours through the
casement a fierce lurid tide, And the fire-fiend hisses—and roars in his pride.”
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Hail! monarch of the world of floods, whose majesty and might, First dazzles, then
enraptures, then o'erawes, the aching sight. The pomp of kings and emperors, in
every clime and zone, Grows dim before the splendour of thy glorious watery throne.
Buckingham.

In a former chapter allusion was made to the fire-companies; and | may be pardoned for
here introducing a more detailed account of them. They are usually composed of young
men from fifteen to twenty-five or thirty (I speak from 56 observation—not enquiry). The
engines and hose are kept with the most scrupulous care; and a generous emulation
exists between the companies as to appearance and effectiveness. The consequence

IS, as soon as the fire-bell strikes, the number of the ward in which the danger exists, the
members of the companies (no matter how they may be at the moment employed) rush
to the station-house, and thence sweep through the streets like a cavalry charge, headed
by their hose captains, trumpet in hand; if at night, torch-bearers are in the van—some of
the torches being enclosed in large lamps of variegated glass. The scene becomes one
of excitement when two companies emerge in a common street and strain every nerve
to rearch the fire first. The engines are mounted on light high-wheeled carriages, and are
of various construction: some are forced by the up and down pressure—others by the
horizontal: when the workers sit down and pull as if rowing a barge. They are beautifully
painted and ornamented in silver, and many have a range of bells attached to the hose-
cart, which ring as they go. From the front of the engine carriage-frame 57 runs out some
thirty or forty yards, or more, of strong rope, of which the members take each a hold and
off they start at top of their speed: the guidance being performed by two strong men who
stay by the pole. Everything gives place to the engine as if it were a locomotive; and no
wonder, for even a heavy “buss” would come off second best by odds. In the event of
collission it sometimes occurs that one of the runners fall: when, if he does not hold on to
the rope he is almost sure to be crushed.
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Each company is dressed in uniform, differing in some particular. The general dress
consists of helmet-shaped strong-glazed hats with wide leaf, waterproof boots and scarlet
kirtle, with wide patent leather waist-belt. There are also “hook and ladder” companies

for scaling to rescue life, or pulling down to intercept the progress of a conflagration. The
devoted heroism of the firemen is truly great; with an utter forgetfulness of self, they brave
the most imminent dangers at the call of philanthropy, and not unfrequently some brave
fellow is crushed or burned to death—and that which would have immortalized him with D
5 58 “old Homer,” is looked on or read of next day, as a mere act of good citizenship.

The fires in America are more numerous, rapid, and destructive than in Europe.
Incendiarism is frequent: the vast quantity of wooden buildings scattered still through
cities, and preponderating in smaller towns, and the dryness of the atmosphere combine
to account for this. Being present at the great fire at Albany in 1848, | will subscribe a
sketch of it as a good sample of some “tall burning:” it occurred in August, when the heat
was very great (98 in the shade), and there having been no rain for some fourteen days
previous to the fire, everything was dry as tinder under such a sun. | had gone to dinner

to my boarding-house, which was situated in the upper part of the town, when the bells
rang an alarm; but this being a common occurrence | did not mind it. After dinner (that is in
about half an hour) as the bells still continued to ring, | walked down to the southern part of
the town, and found the scene truly awful: though not quite an hour since it commenced,

a whole block— i.e the section of a street, lying between two intersecting streets, 59 was
wrapped in flames; and also the front of the block on the opposite side of the street. Heaps
of furniture lay piled about, and the anxious and busy crowd rushed hither and thither to
save some property or person. Some of the rescued sufferers were being borne to the
hospital, one of whom—an old man—was the most pitiable object | ever saw: he had been
literally roasted alive—his skin presenting the appearance of shrivelled parchment; and
yet, though conscious, and certainly in agony, no. plaint or moan came from his scorched
lips. Hurrying men and distracted women rushed about, bearing off the things most dear
to them; and, in their selections, it was strange to see the different manifestations of
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mind. Here, a young girl fled through the crowd, guarding carefully a delicate flower in full
blossom. There went another clasping a child to her bosom; and, again, one with a small
dog and a bird-cage. Here came a man whose store had just caught the flames, giving
him time only to sweep all his money in notes, gold and silver, into a bucket which he now
carried on his arm, and walked away no more seemingly discomposed than if no such
serious 60 calamity had befallen him. This is a striking trait in the American character, to
“try again”—there is not that despairing suicidal tendency which has been remarked to
prevail in the event of great losses, or a sudden reverse of fortune, in the old countries,
especially in England. Let the thorough Yankee be worth a million of dollars today-he
burns up—the insurance “bursts up,” and he is a pauper tomorrow. Well, he guesses it
can't be helped; and starts again, commencing life as energetically and hopeful as in the
beginning of his career, though time may have placed twenty years against him in life's
account since that time.

Within four hours, some six acres of the town had been thoroughly burned; and, to all
human appearance, the destruction of the entire city | seemed inevitable. The utmost
endeavours of the fire-companies were useless against such a body of fire and a brisk
wind. Houses in the path of the flame were mined and blown up, but to no purpose. Great
masses of burning wood floated like feathers in the air, and houses took fire half a mile

off from those flakes. | got out upon the roof of a house in the upper part of the town,

and looked 61 down upon that sea of fire; and truly it was awful. The docks, boats and
shipping, ware-houses, &c. in the lower part of the city were one swaying and quivering
mass of flame. Up into the heavens a cloud of lurid smoke and burning embers arose as if
out of the crater of a volcano, releasing that terrible view which Lot had when, looking from
Zoar, he saw the smoke of the country of the plain go up, like the smoke of a furnace. On it
went roaring, crackling and devouring: the fire was at its height, and all seemed lost; when
lo! at once, the upper region of the smoke-pillar quivered and wreathed in huge snake-
like wreaths, then swayed backward. The wind was changed, the big rain fell in torrents,
the raging fire was beaten back over the scene of its triumph; and within an hour, not a
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flame-tongue was to be seen: it was a waste of drenched embers. The city was saved.
Never have | seen a more evident and merciful manifestation of Him, “Whose way is in the
whirlwind and in the storm, and the clouds are the dust of his feet.”

That night, beneath a dear moon, | walked 62 through the ruins—a black and smoking
mound—where in the morning had stood happy homes, and busy marts. | walked through
the same section in six months after—and lo! it stood (a commentary on the vitality and
resources of the people) rebuilt and reinhabited, full of life, bustle, and commerce, as if no
such calamity had ever occurred; and many referred to the event as one of great ultimate
benefit, inasmuch as the new buildings were better and larger, and the streets wider and
more improved.

Truly the Americans are the most progressive branch of the human family that we have
any record of; and they who doubt this are those who have not had an opportunity or
desire to judge them aright; but let it not be concluded, that this conviction arose from
that single fact of Albany rebuilt, it was rather the restoration of an opinion formed from a
thousand data, and a wide observation.

| proceeded from Albany up the beautiful valley of the Mohawk as far as Lockport by the
Erie Canal. The mode of conveyance is twofold—by the packet, and the liner: the former
exclusively 63 for passengers and light freight, the latter for general freight and emigrants,
or other passengers. | tried both, and herewith is my experience.

The packet takes twice as many passengers—goes twice as quick—charges twice as
much—and is twice better than the liner. It is drawn by three horses, which have the
knack of keeping all the time in a trot, and doing four miles an hour nevertheless. The
interior consists of one long cabin, with the forward portion screened off for the ladies. The
charges, which are very low (only, I think, three cents a mile), include board. In the liner
the centre part of the boat is devoted to merchandise, the forward cabin is for sitting in,
and the stern one for dining; the deck is flush, and for the artist who wishes to sketch, the
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liner is better than the packet, the speed being only about two miles an hour, or perhaps
three, so that you can go on shore, make a short pedestrian excursion, and overtake your
boat at the next lock.

