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On my road, I mean to amuse myself ; that is, to see all I can which is curious and, to me,
new : and every evening I shall note down in my journal what I have seen, and what has been
told me during the day.

This being clearly understood, let us close our trunks and start.

CORVILLE HOUSE, TIPPERARY,
May 13, 1871.

•

America.

Departure.—Sabbath day’s rest at Queenstown.—The Emigrants on board the China.—In-
convenience of the Navigation to the North of the 41st Parallel.— Disembarkation at New York.

May 14th.—Queenstown, the port of Cork, and the point of departure for the great
steamers which keep up almost daily communications with Europe and the NewWorld, never
seemed to me more attractive than at the moment when I was about to leave its shores. The
weather was delicious, the sky hazy, but without clouds and almost blue ; the air soft, damp,
and redolent of the sweet scents of early spring. The vegetation, save for the absence of
orange-trees, and the climate, except from the want of the deep, clear blue sky of the south,
reminded me of Portugal. When, this morning, I climbed up to the church which crowns the
heights behind the town, I walked through a perfect garden of wild flowers, under the shade
of fine old laurels and sweet-smelling shrubs, and through hedges loaded with roses and
jessamine—to say nothing of that of which neither Cintra, nor Tapada, nor any of the Lisbon
gardens can boast—the beautftul soft, thick velvety, emerald green grass of Old England. The
peace and stillness of Sunday reigned over the town. The villas, embowered in trees and
perched on the green sides of the hill, were reflected in the blue glassy sea of the vast bay. All
the ships in the roadstead were dressed with flags in honour of the day. The neighbouring
hills, clothed with magnificent trees and parks, interspersed with comfortable-looking country
houses, formed, as it were, the frame of the picture. Looking towards the sea, one narrow
passage seemed the only outlet towards the vast Atlantic, of which only a little bit was
visible. There, two miles off, our great Cunard steamer is waiting for us. She left Liverpool
yesterday, and has touched at Queenstown to pick up the mails and the rest of her
complement of passengers. The smoke from her funnel, and the activity of the little boats
round the great leviathan, tell us that the hour of departure is at hand.

In front of the houses facing the water there is quite a crowd of loungers : officers in
uniform, gentlemen, fishermen in their Sunday best, and peasant women wrapped in their



black cloaks, with bare heads and large brown eyes, which look at you with a soft and
melancholy curiosity. They have all just come from church, and are watching the embark-
ation of the China’s passengers. The emigrants come first : a group of relations and friends
gather round them hands are clasped, tears are shed for they are life-long partings and then
they drown their sorrow in a last glass of whisky. A small steamer plies backwards and for-
wards between the quay and the great ship outside. Accompanied by some members of the
Cork Yacht Club, the oldest in Great Britain, [1] the Austrian Consul and the Rector of
Queenstown or his curates, I had often before witnessed these sad scenes, in which never-
theless, there is sometimes a comic element. Now it was my turn. The moment of embark-
ation on a long and distant voyage has always something solemn about it. Even the hearty
good wishes of your friends for a safe passage reminds you of the caprices of that treacherous
element to which you are about to commit yourself. At three o’clock I was on board the
China ; at four, the anchor was weighed and we were fairly off.

May 17th. The weather is perfect. The sky clear, the air fresh and elastic, that crisp, clear,
ocean air which gives you a good appetite, and rocks you to sleep, and makes you look upon
everything on the bright side. We are making every day 320 to 340 miles. On board, the
Caledonian element prevails. The captain, the officers, the waiters, and a large portion of the
passengers are Scotch. In the first-class saloon cabin we are not very numerous.

My neighbour at dinner is General K——, of the United States army, who is travelling
with his daughter. He has seen service in the virgin forests of California, of Idaho, and of
Arizona, hunting with the redskins or being hunted by them, according to the various cir-
cumstances and changeable policy of his government. What a pity that one cannot stenograph
his descriptions, so full of vivid interest, stamped with truth, and related with all the
simplicity and modesty of a man who has himself passed through it all !

To jump with one bound from the deserts of America to China, I have only to begin to talk
with the young man in front of me, with his distinguished air, careful toilet, and high-bred
manners. He is one of the merchant princes of the great English factory of Shanghai. With
wonderful clearness he puts before me a perfect picture of the commercial position in China,
especially as regards British interests. His way of judging of and estimating things is that of
more than one European resident in the East. The Chinese Empire is to be forced to accept the
blessings of civilization at the cannon’s mouth ; they must kill a good many Chinamen,
especially the mandarins and men of letters, and then exact a large war indemnity.

