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TO THE READER.




The only excuse for troubling thee with so long a 
correspondence is, that if it had not been published in this manner, it would not have been published at all. And my excuse for publishing it at all is that, for many 
reasons—I would not abstain from doing so. 


In placing these letters in thy hand, dear reader, I 
should wish that thy mind might be favourably disposed 
toward them, or at least, might not be in opposition to 
the spirit in which these letters were first written. They need it more than anything which I have yet written, because, I cannot conceal it from myself, they suffer from—egotism—the offence of all autobiography. This, whilst it may not offend the sympathetic feelings of a brother or sister, may easily offend the stranger who does not partake in them. Much therefore in the letters which referred to myself, and which was personally agreeable to me, has been omitted in their transcription for the press, but not all, otherwise the ingenuous character of the letters must have been sacrificed, together with the ​peculiar colouring of my life and its circumstances in 
America. Much remains of that which individually 
pleased or annoyed me—perhaps more than should have 
remained. Whilst transcribing these letters I have often 
been unable to realise to myself that I was then preparing 
them for the public, and not writing them merely to my 
sister, “my innermost,” to whom even the innermost 
might be revealed, and the most childish things be spoken. 
As soon as I began to write, that sister always stood 
before me, with her mild, heavenly eyes, her indulgent 
smile, intercepting the view of my unknown readers. I 
saw only her, I forgot them. I know that I have often 
erred in this way, and especially, in the earlier portion 
of these collected letters, during a time when illness 
rendered me weak, and weakness strengthened egotism. 
If I have allowed this illness to remain too prominent in 
this portion of the letters, there is, however, this excuse 
for it, that it is a malady, which is very prevalent 
in America, which is caused by the climate, the general 
diet and mode of life, and against which both natives and 
emigrants cannot be sufficiently cautioned. And if I have 
said too much about this malady and its causes, other 
authors, on the contrary, have said too little. It is the 
most dangerous monster of the New World. In extreme 
cases it leads to the madhouse or to death. Happy they 
who know how to avoid it, or who, at the commencement, 
find, as I did, a good physician, who, by the united powers 
of diet and medicine, is able to avert the malady before it 
gains too much ascendancy. 


 ​I have in the letters to my sister preserved the endearing
epithets as they were originally written, and which we 
in Sweden make use of among relatives or dear friends; 
although many readers may think them somewhat childish. 
I cannot help it. I have attempted to exclude them and 
to substitute others more befitting, but I could not succeed; 
such appeared stiff, unnatural and prosaic. Better the 
childish than the prosaic, thought I; and the little words 
will, I trust, be overlooked for the sake of the great 
matter, which, without any merit of mine, is yet contained 
in these letters.


And if, dear reader, thou hast now and then patience 
with the letter-writer when she speaks in sickness of 
body, or in the foolishness of affection, thou wilt be 
rewarded by being led, in her healthier and stronger 
moments, as by a sisterly hand, into a more familiar and 
cordial intimacy with that great country beyond the 
Atlantic, with its people, its homes, and its inner life, 
than might otherwise have been the case; and this thou 
wilt find is worth all the trouble.


I know the faults of my work, a knowledge often 
painful to me, better than my reader, or any one else. 
And this knowledge would depress me, if I did not know 
at the same time, that all which is best in this work will 
contribute in bringing nearer to each other the good 
homes of the New World, and the good homes of Europe, 
and above all those of my native land; in bringing the 
noble, warm hearts there, nearer to those which beat ​here, and thus, as far as I am able, aid in knitting 
together the beautiful bonds of brotherhood between 
widely-sundered nations. 


Mayst thou, dear reader, feel the same, and let this 
reconcile thee to the—



LETTER-WRITER. 
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TO MY AMERICAN FRIENDS.





Stockholm, May, 1853.




These letters were written in your homes whilst I lived 
there with you, as a sister with her brothers and sisters; 
in the North, in the West, in the South, of your great 
country. They were written during familiar intercourse 
with you. And without you they would not have been 
what they now are, for without you I could not have become 
acquainted with the Homes of the New World, nor have 
been able from your sacred peaceful hearths to contemplate
social life beyond. To you, therefore, I inscribe 
these Letters. They will bear witness to you of me, and 
of my life among you. You said to me,—


“We hope that you will tell us the truth.”


You wished nothing else from me. I have endeavoured 
to fulfil your wishes. Be you my judges!


That which I saw and found in the New World has 
been set down in these letters. They are, for the most 
part, outpourings from heart to heart; from your homes 
to my home in Sweden. When I wrote, I little thought ​of committing them to the press, little thought of writing 
a book in America, least of all in these letters, and of 
that they bear internal evidence. Had such a thought been 
present with me, they would have been different to what 
they are; they would have been less straightforward and 
natural; more polished, more attired for company, but 
whether better—I cannot say. My mind in America was 
too much occupied by thoughts of living, to think of 
writing about life. Life was overpowering. 


The idea of writing letters on America did not occur 
to me until I was about to leave the great land of 
the West, and the feeling became more and more strong 
in me, that what I had seen and experienced during these 
two years journeyings was not my own property alone, 
but that I had a duty to fulfil as regarded it. I had, it is 
true, a presentiment from the first that the great New 
World would supply me with many subjects for thought, to 
be made use of at some future time, perhaps even in books, 
but in what manner, in what books—of that I had no
distinct idea. I confess to you that I went about in America 
with the thought of metamorphosing the whole of 
America in—a novel; and you, my friends, into its heroes 
and heroines: but that with such subtle delicacy, that 
none of you should be able to recognise either America or 
yourselves.


But the realities of your great country could not be 
compressed into a novel. The novel faded away like a 
rainbow in the clouds, and the reality stood only the 
stronger forward, in all its largeness, littleness, pleasantness,
sorrow, beauty, completeness, manifold and simple, ​in one word, in all its truth; and I felt that my best work 
would be merely a faithful transcript of that truth. But 
how that was to be accomplished I did not clearly know 
when I left America.


“You will understand, you will know it all when you 
are at home!” frequently said that precious friend who 
first met me on the shore of the New World, whose home 
was the first into which I was received, whom I loved to 
call my American brother, and who beautified my life 
more than I can tell by the charm of his friendship, by the 
guidance of his keen intellect and his brotherly kindness 
and care; whose image is for ever pictured in my soul in 
connection with its most beautiful scenes, its romantic 
life, its Indian summer, and, above all, its highland 
scenery on that magnificent river, where he had built his 
delightful home, and now—has his grave! Yet no, not 
alone in connection with these pictures does he live before 
me; time and space do not contain a character such as 
his. To-day, as yesterday, and in eternity, shall I perceive 
his glance, his voice, his words, as they were once present 
with me; they are united with all that is beautiful and 
noble in the great realm of creation. His words are a 
guide to me as well in Sweden as they were in America. 
I love to recal every one of them.


“You will know it all when you come into your own 
country,” said he with reference to many questions, many 
inquiries, which at my departure from America were dark 
to my understanding. 


The thought of publishing the letters which I had 
written home from America, as they first flowed from my ​pen on the paper, or as nearly so as possible, did not 
occur to me until several months after my return, when 
with a feeble and half-unwilling hand I opened these 
letters to a beloved sister who was now no longer on 
earth. I confess that the life which they contained 
reanimated me, caused my heart to throb as it had done 
when they were written, and I could not but say to myself, 
“These, the offspring of the moment, and warm feeling, are, 
spite of all their failings, a more pure expression of the 
truth which my friends desire from me, and which I wish
to express, than any which I could write with calm 
reflection and cool hand.” And I resolved to publish the 
letters as they had been inspired by the impression of the 
moment, and have on their transcription merely made 
some omissions and occasional additions. The additions 
have reference principally to historical and statistical facts 
which I found passingly touched upon in the letters or in 
my notes, and which are now amplified. The omissions 
are of such passages as refer to my own affairs or those of 
others, and which I considered as of too private or too 
delicate a nature to bear publicity. I have endeavoured 
in my communications from private life not to overstep 
the bounds which a sense of honour and delicacy
prescribed; nor to introduce anything which it would be 
undesirable to publish, either as regarded confidential 
communication or the names of individuals. I am deeply 
sensible of the requirements of delicacy in this respect; 
and nothing would be more painful to me than to feel 
that from want of due circumspection I had failed 
herein. 


 ​I fear, nevertheless, that some of my friends may feel 
their delicacy wounded by the praise which I could not 
always withhold. They must forgive me for my love's 
sake! 


I have lived in your country and your homes with no 
ordinary affection;—your homes received me there in no 
ordinary manner. If the heaped-up measure sometimes 
ran over, it was less my fault than—yours. Ah! The 
deeds of selfishness and of hatred ring every day in 
our ears with the names of those who practise them. 
Let us preserve then other names to be conveyed 
round the world on the wings of spring and love, that 
like a heavenly seed they may take root in the earth, 
and cause all the best feelings of the soul to blossom. 
The heart sometimes is ready to doubt of goodness 
and its power on earth,—it must see before it can 
believe. I would hereby aid it in this respect. I have 
spoken of you.[1]

The best, the most beautiful, in your hearts and in your 
homes has, after all, not been revealed. I know that 
within the human heart and home, as in the old temple of 
the older covenant, there is a holy of holies upon whose 
golden ark the countenances of the cherubim may alone 
gaze and read the tables of the covenant. 


