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INTRODUCTION.

A description of the voyages to and from, and a tour in, America, may appear to be the telling
of a more than thrice-told tale; but, with all previous knowledge acquired by reading, one
finds upon coming to have personal experience of such a journey that there is enough to fill
volumes with facts and impressions that other, and more literary, travellers have not thought
it worth while to narrate.

Day One.

In the first hour of the day, it being past midnight, we left behind the lightship at the bar of
the river Mersey, being bound for New York on board the good Inman steamship City of
Rome. Vexatious delays following upon a needlessly early embarkation, insisted upon by the
Company owning the vessel, had caused my wife and myself to be heartily thankful when the
vessel s moorings off New Brighton were quitted, and the glimmering gas jets and bright
flame of the lighthouse were at last lost sight of. When fairly out at sea we were quickly in
the arms of Morpheus, ensconsed in the “ berths” which were to be our more or less delight-
ful couches during the nights of the next week or more.

A very few hours of sleep satisfied me on this Good Friday morning, for the conscious-
ness of speeding on towards the great Atlantic pervaded even my dreams, and prompted a
rush on deck with the first waking moments. The crew were already busy lowering into the
hold the heaps of multifarious luggage which lumbered the decks, the inextricable confusion
giving promise of the vexation of spirit that the sorting-out was to occasion at the journey’s



end. What a contrast to my last celebration of this marked day of the Church s calendar, when
about the same hour of the morning I had come on deck in the Black Sea and found myself
surrounded by a motley company of Orientals, refugees from the earthquaked island of Chios,
bound for the Danube in search of fresh fields and pastures new !

I was called from my involuntary reverting to a year agone by the appearing ahead upon
the smooth sea of what appeared to be an island, which as we approached proved to be the
rock of Tuscar, covered with turf and crowned with its snow-white lighthouse. This is the
southeasternmost outpost of Ireland, and a few miles further on we hailed the Saltees light-
ship, which also tells the mariner how near he may safely “ hug” this corner of the Emerald
Isle.

The wind was east, and it would be cold enough in many parts of Great Britain that April
morning, but going as we were with the breeze, and the bright sun glinting upon the surface
of the water, it felt absolutely warm. The biggest ship afloat, barring the Great Eastern,
steamed on at the rate of seventeen knots an hour, with so little heaving or vibration that
writing with pen and ink was as easy and steady a performance as at a desk in the library at
home.

At three o’clock we entered the beautiful Cove of Cork, and, in full view of Queenstown
and its picturesque surroundings, dropped anchor to await the mails. But there was business
to be done. Our cargo was not all on board, neither was our complement of passengers yet
achieved. Tons of potatoes were quickly handed up from craft alongside, and hundreds of
Irish emigrants stepped along a plank from the paddle-box of the tender to join the passengers
in our comfortable steerage.

Never was vessel built with such ample accommodation for all classes of those who travel
by water ; and her reputation by this her second voyage had already sufficiently spread to
attract an overflowing company of crossers to the NewWorld. Some good-natured jostling,
amounting at times to rough horseplay, took place as the new contingent crowded up the
gangway ; and some amusing, as well as affecting, leave-takings took place.

Every man had his shillalagh, and the women had good tangled heads of hair, innocent of
any hat or bonnet. Take them altogether they were a jovial crew, and were in high spirits at
setting out to make a fresh start in life ; leaving old Ireland and its troubles behind.

Being a close holiday in Cork we were honoured with boatloads of visitors ; steamers and
smaller craft, gay with bunting, hovering around.

Before the tender left us a large traffic was carried on in oranges, lemons, apples, and
sweets, the money being first passed down in a basket, which was then returned laden with
the quid pro quo . This, however, over, the passengers amused themselves by throwing money
for the girls who had come off in the tender to scramble for, and this proved a much more
remunerative occupation for the buxom Irish lasses than the more legitimate one of sell-ing
fruit ; for shillings were showered down upon them in lavish profusion. The women, both
those who remained and those who returned to the shore, were a better sample than the men,
being strong and burly and more equal to the occasion than their male companions.