At night the cabin (which by a judicious knowledge of the effect of proportion in the
furniture, 64 the artistic upholsterer has succeeded in producing the illusion that six
persons might comfortably sit, lounge or stand up in it) presents a strange appearance

to the novice. At each side appears six frames about twenty-four inches wide, one side
hooked on to the side of the boat, the other suspended by a suspiciously small-looking
cord to the roof. The space between those sleeping shelves is about two feet, and you
feel a certain wish for the top berth in case of an accident; but then remembering that hot
air ascends, and ventilation not being provided for, philosophy overcomes fear, and you
take the lower berth, taking off your hat, coat, and sometimes your boots, you turn on, |
could not say in, as the imitation of covering would not justify the most poetic imagination
in comparing it to a bed. By and by a young Hercules, who is going out west to chop,

and who has been trying for his private amusement during the last half hour to master
the double-shuffle and “breakdown” dances overhead, comes down, and unfortunately
recognising you, “guesses,” as in sheer friendliness, that “he'll sleep thar,” pointing to

the shelf which 65 overhangs your devoted head, and proceeds forthwith to convey his
proportions to it, cowhide-boots included. You remember that he mentioned his weight as
one hundred and seventy pounds, and very much taxed is your faith in that hempen cord;
and as the hitherto plain surface of your canvas ceiling becomes threateningly convex,
every creak of the said frame-hammock begets a fear,—gradually, however, you sleep,
and dream of the voluptuous monarch, and the suspended sword.

| should not omit to mention another advantage of this mode of travel, viz. the exercise
which one gets in posturing, so much so that you commence at Albany as stiff as a
grenadier, and some out at Buffalo flexible as a harlequin; but for the enjoyment of this the
passenger packet is to be preferred. Let me illustrate for a moment. The canal is. crossed
by innumerable bridges, not arched but parallel: some of which are within four, three, and
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even two feet of the deck. Well, of course you are on deck, viewing the really beautiful
scenery, when your reverie, if not your head, is broken by a call from the steersman, 66
of “Bridge.” At this cry collision is avoided by stooping down after the Chinese method of
salutation a la mandarin. But, if the call is, “Low Bridge,” the Hindoo method of worship,

or Indian crawl, rapidly performed, will alone save your hat and head. In some cases a
complete prostration on your back is desirable, when you can observe the heavy beams
glide past within twelve inches of your nose. In this case one concludes that a mortal of
the Falstaff make at one side of a bridge, may be a spare Cassius at the other,—however,
after you have had a knock down you become quick-sighted enough, and enjoy the joke
very much. It happens occasionally that persons are killed and drowned by this low-bridge
system, but then they were inattentive.

So much for the conveyance, now for the conveyed, stopping at every town | changed
boats often, and consequently my company; and various were the compagnons de voyage
of my route. Now a party of Canadian French Indians, with their chief. Again, a boat full of
emigrants going west, with some of their golden visions dispelled; 67 and, again, a cabin
full of contrasted manners and nations.

As a little episode | will take an incident on one of the liners, when our cabin contained
two sisters—one a widow, the other an old maid, of sharp features and sharper wit—a
New York pedlar, and his partner,—a South Carolinian, black-haired, black-eyed, quick,
egotistic and boisterous—another man, a Pennsylvanian, well-featured, quiet, reflective,
and quaint in expression: he was a mechanic; had lost his wife two years before; gave up
house, and was now a wanderer, he cared not whither, be had spent all his money, and
meant to get out at the next town, and go to work—complained of dyspepsia, and looked
sickly. The particulars of his life he furnished unsolicited.

The day being unfavourable for deck we kept below, and between the pedlar and
dyspeptic the conversation commenced, then extended, and finally became general. |, of
course, falling in, but one-of the ladies quickly falling out with the pedlar, because of his
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heterodoxy in doubting the use of brimstone in the punishment of souls. 68 Coming to the
rescue of the lady, | found him well versed in the use of Universalist weapons, making as
much as could be of that popular but shallow creed, but unable to extricate himself from
the absurdities which | led him into by the Socratic method of question, by which it was
easy to make him prove too much. He was generally though not critically read; had been
educated a strict Presbyterian, but, when arrived at age and New York, took revenge on
the strict rule which the Puritan tenets had held on him by jumping to the other extreme,
and embracing that doctrine of licence which may be considered as an exposition of the
creed of Sardinapalus.:

“From grave to gay ” our subject turned, and, among other things, the New Yorker
proposed that, our captain being an esquire, and the other requisite of ladies and
bachelors being on hand, a marriage would be an excellent way of passing the time
(marriage solemnized by a magistrate, lawyer, judge, minister, or doctor is legal); |
entered into the spirit of the joke, as also the Carolinian—the parties in prospect being
the dyspeptic widower and the spinster, who was 69 quite juvenile at the idea. But judge
our astonishment when the gentleman took it in earnest, and the Carolinian prompted
him quite seriously, merely (as he said aside to me ) that | might see a speedy marriage,
such being no uncommon occurrence—reminding me of the obliging Tipperary host, who
ordered his servant to shoot an old woman for the purpose of gratifying his Saxon visitor
with the view of an Irish wake. The invalid now arranged his hair, put on the agreeable,
and “went a sparking,” as he termed a removal of his seat next to the blushing fair and
here for the first time did | hear that much talked-of nerve-undoing desperate affair—
popping the question. He began serious as a judge's charge by saying that, “beginning

in jest, he had on reflection thought seriously of the matter—had found in the loss of one
wife the value of another—that his attentive observation and attention to her sentiments,
even on so limited an acquaintance, convinced him that she was a woman to make his life
happy; in proof of which, he would there and then marry her, if she would only say yes.”

70
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The lady did not faint or scream, but rather metaphysically replied that “appearance in
women on a limited acquaintance was no sure method of judgment, and thought it a
matter of prudence that the gentleman should reflect more, else his Elysium might be less
true in fact than fancy.”

Our hero rejoined “that such delay was unnecessary, he was prepared to abide by the
result of his observation,” and again urged a consent.

At this point the Yorker went on deck and | followed him; he went for the purpose of
apprising the captain that we were to have a marriage on board after supper.

The captain, an old man, said “he was ready to officiate when called on.”
| remarked to the Yorker “how well the Romeo acted.”

“Not at all,” said he; “he's serious as death—they are a capital match—we'll have them
buckled within an hour.”

When | found that the joke was likely to become a job, | felt like one who had counselled
suicide, and straightway set about averting the catastrophe. On going down | found the
lady in 71 tears, and feared | was too late, but finding my dyspeptic friend still pleading,

| put in my oar, calling up the valuable assistance of the widow-sister. | remarked, “that |
concurred fully in the wisdom of the lady's remark—that in matters of such moment it was
not well to rely on impulsive determinations,” referring to the widow as umpire.

Fortunately, she had been wooed for three years, and held that that period was the
orthodox time, under which it would be impossible to make a sound selection.

The Yorker was a strong opponent, but we beat him gallantly, and had the satisfaction of
winning a “no,” from the “fayr ladle.”
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The philosophic dyspeptic, after the verdict had been rendered, took any speculative clue
that was given him to any of his many strange questions; and that night | slept with a clear
conscience, satisfied in having prevented the addition of one to the catalogue of hasty
marriages.

From Lockport, | proceeded to the village of the Falls, by a most dangerous railway. Before
we had gone half-way, we ran off, and had to 72 turn out en masse and prize on the
carriage. On arriving at the suspension bridge | caught a first view of the “Falls,” distant
about a mile, and never experienced the sense of disappointment so keenly, the cataract
seeming infinitely below that which my imagination had been forming since boyhood.

| had likewise been much surprised along our line of route not to hear the sound—the
atmosphere was clear, but | suppose the wind must have been adverse, for | could not
hear it two miles off. As soon as my baggage was in the hotel, | started for the Fall, which
was only a few rods from the house. The roar of the falling torrent now filling the region
with its peculiar thunder, added awe to my expectations. | descended by the railway which
leads down to the foot of the precipice in a car, whose velocity is graduated by machinery,
and shortly stood at the level of the river. When looking up at the American Fall, and away
at the vast Horse Shoe, the wonderful, undying impression of the scene began to exist—
that memory which remains, amid the after scenes of life, and through the lapse of years,
vivid, unaltered, and entire—graven 73 graven upon the soul in characters of light, which
fade only when the soul leaves its tenement of clay—and perhaps not then.

Minute mathematical and measured descriptions of Niagara are useful and interesting to
those who desire to know the exact number of inches in its span, and plunge, the rapidity
of its current, or the number of gallons which it furnishes per second; many such | had
read and fancied the pleasure of applying their details. But | had not stood many seconds
looking up on the mass of decending waters, listening to the sustained tumultuous roar
which seemed to fill the vault of heaven, and watching that vast spray-cloud which went
up like the smoke of a burning city, when all remembrance of self, mathematical rules,
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&c., was lost. No longer conscious of existence | stood rapt, motionless, speechless,
entranced with a wonder for which no utterance was vouchsafed, to express which words
would seem blasphemous, and silence alone was eloquent, a state or phase of mind so
far removed from the natural and material feelings of daily life, so sublimated; E 74 and
spiritual, that | know not of any other name to define it except spirit-prayer.

There is a sublime wisdom in that familiar Psalm—
“The Lord, in his holy temple, Let all the earth keep silence before him!”