But now to come to Mexico. Here is my man—a little brown animal, half Spaniard, half
Indian. His complexion and his linen would be equally the better for a change. He is a
merchant of Monterey on the Rio Grande. He has the gift of the gab and he certainly does not
neglect it. If you are to believe him, there is nothing in the wide world so picturesque as the
rice-fields of Texas, and nothing so civilized as the life of the solitary “ ranches” in the Paso-
del-Norte. Chihuahua, his home, is a second Paris. In fact, in many ways, it is superior to it.
As to the yellow fever, it has never penetrated into those favoured regions. Besides, even this
fever is maligned : if you don’t die of it, it purifies the blood. Those who escape are fresh and
vigorous ; it gives them a new lease of life. But in spite of all this poetical license (the effect
of an Andalusian imagination joined to a fiery patriotism), his is a practical turn of mind, and
he has a thorough knowledge of men and things in his own country. He is quick of under-
standing, and his stories, though perhaps somewhat vulgar, are full of raciness and fun. When
he speaks of the Emperor Maximilian, his little eyes kindle and his very language becomes
ennobled. This unfortunate Prince, a martyr to his cause, has, by his heroic and tragic death,
acquired an aureole of glory which will last as long as the world. He is already become in that
land which he hoped to regenerate, and which sacrificed him in return, one of those legendary
figures which grow with time and are perpetuated from generation to generation. The



Empress, likewise, is not forgotten. Her philanthropic works still exist, and the “ Child-ren’s
Homes” which she founded and placed under the care of the Sisters of Charity, have survived
the terrible crime of Queretaro.

There are also half a dozen young Yankees on board. They are men of business, and all of
the same stamp : tall, straight, narrow-shouldered, flat-chested, with sharp, anxious, inquiring
yet intelligent eyes, thin lips and sarcastic expressions. They seem to scent money in posses-
sion or in the future, to be obtained no matter at what cost or with what effort.

As the weather is beautiful the after-deck is swarming with emigrants—men, women and
children sitting, squatting, or stretched full length on the bare deck. If they were from the
south, or peasants from the Latin hills, what studies they would make ! But these groups have
nothing picturesque about them. Except the black mantillas of some of the Irish girls, every-
one is dressed in common-place workmen’s clothes. The greater part of the faces wear a look
of indifference or resignation, the result of over-work or misery. Now and then, however, they
make feeble attempts at gaiety. The young men sing in parts or make love to the young girls,
who are generally busy knitting. Some Alsatian workmen, who have left their homes not to
become incorporated with the Germans, come to ask my advice as to the choice of their
future residence. Shall they go North ? or South ? or to the Far West ? What trade shall they
take up ? How are they to escape dying of hunger on landing in the streets of New York ? Of
the geography of their new country they know little or nothing ; of the way of living, or of
getting work, they are absolutely ignorant. What marvellous indifference ! Yet, it seems that
the majority of the emigrants are in the same case. They are unhappy at home, and they say,
“ Let’s go to America !” And so they start, having sold their goods to pay for the passage,
confident that they will light on their feet somehow or somewhere in the NewWorld.

An old man of eighty, the very type of a patriarch, leaning on the arm of a fine young
fellow of one-and-twenty, has just crossed the deck. His manners are respectful and yet with a
certain amount of dignity. He is an English peasant ; a Somersetshire man. “ Sir,” he says to
me, “ it’s late in the day for me to emigrate, but I leave nothing but misery in England, and
hope to find at least bread to eat in the New Country. Here are my two grandsons,” showing
me two lads by his side with a touching expression of tenderness and honest pride : “ their
father and my granddaughter have stayed behind in our old village, and I shall never see them
again.” He gave a short cough ; I looked another way, and he took advantage of it to brush his
arm across his moistened eyes.

There is a very good library on board—English classics, histories, reviews, and Walter
Scott’s novels. But to me the most amusing books to study are my fellow-travellers, coming
as they do from every quarter of the globe and belonging to all classes of society. The morn-
ings pass only too quickly. As for the meals, they are excellent as regards the quality of the
food, but as to the cooking and the waiting, it is Old England before the Reform Bill. I don’t
complain. I only state the fact. The Directors of the Cunard Company are essentially Con-
servative. The least agreeable part of the day is the evening. It is difficult to read by the un-
certain light of a candle, of which the wick is half blown out by a draught of air from the
North Pole, sharp enough to give you the rheumatism, although not enough to carry off the
exhalations of the supper. As to your cabin, in these latitudes in the month of May, you may
make up your mind to find the climate of an ice-house.

May 20th. During these two last days we have had strong winds from W.S.W. The English
call this a “ double-top-reef-breeze.” A little later on, this so-called “ breeze” will come to a
“ half-gale.” As long as the white foam from the crests of the waves falls like a cataract over
the sides, it’s a “ top-reef-breeze,” but when the foam is driven by the wind horizontally, then
it is a “ gale.” All this lore our amiable captain has just been explaining to me with a smile.