At seven o’clock we passed Cape Clear and saw the sun set over a still more westerly
point of land that loomed far away over our starboard bow. A very auspicious farewell to land
it was, for the sky was clear arid bright, and a bark in full sail crossing the last streaks of sun-
light on the sea furnished a picture, which, with the dark hills for a background, was one of



singular beauty. Hundreds of seagulls were drawn after us in the deepening twilight by the
débris of victuals thrown over the ship’s side, and by a young lady, who, with a plate of
bread, stood by the taffrail and threw morsels into the waves, which caused the hungry birds
to swoop in ones, twos, and dozens to cleverly snap, or voraciously scramble for, the tit-bits,
which with marvellous quickness of sight they espied.

Day Two.

With the wind blowing east-south-east, the weather bright and fine, and smooth sea, we
sped on our course, which was now set due west. At ten o clock in the forenoon the log was
cast and indicated that we were going at a speed of fifteen and a half knots per hour. (Six
knots are equal to about seven statute miles.)

There are patent logs, which, being drawn in the vessel’s wake, register the number of
revolutions made by the instrument in its passage through the water, and so the distance is
recorded with sufficient accuracy ; but in the present case the old-fashioned canvas bag and
line were used at stated intervals during the day. The bag being thrown into the sea remains
stationary, while its attached string runs out from a reel and a sand-glass is being run. Bits of
coloured bunting are knotted on the line, and according to which of these is reached by the
time the glass has marked its number of seconds the speed can be calculated to a nicety. The
realing-in of the log is no easy task, and is only rendered possible, without requiring an
awkwardly heavy rope to avoid breaking, by a contrivance which causes the “ bag” to be
reversed and cease holding the water, as soon as the check is applied to the line. Watching this
operation was a favourite pastime.

At eight o’clock in the morning and at noon the captain and officers took their “ observat-
ions” which proved exactly where the ship was, and each mid-day the number of miles
traversed was posted in the saloon, and the position marked upon a chart, an elegant duplicate
of which (upon the back of which was a printed list of the passengers) was in the possession
of each of us. In an absence of the sun the periodical records of the log are an invaluable
guide as to the steamer s whereabouts.

The propeller, or “ screw,” was revolving at the rate of fifty-two per minute, so that each
turn of the four blades were driving us about fifty feet further from old England’s shores.
Albeit things were not as they should be (and would be presently) with our machinery depart-
ment, and the information that six boiler-makers and thirteen engineers were working over-
time below, threw some light on the more than usually pervading noises that from time to
time emanated from the cavernous regions of the mighty engines.

Amystery that had presented itself to us on the landing-stage at Liverpool was now un-
ravelled. Kind friends who were seeing us off were as green as ourselves as to the purpose of
hundreds of folding chairs which were being embarked. No seats are provided on deck and
each practical voyager was provided with a lounge of his or her own. We being new to the
route had to hire at a fancy figure. Nothing could be more delightful than reclining in a spot
sheltered from the wind, supplied with literature to taste from the well-stocked library in the
saloon.

It was interesting to watch the steerage passengers, who mostly wore a happy and well-to-
do aspect, and who now showed the contents of the bundles which each one had carried on
board, and put to use the brand-new tins and kettles which had attracted our attention. Smart
shawls adorned the heads and shoulders of the “ gentler” sex (in many cases enveloping an
infant of the “ muling and puking” period) and potations of tea and something more potent



were oftentimes partaken of from the hardware pots. There were cornets and accordians ; and
some of the people had good voices, singing sweetly in parts such melodies as “ Sweet Belle
Mahone.” Among the men games of chance were very popular, and the wonderful “ hands”
that were turned up at Napoleon by fingerers of the dirty packs of cards were the amazement
of our young gentlemen who knew the game. One player had the ace of trumps three times
running, and then ace, king, queen, knave and ten—which of course got “ nap.” No fault was
found, so it is to be presumed the game was genuine—and what interest could those
characters have in swindling each other, and risk spoiling the pastime for the remainder of the
voyage ? We of the upper-deck were able to witness these lively doings by leaning over the
rail, the lower-deck being so arranged that the less luxurious travellers had an open-air prom-
enade the full length of each side of the ship.

Day Three.

Easter Sunday morning broke fresh and fine, with a fair breeze still from east-south-east,
the course being west by south. The wind, increasing, gave rise to considerable motion of the
vessel, which, at an early hour, placed several of our fellow-voyagers hors de combat. We
spanked away at a fine rate, the sails being all set ; not much of an assistance to a large
steamer, but acting as a “ steadyyer,” At ten a.m. the log showed that we were going sixteen
and a half knots per hour, and at noon observations proved that our big floating hotel had
gone over three hundred and ninety-five miles in the twenty-four hours. The course now set
would take us about six hours south of the summer outward track, this detour being usual at
this time of year in order to avoid the icebergs and fields of ice further north, which had been
dangerously prevalent this Spring.