Roused at length by the drenching spray, | 1 retraced my way to the hotel, and when

| retired to my room | found that the window of the chamber looked out upon the Fall,

and sitting down, | relapsed into a reverie. | felt that that moment was the fulfilment of

one of those youthful aspirations which the mind purposes to itself in coming time. And

| thought upon those school-mates who, long ago, as we gazed upon the pictured page
representing the Falls of Niagara, as one of the Seven Wonders of the world, had echoed
with boyish glee the resolution of going to travel when we were men, and visiting that
wonderful cataract about which we loved to read; and of the poor Indian whose canoe
was drawn into the rapids, and who, when hope was over, rolled himself in his blanket and
so was carried over the precipice. And 75 now here | sat within the thunders of its roar,
while many thousand miles lay between me and that land within whose soil many of those
playmates years ago had mouldered. | felt the favour and was thankful, and fancied how
happy, Bruce, the Abyssinian traveller, must have felt when, at length, the dream of his life
was accomplished, and he fathomed with his lance-shaft the fountain of the Nile.

How often is it, in the maturity of manhood, when we have achieved some favourite
position or enterprise, that we find it to be but a super-structure raised upon a plan which
has had its birth in the fervid imagination of our boyhood—at such moments we feel how
much truth has been spoken by him who said—
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“The child is father to the man.”

Late that night | was lulled into slumber by the sound of its waters, and awoke with the sun
to listen to its everlasting hosannas.

The season of my visit was November, consequently the visitors were very few. The trees
on Iris island, fringing the Fall and rapids, E 2 76 were spangled with frozen spray, and

| doubt not the scene was more impressive in the absence of a crowd of visitors, than it
would have been in June and July. In my opinion, such scenes should be viewed alone
when practicable; and there is as much truth as beauty in Walter Scott's directions for
viewing Old Melrose Abbey.—

“Then go—but go alone—the while: Then view St. David's ruined pile, And, home
returning, soothly swear, That never was scene so sad, so fair.”

Not until the fourth day, when | had been on the Canadian side, on and under the Table
Rock, or Iris island, at the Tower, and Hog's Back, down Biddel's Stairway, along the
shore by the rapids above the island, and had crossed in a boat before the curtain, did
the first unfavourable impression completely vanish, and a true idea of Niagara, in its vast
sublimity, settle itself in my mind.

On the morning of the second day, | proceeded, after breakfast, to the island, and on until
| reached the tower, from the top of which | 77 enjoyed a magnificent view of the Horse
Shoe, but the cold was too severe to make a long Sojourn. | observed beneath the Tower
a detached body of rock literally overhanging the gulf, at either side the waters poured
down, and it struck me that the view from there down into the pit would be very fine; the
distance was about ten or twelve feet, and a tree had lodged against it, which though
covered with sleet ice, offered a practicable though precarious footing. Stopping a moment
to weigh the matter, a slip, or a nerve failing, and all was over literally, for beneath ran

the torrent like a mill-stream; and a few feet off was the edge of the fall,—but then the
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view was worth the venture. One step, two—right in the middle of the space how—the
frost crackles beneath my foot—feel a resolution to grasp desperately for the tree should

| slip—another step stealthily as a cat—and | leaped upon the Terrassin rock. With firm
footing and a tight grip | now reached out and looked actually down into the gulf, and felt
repaid; it was terrible, yet grand—sublime—unspeakable—speculations ran through the
mind, 78 what if the rock was to tumble over, or if the head grew dizzy, or if one were

to jump down, well, what then? The thought was horrible—to be dashed down into the
caverns below, and ground into powder by that bellowing mass of waters. The spray blew
In ice points against my face, | turned back, got to the tree, and with breath held hard, trod
cautiously on my former foot-marks, and now a spring, once more on terra firma , and take
my hotelward way to supper and meditation.

Proceeded next morning to the Suspension Bridge, which is about a mile below the Falls,
and will amply repay a visit; it consists of four wire cables 1160 feet long thrown across
the Niagara, where the banks are 800 feet apart, the supporting, or buttress towers,

are 50 feet high, the height of the bridge from the water 230 feet, and the depth of the
water beneath (said to be) 250 feet., The cables are composed of iron-wire laid together
untwisted, and bound at short distances, they have been boiled in oil during construction
to render them impervious to the influences of weather. From these cables, at distances
of about 79 four feet, depend wires, to which are attached transverse bars of wood, on
which are laid binders running parallel to the cables, on which the flooring is laid down.
There is a lath-railing at either side, and the structure is complete, looking so fragile amid
the rude scenery, that the timid are fearful of its capacity to sustain their weight; | passed
out on it, and when at the centre actually felt as if | were suspended in air, which effect is
heightened by the undulating motion (not swinging) which is caused in it by the wind. It
commands a good view of the Falls, especially at sunset when the whole curtain is seen
reflecting in gorgeous hues the beams of the sinking orbs.

Between two and three miles lower down, is “The Whirlpool.” There being no guides to
procure at this season, | had to proceed alone; below the bridge! struck a trail along the
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bank, which | followed until | arrived at my destination. Summer and refreshment houses
stood, bleak and tenantless, in the vicinity, and a tortuous descending path, formed among
the rocks and tree-roots, led down the steep bank to the river; following this, | shortly stood
on the brink of 80 that vast basin in which the maddened and foamy floods of the great
Niagara, swept madly round and round, tossing the trunks of gigantic forest trees upon its
breast, as if they were so many wheaten straws; above and around rose the shore like a
wall, wooded to the top with hardy evergreens. From the point of descent at which | stood,
no visible outlet is apparent, and one can fancy that the river is swallowed up by some
huge subterranean cavern. This appearance is caused by the fact that the river shoots off
from this basin at right angles, and as the bank at this side projects considerably, you do
not discover the outlet till you have proceeded on to the angle of the bank. The solemn
and grand effect of that vast basin, is second only to the Falls, and will impress more on
first sight. The water in the centre seems higher than that at the edge, and the whirls are
continually shifting their position.

| would counsel all travellers to approach Niagara by the Buffalo route, as then they get
successive views of the rapids and cloud-mist, and are more favourably impressed: the
best views are from the Canadian side.

81

As a contrast of fancy and fact, | subjoin two extracts. The first was written some fourteen
days prior to visiting the Falls, so that it might be thoroughly forgotten; and the second
was written when | had seen them in every phase. | must mention that, however | got the
idea, | was fully persuaded that you look up at Niagara from the bank, instead of the fact
that you look down at it, and this was with me, and others | have since spoken to, one
cause for unfavourable and false impressions as to its magnitude. Nor should the traveller
omit making a foot-journey along the banks from the Falls to the whirlpool; the scene is
magnificent, and the study of the rock-formation not unprofitable. | do not mean to inflict a
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geological disquisition, but may be pardoned for saying that | think the banks evidence a
secession of the fall from Queen's Town to their present position. E 5

TO NIAGARA.

Hail! mighty preacher of th' Eternal cause! In mist and thunder robed; thou hast stood forth
Since earth's fair orb sprung out from chaos' womb, Obedient to the flat of the Lord.

82

Voiced with the wave and whirlwind's linked power, Thy theme has been—* Behold
the Power of God!” How hast thou awed the prideful heart of man, As he compared his
vaunted power with thine, And felt thy vastness grasp his staggering mind, Bending it
down before thy God, and his.

How terrible thy strength! in vain the soul Seeketh for words to mirror what it feels. Thy
deaf'ning roar, once heard, is heard for ever; But never yet imagined until heard. So
solemn, ceaseless, and intensely deep A sound-such as the spirit wings may make When,
at the blast of the archangel's trump, Her myriad myriads earth delivers up.

To thee the memories of a thousand years Are but as those of yesterday to man. Upon thy
glittering crest what records live, Of nations—melted, like thy cloudy spray, While thou still
pourest on, unchanged, unchangeable.

In loneliness, when yet the stalworth elk, The shaggy bear, or the grim-visag'd wolf,
Looked down in mute amazement at thy wave.

Or, when the red man of the forest came, And, leaning on his bow, heard, in thy roar, The
talk of the “Great Spirit” to his child.

Or, later still, when the adventurous white Look'd at thee, speechless, then returned to
tell His brethren of the wonder he had found. Till now, when o'er thy foamy gulf he flings
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83 The giddy path, thou wert, and art, the same— Untouched by Time—an emblem of
eternity.

Thou art an altar! and full many a soul Hath here performed true sacrifice to God; Each
thought is prayer sublime, soul-spoken prayer, Evoked, meet tribute, from the gazer's
heart To Him! who formed the cataract, and who Sustains the creatures floating in its

spray.

Leap on! thou mighty water, plunge, leap on! My soul dives with thee, down into the

deep, And of thy foamy bubbles feeleth one Which through thy circling spray doth upward
sweep, Till, high in heaven, it melts.—The spell is gone: Yet still | gaze on thy eternal leap,
And, gazing, feel thy lucent bow impart Immortal brightness to my throbbing heart.

Albion, N.Y. Nov. 10, 1848.

TO NIAGARA.

(Approaching from the South.)