Neither wind nor waves disturb his mind in the least ; but the fogs and the ice, which at this
season are sure to be found on the “ Banks.” Yesterday evening, however, we had fine
weather again. We saw a beautiful aurora borealis, and this morning, what was still more
striking, a huge iceberg. It was sailing along about a mile ahead of us. Brilliantly white, with
greenish rents here and there, and ending in two sharp peaks, this great mass of ice rolled
heavily in the swell, while the waves beat furiously against its steep, shining sides. A sort of
dull rumbling sound like low thunder is heard in spite of all the noise of the engines. The
cold, pale sun of the Arctic regions throws a sinister light over the scene. It is all very fine and
very grand, but not reassuring. We are in the midst of the Banks of Newfoundland. This
evening we shall double Cape Race. By a lucky chance, the weather is quite clear. But if we
had come in for a fog, which is the rule at this season, and had then struck against this float-
ing mass of ice which took so little trouble to get out of our way, what then ? “ Oh,” answers
the captain, “ in two minutes we should have gone down”—and that is the unpleasant side of
these voyages. This is the third time that I have crossed the Atlantic in the space of ten
months, and almost invariably the sky has been as leaden as the fog was thick. In con-
sequence, it is impossible to take the meridian ; for there is neither sun nor horizon. But such
is the experience of these captains, that they steer by “ dead reckoning ;” that is, they as-
certain by minute and constant calculations, the result of the speed of the boats on the
variable action of the currents. If, instead of going so far north, by way of shortening the
voyage, they were to follow a more southerly course, they would meet with far less ice and
no fogs, and the danger would be ever so much lessened ; there would be no risk of striking
against icebergs, nor of disappearing altogether, nor of sinking the fishermen’s boats, which
are so numerous on those Banks. In vain the alarm-whistle, that useful but aggravating little
instrument, blows its hoarse and lugubrious sound minute after minute ; it cannot prevent
every accident ; and they are far more numerous than people imagine. If they succeed in
saving a man belonging to the ship, or in finding out the number of the unhappy boat which
has sunk, the captain sends in his report, and the Company pays an indemnity. But if the
accident should happen in the dead of night, and every soul on board has gone down with the
boat, it is impossible to verify the name of the owners : the great leviathan has simply passed
over it and all is said and done. Companies are bad philanthropists : besides, they have to race
one another in speed. Each departure from Queenstown or New York is registered in the
newspapers with the utmost exactness ; and the same with the arrivals. Hence this frantic race
to arrive first. In England, public opinion has more than once exclaimed against this system,
and the Times has not disdained to give publicity to these complaints with all the weight of its
authority. If they would follow a more southerly course (to the south of the 42nd degree), the
passage would certainly be slower by two or three days, but the security would be doubled.
The loss of time would be more than compensated by the comparative absence of danger. To
effect such a change, however, all the Companies must agree (which unfortunately they have
not yet done) to give up the Northern Route. It is in fact, mainly owing to their rivalry that
accidents happen. Cunard’s Company, it is true, have never lost a ship or a passenger ; and the
steamers of the two German Companies are equally perfect in their arrangements ; first-rate
captains, officers chosen with the utmost care, one and all thoroughly acquainted with this
part of the Atlantic, the ship’s crews consisting of picked men, with perfect machinery, which
is carefully examined, and taken to pieces after every voyage—in fact every human guarantee
of safety. And yet, accidents (rare indeed when we consider the enormous risk run, but still
fearful accidents) are far more frequent in com-parison with the number of steamers
employed in the service, and with other lines, this one being the most difficult and perilous of
all the regular and periodical navigations on the face of the globe. The winter is dreaded on
account of the gales. But March, April, and May, really constitute the bad season, for at these
times the currents drift the icebergs from the Banks of Newfoundland towards the Mexican
Gulf Stream, and these, meeting with a certain amount of resistance, accumulate on the
borders of the hot and cold waters, the contact with which produces the fogs. Later in the
year, that is in June and July, the icebergs of the previous year come down from the North



Pole. Far larger than the fragments from the Banks, and con-sequently drawing more water,
they advance very slowly, but easily cross the Gulf Stream, proving its small depth, and also
the existence of other submarine currents. Sometimes they are stranded on the shores of
Newfoundland and form huge rocks, not marked on any chart, which remain there for weeks ;
but those which have veered towards the south melt quickly. The seventh and eighth days of
departure from Europe are the most perilous for the American steamboats. They then cross
the great canal open towards the North Pole, between Iceland and the shores of Labrador.
This is, above all others, the region of north winds, thick fogs, and icebergs. Hardly had we
left the shores of Ireland, than the sailors began to discuss these seventh and eighth days, just
as doctors talk of critical days in serious illnesses. Until then,
“ it’s all plain sailing ;” afterwards, " there’s nothing to fear from the floating ice ; “ but those
two days !