A Bishop, who was on board, administered Holy Communion at seven o’clock. He had on
Saturday improvised an amateur choir, which had practised at the organ in the saloon. At half-
past ten o’clock morning service was held in the Grand Saloon, at which most of the
cabin passengers assembled, and such of the Protestants from the steerage who cared to avail
themselves of the invitation to attend. The officiating Bishop preached an excellent sermon,
and what we saw of him tended to improve our opinion of that dignitary of the Church—the
Colonial Bishop. He was dutifully all there, “ when refection bell did call,” his daily walk
amongst us keeping up that reputation which has been from time immemorial an attribute of
his cloth, resulting in the popular conviction of all ages that finds expression in the line :
“ Who lives a good live is sure to live well.” A newly-made acquaintance expressed pleasure
at seeing a Roman Catholic priest taking a modest place and singing heartily at our Easter
Matins. At one of his services in the steerage we attended, and were edified by the devotion
and earnestness of the priest and his charge. Needless to say, our upper-crust congregation
were conspicuous by their absence. I must say that Sunday was decently observed throughout
the vessel. Members of the male sex, who often at home miss going to church, and when they
do go do not deem it de rigueur to attire themselves in orthodox church-going garb, were here
seen decorously clad in suits of broadcloth, and there were ladies ready with their favourite
hymns when asked by the Bishop to name them, who perhaps had not had any favourite
hymns, excepting those spelt h-i-m, for many years.

The number and variety of musical instruments in the ship was something extraordinary.
From the organ and the grand piano in the drawing-room, to the concertina and bones on the
lower deck, every noise-making machine that ever was invented appeared to be in constant
operation. Some tunes and words which did not properly appertain to the Sabbath were heard
occasionally, but “ Moody and Sankey” predominated, varied by a kind of half-profane, half-
treasonable, ditty by the Irish, the verses ending with such sentiments as these : “ God save
ould Oireland !” and “ Oireland shall be free !”



The 1,400 steerage passengers were mostly English and Irish, the German and
Scandinavian contingent of the week having gone by an extra Inman steamer, leaving
Liverpool on the same day, A detachment of the Salvation Army was amongst our lot, being
sent over to join a previous company who were reported to be waging a victorious campaign
amongst the benighted Yankees—a graceful return for the good worked in our islands by the
two disinterested American evangelists who had twice come over to help us.

Harp, sacbut, psaltery, dulcimer, and all kinds of music were quickly hushed by a sudden
shifting and freshening of the wind, which in an incredibly short space of time blew a stiff
gale from the south-west, accompanied by a tremendous sea, calling forcibly to our minds the
hymn of childhood :

When lo ! a storm began to rise,
The wind blew loud and strong ;
It blew the clouds across the skies,
And roll d the waves along !

The huge vessel behaved admirably, but about six o’clock the captain slowed the engines
and slightly altered her course, head to wind, to lessen the heavy rolling. At this time the
terrible Atlantic billows were making a clean breach over the ship, and everything that had
not been made fast was either washed away or set careering about the decks in a manner
which caused strange weird sounds to be heard in the cabins below, that were anything but
reassuring. Whilst five of the crew were engaged in fixing the mast-head light, a sea, heavier
than usual, struck the forecastle, throwing the whole of them down amongst the winches on
the foredeck. They had a narrow escape from going overboard, and the doctor, who was
called away from dinner to attend to their injuries, reported that one had his ribs broken, an-
other his knee cap broken and leg badly wounded, and the others less seriously hurt. This
same wave dashed high over the pilot-bridge, far above the heads of the officers in charge,
giving them a thorough drenching.

A dreary evening gave place to a bed-time fraught with gloom and dismal forebodings, but
at midnight we were blessed with a slightly improved state of the weather, and in the small
hours the engine were once more set away at full speed, the gyrations of the vessel and the
accompanying noises continuing, however, to bar the possibility of any but the most fitful and
unrefreshing slumbers.

Day Four.

The next morning there was still a stiff breeze, now blowing from south-south-west, but
the sea had considerably subsided.