Hush! hark!it is—the distant cataract's roar!

Like muttering thunders, muffled in dense cloud, The sound of many waters cometh up,
The awful herald of its majesty.

(The Rapids.)

Look! how the waters, here, glide swiftly on, Hasting to make that grand, yet dreadful,
leap! And, here—as nearer to the verge they rush— See how they bound and shake their
snowy plumes, 84 And rush, in foaming ecstacy along! Seen level 'gainst the far Canadian
shore, Like to a plumed troop of goodly knights, In headlong charge careering on—they
seem. And, lo! that mighty cloud of smoke-like mist! The giant spirit of unnumbered waves,
Springing from out their sepulchre below, Proclaims how fearful are the deeps beneath!

Two years on the farm of Uncle Sam. With sketches of his location, nephews, and prospects. By Charles Casey. http://www.loc.gov/
resource/lhbtn.02398



Library of Congress

(Under the Table-rock.)

Pause!—now look up!—the mighty flood appears In everlasting plunge—still pouring,
down: An awful grandeur—terrible to see— Dealing its thunders on the rocks beneath,
Till it has worn a valley in their breast; In whose unfathom'd depths the furious tides Are
crushed into a seething snowy foam.

How terrible the din that cometh up From out the bowels of that watery hell! As if ten
million water-fiends were there, Each voiced with tempest, and with thunder arm'd.

Again, look up!'—how beautiful appears The emerald crown that binds the torrent's brow.
How glorious is the crescent watery veil! Of white, and green, and purple folds composed;
That never hath, or will be, drawn aside. And there—see how the eddying mist gives out
The gorgeous beauties of Jehovah's bow— Gilding that wild tumultuous war, of waves, As
when it spanned the Araratic plain.

85

Next view this ancient, wave-worn, towering shore, Frowning on pigmy man, in grandeur
down; And those Titanic rocks, that lie around, Strewn by the torrent on its conquering way
— With many a mouldering trophy of its power, Makes up a picture of the true sublime. 'Tis
meet that here the creature should bow down In duteous homage to the Lord of All, And
blend his praises with th' cataract's hymn.

Thou glorious throne of the Almighty God, Round which eternal incense doth arise. Here,
where the beetling rocks o'erhanging nod, My soul breathes forth its humble sacrifice To
Him! whose wonders flowed thro' “Moussa’s” rod— Within whose hollow hand the great
deep lies; The living God, who will be, is has been— The great | Am!l—omnipotent—
unseen!

At even the risk of being considered tedious, | will close this chapter with an anecdote of
a cat—you smile, but remember, Sterne chose an ass for a theme, and moreover his ass
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was dead; whereas my cat is a living subject; and, if according to the old proverb, “A living
ass is better than a dead lion,” why | think | may conclude a living cat better than a dead
ass; “but to our tale,” as Burns sings.

When the suspension bridge was finished some 86 persons of an enquiring spirit
wondered what would be the consequence of falling into the river from it. Some contended
that a person would be killed before reaching the water; others averred that a man

might jump off and afterward get ashore, and instanced Sam. Patch; but Sam's death
contradicted his life—so that the case remained undecided. There resided in the village

a large tortoiseshell tom, whose serenading propensities and strength of lung procured
for him the vengeance of the sleep-loving in the neighbourhood; and it was agreed to
experiment on Tom, because it was concluded that the nine lives of a cat were equal

at least to the one of a man, or, at the utmost, to that of a tailor: so it was agreed upon,
for the sake of science, to make Tom walk he plank. Being captured and placed in a
pillow-case, he was borne to the bridge, although during the progress he ceased not to
petition, in strong terms, against such treatment, but all to no avail. He was treated with
as little commiseration as an Odalisque condemned to the Bosphorus, and 87 victimized
to science by being slipped out from the centre of the bridge 230 feet down, and 400 from
shore, the rapids below running at least eight or ten miles an hour. With a short scream,
back curved, tail and claws extended, Tom obeyed the laws of gravitation, and went down
down into the flood with a very loud squash; but, we suppose, like the brave tars that
Campbell sings of, he

Held his breath For a time;

for, he shortly after was seen to emerge some three rods below the place where he fell,
and with nose and ears, above the water, was seen to make some feeble strokes as he
was swept away to the whirlpool.
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Well, science was satisfied, the thing was practicable, and on the evening of the next day
the matter was being dwelt upon, when lo, the identical Tom, wayworn and feeble sued for
admittance at the door by a faint cry, as if he said, “Poor Tom's a-cold!” altogether different
from his once sonorous voice. Wonder gave way to pity,—he has become a 88 historical
and sacred cat,—and even his former enemies now—

“Love him for the dangers he has passed.”

But so indignant is he at the treatment, that he has never revealed how he managed to get
out of the whirlpool to which he most certainly must have been carried.

89
CHAPTER V. THE STAGE (NOT DRAMATIC).

What a delightful thing's a turnpike road— So smooth, so level, such a mode of shaving
The earth, as scarce the eagle in the broad Air can accomplish, with his wide wings
waving. Byron.

On with the horses! off to Canterbury; [puddle. Tramp, tramp, o'er pebble, and splash,
splash, through Hurrah! how swiftly speeds the post so merry. Byron.

| proceeded from Niagara to the S.W. corner of Ontario Lake, visiting Lundy's Lane, and
Queenstown Heights, which, with Chippewa, are worth seeing as battle-grounds. Fort
Niagara on the lake looks pleasingly desolate, the fortress of a people who are emulous
of peace, yet confident in their ability to conquer; the plan of the fortifications I think good,
and it is capable of being rendered a very strong position in a very 90 short time; returning
from thence to Lewiston | took the cars to Buffalo; a town the growth and importance

of which has increased so rapidly, that it is difficult to predicate a limit to its wealth or
population fifty years hence; the key port to western communication with canal and
railroad, it has all the elements of a very large city, unless it be hindered by a projected
railroad which will have its formation at a more southerly point on the lake, near Erie,
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which may somewhat divide the commerce with it. Returning from thence to Rochester, |
visited the Genesse Falls, which are very pretty and are quite in the town, at least, the first
leap. The succeeding falls are about a mile or so further down the stream, and will amply
repay a visit. It was at the upper fall that Sam Patch made his last and fatal leap. Taking
packet, | proceeded from Rochester down the Genesse valley to Dansville; then striking
west through Alleghany, Cattarangus and Chetaque, struck the lake route to Cleveland at
a point above the western point of Pennsylvania.

| should have adverted to the Indians met with 91 in the vicinity of Niagara; they are chiefly
of the Cattarangus tribe, and are only demi-civilized. Many of them own land which they
cultivate, and have few of those traits with which Cooper invests the red man. Some of the
squaws are good looking; silent and dignified in manner, particularly in the carriage of the
head. They wear blue cloth mantles or blankets; white silk gloves, (which, true to the sex,
they take some trouble to display, and elaborately beaded mocassins. Their hair and eyes
are black as night, their skin dark and fine, and the head well set and shaped; they differ
as much from their western sisters of the Sioux, Fox, Osage, or Chocktaw, as a fine lady
does from the wife of a western settler.

As an illustration of manners | will insert an occurrence which took place on the Lockport
railway. One of the company in our car was a Baptist clergyman, whom | had heard deliver
a lecture on the temperance cause the previous evening. | had made his acquaintance,
and all went on pleasantly until within about six miles of Niagara, when a sudden stoppage
of the train gave notice of something wrong. On going out 92 we found that the last car,
laden with potatoes in sacks, had got off the rail. We of course had to stop, and the
assistants commenced lifting out the sacks so that the car might be lifted on the track.

The passengers turned out en masse, and a unanimous lift put it once again on the rails.
Thinking this much enough for a passenger, | got into the car, and after some time, on
looking out to see if they were near ready, was surprised to see my fellow-travellers,
amongst whom was my reverend friend, who had thrown his cloak on the fence-rail, and
now in black dress-coat, white cravat, &c., was working away, not in an amateur style,
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but right lustily, in helping to reload the car with the now wet and dirty sacks. Feeling
the rebuke, | went out at once and did likewise; how far it would be considered orthodox
in older countries for a minister to act so, is proved by the fact, that such an instance is
seldom if ever seen. The incident, though trivial, speaks much for democratic manners.

| would now revert to the stage travelling in the Genesse valley; treating it as a subject of
vital importance to subsequent wayfarers, and of 93 mirth or reflection to all and sundry
of my home-staying readers. The mode of conveyance differs much, and is usually a
consequence of the amount of mail to be carried, the state of the road, and the number of
passengers. | usually found it an open waggon, sometimes without springs, which is used
as the least likely to overturn; a buffalo skin or ancient umbrella, constituting the amount
of protection against the weather. The road was usually a succession of hill climbing, with
formidable rut-holes, into which ever and anon the Waggon dived with a most waggish
indifference, or the familiarity of old acquaintance, but at an angle that tested thoroughly
your power of balancing. The greatest amount of speed was four miles an hour, so that
fifty miles was a day's work, and that work none of the lightest. If G.P.R. James takes a
trip across those spurs of the Alleghany, you may rest assured that on the clear bracing
morning in the winter of 1668 you will find the two travellers that might be seen descending
a hill will not be mounted on powerful war-horses, and | confess it would be a desirable
change in his next volume to find them 94 (as they are sure to be there) descending the
hill in the rude stage waggon of the time.