Last year, during the month of July, I was on board the Scotia, one of Cunard’s finest
ships. Although we were in the height of summer, we had only seen the sun once and that for
a few seconds, from Cape Clear to Sandy Hook. An impenetrable fog shrouded the Banks of
Newfoundland. In the middle of the day it was almost as dark as night. Even standing on the
middle of the deck it was almost impossible to distinguish the four watchmen on the look-out.
Every moment, as the air seemed to thicken, the thermometer pointed to a sudden increase
of cold in the temperature of the sea. Evidently there were icebergs ahead. But where ? That
was the question. What surprised me was, that the speed was not slackened. But they told me
that the ship would obey the helm only in proportion to her speed. To avoid the iceberg, it is
not enough to see it, but to see it in time to tack about, which supposes a certain docility in
the ship, depending on her speed. Thus, as in many other circumstances of life, by braving a
danger, you run the best chance of safety. I tried to reach the prow, which was not easy. We
were shipping a good deal of sea, and the speed at which we were going added to the force of
the wind, which was dead against us ; we were making fifteen knots an hour. I tried to crawl
along, struggling with the elements, nearly blown down by the wind and lashed by the spray.
One of the officers gave me a helping hand. “ Look,” he exclaimed, “ at that yellow curtain
before us. If there’s an iceberg behind, and those lynx-eyed fellows find it out at half a mile
off—that is, two minutes before we should run against it we shall just have time to tack, and
then all will be right.” I wished him joy of the position ! But I could not help admiring his
coolness and quiet scientific calculations, while all the time regretting the latitude given to
our chances of safety. By degrees, I make my way on to the four sailors on the look-out, who
seem to me to hold our fate in their hands, or rather in their eyes. They were fine specimens
of the Anglo-Saxon race, square-shouldered, big men, with complexions which once may
have been white and pink, but which now were reddened and bronzed by wind and sun, with
aquiline noses, and reddish hair, of which some locks, furiously blown about by the wind,
escaped from the flattened brim of their south-westers. They stood like statues nailed to the
deck, their arms crossed on their breasts. The laws of gravitation did not seem to exist for
these fellows. All the powers of their minds seemed to be concentrated in those keen, eager,
piercing looks fixed on that yellow curtain which hid the unknown. The immobility of those
four great bodies contrasted with the slight emotion of their faces and the violent agitatation
of all nature around them. They were the very image of health, strength, discipline, and the
habit of facing danger.

Sunday, May 21st.—We have arrived on the coast of Nova Scotia. The day is magnificent.
The ocean rolls along in huge flat waves unmolested by the wind. They reflect the brilliant
sun and the sky, which, by its opaque blue, points to the near vicinity of the great continent.
Sea, sky, air, all nature and man himself, breathe a Sabbath day’s calm. The passengers
gathered in the great cabin are having a service of some sort, read by the doctor in the absence
of a clergyman. Then they sing a hymn. Seated on the poop, I listen from a distance. The
harsh Scotch voices and the nasal tones of the Yankees fall on my ear, softened by the deck



between us and by the open air. There is a sort of sweetness and solemnity in the sound in
keeping with the day and the hour.

In the afternoon the scene changes. The fog is come back again. It seems to fall upon us
suddenly like a curtain of black crape. The sky darkens as rapidly as in a drop-scene. The sun,
which was so brilliant in the morning, now looks like a little red ball of fire on the point of
being extinguished. Very soon it disappears altogether. The wind blows furiously, and the
deck is covered with snow-flakes and ice. Here there are no icebergs or bank ice to fear, but
we are on the high road to New York. There are few fishermen’s boats, but heaps of sailing-
vessels going towards and returning from that great port. True, we have still 500 miles to run
before reaching the mouth of the Hudson ; but as everyone follows the same course, which is
the straightest and shortest, the ocean, so vast in theory, is thus reduced in practice to a long
street of 3,000 miles, but not half wide enough for the passers-by. On this line, at this very
moment, there are five huge steamers, each of which left New York yesterday in the day.
Fortunately they are still at some little distance off. But the sailing-ships ! Shivering with
cold, we are gathered on the hatchway, a little passage on the deck where the sailors get their
rations of punch ; and which, on board the Cunard steamers, is used by the passengers as a
smoking saloon. There we discuss our good or bad chances. The captain comes in for a
moment, the water is trickling down his oil-skin jacket, and his beard is an icicle. He lights
his cheroot and gives himself the innocent consolation of swearing at the weather. He is in the
position of a man who is running with all his might in a dark lobby without knowing if there
be any steps or not, and with a certainty that some one else is running in a contrary sense. I
never in my life, in any country, saw the air so thick as this evening, and yet we are running at
the rate of thirteen knots and a half. These are terrible moments for the commanders of these
ships ! If there be a collision, the proprietors of the damaged or lost boats go to law. Should
the result of the lawsuit be unfavourable to the company, heavy indemnities must be paid, and
the directors revenge themselves on the captain. At sea he risks his life, on land his credit and
his fortune are at stake. What a hard lot, and what a horrible nuisance these fogs are ! But this
evening Captain Macaulay reassures his passengers. “ We are the strongest,” he says ; “ no
sailing-ship could make head against the China ; if any boat founders to-night, it
won’t be ours.”

This comfortable assurance restores the good spirits of the company. Everyone goes to his
cabin with the cool consciousness of his strength and of his impunity, and equally resolved to
destroy without remorse the unhappy vessels which may cross his path. It is with these laud-
able sentiments that we lay our heads on our pillows and find, in spite of the continual
screams of the alarm-whistle, the sleep of the just.

May 23rd.—The fog and the whistle have pursued us unrelentingly for thirty-six hours.
This morning for the first time we have once more seen the earth and the sun. Now (eight
o’clock in the evening), the China is at anchor at the quarantine station. It is still light. But,
with a striking analogy to their European brothers, the doctor and the officer who are to give
us a clean bill of health, are supping comfortably in the bosom of their families and decline to
be disturbed. We must wait patiently till to-morrow, therefore, before we can land on
American soil. We have also been warned that these gentlemen will not come on board till
after their breakfast ; that the formalities of the Custom House will take at least three hours,
and that therefore we shall not be allowed to go on shore till after midday.