Two more of our sailors had during the night been added to the five in the infirmary, but it
was some satisfaction to learn that they were all doing well, and in no immediate danger,
although it afterwards turned out that one of them was crippled for life.

It was surprising and pleasing to see the large proportion of passengers that turned up
looking fresh and well to an early breakfast, and to hear that those who did not put in an
appearance were enjoying fair health and petits déjeûners in the sanctity of their state-rooms.



The forenoon haul of the log gave a speed of fourteen and a half knots, and at noon our
day’s progress was noted as two hundred and eighteen miles only, so that our chance (if ever
it existed) of making the quickest passage on record was “ dished” for this journey.

Day Five.

A change of wind ; now blowing fresh from the north with bright sunshine, and smooth
sea. The fair day’s run of three hundred and forty-six miles was posted up.

In the early morning we passed a Cunard boat, bound from Boston to Liverpool, and over
hauled a little French barque which run up the tricolour and saluted us by dipping it three
times, a courtesy to which our British ensign duly replied.

An amusing story was told in the smoking room after breakfast. The emigrants from the
Distressful Country, although provided for in a manner that might almost be termed luxur-
ious, were frequently giving vent to that habit of grumbling, without the exercise of which
existence would seem to be intolerable to them. A huge loaf of bread, about six times the size
of an ordinary penny roll, was served to each man, woman, and child every morning, and no
stint was placed upon them if they choose to ask for more, after consuming the first dole. One
man, travelling by an Inman liner, requested to see the captain, and upon being shown on to
the quarter-deck, had laid forth his grievance, which was that the breakfast allowance of bread
was insufficient. The captain called for one of the rolls, and asked the complainant if that was
not enough for any man s meal. Pat replied “ I could eat half-a-dozen of em.”
“ Then, by Jove,” said the captain, “ you shall !” and ordering up other five the Irishman was
cured from future careless grumbling by having to exercise his powers of mastication and
deglutition to a painful degree, and to experience a distension of the diaphragm the
reverse of pleasant. It is but fair to state that he was allowed a drop of “ the craythur” to wash
down his unexpected repast.

Our good skipper, Captain Kennedy, had been upwards of four hundred times across “ the
pond,” and was considered one of the ablest navigators of the age, having had command of
the Great Eastern, and been twice employed in that capacity by the Government when she
was under charter to them.

Day Six.

The course was now shaped in a more southerly direction, or about west-south-west,
and there being a moderate wind from north west a considerable rolling was experienced.
Although cloudy, rain kept off, but a lowering temperature caused overcoats and wraps to be
brought into requisition.

I paid my first visit to the barber’s shop. The perruquier was a negro, who had his parti-
coloured pole protruded over his door on the main-deck. This worthy must either have paid
a high rent or have been making a handsome thing of it, for his charge for shaving a saloon
passenger was two shillings, or he would contract for a daily scrape during the voyage, long
or short, for twelve shillings ! This was the dearest piece of barberism I had had experience
of. It beat a case in Paris where I paid eight francs for hair-cutting, shampooing, and trim-
mings.



During the forenoon we passed a schooner going east and a barque bound west. They
hoisted their distinguishing flags, so that upon our arrival at New York they would be re-
ported as having been “ spoken” and the latitude and longitude stated, and all concerned in
their welfare would learn the particulars from the published reports.

In the evening I saw a gentleman as near coming to his death as he could be without being
killed. Instead of taking the convenient staircase leading direct from the smoking-room to our
berths we preferred a breath of fresh air, and walked along the weather side of the upper deck
towards the saloon companion. We found the door closed (on account of the spray the lee-
door only had been left open), and my friend remarked “ We have got to the wrong door,”
and before I could stop him turned the handle of the next door arid stepped in. He was in-
stantly out again with his hand to his fore head, gasping, “ Oh, my God, what a sight !” I con-
cluded that he had seen the effects of some horrible accident or suicide. When he recovered
his self-possession he led me to view the cause of his perturbation. A narrow iron shelf
within, upon which he had placed his foot, was all that had kept him from being precipitated
to the bottom of the ship ! Another step, which in the darkness he had partially made, and all
would have been over. Needless to say that a remedy was at once applied to an oversight that
allowed a doorway adjacent to the saloon entrance to remain on the latch as a trap to almost
certain destruction. The brass handle was taken off and the iron door (which in reality was
only intended for use in case of repairs) was barred up.

Day Seven.