The shaking is awful, nothing less; so much so, that | promise you if the most enthusiastic
shaker takes passage by stage from Genesse to Jamestown he will be motionless in his
devotions for a month after. You have for instance just reached the ridge of a hill, and the
delighted eye wanders over the sea of forest-tops filling the valleys, away,—away,—far
as the eye can reach; in the enthusiasm of the moment you forget road, stage, ruts, and
everything else. You are absorbed in the grandeur of the prospect, and you are drinking
in the enjoyment with lips apart and relaxed muscles,—the horses break into a trot, 'tis

an easy descent. You turn to remark to your fellow-traveller on the beauty of the scene,
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when—whew!—oh!—crash! down you go, into a miniature sand pit, with a jog that pumps
rather an unpoetic ejaculation out of you, knocks you over on your companion, and makes
you feel as if a dislocation of the spine would not be a remarkable consequence. Rolling
back to your position, you find no symptom of break or fracture in your 95 osseous frame,
and feel thankful that your tongue had not been between your teeth at the time, else you
had never again spoken. Add too, a rainy day, a surly driver, and bad team, or a wet

and frosty night, and you will have an outline of the reality. | started one morning at four
o'clock, in a sleigh from Pike, with three others. We had but two skins, and it did rain and
sleet cuttingly. We got the skins up over our hats, and by sitting close, kept up somewhat
our animal heat; but as to what we resembled, | know of nothing in animated nature to
compare us with—so grotesque, burly, shapeless a mixture of bear and buffalo did we
appear in the moonlight wrapped up in those skins.

| started another night over a bad road for a drive of sixteen miles. It was pitchy dark, and
only the driver and | aboard. It rained when we left, and increased as we proceeded. |

had a large muffler twisted round a heavy overcoat, and was wrapped in a skin. The cold
was so intense that the rain froze as it fell. When an hour out, it grew more lightsome but
colder, so that my muffler and hat were one sheet of slade ice, and 96 icicles depended
all round from the rim of the hat. My hair and eyebrows also were hoary as old Winter

Is painted; by degrees | began to chill through, and when regularly torpid, did not feel

the cold so much. On we went; oh! such a dreary, slow, interminable road; and when at
last we reached the village, long past midnight, | could scarcely get out, of the vehicle.

A drowsy helper opened the inn-door to our loud halloos, and within a large bar-room in
an ample fireplace blazed and sparkled a glorious log-fire; the sight alone resuscitated
me, and he who does not appreciate a pine-log-fire after a night's ride must be a Siberian.
| must repeat it; there it was, a gladsome, quivering fire, such as was used in the old
baronial castles of merrie England in the olden time; there it was, crackling a welcome to
the frozen and wayworn traveller, lighting up with its pleasant smile the nooks of the ample
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bar-room, flinging fantastic shadows on the dingy walls, and shedding a cheering pathway
of light out upon the wet road-way and smoking team, through the open door.

Never did Gheber feel more devoted to the 97 generous element than did | for full half-
an-hour, when being thoroughly thawed into consciousness and feeling, | commenced

to test by sundry gymnastic movements whether the various muscles had regained their
wonted elasticity, it was luxury itself to sit there and feel the suspended vitality creep back
Into its accustomed channels, and watch the sparks as they shot about joyously. | was
just contrasting this fine, ample, hospitable fire-place with its quaint andirons and that
yule log, with the intense, imprisoned coal fire, with polished grate and shining fender,
and was mentally deciding in favour of log-fires, when the “help” came, candle in hand, to
ask if | wished for a bed; a reluctant affirmative, and | was shortly asleep, and awake next
morning with mens sana in corpore sano , and once more ready for the road.

At Chetaque lake the driver pointed out a natural curiosity of two beech-trees springing
from the earth at a distance of about 12 feet at the bottom; and when having run up some
30 or 40 feet, joining into one tree; when it passes up for about 12 feet in one stem, and
then branches off into two several tops. | do not F 98 know if such Siamese trees are
familiar to arboroculturists, but to me (who am not versed in forestry) it appeared a strange
freak of Nature. In descending from Chetaque lake, | had a magnificent panorama of

Erie, it being some 800 feet below the mountain-lake which | have mentioned. It was the
evening of a clear, cold December day, as | wound down slowly in my buggy. On the level,
the sun was setting gloriously behind that inland sea, touching the dark pine-forest with a
golden splendour, making up, in my fancy, a scene of surpassing beauty.

During the latter part of this route the snow and sleet having been congealed on the
leafless branches and pine-tops of the forest gave the scene a strange, yet beautiful
appearance. The woods looking like so many alabaster trees, and in the clearings, where
the snow had fallen deep, the various stumps assumed, to the fancy, the shapes of marble
statuary. The scenery from Pike to Ellicotville, at parts of the road, is very fine, as in fact
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it is all through that valley. | subjoin the production of a spare hour in a roadside inn,
as illustrating the scenery alluded to, 99 and as it happens to occur in my dottings of
Chetaque.

THE SNOW FALL.
December, 1848.

It cometh down, it cometh down, A messenger from heaven; Pure as the robe those spirits
wear, Whose sins have been forgiven. How beautiful the falling flake Within the sunbeam
glows, As gently o'er the guilty earth A glittering veil it throws.

It girdles round the mansion Where the rich man's feast is spread, And barreth up the log-
hut, Where the poor man breaketh bread! It beareth up the flying sleigh, With its load of
fair and brave, And smooths the rugged outline Of the stranger's sodless grave.

It cometh down, it cometh down, In many a glittering flake: In gaping gorge, and shelter'd
vale, Its dwelling it doth make. On the leafy pine it beareth, Till the noble tree bows down;
And it placeth on the mountain-head A glorious, glittering crown.

And where the grand old forest Lifts its thousand sere arms bare, It cometh in its
loveliness, And sleepeth softly there; F 2 100 Enfolding in its pure embrace Each bare and
leafless bough; Till, like a wood of purest pearl, It shineth beauteous now.

But—it drifteth! oh, it drifteth! In the wildered hunter's face, Till, all wearied out, he sinketh
In its deadly, chill embrace: And the sleep of death comes o'er him, Like a pale and
dreamy cloud, As the freezing snow-flakes fold him In their bright and seamless shroud.

Still it cometh, oh, it cometh! Down from the Lord above, As a type of his sweet mercy, As
an emblem of his love. Of that wedding-garment beauteous Speaks it to the sons of men,
In which that soul is clothed Who repenteth of his sin.
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For stage-travelling in the west, | must reserve another chapter; and we will now proceed
down the Ohio to Orleans, when the west will be considered in its features of interest and
beauty. Allons!

101
CHAPTER VI. OHIO! i.e. THE BEAUTIFUL.

Hi! ho! the boatman row, Going down the river of the Ohio. Song.

Erie, a moderate sized town, but unprogressive, is the only port of Pennsylvania on Lake
Erie; when | call it unprogressive, | mean it is so comparatively with Cleveland, Buffalo,
Cincinnati, Chicago, or Milwakie, but would be called progressive when compared with
European towns of the same age. | walked down from the hotel to the pier each evening,
to observe the sunset, which was extremely beautiful! The deer-shooting, in this section,
was going on briskly, and with good success. Proceeding south, | entered the state of
Ohio, and, after three or four days, reached Cleveland, a fine city, pleasantly situated on
the lake; in fact, it is the most beautiful 102 town in Ohio, and is destined to be a place

of great commerce and importance. From Cleveland | proceeded to Sandusky city, lying
some 64 miles west. This stage, | drove a span of young horses; part of the drive was

by night, over a rough, and, in some places, dangerous road. There were four buggys in
company, so our party was a pleasant one. As the night fell, the man who knew the route
best, took the lead; I followed, and the remainder brought up the rear. So black was the
darkness, that | could not, at times, see the leading buggy, although not 10 yards off. By
midnight we got to an hotel, and, on comparing notes, found that all had trusted to the
sagacity of the horses as to keeping the road, and the innkeeper told us we had passed a
most critical point some half mile back.