I have followed my own convictions in that which I have 
censured or criticised in your country and your people. 
That which I myself have seen, heard, experienced, felt, ​thought, that have I written, without fearing anything, 
excepting any error as regards truth and justice. 


But when you read these letters, my friends, have 
patience, if possible, till the end; and remember that 
these are often the impression of the moment, which 
later impressions mature or change.


Consider them as digits, which you must go through 
before you are able to combine them into a whole. 
Four of the letters, those, namely, to H. C. Örsted, to 
I. P. Böcklin, to Her Majesty the Queen Dowager of 
Denmark, and to H. Martensen, are to be regarded as 
resting-places by the way, from which the ground which 
has been passed over is reviewed, and the path and the 
goal reflected upon. Some repetitions occur in these, 
which it was not possible to avoid. I fear that some 
repetition may also be found in the other letters, and it 
might have been avoided. But . . . .


From you, my friends, I hope for that truth before 
which it is pleasant to bow even when it is painful. 
Wherever I have erred, wherever I have formed a wrong 
judgment, I hope that you will freely correct me. I know 
that you will acknowledge all that which is good and true 
in what I have written. I fear from you no unjust
judgment. It seems to me that I have found among you the 
gentlest human beings, without weakness; therefore I 
love to be judged by you.


I here return to your beautiful homes as a spirit, 
reminding you of the stranger whom you received as a 
guest, and who became a friend, to converse with you of 
former days spent on your hearths, to thank and to bless ​you, and not merely you, whose guest I was, but the many 
who benefited me in word or deed, the warm-hearted, 
noble-minded, all those who let me drink the morning
dew of a new, a more beautiful creation, that elixir of life 
which gives new, youthful life to heart and mind. Words 
are poor, and can only feebly express the feelings of the 
soul. May, however, somewhat of the life's joy which you 
afforded me, again breathe forth from these letters to you, 
and convey to you a better expression of thanks than 
that which can here be uttered by,—


Your guest and friend, 


FREDRIKA BREMER. 




	
↑ In the English and American editions the initials of the names are 
merely given, where the names belong to private individuals. I have 
however considered this veiling of my friends to be superfluous in the 
Swedish, where in any case their names merely sound as a remote echo.
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LETTER I.


ON THE SEA.





Sept. 23rd, 1849.




This is, dearest Agatha, my second day on the great
ocean! And if the voyage goes on as it has begun I shall
not soon long for land. The most glorious weather, the
heaven and the sea full of light, and for a habitation on
my voyage to the new world a cabin large and splendid
as a little castle, and besides that, convenient in the
highest degree. And how I enjoy my quiet uninterrupted
life here on board, after the exciting days in
England, where the soul felt itself as on a rack, whilst
the body hurried hither and thither in order to see and
accomplish that which must be seen and accomplished
before I was ready for my journey! For it was requisite
to see a little of England, and especially of London,
before I saw America and New York. I did not wish to
be too much overcome by New York, therefore I would
know something of the mother before I made acquaintance
with the daughter, in order to have a point and rule of
comparison, that I might correctly understand the type.
I knew that Sweden and Stockholm were of another race, ​unlike the English country, and towns, people, manners,
mode of building, and so on. But England had in the
place given population, laws, and tone of mind to
the people of the new world. It was the old world in
England which must become my standard of judgment as
regarded the new. For that reason I came first to England,
and to England I shall, please God, return when I have
finished my pilgrimage on the other side of the ocean,
in order to obtain a more decided impression, to form
a conclusive judgment before I return home. We
will expound together the runes in the native land of
runic lore.


Now, however, I know what London looks like, and I
shall not be amazed by the buildings of New York.


To-day, Sunday, has been to me really a festival day.
We have had divine service on board, and that was
good and beautiful. The passengers, about sixty in
number, together with the crew of the vessel, all in
their best attire, assembled in the great saloon on deck.
The captain, a brisk, good-looking, young officer, read
the sermon and prayers, and read them remarkably well.
The whole assembly joined in the prayers and responses,
as is customary in the English episcopal church. The
sun shone in upon that gay assembly composed of so
many different nations.


To be so solitary, so without countrymen, kindred or
friends, in this assembly, and yet to know myself so
profoundly united with all these in the same life and the
same prayer,—“Our Father, which art in Heaven!”—it
affected me so much that I wept (my usual outlet, as you
know, for an overflowing heart, in joy as in grief). The
captain thought that I needed cheering, and came to
me very kindly after the service. But it was not so. I
was happy.


Since then I have walked on deck, and read a poem
called “Evangeline,” a tale of Acadia, by the American ​poet, Henry Longfellow. The poem belongs to America,
to its history and natural scenery. There is much
dramatic interest and life in it. The end, however,
strikes me as melo-dramatic and somewhat laboured.
The beginning, the descriptions of the primeval forests
of the new world, the tall trees which stand like the old
druids with long descending beards and harps, which
sound and lament in the wind, is glorious, and is a
chord of that fresh minor key, which pervades the whole
song, about the peaceful persecuted people of Acadia—a
beautiful but mournful romance, and founded upon
history. This little book was given to me by William
Howitt on my departure from England; and thus I have
to thank him for this my first taste of American literature,
in which I fancy I can perceive a flavour of the life of the
New World.


How pleasant it is to be able to read a little, and to be
able to lie and think a little also! People here show me
every possible attention; first one and then another comes
and speaks a few words to me. I answer politely, but I
do not continue the conversation; I have no inclination
for it. Among the somewhat above fifty gentlemen, who
are passengers on board, there is only one—a handsome
old gentleman—whose countenance promises anything
of more than ordinary interest. Nor among the twelve or
thirteen ladies either is there anything remarkably
promising or attractive, although some are very pretty and
clever. I am very solitary. I have an excellent cabin
to myself alone. In the day I can read there by the
light from the glass window in the roof. In the evening
and at night it is lighted by a lamp through a ground
glass window in one corner.


People eat and drink here the whole day long; table is
covered after table; one meal-time relieves another.
Everything is rich and splendid. Yes, here we live really
magnificently; but I do not like this superabundance, ​and the eternally long dinners are detestable to me; all 
the more so sitting against a wall between two gentlemen, 
who are as still as mice, and do nothing but eat, although 
one of them, an Englishman, might converse very well if 
he would. My passage-money is thirty-five sovereigns, 
which includes everything. Somewhat less in price, 
and somewhat less to eat and drink, would be more to 
my taste.


Later.—I have just seen the sun go down in the 
sea, and the new moon and stars come forth. The 
North Star and Charles's Wain have now gone farther 
from me; but just above my head I see the cross and 
the lyre, and near them the eagle which we also see at 
home; and with these companions by the way I cannot 
be other than cheerful. We have the wind in our favour, 
and drive on our thundering career with all sails set. If 
we continue to proceed in this way we shall make the 
voyage in from twelve to thirteen days.


I hope, my sweet Agatha, that you regularly received 
my two letters from England; I sent the last from 
Liverpool on the morning before I went on board. I was 
quite alone there, and had to do and arrange everything 
for myself: but all went on right. I had the sun with 
me, and my little travelling fairy, and the last dear letters 
of my beloved, my passport to the new world, and—to the 
better world, if so be, for they are to me like a good 
conscience. I say nothing about my good spirits, but 
you know me, my darling: “Long live Hakon Jarl!”


Thursday.—Five days at sea! and we are already more 
than half-way to New York. We have had fair wind 
without intermission, and if all goes on as it has begun 
we shall make one of the most rapid and most prosperous 
voyages which has ever been made from Europe to 
America. “But one must not boast till one has crossed 
the brook.” To-day when the wind blew and the sea 
heaved somewhat roughly, my style of writing became ​somewhat like Charles XII.'s in his letter to “mon 
cœur.” I get on capitally, my little heart, and do not 
wish myself away, so comfortable am I here, and so 
animating and elevating appears to me the spectacle of 
heaven and earth. Yes, the soul obtains wings therefrom
and raises herself upwards, high above the roaring
deep. 


For several days we have seen no other object than 
heaven and sea, and circling sea-birds; not a sail, nor 
the smoke of a steamer. All is vacancy in that immense 
circle of space. But the billows, and the sunbeams, and 
the wandering clouds are sufficient company; these and 
my own thoughts. I stand and walk whole hours alone 
on deck and inhale the fresh soft sea-air, watch one 
leviathan dive down and rise again from the roaring 
waves, and let my thoughts dive down also, and circle 
round like the sea-birds in the unknown distance. There 
was always something of the life and joy of the Viking 
in me, and it is so even now. Yesterday was a glorious 
day, it was throughout a festival of beauty which I enjoyed 
unspeakably.


In my early youth, when we were many in family, and 
it was difficult to be alone, I used sometimes to go and 
lock myself in that dark little room at Årsta, where 
mamma keeps her keys, merely that I might feel myself 
alone, because as soon as I was quite alone in that pitch 
darkness, I experienced an extraordinary sensation—a 
sensation as if I had wings and was lifted up by them out 
of my own being, and that was an unspeakable enjoyment 
to me. That half-spiritual, half-bodily feeling is inexplicable
to me; but it always returns when I am quite 
alone and altogether undisturbed by agitating thoughts; 
as is the case at this time. I experience a secret,
wonderful joy as I stand thus alone among strangers, in the 
midst of the world's sea, and feel myself to be free and 
light as a bird upon the bough.