Having proceeded as far to the southward as was necessary, the vessel’s head now pointed
direct to New York, and with a gentle southerly breeze we slipped through the water at the
splendid rate of sixteen and a half knots an hour. A slight stoppage during the night, however,
doomed to disappointment the anticipation of a very big twenty-four hours progress. An in
crease in the number of revolutions of the propeller to fifty-four per minute, and there being
so much less weight to drive through the water owing to the quantity of coal that had been
consumed, still led to a high estimate of the run. Curiosity was set at rest by the announce-
ment of three hundred and fifty-two miles. With a smooth oily sea we experienced our first
really rainy weather.

Steamers and sailing vessels of all sizes were now so frequently sighted that we ceased to
take notice of their coming and going in all directions.

Day Eight.

We witnessed boat drill this morning. Although it was fine weather, the celerity with
which each boat’s crew got their craft ready and swung out on the davits, gave some idea of
the readiness with which it could be done in case of abandoning the ship. We had eyed these
boats daily with mixed feelings. To see them with covers off and fully equipped with kegs of
water, provisions, and blankets, was to some extent reassuring, but their constant readiness
was a continual reminder that some day it might be necessary for us to trust ourselves to their
frail protection.

During the storm the previous Sunday we had been struck with the seeming impossibility
of launching a boat into such a sea, or of it being able to live for a moment in it ; and yet we
know that vessels have been quitted in very heavy weather, and that some of their boats have
weathered tremendous storms.



The slender barks in which foolhardy adventurers have crossed the Atlantic must surely at
times have been borne on the crests of such mighty mountains of water as we gazed upon,
and yet they have come safely to land !

No description or painting has ever conveyed to my brain an adequate conception of the
intense vitality of even a minor storm at sea. That Easter Sunday tempest seemed calculated
to blow the very eyebrows off one’s face. And yet the ship was not dismasted, nor lost a
single spar or rope-yarn ; and the little French barque we had seen had evidently weathered
the storm without a stick or a cord being damaged !

In the evening we had a grand entertainment in the drawing-room in aid of the funds of the
Liverpool Sailors’ Orphan Institution. Some excellent vocal and instrumental music was
discoursed, and a collection of over sixteen pounds was taken. The Sunday’s collections for
the same object had amounted to fifteen pounds, so that, altogether, the Institution did pretty
well out of the voyage. The liberality of the passengers did not end here, for a subscription
towards the wounded sailors on board realized fifteen pounds, in addition to a halfpenny sub-
scription worthily initiated and responded to in the steerage.

Day Nine.

The three hundred and eighty-seven miles accomplished up to noon left two hundred and
eighteen miles to be traversed to Sandy Hook (eighteen miles from NewYork town).

At one o’clock we took a pilot on board from cutter number twenty-one. There was con-
siderable interest attached to this number, and all eyes and glasses had been directed to catch
the first glimpse of it on the sail of the pilot-boat. A sweepstakes had been got up amongst
some of the passengers, the fortunate holder of “ 21” receiving the sum of £12. There was a
good deal of innocent “ speculation” during the voyage, nothing being too trifling to make a
bet upon, or upon which to base a “ sweep,” the number of miles run each day being a
favourite medium of negotiation.

Being near to the close of our passage across the Western Ocean, notes were compared as
to the comforts experienced in crossing, and it was instructive to ascertain the impressions of
those who had made many Atlantic voyages ; and most of the people in the saloon had done
so. Old stagers declared that, even at the risk of having to spend a day longer on the sea, they
would prefer a passage in the City of Rome to crossing in any other vessel afloat. Certainly
for our own part (and here reference to the diary of my wife bears me out) the most grateful
feelings remain for the courteous attentions of the kind officers, the genial doctor, and the
assiduous stewards and stewardesses on board. From the splendid system of electric lighting
throughout the ship, to the pneumatic bells, affording communication between every apart
ment, nothing on shore could be more complete than the conveniences and modern luxuries
of this latest noble addition to one of the great ocean fleets of the world.

Day Ten.

At four o’clock in the morning we passed Sandy Hook, and arrived at the quarantine
station about seven. It was truly splendid weather, and a bright sun shining through a crisp
atmosphere gave a very cheery introduction to the New World. There was not a cloud or
suspicion of haze to mar the brilliancy of the April morning.