On the morrow, early, we made Sandusky, a miserable place, and, though the terminus
of a railway, having none of those signs that indicate a vigorous and progressive people.
The only thing to distinguish it is the exorbitance of the hotel charges, which | afterwards
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found to be generally complained of. | felt astonished at not 103 finding the forest-trees

as large here as | anticipated they would have been west of the Alleghanies, yet some of
the timber is heavy. A violent snow-storm had set in, which, in twenty-four hours, laid the
snow 2 feet deep on the level. In passing south, the land stretched away in level tracts,
the extreme opposite of the state of New York: the houses, generally, have also a different
construction, having, almost invariably, a verandah running on one side, and, in many
instances, the hotels have a court in the centre, with a verandah running round. As the
State Congress was sitting in Columbus, | proceeded there, and found it composed of

a body of gentlemen, who seemed to possess, in clearness of judgment, vigour, and
experimental wisdom, ample compensation for the absence of those formalities which

are considered so essential to law-makers and law-making in the older countries. There
was not a single marquis, earl, lord, duke, or prince, in the assembly, neither woolsack,
mace, seal, nor wand, neither robes, liveries, nor titles; even the arrangement was so
barbarous that the desks of the members, and the table of the 104 speaker, were crowded
with little boys; and the common people, the plebs , the canaille , oh, profanity! were
admitted inside the rail without fee or pass from an honourable member; and yet it was
astonishing to see how those men (some of whom were very rough looking), without the
aid of policemen, exclusiveness, or midnight sittings, did there and then, in full noon-day,
propose, argue, elucidate, amend, perfect, and pass measures to promote the welfare and
safety of themselves and fellow-men in a manner that might be profitably imitated by some
of those august assemblies that legislate for the millions, with the concomitants of ermine,
lawn, garters and pedigree.

There are those who consider that names and dress have nothing to do with facts; that a
legislator will be much the same, whether my lord, duke, marquis, count, or baron, whether
dressed in official robes, or as plain Obadiah Straighthair, in a suit of homespun; with such
persons | feel inclined to differ, for, with most of the people of the olden countries, those
accidents have much weight. The wearers cannot conceive 105 that they are worthless
when they have cost so much, nor that they who possess them are, by any means, the
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same class of beings as the great multitude, sans hatchments, pedigree, or title, But put
aside titles and livery, and how soon will Smith and Brown begin to have an affection of
the vision, not being able to see any difference, except such as mind and morals, make,
between the Right Honourable Lord Harrington Paget De Vere, Duke of Ravenna, and
Grand Keeper of His Royal Highness's Kennel, and John Jones, the learned operative.
There is much, verily, in a name; nor is there any of the fortresses in which feudalism,
monarchy, and oligarchy have entrenched themselves, but will be surrendered with a less
fierce struggle than that of titles and livery. The satirist hath put wisdom in that aphorism
which says:—

“A saint in lawn is twice a saint in crape!”

| approached Cincinnati from Hamilton. A magnificent view of the valley and town is to

be had from a point on the road about 4 miles from the city. | had but a moment's glance
at that gigantic basin filled with forest-tops F 5 106 for many a mile; and even this glance
was had by reaching out of the diligence window, yet that was sufficient to mark it on my
memory as one of the finest views | had had in the state. When we entered the Queen
City of the West it was night, and anything to equal the roughness of the streets (except
a corduroy rail-road) | never experienced. The snow had frozen in huge patches, and as
we jogged along over those miniature hills, | felt a most unfavourable impression creeping
over my mind with respect to the place. A sallow-looking fellow-traveller of mine observed
very graphically, that “it was enough to shake the teeth out of a saw.” After much driving
and counter-driving for the purpose of setting down passengers, (who are carried to any
part of the town they specify), we pulled up at the Galt House just in time to find supper at
the second table. The supper was excellent, the company in the sitting-rooms numerous
and loud-spoken. Gradually | began to correct my first impressions, and to find myself in
a great and prosperous commercial depot. How much, since 107 the days of our mother
Eve, our judgment and feelings depend on the gastric juice, let those testify who have
effected a loan or favour from some tight-handed friend after dinner, which, if proposed

to an empty stomach, would have been spurned to a certainty. And bear witness, ye
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travellers, how much a scene is enchanted by a well compacted lunch, or a comfortable
inn within distance. Or ye, who by ill fortune have toiled over classic ground with an empty
flask and an exhausted wallet, the nearest house 10 miles off, and have had nothing save
fresh air since, breakfast; how have ye with hasty foot spurned the hallowed ground, and
meditated rather upon a warm supper than the destiny of heroes? Attest, ye jurors, valiant
for law and justice, who have manfully withstood 24 hours of abstinence, have speculated
on the digestibility of your boots, and eventually seen by the eye of conscience, how wrong
your opposition has been, and that a review of the evidence convinces you at once of the
necessity of a verdict and breakfast.

When approaching the city we passed several 108 droves of hogs, perfect models

of fatted porkers, the price varying from 3% to 3 %2 dollars. The quantity slaughtered
here is enormous, some of the houses averaging a thousand a day, hence it has been
facetiously called Porkopolis. The growth of this city is most prodigious, to use the term
of Dominie Sampson. Some sixty years since the river wound along past a few log-huts
of some demi-Indian hunters; now it flows past a city of some 123,000 inhabitants. As
to the atmosphere of the place, it seemed to me, after a fortnight's acquaintance, to be
next of kin to Liverpool, dull, thick, misty, fog and vapour laden. It is a place however
which improves on acquaintance, and at certain seasons of the year a pleasant place of
residence; but in midwinter and midsummer it is a place to be avoided. Here it was that
| caught a first view of the fair Ohio ( La Belle Riviére of the French); it is a magnificent
stream, has a current of some three miles an hour, but is very fickle in its water-stage,
often varying from 12 to 14 feet in two or three days. This is caused by the sudden rise
and fall of the many 109 feeders which supply it, many of which flood with inconceivable
rapidity.

The steamers which ply on this river are different in construction, and less beautiful than
those on the Hudson, yet are better suited for carrying freight, and long voyages, than the
north river boats: they are all high pressure; those on the Hudson are all low pressure.
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The Hudson boats run faster, and are less liable to burst, yet they have been tried on the
western waters without success.

March 2nd, 1849, Friday.—A rainy and unpleasant day; | went down to the Levee (i.e.
quay), and enquired on board one of the Orleans packets, the “William Noble,” when she
would start, as the printed board intimating in eight inch letters that “the William Noble

for New Orleans this day,” had been, or may have been stating the same thing, for any
indefinite number of days previously. The nearest approach to certainty is to be had only
by examining the quantity of freight on board, and on the levee for shipment, and conclude
accordingly. If she lies high and there is 110 a good deal of freight to go aboard, with only
a few passengers entered, you may read this day, as in five days, and so on, according to
circumstances; it graduates down, until, eventually, it may be held to signify, to-morrow.
Sometimes you will perceive the dense smoke, and hear the bustle of preparation to be
off; you conclude she is going now, sure; but no—you need not hurry, it is only a pleasant
fiction of the Captain's; they are merely firing up, as the finale of advertising stratagems;

it is merely a puff, and coming evening ends in smoke. With all this experience in view,

| did, nevertheless, ask the clerk when she would start. “This evening sir, at five o'clock
precisely, sir,” said he, with the emphatic precision of a man that considered five minutes
after five as a perfect impossibility; perhaps | asked deprecatingly, “six o'clock will be time
enough to come down?”

“We start at five sir,” was the oracular response, with the addenda; “if you wish to go with
us, sir, you had better be on board at quarter to five o'clock.”

111

Having paid our fare, with an inherent longing after the wonderful, we were on board at
fifteen to five, but there she lay, smokeless, and steamless; her gangway filled with a
stream of strong men, rolling in heavy barrels, boxes, &c. We went up to the saloon, sat
down at the stove, and counted the minutes (not that we had the most remote idea of
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departure), but to demonstrate to our own satisfaction, that we had once and again hoped
against fate, by relying on the clerk's promise.

“How soon will you get out, sir?” said a new comer to my precise friend.
“After dark, | expect, sir!” replied the infallible official.

Whereupon we mentally hugged ourselves, from a knowledge of the superior experience
which we had bought and paid for.

At nine o'clock we were to start in the morning, and in the morning we were to be off at
ten o'clock, which said ten o'clock eventually came in the familiar shape of four o'clock

in the afternoon, when we at length slipped off down the Ohio; and as we watched the
receding 112 town, and the beautiful banks, we could not help philosophising a little on
the uncertainty of terrestrial things in general, and the emphatic uncertainty of the starting
time of Orleans boats, in particular; and as the shades of evening rendered the outlines
of our course dim and shadowy, and we watched the two volumes of brilliant sparks, that
showered in a cascade of fire, from the tall chimneys, shooting hither and thither in mazy,
serpent-like masses, we found we had arrived at a settled conviction, which we hold to this
day, that, with the captains' clerks and other officials of steamboats, hyperbole is a natural
form, especially on subjects appertaining to the capacity, safety, speed, and starting time,
of the particular boat with which they are connected.