The last time I arrived, after a similar voyage, my patience was put to the same test. Thus
fourteen to eighteen hours are added to the length of the crossing. It was certainly well worth
while to make us run all the risks of ice and fogs at a speed of fourteen knots an hour ! But it
appears that red-tapism is the same in both hemispheres. My patriotism found some consol-
ation in the fact that this country is so little ahead of us in the matter of progress.



•

New York.
Broadway.—Wall Street.—Fifth Avenue.—Influence of New York on the destinies of North

America.

AT New York everything is interesting. I do not say that I am delighted with everything. But
it is impossible to weary of the extraordinary, feverish activity which pervades Broadway and
Wall Street early in the morning ; or of the social elegance which towards evening is dis-
played in the beautiful Fifth Avenue, the resort of hundreds of loungers of both sexes and
multitudes of carriages. The excessive luxury of these vehicles with their great coats-of-arms
emblazoned on every panel, the over-smart liveries, the heavy, almost priceless carriage
horses, and the somewhat extravagant dresses of the ladies, whom nature has been kinder to
than their dressmakers, all combine to arrest the attention and interest of the spectator, even
should they fail to satisfy his fastidious taste. One tries to discover the moral link between all
this ostentatious display, which though on a republican soil, is not afraid to show its face, and
that thirst for equality which is the motive-power, as it is the spur, the end, the reward, and
also the punishment of a democratic society like the American. There is no doubt that this
fashionable world is only tolerated by the working man, who elbows them roughly enough in
the street, and by what are emphatically called in Europe “ the People,” but their toleration is
accounted for by the hope which each one entertains, and which in this country is not a
chimera, of arriving himself some day at the same state of prosperity ; of seeing his wife,
who, to-day is at the wash-tub, or rinsing bottles in a gin palace, indolently stretched on the
morrow in her own luxurious landau ; or of driving himself in his gig with a fast trotter,
which shall have cost at least five thousand dollars ; of surrounding himself, in fact, with all
those material enjoyments of which the sight excites his longing and admiration, even more
than his envy, until his own turn comes. This is what makes the real distinction between the
American democrat and the democrat of Europe. This last, in despair of attaining to a higher
position, strives to drag down everyone else to his level. Envy and jealousy are his strongest
motive powers, and the result is the wish to lower and destroy. The American, on the other
hand, wishes to enjoy : to obtain this, he must work to produce the money, which in this new
country is always possible, and often easy. Having done this, he feels honestly that he is on a
level with the best of them. His object, therefore, is to rise. He seeks for equality in a higher
sphere than that in which he was born and bred, and he finds it. The European democrat
reckons on arriving at equality by lowering everyone else to his own level. Of the two
democracies, I infinitely prefer the American.

But it would seem as if, here below, in America as in our hemisphere, real equality is only
to be found in theory. Nowhere has this struck me more forcibly than in the United States. Let
us come back to our man in a “ blouse,” who is lounging in the Fifth Avenue, between five
and six o’clock in the evening. The sights which are unrolled before his eyes fascinate with-
out irritating him. He watches it all with real and joyous emotion. He hopes some day that all
this will be within his own reach. But in most cases this hope can only be partially realized. It
will be quite possible for him to make a large and even princely fortune, to rival in luxury the
millionaires of Wall Street, but it will be difficult, if not impossible, to penetrate into certain
social regions. In his rare relations with those men who do belong to them, he cannot fail to
feel his own inferiority. His son or his grandson will penetrate into those charmed circles
some day, but he himself will be excluded. But as he forms the majority, he is not dis-
couraged. By dint of struggling, secretly, openly, even brutally now and then, he pursues,
without ever fully attaining, his ideal of intellectual and social equality.

The result is this : men of cultivated minds and of refined manners, with a taste for histor-
ical traditions, and in consequence for all things of European interest, withdraw themselves to
a great extent from public life, make a little world of their own, and escape, as far as they
possibly can, from all contact with that real life, and those great schemes which draw forth



the riches of this extraordinary country, and create the wonders which fill us with surprise and
admiration. It is allowable to exhibit a fearful amount of luxury, for material riches are
accessible to all. But they carefully screen from the vulgar eyes of the multitude, who feel
they can never attain to such heights, those refinements of mind and manners in which consist
the real enjoyments of life. These treasures are as jealously guarded as the Jews in the Middle
Ages, or the Orientals in our own day conceal their riches behind squalid walls and poor-
looking dwellings.

This being the case, one meets in the United States far more vulgar and pretentious people
than real gentlemen. Hence the erroneous opinion so current in Europe, that an American
does not know how to behave. The truth is, that these parvenus, but parvenus thanks to their
courage, their intelligence and their activity—that these remarkable, self-made men, who
have had the time to make colossal fortunes, but who could not, at the same time, educate
them-selves beyond a certain point, who feel their own value, and resent in consequence the
feeling that they are excluded from any real intimacy with their superiors in education, habits,
and manners—the truth is, that these men are always thrusting themselves forward ; while the
real gentlemen and ladies lead a comparatively retired life, protesting by their absence against
their supposed equality ; and form among themselves in the great towns of the east, especially
at Boston and Philadelphia, a more exclusive society than the most inaccessible coteries of
the courts and capitals of Europe.