The tender came alongside and took away the mails, and also our telegrams for the shore.
An interesting sight was that heap of mail-bags brought up from the hold ; tons and tons of
them, labelled right through, “ Liverpool to San Francisco,” and so on.

We had for once to enter into intricate financial transactions on a Sunday morning, for it
became necessary to change our English money into the almighty dollar and its aliquot parts-
and multiples. Much amusement as well as anxiety transpired over this business. One very
cautious young man wrapped up his newly-acquired dirty bits of paper currency in cream-
laid notepaper, with such endorsements as “ This is a four-dollar bill, and I must reckon it
equal to sixteen shillings.” Quarter dollar or twenty-five cents, say equal to a shilling.” The
fumbled worn-out greenbacks were a sorry exchange for our bright British sovereign, and
reminded one of the currency disabilities of such Countries as Russia and Italy, a scandal that
the advancing prosperity of the United States will doubtless shortly cause to be overcome by
the universal use of their handsome metallic medium.

I will not essay the pen pourtrayal of the glories of New York harbour, the aspect of Fort
Hamilton, and the striking appearance of the great city with its suburbs of Brooklyn and New
Jersey. The yet unfinished suspension bridge destined to connect the two first-mentioned was
a graceful figure in the picture, which was en livened by the constantly plying huge steam
ferry boats.

The delay in the discharging and examination of our luggage was very distressing. It was
nine o’clock when we stepped on shore, and having already had breakfast, we hoped soon to
get to our quarters and thence to church ; but it was noon before we were released, tired and
vexed at the first experience of the “ freedom” of these glorious States.

When will our boasted civilization so advance as to enable the world to do without those
relics of the barbarous ages Custom Houses ! We were inclined to think that the rigid exam-
ination was all a farce, and only useful inasmuch as it gave an army of officers a pretext for
drawing their salaries ; but the “ searchers” showed their raison d’être this morning at any
rate, for one gentleman had to pay three pounds for duty upon five hundred cigars which had
already paid duty on importation from Havanna into England, and another was mulcted in the
amount of seventeen pounds for a breechloader worth half the money, a sum which he prefer-
red to pay rather than have the gun impounded, as he was bound on a shooting expedition
north of Lake Winnipeg. Both of these payments, we were afterwards told, might have been
avoided by a little contrivance. However, they serve to point the vexatious operation of pro-
tectionist imposts. The duties are not charged to foreigners only, for an American gentleman
had to pay eleven pounds upon goods worth about five pounds in Europe.

The first impressions as we walked towards the street-cars—as the tramways are termed—
were decidedly unfavourable. Crude telegraph poles disfigured every street, and were
particularly hideous in their clustering at the corners ; dingy lamp-posts that would have dis-
graced the smallest English town blessed with gasworks were stuck about at every con-
ceivable angle ; and pawn brokers balls hung significantly over shops, the rottenness of
whose wooden facades was ill-concealed by daubings of red, blue, and green pigment. It was
a strange sensation ; the surroundings imbuing one with all the feelings of being in a foreign
land, and the signboards being so incongruously English and homely. The carriage road was
almost impassable for pedestrians, and the sidewalks (Anglice, footpaths) were simply ex-
ecrable ; pitfalls, dust, and dirt, everywhere.



As we became familiar with the better parts of the city these drawbacks were altered in
degree only—some streets were better and some worse. Twice in “ stages” as the omnibuses
are called, were we stuck fast in holes in the streets and had to get out and walk.

The services of street-cars are excellent, their frequent running, and the good connexion of
the different lines making street travelling very easy. The elevated railroad (although a great
eyesore) over the tramways and pavements, supplies to some extent the relief to the traffic on
the level afforded in London by the under ground railway.

The absence (or rather infrequency) of marks denoting the names of the different
thoroughfares is a source of inconvenience to a stranger, who is reduced to the necessity of
interrogating the police, a body who, to say the least of it, are not so ready to bear with the
inquisitiveness of travellers as are their brethren of the English metropolis.

The care bestowed by the inhabitants upon their personal attractions was evidenced by the
numerous establishments for the sale of face-powder and enamels, and by the frequency of
such announcements as “ Madame So-and-so, Finger nails beautified.”

The Fifth Avenue Hotel we found pretty much what we expected : a magnificent mixture
of splendour and coarseness. The marble unimpeachable ; but the unmentionable result of the
filthy national, habit rendering it in places repulsive and slippery ; the cuisine excellent, but
the officials and waiters brusque, and even rude.