But to every question there are two sides, nor do we think there is unmixed evil in the
world. The saloon of the western steam-boat runs clear fore and aft the length of the boat;
it is elegantly fitted up, and has a succession of two berthed state-rooms at either side for
the whole length. The table is good, and the general comfort provided 113 for; the charges
are particularly moderate, being from 10 to 15 dollars for an Orleans passage (1500 miles)
including board, attendance, &c.
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The Ohio presents a succession of views so beautiful, that the frequency surfeits the

eye; the banks are hilly and well-wooded, the sweeps in the stream producing the most
picturesque scenes. At points they are gemmed with towns, tillage-grounds, or vineyards;
and again you will sail for miles along the primitive solitudes of the forest-banks, the only
evidence of man being occasional log-hut of some hardy pioneer, who has cast his lot in
the wilderness with a stout heart and strong arm to cut a competence from old woods. The
flat boat or, “broad horn” may be called a feature of the river; it is met with at every bend,
and consists of a square boat some 150 feet long, and 25 broad, manned by from four to
eight or ten men, laden with various cargoes, and floated down by the current. At either
side, and at the end, immense sweeps are rigged, by which the course is guided, as a
necessity on so slow a passage. The crew commonly 114 amuse themselves by dancing,
music, singing, &c.; one evening at sunset, as we swept into a magnificent reach with high
banks, we saw a broad horn ahead, the steersman standing erect with a long tin horn,
from which he elicited a music which, if not artistic, was, when taken in connection with the
solitude of the place and the tranquillity of that wide dreamy river, indescribably beautiful;
the figure of the man was thrown boldly out by the sun's rays, his broad sombrero hat,
loose clothing, and immovable attitude, with one foot advanced, and the long trumpet
made a magnificent foreground, while his listeners, sitting or lounging around, completed a
group worthy of an artist's pencil.

On the next day we reached Louisville, Kentucky, where we lay for some time, while

the pilot was ascertaining if it were practicable for us to descend the Falls (as they are
termed), which, to speak critically, are rapids occasioned by a descent of some 22 feet
between Louisville and New Albany, a distance of about 2% miles. During high water boats
can pass over them readily, but at a low stage of the river, and when 115 heavily laden (as
was our case) they have to pass through a canal of about a mile and a half in length. The
morning was lowering and misty, and we were nearly all day getting through the canal,
which is as dreary a place as can be. The men were worked hard, tracking, fending, &c.,
and were drenched to the skin. At the extremity are a few houses, one of which is a tavern
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kept by Mr. Porter, the Kentucky Giant. | went up to have a look at his highness, and found
him about 7 feet 8 inches above his mother earth; he is round-shouldered, and ill-made;
his feet and hands enormous; his height, when compared with ordinary men, is what
Dominie Sampson would call “pro-di-gious!” his rifle is 9 feet long.; he weighs about 260
pounds; he seems sickly, and has, | believe, a diseased liver.

The Ohio at Louisville, and just above New Albany, stretches out, | should think, into a mile
in width; nor does its scenic beauty lessen as we proceed, the high banks disappear, but
the wooded bottoms are picturesque and full of interest to the traveller's eye; the width
seems to increase as we proceed. The course is very tortuous, 116 which adds no little to
the effect, each sweep or bend being jutted into by a wood-bank or bold bluff, round which
you catch a glance of some upstream steamer, well in shore, puffing her way eastwards.
Ducks, plover or pigeon, and the wild goose are seen in large flocks; in fact this portion

of the country seems a hunter's paradise. And as one looks upon the wooded shores of
Old Kentuck, the mind reverts to the days of Daniel Boone and his contemporaries, whose
exploits claimed the admiring tribute of Byron's genius, and still on the winter's night by the
blazing pine-log circle round the hearth, in many a backwoodsman's hut in the far west.

The bed of the river is changing and uncertain, hence continually crossing and veering,
which gives a better view of the banks; the shore looks more wild and beautiful here than
higher up; in some places you see a dense mass of slender saplings rejoicing in their
youth, and growing luxuriantly right into the water; and at times—though rarely now—the
antlers of a deer may be detected among their branches. 117 At other points, gaunt and
grim old leafless trees toss their gnarled branches above the flood, or stoop into its waters,
clinging to the yielding soil by a mass of half uncovered roots. In the morning a patrtial

fog hangs upon the river, veiling the distant view, but adding to the effect of the scene.
Here and there are scattered the log-huts of some chopper, but for which you might fancy
yourself the first intruder on those solitudes.
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It is difficult to describe the feelings awakened by the continued occurrence of similar
scenes. You have been steaming away for days and nights, and when you step out on
the guards, there still is that full, calm, majestic river, with its beautiful shores winding
away in the distance. | have sat and watched, and dreamed for hours as that magnificent
panorama was unrolled before me, and must be forgiven if | erred in thinking that the
pleasure so derived was as near an approximation to happiness as humanity can feel:
the only want was that of some congenial spirit to sympathise in my enjoyment. Such was
not to be had among our passengers, 118 who were material and utilitarian men, their
speculations and discourse having no higher range than the value of the land per acre at
either side, the speed of our boat, or the time of arrival at their various destinations.

Before reaching Cairo we passed a cave, known as “the cave in the rock;” it is on the north
bank, and has the reputation of having heretofore harboured a gang of pirates; certainly it
seems well suited for such tenants, and would furnish an excellent locality to the novelist,
and has, | doubt not, traditions to form the groundwork of an interesting volume.

At the confluence of the Ohio and Mississippi is situated Cairo, on the northern bank; the
name completes the parody. The place consists of a few miserable dilapidated houses,
and a wharf-boat; it is subject to inundation, and in 1844 was a fathom under water. Some
few years since, a shrewd Yankee practised rather profitably on the national love of empire
which distinguishes John Bull; he went over to London With a good map, showed the

site of Cairo, the key to the immense commerce of the Mississippi 119 valley,—the most
profitable investment of capital on “airth,” and succeeded in selling it to a British company
for—I forget how many thousand—dollars. Operations were commenced in the founding
of a city that was speedily to surpass her namesake on the Nile: but lo! in the June flood
of the Missouri their hopes received a damper, and John returned home a sadder and a
wiser man, thoroughly vexed with the Yankees, and effectually cured of speculating in far-
off lands. Yet it seems to me that Cairo is emphatically the site for a great western city,
greatly superior in point of locality to St. Louis, and naturally the point of commerce for
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the upper and lower rivers; and as to its being liable to inundation, that is merely a matter
of dollars and cents; for as to the possibility of making it an eligible city site, those only
qguestion it who have not seen or heard of St. Petersburg or Holland: for it is perfectly true
that if the encroachments of the ocean can be checked and overcome, surely the annual
rise of a river can be guarded against. This fact is certain to be believed in at a future time;
and it is 120 but reasonable to predict that in a century hence, Cairo will be the largest city
off the sea-board, else, the American capitalist will have lost his characteristic judgment,
enterprise, and energy.

121
CHAPTER VII. THE MISSISSIPPI.

“Or get thee out on the far western plains, And trace the white Missouri, when it flows,
Swelled with the tribute of autumnal rains, Or the far Rocky Mountains' melted snows,
Rolling her volume to the southern main, Embracing mighty rivers as it goes, Till, lake like
spread, in many a mazy sweep, It moves, embanked in beauty, to the deep.”

The Mississippi is entered by the Ohio at Cairo, but why the river bears the name of the
Mississippi, | cannot imagine, as the river properly bearing that name is surpassed in
volume and extent by the Missouri (Mother of Floods), which is navigable up to the Yellow
Stone, 1,000 miles beyond St. Joseph, while the navigation of the Mississippi ceases at
St. Paul's. The waters, moreover, of both the lllinois and Upper Mississippi are clear, while
that of the Missouri, from G 122 her having wandered for thousand of miles across the
prairies of the West, is almost cream colour; so that she imparts to the whole volume of
waters her hue, and therefore it is strange, that from her junction with the Mississippi, her
maternity is denied, and the lower portions of her course, from the Confluence, called the
Mississippi instead of Missouri.

The appearance of the Mississippi, on entering from the Ohio, is very fine; but in the
absence of high banks is not so imposing as it would otherwise be. The distance was

Two years on the farm of Uncle Sam. With sketches of his location, nephews, and prospects. By Charles Casey. http://www.loc.gov/
resource/lhbtn.02398



Library of Congress

veiled by a fog, which lay some thirty feet deep on the water; but after breakfast the curtain
was drawn off by the sun's rays, revealing banks of beauty, and the wide and far-stretching
stream. In the evening, the river was literally bridged by a continuous flight of pigeons; so
numerous were they, that they literally darkened the air like a cloud. Myriads on myriads
kept pouring on without cessation, and taking the breadth of the river, the length of time
crossing, and their probable speed, | estimated the column to be 10 miles long. Wilson,
the ornithologist, says that he once saw a pigeon-flight 123 in Kentucky, 240 miles by 1
broad, containing 223,272,000 pigeons, which would consume 1,742,400 bushels of mast
per day. This reminds me of an anecdote current in New Jersey, which is too good to be
omitted.