 ​Yet it is not this feeling alone which gives me here 
calmness and, as it were, wings, but another which I well 
understand, and which is common to all alike as to me. 
For whoever when alone in the world, or in heart, can 
from his heart say—Our Father! Mine and all men's! 
To him will be given rest and strength, sufficient and 
immortal, merely through this consciousness.


Out of the chaotic group of human countenances, which 
at first met my eyes here, a few figures have come nearer 
to me, and have acquired an interest for me through 
glances, expression or words. Among these is a tall 
respectable clergyman from New York, by name John
Knox; and who seems to me to have a little of the 
historical Knox-nature of stern Puritanism, although 
united to much benevolence. Besides him, a family 
from New York, also, consisting of an old lady, the 
mother, with her daughter and son-in-law—a handsome 
young couple, who have for their bridal-tour visited, 
during eleven months, Egypt, Greece, Italy, France, etc., 
without having, in the first instance, seen Niagara, or 
any of the natural wonders of their own country, which 
I do not quite forgive in them. They are now on 
their return, the old lady having gained the knowledge 
“that all human nature is very much alike throughout 
the world.” This family, as well as Mr. Knox, are 
Presbyterian, and will not concede that Unitarians are 
Christians. 


There is also a couple of young ladies from Georgia. 
One of them a handsome, married lady; the other a very 
pale young girl with delicate features, Hanna L——, 
clever, sensible, and charming, with whom it is a pleasure 
for me to converse. Although belonging to a
slave-holding family, she condemns slavery, and labours at 
home to make the slaves better and happier. She is 
consumptive, and does not expect to live long; but goes 
forward to meet death with the most contented mind. ​One sees the future angel gleam forth from her eyes, but 
the suffering mortal is seen in the delicate features. 


Besides these, there are some elderly gentlemen, with 
respectable and trustworthy countenances, who assure 
me that I shall find much pleasure in my journey 
through the United States; and lastly, a couple of
slave-holders, handsome, energetic figures, who invite me to 
the South, and assure me that I shall find the slaves 
there to be “the most happy and most enviable 
population!!”


The days pass on calmly and agreeably. The only 
objection I have to the life on board the “Canada,” is 
the excess of eating and drinking.


Monday, October 1.—The tenth day on board. It has 
been somewhat less agreeable during the last few days: 
stormy and rough. We had yesterday what they call “a 
gale.” I endeavoured, but in vain, to stand on deck. I was 
not made to be a sailor. We are near Newfoundland. We 
steer so far northward to avoid the equinoctial storms on 
the more southern ocean. But we have had contrary 
winds, and considerable storms for some days, so that we 
have not progressed as favourably as the commencement 
promised. We shall not reach Halifax till to-morrow. 
We shall put in there for a few hours and send our 
European letters to the post (for this reason I am bringing 
mine into order), after which we steer direct south to 
New York.


I am perfectly well; have not been sea-sick for a moment, 
but cannot deny but that it seems to me rather unpleasant 
when, in the evening and at night, the waves thunder and 
strike above our heads, and the vessel heaves and strains. 
Fortunately, the ladies are all well and cheerful; and in 
the evening three of them sing, two of whom met here for 
the first time in the world; the “old lady,” who, after all, 
is not so old—only about fifty—and who has a splendid 
soprano voice, and the pale girl and her friend, with their ​clear voices, sing hymns and songs remarkably well 
together. It is very charming and beautiful. The tones 
remain with me at night like consolatory spirit-voices, 
like the moonlight on the swell of the waves. 


Last night, when the sea was rough and there was even 
some danger, when every movable thing was tumbled 
about, and I thought of my home, and was in “a shocking 
humour,” and acknowledged it even to my fellow-voyagers, 
those three voices sang hymns so exquisitely till about 
midnight, that every restless wave within me hushed 
itself to repose. To-day, we have better weather and 
wind, and are all in good spirits. Some little children, 
however, are so sick that it is pitiable to see them. This 
next night we shall come into dangerous water. One 
of the great steamers, which goes between Europe and 
America, struck amid the surf in the neighbourhood of 
Halifax, and suffered considerable damage. But we must 
manage better than that. Our Captain Judkins is
considered to be a remarkably skilful seaman. An excellent, 
good-tempered, and kind-hearted man is he beside; likes 
to come and sit in the saloon with the ladies, tells them 
stories, and plays with the children.


I read a deal here on board; one can get through a 
vast many books on such an occasion. I have read 
Châteaubriand's “Confessions,” but without much pleasure.
What can one learn from an autobiography in which 
the writer acknowledges that he will confess nothing 
about himself which would be derogatory to his dignity. 
It was in a manner different to this that St. Augustine 
wrote his Confessions, regarding merely the eternal eye; 
in a different manner Rousseau, great and noble, at least 
in his desire to confess to the truth. Thus will I, some 
time, shrive myself. For every object and every
consideration is mean except this, the highest. Châteaubriand's 
French vanity spoils, for me, his book; nevertheless, I 
have retained some glorious descriptions, some occasional ​profound word or expression, as well as another fresh 
conviction of the weakness of human nature. 


I have read here also Miss Martineau's “Life in the 
East.” I like to study pictures of the East, and of the 
earliest period of the cultivation of our race in opposition 
to the West—that promised land which I am approaching 
with a thousand questions in my soul. But I am disturbed 
in Miss Martineau's book by her evident endeavour to 
force her own religious opinions upon the life and history 
of antiquity. Some great and beautiful thoughts,
nevertheless, run through the book, like a refreshing breeze. 
In them I recognise that noble spirit before which I often 
bowed myself in awe, and before which I bowed last when 
reading her “Life in a Sick Room.” 


The calmest day we have yet had on board! And this 
calm is really beautiful after the last day's storm. Little 
sparrows swarm around our vessel in the evening, with 
greetings from land. They remind me of the birds which 
brought to Columbus the first intelligence from the shores 
of the New World. What must have been his state of 
mind on seeing them! 


To-morrow morning, early, we may set foot on American 
soil at Halifax; but as we there fall in again with “Old 
England,” I take the matter coolly. I have been on deck 
for a long time. Sea and sky are calm, and of an uniform 
light grey, like the everyday life of the north. We leave 
a broad, straight pathway behind us on the sea, which 
seems to fade away towards the horizon.


I have been annoyed to-day by the behaviour of some 
gentlemen to a little storm-driven bird which sought for 
rest in our vessel. Wearied, it settled down here and 
there upon our cordage, but was incessantly driven away, 
especially by two young men, an Englishman and a 
Spaniard, who seemed to have nothing to do but to teaze 
this poor little thing to death with their hats and handkerchiefs.
It was distressing to see how it endeavoured ​again and again, upon its wearied wings, to follow the 
vessel, and again panting to alight upon its cordage or 
masts, only to be again driven away. I was childish 
enough to persecute these young men with my prayers that 
they would leave this poor little creature in peace. But it 
was to no purpose, and to my astonishment, neither did any 
of the other passengers take the little stranger under their 
protection. I called to mind that I had seen in Swedish 
vessels little storm-driven birds treated differently—left 
in peace, or fed with bread-crumbs. The end of the 
pursuit here was, that after the bird had left its tail in the 
hand of one of its tormentors, it was soon taken; it was 
then put into a dark cage, where it died in a few hours. 


I consider myself to be far from all excess of
sensibility; but nothing angers me more, among human 
beings, than unnecessary cruelty to animals; and I know 
that a noble human nature abhors it. For the rest, I 
deplored over the cruel children in men's shape, because 
I believe in a Nemesis even in little things; and I believe 
that the hour may come when these young men may long 
for rest, and find none; and that then that hunted 
bird may make itself remembered by them. When I 
arrive in America one of my first visits shall be to 
the Quakers, because I know that one of the beautiful 
traits of their religion is mercy to animals. 


I once was also a cruel child, when I did not understand
what suffering was, and what animals are. I 
received my first lesson in humanity to animals from a 
young, lively officer, who afterwards died the death of a 
hero in the war against Napoleon. Never shall I forget 
his reproachful glance and tone, as he said to me, “The 
poor worm!” It is now more than thirty years since!


I shall, my dear heart! write no more this time. But 
as soon as I reach New York I shall again write to you. 
And that which I long for there, is to hear from home. 
It is now so long since I had a letter. 


 ​Many feelings stir within me as I thus approach the end 
of my voyage, feelings not easy to describe. What will be 
the end of it? That I do not know. One thing, however, 
I know: that I shall see something new; learn something 
new; forget that which was of old; and press onward to 
that which lies before me. There is much for me to forget, 
and to be renewed. And this, also, I know: that friends 
will meet me in that foreign land; and that one faithful 
friend comes to meet me on the shore. That is good!


Good night, dear little sister. I embrace you and 
mamma; kind greetings to relations and friends—and 
may she live in the new world, as in the old,


Your


FREDRIKA.
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LETTER II.





New York, October 4th, 1849.




“Good morning, little sister mine! or rather, good 
evening in the New World, where I now set firm foot, 
after thirteen days rocking on the sea. I am lodging in 
the Astor House, one of the largest and best hotels of 
New York, and where the inhabitants are as numerous 
as in the capital of Iceland, namely, about five 
hundred.