The want of the most ordinary politeness everywhere was most marked, but we soon be
came accustomed to it and came to the charitable conclusion that it is the want of time that
drives, the Yankees to omit such supererogatory words as “ please” and “ thank you,” “ sir”
and “ madam.” There is no standing still ; meals are bolted as though to-morrow were to be
the Judgment Day ; and all things are done in a flash-of-greased-lightning style that is at first
very wearing. But human nature quickly adapts itself to circumstances, and before many
hours were over we were hurrying along with the stream, and the biggest boor in the black
country might be considered a perfect Beau Brummell compared with the bustling, bump-
tious Yahoos we were in danger of becoming in sympathy with our surroundings.

On this, our first evening upon the continent of the Western Hemisphere, we were fortun-
ate enough to witness one of the most beautiful dis plays of the aurora borealis that has ever
been recorded outside of the Arctic Circle.

Day Eleven

We drove through Central Park, a breathing-space in every way worthy of the Empire City
which encircles it. Returning seaward we found Broadway not such a broad way as its name
and reputation justified us in expecting. In width and length it is not unlike Oxford-street.
Some of the buildings are much handsomer than the majority of those in the great London
thoroughfare, and others are paltry and altogether unworthy of the vicinity. Flagstaffs adorn
many of the edifices, and their huge banners, bearing in many instances the name of the
owner of the emporium or “ store,” floated out upon the breeze. The wind blowing across the
line of the street caused the bunting to spread nearly from roof to roof, which had a pleasing
effect as the flags spread out against the background of blue sky.

Everything was very dear. The famous sign of “ Delmonico’s “ struck our eye, and at a bar
inferior to that of the Criterion or Gaiety at home a generous friend had to pay ninety cents
for two thimblesful of brandy and a “ split soda.”



The charges at the hotels are large, but not out of the way if the “ guest,” as he is
designated, partakes fully of all the meats to which he is entitled. But the full day has to be
paid for, no matter how poor the appetite, or how many meals may be partaken of out of the
house. The slightest item indulged in beyond the recognised service is rigidly charged for. For
instance, if you are so confiding as to run the risk of theft by putting your shoes outside of
your bedroom door to be cleaned, and you should be so fortunate as to get them back again, a
charge of ten cents appears in your bill. That is, if you get a bill, a document which the mere
asking-for brings down upon you the scornful and pitiful smile of the mercenaries of the
cash-office.

The prices for hire of carriages are almost prohibitory to possessors of English incomes ;
two dollars from steamboat to hotel, and more than that from hotel to depot (railway station),
being the very least if you have the luggage necessary for a moderate American tour. Ten
shillings is extorted for a distance which a London cabby would blush to ask half-a-crown
for. There is another mode of getting your baggage conveyed (the word luggage is unused in
America) and that is by the “ express,” an institution which takes in hand your packages,
giving you a brass “ check” for each, in exchange for which you recover your belongings at
the baggage-office at the depot. This system is absolutely necessary if your “ pieces” are very
large and numerous, but the cost of equal to a shilling for each article makes it come as ex-
pensive as taking the “ hack” (never called a cab.) In the matter of expedition the waggons of
the baggage-express do their work in a fairly satisfactory manner, generally arriving at the
desired point, as quickly as yourselves ; but in some cases of arrival we found the delays
vexatious, having had to wait for more than an hour before the longed-for toilet, after a
lengthy journey, could be accomplished.

I had a look into the Hoffman House Hotel, which boasts the finest drinking-bar in the
world, where the proprietor (the notorious Fiske, who got off so easily with a brief incarcerat-
ion for shooting Mr. Seward on the staircase of the Fifth Avenue Hotel), had recently paid two
thousand pounds for a handsome oil painting, the subject of which was so “ classic” that I
dare not describe it here. No expense had been spared to make the place attractive ; not only
splendour, but chasteness and quiet elegance being every where evident in the “ fixings.”

Most of the waiters at the hotels and the porters and guards of the rail roads (two words,
“ R. R.” for short, and never rail ways) were Irish, or of Irish descent, the brogue of the latter
being as marked wherever we went as that of the latest Hibernian arrival. Upon the whole
their want of civility was made up for by their smartness and intelligence.

The gentle aspiration of the first syllable of “ hotel” is one of the few improvements which
our language has sustained by acclimatization across the Atlantic ; it has been rendered really
a pretty sounding word as compared with a rendering of it obtaining in some parts of Britain.