A number of gentlemen were sitting round the bar-room of a hotel, the subject of discourse
being the size of a pigeon-flight that had passed over the village that day, when one of the
number, who was a great admirer of Captain Crockett, started a new point by saying—

“Well, gentlemen, you need not make so much difficulty about the length of that pigeon-
streak, as | once saw myself a flight of crows a mile wide, 25 miles long, and they wor so
thick you could n't see the sun.”

“How long did you say that flight of rooks was?” asked a tall Vermonter, who had been
silently listening all the while.

“Five and twenty mile, sir!” said the narrator, as he turned round, and indignantly
confronted his interrogator, whose question seemed to imply a doubt. G 2

124

“Don't believe it, captain,” said the Vermonter, emphatically.

“Well, now, look here,” said the crow-man, as he deliberately took in the huge proportion of
the sceptic, “you're a stranger here, | calculate, and | don't want to quarrel, so, rather than
fight, if you are satisfied, I'll take off half a mile from the thinnest part! ”
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Wild duck in quantities passed us within easy range of a Manton, with number 3 shot.

Took this morning, off another boat, a party of Californian emigrants, their captain an
herculean Scotchman. They hailed from Indiana, and intended taking the overland route
through Central America. Their equipments consisted of rifles, revolvers, bowie-knives,
swords, hatchets, dirks, &c., and was of that quantity to make an ordinary man wonder,
and a pacific man weep. The result of our examination and reflection, was a conviction of
the truthfulness of the declaration that “Money is the root of all evil.”

Among the adventurers was Dr.—, of Cincinnati, a most intelligent and gentlemanly man,
125 yet he was leaving behind him a wife and family of five children, with a practice of
3,000 dollars a-year; this he did deliberately, because he was a man past the age of
impulse, his head was cooled by time, and he advanced his reasons philosophically. His
equipment was a treat to see; his rifle (a telescope and globe-sighted one), revolvers,

&c., being of the highest finish, and most improved principles. As a subject of thought

for European wives, | would add that his lady, when he had fixed his mind on going, not
only seconded the idea, but urged and expedited his departure. His intention was to settle
down in California, the climate he asserted being his chief inducement in the enterprise.
And when he has decided on his location he writes to his wife, she sells out, settles up his
affairs, takes her family, and joins him. Great are the men of America, but greater are her
women.

Being in Cincinnati at the season when the California trains started on the overland
route, | will give a short description of one man in a train which contained some of my
acquaintance, 126 and which may be taken as a general sketch of the emigrant's dress
and equipment. Every steamer from St. Louis was crowded; the general appearance was
that of men likely to succeed in any enterprise requiring physical energy and endurance;
though occasionally you might perceive a delicately constituted clerk, of whom you felt
his friends had seen the last. They were generally in companies of from thirty to fifty, duly
officered, with rules, &c. which they all subscribed to: they were provided with waggons,
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tents, spades, picks, washers, &c., and either mules or ox-teams. Mr. T—who equipped
himself for my satisfaction in his travelling dress, wore a broad-leafed sombrero hat,
coarse trousers, and long waterproof boots; round his waist was a broad belt, from which
depended a strong short sword and bowie-knife, and stuck in which was a tomahawk and
two eight-barrelled revolving pistols; over this was a dark coarse shooting frock; slung

on the shoulders was a long rifle, and a short heavy one with a smooth bore for hunting
carried in the hand; his beard was full, and altogether 127 he looked as much a piratical
rascal as any worthy that ever infested the Spanish main.

The result of a personal collision at the diggings, is almost certain to be death when such
are the materials of a struggle, and as the moving class of feelings are certainly selfish
such an occurrence is by no means unlikely; yet it is possible that a contrary effect may
result from this state of affairs, because the equalising power which the rifle confers,
may (from the very feeling of self-love) restrain men from infringing on the rights of their
neighbour, when they know that any such encroachment may be punished by summary
death. | think it is Whistlecraft who says (speaking of the English people in the reign of
King Arthur);—

“They seemed a manly, generous, generation: Beard shoulders, eyebrows, broad and
square, and thick Their accents; firm and loud in conversation; Their eyes and actions
eager, sharp, and quick,— Showed them prepared, on proper provocation, To give the
lie! pull noses! stab! and kick! And for this very reason, it was said, They were so very
courteous, and well bred.”

Whether similar signs will be accompanied 128 by like results at the Sacramiento | know
not, possibly they will, let us hope so against doubt, for certes all that Whistlecraft cites
as the causes of courtesy and good-breeding, is possessed by the Californians to a
satisfactory amount.
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Quaint and strange are the speculations which the antiquarians indulge in respecting this
land of gold; some with no little plausibility set it forth as the Ophir of Scripture, whence
the ships of Solomon returned laden with the precious ore for the construction of the
Temple, and allege the length of the voyage, which was three and half years, as a strong
circumstantial proof. The climate of some portions of the region is said to be salubrious
and pleasant, and seeing that a colony is about to be established there, it is probable that
a city will grow up on the shores of the Pacific destined to rival even the world-famed ports
on the Atlantic coast. Truly the Americans are a great people; for two thousand years has
the auriferous sand sparkled beneath the mocassin of the Indian or the foot of the lazy
Spaniard 129 unobserved, but scarcely has brother Jonathan been fixed in that location,
when he commences digging and washing an untold revenue from the mountain and the
plain. And although in the very nature of things it may be feared that the territory will be
baptized in blood, yet were it possible to draw aside the veil of futurity, we should infallibly
see it the residence of a rich and powerful people, a famous port to which the ships of
every nation had turned their prows. This is the day of her prosperity, but first cometh a
dark night of probation, an advent of fearful records.

The features of the Mississippi are numerous, many peculiar, some beautiful; of the latter,
| would mention the appearance of a steam-boat approaching at night; you see it coming
with its great glaring furnace eyes, growing brighter and brighter as it comes on, winking
and glaring again as the firemen shut and open the doors of the fire; presently it passes,
looking like some monster of the waters, half luminous, ribbed with light, gliding swiftly
along into the darkness with a gruff chu-chu salutation, and pouring G 5 130 from its
chimney-tops a long cascade of sparks which look exceedingly beautiful.

Another feature is the fog-curtain, which commonly lies upon the waters in the morning.
Spread out upon the river it reaches nearly to the tree-tops, and across its spacious
breadth, forming an appearance of peculiar beauty; the thin white vapoury curtain unrolls
slowly as you advance, yet forms a barrier to vision for any considerable distance. While
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above this strata of mist may be seen distinct and clear, from the hurricane deck, the
foliage of the shores or islands in their verdant, tortuous, and graceful outlines.

Although the width of the Mississippi at the confluence does not seem greater than that
of the Ohio for some miles above that point, still the power of the current and its speed
are perceptibly greater; its waters are more turbid, but pleasanter to the taste; the timber
on the shores is in many places of very heavy growth, but owing to the width of the river,
the trees appear small. The islands are numerous and beautiful, being thickly wooded to
the water's edge with young cotton-wood, or other trees, and are the 131 habitations of
innumerable water-fowl of different kinds.

A peculiarity of this river is the unceasing habit of changing its channel; impetuous,
powerful, and eccentric, it takes off whole acres from one side of its boundary, and will
deposit it as a gratuity on the other; when it takes a fancy to any particular line of course it
commences scooping its way until ready for the assault, and then it charges on, carrying
off timber, fences, &c., as trophies of its strength and victory.

The banks, in many places, seem higher than the country back, as if the river ran
along a ridge, hence in the lower portions of its course it has to be confined by artificial
embankments. The soil is very rich and yielding; wild geese, duck, king-fishers, turkey,
buzzard, and eagles are to be seen all the time.

As in the Ohio, we passed many trading boats, being the ordinary broad-horn fitted up,
a grocery, dry good, and notion store; its character being denoted by a pail and flag, and
thus do those mercantile descendants of Noah float down the streams of life, time and
the Mississippi; their 132 floating homes looking a picture of quietness, contentment and
independence. They stop to barter at every plantation, and | doubt not, win gold, as they
win their way. If matter of fact readers will excuse a philosophic reflection, we would say
that truly those same broad-horns emblemise life well. Such are men on the stream of
time: once freighted far up stream, they are floated off, and down they go, ever drifting

Two years on the 