New York, in its outward aspect, reflects in a very remarkable manner the characteristics
of the great territory of the Union. One would say that the intellectual, moral, and commercial
life of the American people was here condensed, to spread its rays afterwards across the im-
mense tracts which are called the United States.

Broadway is the representative and the model of those great arteries which bind together
the different portions of this great continent from ocean to ocean. The great thoroughfares of
London, the Boulevards of Paris, the Ringstrasse, and other great streets of Vienna, are as
busy and as animated perhaps as Broadway ; but their animation springs from the wants and
the commerce of their respective cities ; while this great artery of the American metropolis is
more than a street—it is a high road—a royal road leading to everything. Besides the crowds
of men and merchandise crossing your path right and left, there are the equally filled railway
cars. The persons who throng them are travellers more than passers-by. Their look is anxious
as well as business-like. One would fancy that every man was afraid of missing his train.
Certainly New York is a great capital in the European sense of the word, like London, or
Paris, or Vienna. But it is more than this, it is at the same time an enormous railway station, a
“ dépôt”, to use an American term, both of travellers and goods ; where one meets a floating
population large enough to give the impression of that agitation and preoccupation, and that
provisional state of things which is the characteristic of all the great American cities. To sum
up in one word, Broadway represents the principle of mobility.

Let us pass on to Wall Street. This is the centre of all the great financial operations. Here
the resemblance with the City of London is incontestable. The buildings, which are nearly all
Banks, the crowds who jostle one another in the streets, the very air one breathes smells of
money and of millions ! Yet even here the analogy with Europe is not complete. Of a thou-
sand little indications of difference, I will quote but one : your banker will not pay you the
sum you ask, at once, however small it may be. He sets the telegraph to work ; and after a few
minutes the money is brought to you from the public bank, where the funds of his particular
house are deposited. Nothing can be more praiseworthy than this practice ; for these banks are
real fortresses which would make any attempt at breaking into them impos-sible ; and which
in case of any rising of the mob (if such risings are ever again to be dreaded in New York,
which I doubt) would afford the best guarantees for the security of the deposits. But money is
a coward. We must own, however, that there is wisdom in the system which provides for its



own safety, as everyone does in America, from the Backwoodsman who, whenever
transporting his household goods to the utmost limits of the civilization of which he is the
pioneer, begins by building a blockhouse ; down to the officer sent to keep the red-skins in
order, who at each bivouac, entrenches himself and his men behind gabions and
ditches.

Now we are in the Fifth Avenue, and consequently far from the industrial quarter. Here the
eye rejoices in the contemplation of all the luxury which money can bring. Do not let us be
hypercritical, or examine too closely the artistic taste of these pretentious buildings, which
seem by their pompous architecture to make a parade of their magnificence. After all, the
same meretricious taste has spread to Europe, and prevails more and more. The Belgravia of
London, the Ringstrasse of Venice are both examples of this style. M. Haussmann and his
architects have borrowed their inspirations from the same source while striving to amal-
gamate these two “ renaissances,” the French and the American. It is the architecture of Henry
the Third converted into Yankee.

But let us come back to the Fifth Avenue. Charming little gardens surround each house,
which, in this beautiful month of May, form bright spots of green, blue, red, pink, white, and
lilac, giving the most ideal and poetic look to the whole. Amidst these groups of shrubs, and
grasses, and creeping flowers, and tiny bright green lawns, coquettishly bordered with marble
balustrades, there are endless picturesque details. One’s eye rests with real pleasure upon
them, and gladly turns aside from looking at the overcharged, over-decorated facades of the
houses beyond. Taken as a whole, the Fifth Avenue is really very grand, and here and there
quite charming.

But what struck me most in New York is the enormous number of public buildings con-
secrated to Divine worship of various kinds. I am not speaking of the great Gothic cathedral
which the Irish are now building, and which belongs to another date and another order of
ideas, but of the innumerable little churches belonging to the different sects, built very often
at a great cost and with a profusion of ornament in every possible and impossible style, which
fix one’s attention and pique one’s curiosity. Their small size makes them the more remark-
able, side by side with the vast buildings around them. In Europe, the massive pile of the
cathedral, and the belfries, spires, towers, and high roofs of the other churches, stand out
against the sky, tower above the houses of the faithful, and give to each town, seen from a
distance, a particular character. At New York it is quite the reverse. Seen from the river or
from Jersey City at the moment of disembarkation, this huge metropolis unrolls itself before
you in great masses of red, grey, or yellowish brick. One or two steeples at the outside rise
above the roofs, which in the distance, seem all of the same height, and to form one vast
horizontal line stretching towards the plain beyond. Europeans who have just landed for the
first time cannot help wondering how these two or three churches can possibly suffice for
upwards of a million of Christians ! But they find out their mistake when they walk through
the town and especially when they come to the Fifth Avenue, where the commercial fever is
at rest or, at any rate, gives place to a little quiet, to study, and perhaps to meditation and
prayer. Not that all those little chapels in the Fifth Avenue impress, one with a feeling of
sanctity or fill the mind with that grave spirit of recollection which comes over one in the
aisles of our great cathedrals. So far from it, the sanctitas loci is entirely wanting in this wide
and worldly quarter. These little buildings, each consecrated to a different form of worship,
are only accessories to the whole. They are only open during their respective services, and
these services are only performed on Sundays. But there they are, and however poor they may
be, they prove the existence of a religion in the hearts of these rich people, who had perhaps
little or no time to think of their souls when they were making their fortunes, but who, now
that they are millionaires, begin to believe that there is a future state. Either from honest
conviction or because they feel the need, or from pure custom and a sense of re-spectability,
they contribute liberally towards a chapel and forming a congregation.