Opposite to this Astor House I see a large, so-called, 
museum, with fluttering banners and green shrubs on 
the roof, and the walls covered with immense paintings, 
representing “The Greatest Wonders in the World,” in 
immense, wonderful animals, and extraordinary human 
beings, all of which may be seen in the house; among 
these I observe a fellow who makes a summerset aloft in 
the air out of the yawning jaws of a whale; a “salto
mortale,” like the salt-prophet, Jonas; and many
such-like curiosities, which are still further trumpetted forth ​by a band of musicians from a balcony before the house. 
They play very well, and the whole looks very merry. 


In front of the Astor House is a green space, inclosed 
with trees, and in the centre a large fountain, which 
has a refreshing appearance, and there I have refreshed 
myself by walking an hour this afternoon. Astor 
House is situated in Broadway, the great high-street and 
thoroughfare of New York, where people and carriages 
pour along in one incessant stream, and in true republican
intermixture. Long lines of white and gilded 
omnibuses wind their way at an uninterrupted, rapid rate, 
as far as one can see, amid thousands of other vehicles, 
great and small. The broad side-paths are thronged 
with people of all classes; there are beautiful houses, 
and houses under erection; splendid shops, and a heap 
of horrible rubbish. There is something confused in this 
Broadway which makes one feel a little bewildered in the 
beginning. And thus, in the first place, I merely think 
of getting across the street alive. That beautiful little 
green plot, with its lovely fountain, seems to me, beside 
the bustling Broadway, like an oasis in the agitated sand. 


I must now say something of my arrival here. 


I last left you the day before we reached Halifax. 
That night was the end of any danger in our voyage; for 
it was during a thick mist that we approached the shore 
and its dangerous surf. We were obliged every now and 
then to lie still. In the morning, however, we were at 
Halifax, and I saw the surf-billows, like some unknown, 
enormous sea-creatures, heave themselves, roaring at a 
distance around us. I went on shore at Halifax, but only 
to meet again the worst features of the old world, fog, 
rags, beggars, dirty, screaming children, wretched horses, 
and such-like. I was glad to stay only a few hours 
there.


The following clay we took our course direct to New 
York; that was a real enjoyment,—warm weather, a calm ​sea, favourable wind, and in the evening the ocean full of 
phosphoric light and stars, and heaven full of stars also, 
shining out from amid poetical clouds. It was a glorious 
evening. I was on deck till quite late, and watched the 
fireworks which our keel called forth from the deep along 
the whole track of the ship. We sailed, as it were, in an 
element of bright silver, from which the most splendid 
constellation of golden stars sprang forth incessantly. 


The day before had been cloudy; the heavens and the 
sea had been grey; the waves lead-coloured. But when 
we came into the large, beautiful haven of New York, which 
inclosed us like an open embrace, the sun broke through 
the clouds, strong and warm, and everything far around 
was illuminated. It was a glorious reception by the New 
World; besides this, there was a something so singularly 
full of vitality, so exuberantly young, which struck me 
deeply: there was in it something of that first life of 
youth, such as is felt at fifteen or sixteen. I drank in the 
air as one might drink in water, whilst I stood on deck 
looking out upon the new shore which we were rapidly 
approaching. 


The shore is low. A forest of masts, as yet, hid New 
York from my sight; one only saw its towers and its 
smoke; and right and left in the harbour lay, with its 
green hills and groups of beautiful villas and houses, the 
large islands, Long Island, and to the left Staten Island, 
which seemed to me higher and more woody than the rest 
of the coast. The harbour is magnificent; and our 
arrival was festively beautiful, thanks to sun and wind!


A very agreeable family of the name of B——, from 
Georgia, took charge of me and mine with the utmost 
kindness, and I accompanied them to the Astor House, 
where we immediately obtained rooms. The pale girl and 
myself took up our quarters in a room four stories high; 
we could not manage it otherwise.


I had not been a quarter of an hour in the Astor ​House, and was standing with my travelling companions 
in a parlour, when a gentleman dressed in black, with a 
refined, gentlemanly appearance and manner, and a pair 
of the handsomest brown eyes I ever saw, approached me 
gently, and mentioned my name in a remarkably
melodious voice: it was Mr. Downing, who had come from his 
villa on the Hudson to meet me on my arrival. I had 
scarcely expected that, as I was so much after my time, 
and he had already made a journey to New York on my 
behalf in vain. His exterior and his whole demeanour 
pleased me greatly. I do not know why, but I had 
imagined him to be a middle-aged man, with blue eyes 
and light hair; and he is a young man, about thirty, 
with dark eyes and dark hair, of a beautiful brown, and 
softly curling—in short, of quite a poetical appearance! He 
will remain here with me over to-morrow; but he insists 
upon it that on the following day I shall accompany him 
to his house on the Hudson, where I can make the 
acquaintance of his wife, at my leisure, in the Highlands 
of the Hudson, as well as consider over my future 
travelling movements.


I have spent the evening with my friends from the 
“Canada,” and Mr. Downing, in one of the many large 
drawing-rooms of the house, and there made various 
acquaintances. Magnificent drawing-rooms with furniture 
of velvet, with mirrors and gilding, brilliant with
gas-lighted magnificent chandeliers, and other grandeur, 
stand open in every storey of the house, for ladies and 
gentlemen who live here, or who are visiting here, to 
converse or to rest, talking together on soft and splendid 
sofas or arm chairs, fanning themselves, and just as if 
they had nothing else to do in the world than to make 
themselves agreeable to one another. Scarcely can a 
lady rise than immediately a gentleman is at hand to 
offer her his arm. 


October 5th.—Uf! It is more wearisome here than ​anybody can believe; and I am quite tired out after one 
day of lion-life.


Through the whole day have I had nothing to do but 
to receive visits; to sit or to stand in a grand parlour, 
and merely turn from one to another, receiving the 
salutations and shaking hands with sometimes half a 
dozen new acquaintance at once—gentlemen of all
professions and all nations, ladies who invite me to their house 
and home, and who wish that I would go immediately; 
besides, a number of letters which I could do no more 
than merely break open, requests for autographs and so 
on. I have shaken hands with from seventy to eighty 
persons to-day, whilst I was unable to receive the visits of 
many others. Of the names I remember scarcely any, but 
the greater number of the people whom I have seen please 
me from their cordial frank manners, and I am grateful 
to them for their extreme friendliness towards me. It feels 
to me so warm and hospitable. Nevertheless I was very 
glad to be relieved for a few hours from my good friends, 
and to drive out with Mr. Downing to the beautiful park, 
Greenwood, the large and new cemetery of New York, a 
young Père la Chaise, but on a more gigantic scale as to 
situation and plan. One drives as if in an extensive 
English park, amid hill and dale. From the highest 
hill, Ocean Hill, as it is called, one looks out to the sea—a
glorious view. I should like to repose here. The most 
beautiful monument which I saw, was of white marble, 
and had been erected by sorrowing parents over their 
young daughter and only child. The young girl had 
been driven over; I suppose it must have been in 
Broadway.


On our return to the hotel I dined with Mr. Downing 
in one of the smaller saloons. I saw some gentlemen 
sitting at table, whom it was as distressing for me to look 
at as it is to look at over-driven worn-out horses, for so 
they looked to me. The restless, deeply sunk eyes, the ​excited, wearied features,—to what a life they bore witness? 
Better lie and sleep on Ocean Hill than live thus on 
Broadway! These figures resembled a few of those which 
I had seen at the Astor House; but I had already seen 
on Broadway both human beings and horses which I 
wished not to have seen on the soil of the New World, 
and which testify to dark passages of life even there. 
And yet,—how should it be otherwise, especially at New 
York? which is rather a large hotel, a caravanserai for the 
whole world, than a regular American city.


After dinner I again received visitors, among these, 
Mrs. Child; she gave me the impression of a beautiful 
soul, but too angular to be happy. The little poetess, 
Miss Lynch, was among the visitors of the morning, an 
agreeable, pretty, and intellectual young lady, in whose 
countenance there is a look of Jenny Lind. I also saw 
some of my countrymen. A pleasant young Swede, 
Frestadius, came with a large bouquet. The Norwegian 
consul, Hejerdahl, Mr. Buttenskön, I had scarcely time 
for more than merely to exchange a greeting with. 
Oneonius came also from the West, and wished to talk 
with me, that I might warn our countrymen against 
emigration and its sufferings.


Among the invitations of to-day there was one to a 
Phalanstery, situated at New Jersey, not far from New 
York. I shall have no objection to make a nearer 
acquaintance with these wild beasts. The family which 
invited me thither, on a visit to themselves, did not seem 
at all repulsive, but, on the contrary, attractive; so 
ingenuous, kind, and earnest, did they appear.


But that which I am a little afraid of is, for myself at 
least, lest life in this country should be like this of to-day; 
then I should be regularly worn out, for my strength 
could never stand against these many lively people. What 
is to be done if it goes on in this way? Fortunately I 
I shall be conveyed away from New York early to-morrow ​morning by the excellent Mr. Downing. This evening 
I must, spite of my fatigue, drive to a soirée at the 
house of Miss Lynch, who wishes to introduce me to 
some of her literary friends. I am dressed for this 
purpose, have on my best clothes, and look quite 
respectable in them, and am writing whilst I wait for the 
carriage. Only to think of those who are lying down to 
sleep!


I am still in joint quarters with the pale young girl 
from the South; I have never seen any one with so 
serene a mind, or one who meets suffering so cheerfully. 
She is a quiet, pious being, endowed with great strength 
and tenderness of soul. 


I must now go! Good night! 