The vestibules of these palatial buildings are crowded by sitting and moving groups of
male persons in an everlasting buzz of conversation, or “ chewing” or smoking for ever. We
cogitated as to whether these were all guests and their callers, and as to the social status of the
wearers of the shiny hats and respectable attire. Our perplexity was removed, as to at least
one of these loungers, when we saw an immense swell with an extra polish on his boots, an
extra curl to his moustache, and puffing away at a fragrant Havanna. The face was familiar ;
where had we seen it ? It was Dick, the smoke-room steward of our ship ! Only two nights
ago we had sent the hat round and presented poor hard-working unshaven Richard with a nice
little sum, and to-day he rubs shoulders with us, his distingué air commanding more attention
from the minions of the establishment than do the passengers who but yesterday were waited
upon by the fellow-guest of to-day.



In Madison Square is a gigantic bronze representation of a female hand and arm, holding a
brazen torch. This singular erection is protected around the elbow, where it emerges from the
earth, by a châlet of wood. The arm is large enough to contain a spiral staircase, which will
one day be placed within it, for this work of art is part of a lighthouse in course of formation
for Rhode Island, where it will stand in the novel form of a huge statue of Liberty, the home
of the lighthouse-keepers being in the body of the figure instead of in the ordinary prosaic
pillar of a light-tower, and the lantern will be held aloft by the colossal hand, in place of the
bronze presentment of flame now issuing from the torch. This noble work is a graceful
present to Columbia from her sister republic of Gaul.

At four o’clock in the afternoon we “ went on board the cars” (we are now getting into the
way of using a few of the more indispensable Americanisms) at Forty-second Street Depot,
the terminus of the New York Central Railroad, en route for Boston. All the cars are of one
class, excepting that you can have a seat in a parlour car by paying, in this case, a dollar
extra. We tried the ordinary carriage on this occasion and found our first railway travelling
in America very satisfactory, the fare being lower for the distance than at home, and the speed
and comfort at least as good. We did the two hundred and thirty-six miles in six and a half
hours, without changing seats.
It may not be out of place to give a description of the car, for, although the details may be

familiar to many readers, still it is possible that many such little matters are often left un-
described, on account of writers and verbal narrators deeming them too well-known to need
telling about. An instance of the desirability of minute description is at hand in the wrong
impression conveyed of transatlantic railways by the stage adaptation of Jules Verne’s
“ Round the World in Eighty Days,” which shows an attack of Indians upon a train, the
engine of which is American, but the vehicles, English railway carriages of various
“ classes,” instead of the proper long “ silver palace” cars, and passenger, baggage, mail and
express cars of the country. The car is entered from each end, and has an aisle down the
centre, on either side of which is a score of seats, each holding two persons. The velvet-
cushioned backs of the seats are reversible, but most of the passengers sit facing the engine. If
your party should be three or four, it is very convenient to be able to “ fix” the “ section” so
as to travel vis-à-vis ; on the other hand, if there are only two of you, there is quite as much
privacy as in the Old World compartment system, and at the same time the convenience of
being able to walk up and down the whole length of the train. Every car is fitted with a stove,
from which pipes are carried under all the seats. This arrangement, together with the double
windows (which it is treason to open), renders the atmosphere uncomfortably warm, as is the
case in all the rooms and apartments. A boy goes round every few minutes with a tin of iced
water and glasses, each passenger partaking as he fancies.

The sallow complexions of the people being as common to them as their habits of hurried
eating, breathing stifling air, and imbibing cold liquids, it is possible that these may stand in
the relation of effect and causes.

The aspect of the district passed through was novel and interesting, a surprising feature
being the yet utter absence of foliage from the trees, as before we left England the leaves
there were fully out. The advertising enterprise of the go-ahead inhabitants has caused land-
scapes to be blurred by huge letters being painted upon rocks and trees, such inscriptions as
“ Try Blair’s Cough Mixture : it never fails,” being found alike by railway side, on tops of
mountains, and at bottoms of valleys. Amonstre hoarding erected well within sight of the line
recorded that



“ Exactly twelve miles from this spot stands the Emporium of the celebrated St. Jacob’s
Oil, at 999, Broadway, New York.” This oil, “ Sozodont,” and a certain stove polish kept us
com pany throughout the entire continent.
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