In a society of which the most energetic, the most important, and the youngest portion
lives in a perpetual mill-race, it is evident that anything like spiritual or inner life must be
unknown or, at least, dormant. To outsiders, indeed, such ideas seem to have no existence at
all in the American mind. But this is not so. From time to time, there is an extra-ordinary
awakening. The enormous sums then given for the building of new churches, the revivals,
those great meetings in the forests and prairies of the Far West, where a sudden thirst for
spiritual consolation bursts out with extraordinary violence, seizing upon the masses like an
epidemic and producing the most fantastic scenes, now tragic, now comic,—these revivals
and the splendid churches in the Fifth Avenue are only different manifestations of the same
spirit—the spirit of Faith, asleep, oppressed, kept down, but not exterminated by the worship
of the Golden Calf which is the religion of the State : the only apparent religion, in fact, of the
merchant, the miner, the carrier, the porter, in one word, of the fortune-hunter of young
America !

Notwithstanding that we were really in the dog-days, we continued our explorations of
New York, sometimes in carriages, sometimes in cars, but still oftener on foot. What struck
me even more this time than during my first visit, and which I cannot find mentioned in any
other description of New York, is the way in which this city has, as I before said, given the
type to all the other great centres of population in the Union. The preponderance which she
exercises arises from her extraordinary centralisation, to which neither the exclusive
legislation of other States, nor the extreme mobility of American society, nor the unlimited
space acquired or conquered by this great nation, can in any way resist. I could multiply
examples to prove my theory, but how discuss such questions with the thermometer at 30
degrees Réaumur ?

I have just been going through a large though somewhat common-place quarter of the
town, inhabited entirely by Germans. Here all the emigrants of that nation, many of whom
only arrived the day before, are welcomed, lodged, and put in the right track before starting
for the Far West. They bring with them an atmosphere fresh from the Vaterland, and thus re-
new all the home-feelings of their fellow-countrymen and prevent them being transformed
altogether into Yankees. The old settlers, on the other hand, who have mostly outlived those
republican aspirations which form such a powerful element in German emigration, strive first
of all to destroy the illusions of the new-comers ; to give them some idea of the real state of
things ; and to prepare them as far as possible for the new life which awaits them. Quite a
metamorphosis is the result, and that in a few days, under the influence of this great centre of
American life. The consequences will be felt at the most extreme points of this vast country—
under the shadow of the forests in which Lake Superior is embedded ; or in the great gran-
aries of Minnesota and Wisconsin ; in the prairies of Nebraska and Arkansas, on the borders
of the Red River, in Texas, in the isolated ranches of Oregon, and even to the grassy slopes of
the Sierra Nevada.

In a minor degree, the same may be said of the Irish. I say in a minor degree, because the
child of the Emerald Isle shows himself less amenable to outside influence ; and that every-
where the Celt is sufficient to himself ; and as in England and Australia as well as in America,
he shuts himself up from modern civilization. It is also an ascertained fact that nations who
have emerged earlier from a state of barbarism exercise a sort of superiority over races who
are younger in that respect. Where they come in contact it is always the first who become
supreme and the latter who succumb ; and that, in spite of the equality which may exist
between them, and even a sort of political superiority in the latter. Certainly, the con- quests
that the elder generation make over the younger in the human family are limited ; but they are
an incontestable fact. Thus on the frontier between Italy and the Austrian Provinces, it is the
Italian element which prevails over the German and the Sclave, perhaps on the con-fines only
of the two provinces and to an infinitesimal degree, but still it is perceptible. In Hungary, vis-
à-vis the Magyars and the Sclaves, in Bohemia and Illyria, in Poland and Russia, the German