Newburgh on the Hudson, October 7th. 




Sunday.—My sweet sister, my sweet friend! how glad 
I am to be here in the young, new world; how thankful 
I am to Providence, who, in his mercy, through the 
impulse of mind and of steam, brought me happily hither, 
although I am at the same time almost as much burdened 
as elevated by the crowd of impressions and thoughts 
which, as it were, rush in upon me at once. 


Everything of which I have had a foretaste, which I 
have sought after and longed for, do I meet with here, 
and more than that. I mean nourishment and light for 
the inquiring and searching spirit within me. I consider 
myself especially fortunate in coming in contact with 
Mr. Downing, a noble and acutely discriminating spirit, a 
true American, yet without blind patriotism, an open 
heart, a critically sagacious intellect, one who can assist 
me to understand the condition and the questions of this 
country. And with such assistance it is very requisite to 
begin. 


It was also requisite that I should really be released ​bodily from my friends of the Astor House and New York, 
who otherwise would have made an end of me in the 
beginning. I was so weary of that first day's labour in 
social life, which lasted till long after midnight, and was 
so much in want of rest and sleep, that I did not believe 
it possible for me to set off from New York at five o'clock 
the next morning. I said so to Mr. Downing, who very 
mildly, yet decidedly, remarked, “Oh, we must endeavour 
to do so!” on which I thought to myself, “these Americans 
believe that everything is possible!” but feeling at the 
same time that the thing was quite impracticable. And 
yet at half-past four the next morning I was up and 
ready dressed, kissed in her bed the pale girl from the 
South, who at the last moment tied round my neck a little 
silk handkerchief, as delicate and white as herself, and 
then hastened down to place myself under the tyranny of 
Mr. Downing. The carriage was already at the door, 
and seated in it I found Miss Lynch, whom Mr. Downing 
had invited to pass the Sunday at his house. 


“Go a-head! New World!” cried the servant at the 
door of the hotel to our driver; and we rolled away down 
Broadway to the harbour, where the great steamboat, the 
“New World,” received us on board. This was really a 
little floating palace, splendid and glittering with white 
and gold on the outside, splendid and elegant within: 
large saloons, magnificent furniture, where ladies and 
gentlemen reclined comfortably, talking or reading the 
newspapers. I saw here none of Dickens smoking and 
spitting gentlemen. We floated proudly and smoothly on 
the broad magnificent Hudson. It was a pity that the 
day was rainy, because the voyage was, excepting for this, 
one of the most beautiful which any one can conceive, 
especially when after a few hours' time, we reached what 
are called the Highlands. The shores, with their boldly 
wood-covered heights, reminded me continually of the 
shores of the Dala and the Angermanna rivers, nay, seemed ​to me to belong to the same natural conformation,
excepting that here it was broader and on a larger scale; and 
the dark clouds which hung between the hills in heavy 
draperies above the river, were in perfect harmony with 
the gloomily beautiful passes, through which we swung, 
and which presented at every new turn new and more 
magnificent pictures. The river was full of life. Wooden-roofed
steamboats, brilliant, as ours, with gold and 
white, passed up and down the river. Other steamboats
drew along with them flotillas of from twenty to 
thirty boats, laden with goods from the country to New 
York, whilst hundreds of smaller and larger craft were 
seen skimming along past the precipitous shores like 
white doves with red fluttering neck-ribbons. On the 
shores shone forth white country-houses and small farms. 
I observed a great variety in the style of building: many 
of the houses were in the gothic style, others like Grecian 
temples; and why not? The home ought to be a temple 
as well as a habitation and a storehouse. Also in our 
old North was the houseplace a sacred room in which the 
household gods were to be worshipped. I saw too that 
there was every variety of church on the shores: the 
prevailing colour being white. Many private houses, 
however, were of a soft grey and of a sepia tint. During 
the latter part of the journey, the clouds came down 
upon us, and we became perfectly wet. But with the 
agreeable Miss Lynch and Mr. Downing it was an 
easy thing to preserve sunshine in temper and in
conversation. 


After a sail of between three and four hours, we landed 
at the little town of Newburgh, where Mr. Downing's 
carriage awaited to convey us up the hills to a beautiful 
villa of sepia-coloured sandstone, with two small
projecting towers, surrounded by a park: lying high and 
open it has a free view over the beautiful river and its 
shores. A delicate, pretty little woman met us at the ​door of the house, embraced Mr. Downing, and cordially 
welcomed his guests. This was Mrs. Downing. She 
seemed to be of a bird-like nature; and we shall get on 
and twitter together charmingly, because I, too, have 
something of that nature about me.


The Astor House and its splendid rooms, and social life 
and the “New World” steamer, with all its finery, were 
good specimens of the showy side of the life of the new 
world; and Mr. Downing said that it was quite as well that 
I should at once have seen something of it, that I might 
the better be able to form an opinion of the other side of 
life here—of that which belongs to the inward, more 
refined, peculiar, individual development. And I could 
not easily have a better specimen of this than in 
Mr. Downing himself, and his home. He has built his 
house himself. It was himself who planted all the trees 
and flowers around it; and everything seems to me to 
bear the stamp of a refined and earnest mind. It stands 
in the midst of romantic scenery, shadowy pathways, the 
prettiest little bits of detail and splendid views. Everything
has been done with design; nothing by guess, 
nothing with formality. A soul has here felt, thought, 
arranged. Within the house there prevails a certain 
darkness of tone: all the wood-work of the furniture is 
brown; the daylight even is dusk, yet nevertheless 
clear, or more properly full of light—a sort of imprisoned 
sunshine, something warm and deep; it seemed to me 
like a reflection of the man's own brown eyes. In the 
forms, the furniture, and the arrangement, prevails the 
finest taste; everything is noble and quiet, and everything 
equally comfortable as it is tasteful. The only things 
which are brilliant in the rooms are the beautiful flowers 
in lovely vases and baskets. For the rest, there are books, 
busts, and some pictures. Above small bookcases, in the 
form of gothic windows, in the walls of Mr. Downing's 
parlour, stand busts of Linnæus, Franklin, Newton, and ​many other heroes of natural science. One sees in 
this habitation a decided and thorough individuality of 
character, which has impressed itself on all that surrounds 
it. And in this way ought every one to form himself 
and his own world. One feels here Mr. Downing's motto, 
“Il buono è il bello.” In food, in fruits, as well as in 
many small things, prevails a certain amount of luxury; 
but which does not make any outward show; it exists, 
as it were, concealed in the inward richness and exquisite
selection of the thing itself. I did not expect to 
have met with this kind of home in the young new 
world. 


Since I have been here it has rained and blown 
incessantly, and I am quite appalled at the climate. It 
could hardly be worse with us in October. But not the 
less happy do I esteem myself for having come to so good 
a home. My room is in the upper story, and has a 
magnificent view over the Hudson, and the hills on the 
other side of the river. 


I thought that I should be here, for a time at least, free 
from visitors. But no! Last evening, as I sate with my 
friends in their peaceful parlour, there came, amid the 
darkness, the storm, and the rain, Professor Hart, the 
editor of Sartain's “Union Magazine” in Philadelphia, 
who immediately on the announcement of my arrival in 
the newspapers, had travelled from Philadelphia to New 
York, and from New York had followed me hither merely, 
he said, to “monopolise” me for his magazine, begging 
me to write for it, and for none other, during my visit to 
America. So much for American enterprise in matters 
of business. For the rest, there was so much gentlemanly 
refinement in his manner, and a something so benevolently 
good and agreeable in his pale, delicate countenance, that 
I could not help taking a fancy to him, and giving him 
my word that if I should write anything for publication 
in America I would leave it in his hands. But I doubt ​whether I shall write anything here. Here I have need 
to think and to learn. 


Monday, the 8th of October.—To-day the sun 
shines above the lordly Hudson, which flows at my 
feet; and I should feel myself happy with my thoughts 
and my American books were not the stream of 
visitors again in motion, taking up my time and my 
attention. I must beg of the Downings to defend my 
forenoon hours, and during them not to allow me to be 
called from my cage; if not, I shall become a savage lion, 
instead of a tame lioness, as they would have me, and as 
is most becoming to my disposition. I feel myself
particularly happy with the Downings, and I am able to learn 
very much from Mr. Downing, whose individuality of 
character strikes me more and more. There is something 
of a quiet melancholy in him, but he has an unusually 
observant glance, a critical, and rather sarcastic turn of 
mind, the result of a large comprehension. He is 
silent, but one of those silent persons from whom one 
seems to hear profound wisdom, though not a word is 
said. His mind is in a high degree receptive and 
discriminating, and the conversation of all is interesting 
to him. His wife is a charming, merry, and amiable 
little creature, of a highly cultivated mind, and equal to 
her husband.


I have to-day, at the suggestion of Mr. Downing, 
written to Professor Bergfalk to invite him hither. 
Professor Bergfalk is at this time at Poughkeepsie, a few 
Swedish miles up the country, where he is perfecting 
himself in the use of the English language. I consider 
it is a particularly fortunate thing for me to be able now 
and then, during my stay here in this country, to meet 
and to converse with Bergfalk; and I wish him to make 
Mr. Downing's acquaintance, and for Mr. Downing to 
become acquainted with Bergfalk, that he may know how 
interesting a Swedish learned man can be. 


 ​Now receive a large, cordial embrace across the great 
ocean for mamma and you!


P.S. I must tell you that among my invitations is one 
to a wedding in the neighbourhood: I shall gladly accept 
it. I like to see brides and weddings.


In my next letter I shall speak of my plans and of my 
route for the future: at present they are not wholly 
decided; further than that, I wish to spend the winter in 
Boston—the American Athens—and there, as far as I 
can, come to a knowledge of the intellectual movements 
in the life of the New World. In the first place, it is a 
good thing for me to spend about three weeks with the 
Downings, and to make excursions with them to some of 
their friends on the Hudson,—“some of the best people 
in the country,” as they say. Among these is Washington 
Irving, who, together with Fenimore Cooper, was the 
first who made us in Sweden somewhat at home in 
America. Miss Sedgwick is expected here in a few days: 
I shall be glad to see her, and thank her for the pleasure 
we have had in her “Redwood” and “Hope Leslie.” If 
I could only have a little time for myself! The difficulty 
to me is to be able to receive all the kind people who 
hasten to me from far and near, from different states and 
towns. But although I can but imperfectly respond to 
their good-will, yet I am not the less heartily grateful for 
it; and never shall I forget how, on the very first day of 
my arrival in New York, more than half-a-dozen homes 
were opened to me, where I might have been received as 
guest and member of the family; and the number of these 
homes increase daily. I have even had invitations from 
Quakers. Would that I could have accepted one-fifth of 
these! 
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LETTER III.





On the Hudson, Oct. 11, 1849. 




My dear Heart!—We went to the wedding at nine 
o'clock in the morning. We drove to the house of the 
bride in pouring rain. All the guests, about a hundred in 
number, were already assembled. The bride's father, an 
elderly gentleman of a remarkably agreeable appearance, 
offered me his arm to lead me into the room where the 
marriage was to take place. It was the only daughter of 
the house who was to be married. The elder sister had 
been dead about a year, and that the mother still grieved 
for her loss might be seen by her pale, sorrowful, countenance.
The wedding company was very silent. One 
might rather have believed oneself in a house of mourning 
than at a joyful festival. And as the eldest daughter had 
died soon after her marriage, and in consequence of it, 
namely, when she was about to become a mother, it was 
not without cause that this festival was regarded with 
serious thoughts. 


Ladies and gentlemen were introduced to me one after 
another, and then again the whole circle became silent. 
Presently it was whispered round that the marriage 
ceremony was about to commence. A door opened, 
and a young gentleman entered, leading in a young lady 
in her bonnet and travelling dress. They took their 
places side by side at the bottom of the room, a venerable 
old clergyman stepped forward to the young couple,
and—they were united in holy wedlock or ever by a short 
prayer, a short admonition, and a short benediction. 
Friends and relations then came forward, and kissed and 
congratulated the new-married pair; I also went forward, 
leaning on the father's arm, kissed the bride and shook 
hands with the young husband. He looked happy and ​perfectly self-possessed. She also looked pleased, and 
besides that, very pretty; nay, she would have appeared 
really handsome if she had been in bridal attire, and not 
dressed as for a journey, and that evidently less with 
regard to looking handsome than to the rainy weather 
in which the new married couple would commence their 
journey through life; that is to say, immediately after the 
marriage ceremony they would set sail for Niagara, and 
must therefore hasten away to the steam-boat. Champagne 
and cake was handed round. 


One saw the bridal presents arranged upon a table; 
they were looked at, and each wedding-guest received a 
little pasteboard box, tied round with white ribbon, in 
which was a piece of bride-cake. After that every one 
set off, even the young couple, they to return, after a few 
weeks pleasure-tour, to reside with the parents. It all 
took place in the twinkling of an eye. 


This marriage ceremony seemed to me characteristic 
of that haste and precipitation for which I have often 
heard the Americans reproached. Life is short, say they, 
and therefore they hurry along its path, dispensing with 
all needless forms and fashions which might impede the 
necessary business of life, and perform even this as rapidly 
as possible, making five minutes suffice to be married in, 
and receiving even the marriage benediction in travelling 
costume, that they may instantly set off on a journey—to 
Niagara, or somewhere else. 


But I must acknowledge that on this occasion it was 
merely the form which was hurried. It was evident that 
earnestness lay at the bottom of every heart, and even the 
short marriage-blessing bore the impression of deep and 
solemn earnestness. One could easily see that it was not 
a matter of jest, not a matter of passing interest, but one 
of great importance. Many persons were affected, some 
wept—they thought probably of the former marriage in 
this family. The old servant, a negro, who handed about ​refreshments, had one of those countenances in which may 
be read a whole volume of the inner life of the family, 
and which shows that it is a life of affection, in which the 
servant feels himself to be a member of the family. 


Many people disapprove of these marriages in travelling 
attire, and at the moment of setting out for a journey, 
and insist on their being conducted with greater solemnity. 
Nor are they the only customary mode here. They have 
also evening marriages, when the bride is dressed pretty 
much as with us, and everything is conducted with about 
the same solemnity, with the exception of exhibiting the 
bride to the people, surrounded by lights, marshals, and 
bridemaids, as is usual with us in Sweden, and I believe 
in Sweden alone. 


Saturday, Oct. 20th.—I have not now written for 
several days, the time having been occupied by many 
people, and many engrossing engagements. I shall now, 
however, note down the more important of the late 
occurrences.


Hitherto I have not received any letter; I long, I long, 
so much! 


I have greatly enjoyed this period of my new life, and 
the Hesperian fruits, and whether it is the effect of these 
or of the new world's youthful, lively atmosphere (we have 
had for some time the most beautiful weather) or of the new 
impressions which daily flow in upon me, but I feel the 
strings of life vibrate as it were more strongly, and my 
pulse beat at times almost feverishly. I feel myself to be 
drinking nectar spiritually and bodily; it is a divine 
drink, but almost too potent for a weak mortal, at least as 
an everyday beverage. The excess of social intercourse 
is also too exciting, however charming and agreeable it 
may be. Mr. and Mrs. Downing, who have no children, 
seem to live for the beautiful and the agreeable in life 
amid a select circle of friends and neighbours, who for the 
most part reside on the lovely banks of the Hudson, and ​a cheerful and unembarrassed social intercourse seems to 
characterise the life of this circle. They are continually 
visiting one another. The banks of the Hudson are now 
in all the pomp of autumn, and the foliage of the woods 
which clothe the shores and the heights, and which 
consist of a great variety of trees, is now brilliant with 
the most splendid variation of colour, from light yellow to 
intense scarlet; but it is too gorgeous and chaotic a 
splendour to be truly agreeable to my eye, which requires 
more uniformity of colour. 


Of fruit there is here the greatest abundance; the most 
beautiful peaches, although their season is properly over; 
pears, plums, grapes, that is to say, hot-house grapes and 
many other. The Downings table is ornamented every 
day with a basket filled with the most glorious
fruit—really Hesperian—and beautiful flowers arranged with the 
most exquisite taste. The breakfasts here, in the country, 
are much more substantial than with us in Sweden. 
Besides coffee and tea the table is supplied with fish, 
fresh meat, buckwheat cakes, omelets, and so on. Besides 
which here is bread of Indian corn and a kind of sweet 
potato, which is peculiar to the country, and which is an 
extremely good and palatable fruit. It is long, soft, and 
mealy, yellow and very sweet. It is commonly brought 
to table unpeeled, and is eaten with butter. At dinner 
there is meat, in the same way as in England, together 
with various vegetables and fruit peculiar to America. In 
the afternoon but little is eaten; they have commonly 
tea, and bread-and-butter or tea-bread, and after that 
preserved fruits, mostly peach, and cream. One custom, 
which appears to me to be especially excellent, is to 
place little tables beside the guests, one to each two 
persons, before the tea is handed round. In this way people 
place themselves together, two and two, and have the 
most delicious little tête-à-têtes, and that you know I am 
very fond of. I cannot converse well except when tête-à-tête.


 ​My happiest hours here are those which I spend alone in 
the forenoon, in my own room, with American books, 
which Mr. Downing lends me, and those passed in the 
evening with my host and hostess, sitting in the little 
darkened parlour with bookcases and busts around us, 
and the fire quietly glimmering in the large fire-place. 
There, by the evening lamp, Mr. Downing and his wife 
read to me by turns passages from their most esteemed 
American poets. The books I afterwards carry with me 
up into my chamber; in this way I have become acquainted 
with Bryant, Lowell, and Emerson, all of them representatives,
in however dissimilar a manner, of the life of 
the New World. Bryant sings especially of its natural 
life, of its woods, its prairies, its peculiar natural scenes 
and phenomena—and his song breathes the quiet fresh 
inspiration of natural life. One feels the sap circulating 
through the growth of the tree, and the leaves shooting 
forth. His ‘Thenatopsis,’ or night-song, is a largely 
conceived although a short poem, in which the whole 
earth is regarded as a huge burial-place. Lowell is 
inspired by the great social questions of the new world, 
by the ideal life of the new world, which he calls forth 
into existence in his songs about freedom, about the 
bliss of a free and contented, noble life, and about 
the honour and beauty of labour. Again and again 
I beg Mr. Downing to read to me that beautiful little 
poem, “The Poor Man's Son,” which charms me by 
its melody, and by its impartial spirit—which is moral 
melody, and by that cheerful truth which it utters in the 
prospects for the poor man's son on the soil of the new 
world. Would that I could translate for you that
beautiful poem, and that Mr. Downing could read it to you 
with his musical voice! His little wife, Caroline, prefers 
reading a short epic poem, called “Sir Launfall's Vision.”
Lowell's ideas are purely moral, and a deep vein of 
religious feeling runs through them. One of his most ​beautiful songs, in which burns a strong and noble 
patriotism, is directed against a political measure in 
Congress favourable to the maintenance of slavery in the 
United States. By this and many anti-slavery songs has 
this young poet taken his place among the leaders of that 
great party in the country which calls itself Abolitionist, 
and which insists upon the abolition of slavery. He must 
express himself in verse—he does not make the verse, he 
sings it, and in his song there is that overflowing sentiment
which makes the heart overflow, and the mind spread 
forth her wings. 