is evidently and ostensibly the pioneer of civilization. That of the Celts dates from the first
centuries of our era, if it be true, as I believe, that Christianity is the only cradle of true
civilization. From that point of view, the Celts are the elders of the Anglo-Saxon and German
races. But these having gone ahead of them in every respect, they have never been able to
establish their rights except by a passive resistance to the influx of modern ideas. In New
York, thanks to universal suffrage, they are a real power and even a formidable one. At the
elections, they often obtain a majority. In the States they form the principal Catholic element
and are the born antagonists of the Germans, who are mostly Protestant. Emigrants of other
nations land with the intention of becoming American citizens ; the children of the Emerald
Isle remain for ever Irish. Not that they have an idea of returning to the old country, although
they admit the possibility of such an eventuality, or of inducing their children to do so, but by
an ideal and mystical link, they remain united to the mother-country, and have, as it were,
carried off a portion of it with them. The ocean which separates them, seems to have no
existence in their minds ; it is, after all, but a stream. The day will come, God knows when,
when they will cross it once more, they, their American brothers, as they are called in Ireland,
to bring with them liberty—in the modern sense of the term, as it is understood by the
democrats and liberals of Europe, and which means for them independence and separation
from England. Then they will fight and conquer. Fenianism is the off-spring of these dreams ;
that intangible conspiracy which resists the efforts of the police, detectives, and of the English
troops, as much as the exhortations of the Catholic clergy ; and gives a feeling of uneasiness
both in England and Ireland, which is not exempt from danger. The Irish, therefore, are little
influenced by Anglo-Saxon ideas and habits. How-ever, they do not escape them altogether,
and it is again at New York, that the Irishman is transformed into the American brother. The
same effect is produced, only in a greater degree, on the emigrants of other nations.

From this point of view, the supremacy of New York is certain, as long as she remains the
head of the bridge which connects the two continents. At the present moment, the immense
majority of emigrants, the surplus of that strength which Europe from over-population can no
longer employ or maintain, turn their steps to the mouth of the Hudson, land at New York on
American soil, and there receive their first impressions, which they carry with them to all
parts of this vast continent.

•

A charming woman, charming both by her manners and by her cultivation, with a mind
well stored with serious reading, and belonging to one of those old Eastern States which still
preserve their British origin, was my daily neighbour at table, during one of my voyages to
America. She had just returned from the “ great tour” of Europe, and I delighted in making
her talk about it. What interested me first in her was the entire absence of prejudice ; there
was nothing conventional about her. She had that sort of moral courage which says frankly
what it feels. Her judgment may in some things have been superficial, but her instincts were
always just ; and her mind was specially turned towards practical things. “ Ah ! Austria,” she
exclaimed ; “ what a fine country ! They bothered us frightfully at the custom-house on the
frontiers of Hungary, however. But I forgive them, for those good Austrian s are such a
practical people.” I blushed with pleasure, for I had not been used to such a compliment.
“ Only look,” she continued, “ how well they prop their telegraph wires ! And at Vienna have
you remarked by what a simple and ingenious process, by means of little cups and a chain,
they manage to raise their bricks to the upper stories of their buildings ? Then, in the
neighbourhood of Salzburg, I was so struck by that kind of wooden stage on which the
peasants dry their hay,” &c.

A journey to Europe is an understood social necessity in America, and forms an in-
dispensable element in their education. Anyone who has a pretension to elegance must have
visited the old world. Formerly, those who had fulfilled that duty took the title of hadji
(pilgrim) ; but the present generation would ridicule such an idea. These journeys resemble



the “ great tour” which young Englishmen of noble families used to make in the seventeenth
century and at the beginning of the eighteenth. Women, especially, attach immense
importance to them. There are some men, who, having only lately acquired large fortunes,
deliberately make up their minds to sacrifice almost all they have gained for this object. They
take expensive couriers, occupy the best rooms at every hotel, have magnificent horses and
carriages, and buy fine works of art. When they return home they are well-nigh ruined. But
never mind. They feel themselves ennobled by the process, satisfied with themselves, and
quite ready to begin again to make their fortunes ; and redescend in the social scale as
butchers, pedlars, waiters, or even porters, according to their physical strength and ability.
Young men of a serious turn of mind, who think of marrying, or, as they call it, “ settling” in
life, take pains to ascertain first of all if the object of their affections has a strong wish to go
to Europe. I observed in one of my voyages a young man who evidently avoided much inter-
course with his fellow-passengers, and who, sitting by himself in a corner, was always look-
ing at his watch. One day, 1 ventured to ask him why he was so impatient. “ It is not im-
patience,” he replied ; “ it is regret :” and he showed me his watch. On the dial-plate was a
coloured photograph of a young and pretty woman. “ That is my wife,” he continued. “ You
think her beautiful ? Well, she was so, but alas ! she is dead. I went to Europe to try and divert
my thoughts. I am in the fur trade, and a friend of mine told me that St. Petersburg was a gay
town. I went there, but found no distraction or pleasure ; so I am going back to America as
sad as I went. I always fancy I hear my wife walking behind or beside me ; but when I turn
my head to look at her, she has disappeared. That’s why I can’t help continually looking at
my watch, which holds her portrait. She loved me devotedly, and she was a good wife. She
prevented my doing foolish things, and saying unkind things of my neighbours, or spending
my evenings in the bar-room. She was a first-rate manager too, and never asked to be taken to
Europe. No Europe-going, no such nonsense !” He said this in a dry, matter-of-fact tone,
without betraying any emotion. I lost sight of him during the rest of the voyage, and only met
him again at the moment of landing. I asked to be allowed to look once more at his watch.
This mark of sympathy touched him. He reddened, and tears rushed unbidden into his dull,
expressionless eyes. But he only said, “ She was very fond of me, and never spoke of going to
Europe.”

[1] This Yacht Club was founded in 1727.
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