Waldo Emerson, rather a philosopher than poet, yet 
poetical in his prose philosophical essays, strikes me as 
a new and peculiar character, the most unusual of the 
three. He seems to me as an American Thorild, who 
by his own strong, powerful nature would transform the 
world, seeking for law and inspiration merely within his 
own breast. Strong and pure, self-collected and calm, 
but at the same time fantastical, he puts forth from his 
transcendental point of view aphorisms on nature and 
history, on God (whom he does not regard as a personal 
God, but as a superior soul in harmony with laws), and on 
men, criticising men and their works from the ideal of the 
highest truth and the highest beauty. “The world,” says 
Emerson, “has not seen a man,” and he looks forward 
with longing to that man, the man of the New World, in 
whose advent he believes. What this new man shall 
really be, and what he is to do, is somewhat undecided,—merely
that he shall be true and beautiful, and further, 
I suspect, he must be very handsome and tall of stature, 
if he is to find favour with Emerson, who is himself, they 
say, a man of singular beauty, and who regards any 
personal defect as a sort of crime. The new man 
regards no laws but those within his own breast; but 
there he finds the unfalsified wells of truth and beauty. 
The new man believes in himself alone; he demands ​everything from himself, and does all for himself, reposes 
upon himself and in himself. The new man is a stoic, 
but not stern as such; he is beautiful and gentle. 
"Wherever he comes life blooms: in the circle of friends 
it becomes as a holy day; nectar and ambrosia pour 
forth at his approach; but he himself needs no friend. 
He needs none, not even God; he himself becomes 
godlike, inasmuch as that he does not need him. He 
conquers heaven, inasmuch as he says to heaven, “I 
desire thee not!” He descends down into nature as a 
restorer, governs and places it under the spell of his 
influence, and it—is his friend. In it he has that which 
suffices him; the divinities of the woods whisper to him 
their peace and their self-sufficingness; there is not a 
mole-hill which has not a star above it; there is no 
sorrow which the healing life of nature cannot heal. 
He says farewell to the proud world; he tramples upon 
the greatness of Rome and Greece in this little rural 
home where he in the trees can see God. Emerson's 
language is compressed and strong, simple, but singularly 
plastic. His turns of thought are original; old ideas are 
reproduced in so new and brilliant a manner that one 
fancies them heard for the first time. The divining-rod
of genius is in his hand. He is master in his own 
domain. His strength seems to me peculiarly to be that 
of the critic, a certain grand contempt and scorn of the 
mediocre of the weak and paltry wherever he sees it, and 
he sees it in much and in many things. He chastises it 
without mercy; but, at the same time, with wonderful 
address. Emerson's performances in this way are really 
quite regal. They remind me of our King Gustavus 
Adolphus the Great, when he took the criminal soldier by 
the hair, and delivered him over to punishment, with the 
friendly words, “Come, my lad, it is better that thy body 
now suffer chastisement than that thy soul go to hell.” 
Yet there is more in Emerson even than the intention ​of chastisement. The writings of this scorner of
imperfection, of the mean and the paltry, this bold exacter of 
perfection in man, have for me a fascination which 
amounts almost to magic! I often object to him; I 
quarrel with him; I see that his stoicism is one-sidedness, 
his pantheism an imperfection, and I know that which is 
greater and more perfect, but I am under the influence 
of his magical power. I believe myself to have become 
greater through his greatness, stronger through his 
strength, and I breathe the air of a higher sphere in his 
world, which is indescribably refreshing to me. Emerson 
has more ideality than is common among thinkers of the 
English race, and one might say that in him the idealism 
of Germany is wedded to the realism of Britain.


I have, as yet, never gone a step to see a literary lion: 
but Waldo Emerson, this pioneer in the moral woods of 
the New World, who sets his axe to the roots of the old 
trees to hew them down, and to open the path for new 
planting; I would go a considerable way to see this man. 
And see him I will, him, who, in a society as strictly 
evangelical as that of Massachusetts and Boston (Emerson 
was the minister of a Unitarian congregation in Boston), 
had the courage openly to resign his ministration, his 
church, and the Christian faith, when he had come to 
doubt of its principal doctrines; who was noble enough, 
nevertheless, to retain universal esteem, and old friends; 
and strong enough, while avoiding all polemical controversy
and bitterness of speech, to withdraw into silence, 
to labour alone for that truth which he fully acknowledged, 
for those doctrines which the heathen and the Christian 
alike acknowledge. Emerson has a right to talk about 
strength and truth, because he lives for these virtues. 
And it will benefit the world which is slumbering in 
the Church from the lack of vital Christianity, to be 
roused up by such fresh winds from the Himalaya of 
heathenism. But how can Emerson overlook ———? Yet ​I will not ask about it. Emerson is just and true. Would 
that many were like him!


But now I must tell you something of my late doings 
in society. Miss Catherine Sedgwick, the author of 
“Redwood,”; came here, together with her young niece, 
Susan, a few days after my arrival. Mr. Downing, who 
greatly esteems her, wished me to make her acquaintance. 
She is between fifty and sixty, and her countenance 
indicates a very sensible, kind, and benevolent character. 
Her figure is beautifully feminine, and her whole 
demeanor womanly, sincere, and frank, without a shadow 
of affectation. I felt my soul a little slumbrous while 
with her for the first few days; but this feeling was, as 
it were, blown quite away in a moment by a touching 
and beautiful expression of cordiality on her side, which 
revealed us to each other; and since then I have felt 
that I could live with her as with a heavenly soul, in 
which one has the most undoubting trust. I derived 
pleasure, also, from her highly sensible conversation, 
and from her truly womanly human sympathies. She 
has a true and gentle spirit; and I feel that I could 
really depend upon her. Of late years she has written 
much for, what I will call, the people of lower degree in 
society; because here, where almost every person works for 
their living, one cannot properly speak of a working-class, 
but quite correctly of people of small means and narrow 
circumstances—a class which has not yet worked itself up. 
Franklin, himself a workman, and one who worked himself 
upwards, wrote for this class. Miss Sedgwick writes 
for the same; and her little novels and stories are much 
liked, and produce a great deal of good. People praise, 
in particular, a story called “Home,” which I shall 
endeavour to read. Miss Sedgwick was at this time 
occupied in preparing a new edition of her collected 
works. She consulted me about some proposed alterations
in some of these works, and I told her that I, ​for my own part, never would alter anything in the 
works which I had written long since, even where I saw 
their faults, and could easily correct them; because, 
where an author lives and writes through a long course 
of years, his or her works constitute a history of that 
author's development, which ought to remain unaltered 
as a history in itself, alike instructive to him as to others. 
An author's works are portions of an autobiography, 
which he must write whether he will or not. 


Miss Sedgwick invited me to her house in Lennox, 
in the western part of Massachusetts, during the next 
summer, and promised to visit with me a Shaker
establishment in New Lebanon, which lies at no great distance 
from her house. 


Whilst Miss Sedgwick has been here the Downings 
have made an excursion with us to the top of South Beacon, 
one of the highest hills in the highlands of this district. 
Mr. Downing drove me, and for this mountain-road a 
skilful driver and a good horse were really needful, because 
the road was steep, and rather an apology for a road 
than anything else. But we stumbled and struggled over 
stock and stone in our light carriage, until we had 
ascended about nine hundred feet, and from the top of the 
wood-covered hill looked down upon half the world, as 
it seemed to me, but which presented the appearance 
of a billowy chaos of wooded heights and valleys, in which 
human dwellings were visible, merely as specks of light, 
scarcely discernible to the naked eye. Man, so great in his 
suffering, in his combat, vanished into nothing, seen from 
this material hill-top, and therefore I thought not about 
him. That which was most refreshing to me in this
landscape was the view of the Hudson, which, like a clear 
thought bursting from chaos, makes for itself a path 
through the woods, and flows brilliantly forth into the 
infinite. Our party was a little too large and a little too 
merry for me. I know not how it is that a thoughtful ​silence should always come over me in such gay parties, 
amid natural scenes. And here I ought to have been alone 
with the magnificence of Nature. One little moment, 
partly alone and partly with Mr. Downing, who knows 
how to be gay and jocular with the gay, and silent 
with the silent, was to me the crowning luxury of the 
excursion, during which there was no lack of champagne 
and joke, and more substantial fare yet for the palate, 
together with polite gentlemen and lovely ladies, both 
young and old. Yes, lovely ladies there certainly are 
here, but rather pretty and delicate than, properly 
speaking, beautiful. A really beautiful woman I have 
not yet seen here, but neither have I seen a single 
ill-favoured countenance or deformed person. That which 
especially pleases me is the easy, unembarrassed, and yet 
modestly kind intercourse which exists between the young 
of both sexes. 


Completely weary were we when, after our excursion 
to the hills, we reached home in the evening, and
beautiful was rest in that lovely quiet home with the kind 
Downings. That which my mind has retained of the 
excursion is the view of that bright river, bursting forth 
from the gloomy forests of earth. It gleams, as it were, 
within me. 


I parted from Miss Sedgwick with the feeling that I 
should never like to part with her. Her niece, Susan, 
was an agreeable well-educated girl. A young gentleman, 
who is said to be her lover, followed her hither. 


A few days after our excursion to South Beacon we 
went up the Hudson to visit a family of the name of 
D., who belong to the aristocracy of these shores. 
We set off in good time in the morning; the air was 
delicious; the wind still, and the shores shone out in the 
utmost splendour of their autumnal pomp beneath a 
somewhat subdued sunshine. The sails on the river 
scarcely moved, and above the heights lay a sort of sunny ​mist, a light haze which is said to distinguish this period 
of the year, and that state of the atmosphere which is 
here called “the Indian Summer.” It commences, they 
say, at the end of October, and extends often through 
the whole of November into December, and is considered 
one of the most beautiful parts of the year. And if I am 
to judge by these days, one can scarcely imagine more 
perfect weather; warm and calm, the purest, most delicious 
atmosphere, sunshine softened by that light haze which 
seems to cast a mystical romantic veil over the landscape 
brilliant with the splendour of autumn. Whence comes 
this Egyptian veil of mist? “It comes from the Indians 
who are now smoking their pipes at their great Pahaws,”
replied the cheerful Mrs. Downing; “I wish you to have 
an accurate idea of things here.” The accurate truth 
however is that nobody can say what is the real cause of 
this smoke-like mist, or of this summer in the midst of 
autumn.


But to return to our excursion, which was charming. 
We left the highlands of the Hudson; the shores now 
became lower and the river wider, embracing islands 
on its bosom. But soon we perceived in the distance 
a yet higher and more massive range of hills than I 
had hitherto seen, the magnificent thousand-feet-high 
Katskill mountains, which are a portion of the great 
Alleghany chain, which divides North America from 
north to south.


The banks of the river, which were scattered with 
houses, appeared rich and well cultivated. There were 
no castles, no ruins here, but often very tasteful houses 
with terraces and orchards, whole parks of peach trees. 
The only historical legends of these shores are a few 
traditions of wars with the Indians. I did not seem to 
miss the ruins and the legends of the Rhine. I like these 
fresh new scenes which have a vast future. We have 
ruins enough in the Old World. Among the company ​on board was a Shaker in drab clothes, and a hat with 
broad brim; in countenance he looked like a cross old 
fellow, not at all a good representative of the Shaker 
establishment. After a sail of about three hours we 
reached Blithewood, the beautiful seat of the D.'s, whither 
we were invited to a great breakfast. Here, as in 
many other places, I observed how they exclude the 
daylight from the rooms. This troubles me, who am 
accustomed to our light rooms in Sweden, and who love 
the light. But they say that the heat of the sun is too 
powerful here for the greater part of the year, and that 
they are obliged as much as possible to exclude its light 
from the rooms. A handsome, stately lady, whose figure 
was of remarkably beautiful proportions, and much 
rounder than is common among the ladies I have yet 
seen, received us kindly. This was Mrs. D. She 
is a Catholic, and is, I believe, of an Irish family, and 
her sisters are Calvinists. They manage however to 
agree together remarkably well, both in affection and 
good deeds—that central Church in which all sects may 
unite in the name of the same Lord. 


We were conducted to our room, refreshed and dressed 
ourselves; then came breakfast and all the neighbours, 
and I had to shake from sixty to seventy kindly extended 
hands, which would not have been a difficult task if a 
deal of small talk had not followed, which, through the 
repetition of the same word and thing, became wearisome, 
and made me feel like a parrot. The assembly was 
beautiful and gay, and the breakfast, which was
magnificent, was closed by a dance. It was a pleasure to 
me to see so many lovely and lively young girls,—delicate 
figures, though deficient in strength. The ladies dress 
with taste; have small hands and feet, and remind one 
of the French, but are more lovely than they.
Something however is wanting in their countenances, but what 
I do not rightly know—I fancy it is expression. I was ​not quite in spirits, and felt to-day somewhat fatigued. 
When, however, in the evening, I came forth into the 
open air, and, accompanied by the silent Mr. Downing, 
wandered quietly beside the glorious calm river, and 
contemplated the masses of light and soft velvet-like 
shadow, which lay on the majestic Katskill mountains, 
behind which the sun sank in cloudless splendour; then 
did the heart expand itself and breathe freely in that 
sublime and glorious landscape; then did I drink from 
the mountain-springs; then did I live for the first time 
that day.


In the evening I enjoyed an unusual pleasure. Mrs. D. 
played on the harp and piano, and sang remarkably 
well, with extraordinary power, like a real musician, 
which I believe is a rare thing in this country. There 
were both words and expression in her singing, and 
so there is also in her demeanour; hers is a noble 
figure, with a free and independent carriage; “she 
sustains herself,” as you would say. She neither sings 
nor talks by rote. She sings and talks out of her own 
independent, feeling, and thinking soul. Her eldest son, 
a boy of thirteen, has, it appears to me, a real genius for 
music, even though he broke off and was not able to sing 
to the end—and I believe that he really could not—a 
little fantastic song, the first notes of which, however, 
were sufficient to foretell a something beyond talent in 
the boy. He was not in the mood, and in that state 
he could not sing. Mrs. D. told me, during our
conversation at table, that her son was to learn a handicraft 
trade, because, although they were now wealthy, the 
time might come when they would be so no longer, 
but when it might be necessary for him to earn his 
bread as a common workman; so uncertain is the 
stability of wealth in America;—why so, I could not 
rightly understand.


The following day I again saw a crowd of people, ​who came to see the Swedish stranger. In the afternoon 
I visited two or three beautiful places in the
neighbourhood. On one of these, a point projecting into 
the river, has a ruin been built, in which are placed 
various figures and fragments of walls and columns, 
which have been brought from the remarkable ruins 
lately discovered in Central America or Mexico. The 
countenances and the head-dresses resembled greatly 
those of Egyptian statues: I was struck in particular 
with a sphynx-like countenance, and a head similar to that 
of a priest of Isis. This ruin and its ornaments in the 
midst of a wild, romantic, rocky, and wooded promontory, 
was a design in the best taste. 


In the evening we left this beautiful Blithewood, its 
handsome mistress and our friendly entertainers. We 
returned home in the night. The cabin in which we sate 
was close and very hot. Just beside us sate two young 
men, the one of whom, smoked and spat incessantly just 
before Mrs. Downing and myself. “That gentleman 
needs a Dickens!” said I softly to Mr. Downing. “But 
then,” replied Mr. Downing, in the same under tone, 
“Dickens would have committed the mistake of supposing 
him to be a gentleman!”


Of my Blithewood visit I retain the Katskill
mountains and Mrs. D. I made a little sketch of her profile 
in my album (I took one also of Miss Sedgwick), and 
she gave me at parting a beautiful purse, made with an 
unusual kind of beads. 


Another festivity at which I was present during this 
time was at Mrs. Downing's grandmother's. It was a 
family party, on the occasion of her ninetieth birthday. 
She lives on the opposite shore; and there assembled 
this day in her honour, children and grandchildren, and 
grandchildren's children, as well as other near connections,
an assembly of from fifty to sixty persons. The 
little old lady of ninety was still lively and active, almost as ​much so as a young girl. We ate and drank, and some toasts 
were proposed: I gave one for “The Home” in America 
as well as in Sweden. In the afternoon we had a little 
music. I played Swedish polskas; and a young artist, 
a Mr. C., properly a landscape painter, son-in-law of 
one of the sons or granddaughters of the family, sang an 
Italian bravura aria, so beautifully, and with such an 
exquisite voice, that it was really a refreshment to hear 
him, and one was sure that he had learned the art 
in Italy.


I have been entertained at two other houses on the 
Hudson, and saw in the one a beautiful, animated hostess, 
and many beautiful articles of luxury, but without that 
elegant arrangement which distinguishes the house of 
the Downings; and in the other an original old lady, 
who has been compared among the neighbours to “ma 
chère Mère” in “The Neighbours,” and who really 
gives occasion for the comparison; besides which, we 
met there a remarkably excellent man, Dr. H., a firm 
Swedenborgian, and a more agreeable person to talk 
with than the generality of Swedenborgians whom I have 
met with. He has built a house for himself upon one 
of the terraces of the Hudson. A splendid lodge, of 
grey stone, is already complete, and people are a little 
curious to know whether a lady is not coming into 
the house; and it is maintained that the heart of an 
amiable young girl in the neighbourhood is interested in 
the question. 


N.B. Dr. H. is very much esteemed and liked, 
especially by the ladies; but he has hitherto exhibited a 
heart of stone to their charms. 


I have been much pleased at this moment by a visit 
from Bergfalk, as well as by witnessing his state of 
mind, and the fresh, unprejudiced view which he takes 
of the good and evil in this New World; and by his 
warm feeling for Sweden, and the strong hope which he ​entertains of her future development. He is fresh and 
vigorous, and has a pleasure in communicating his 
thoughts. And although his English is every now and 
then the most wonderful gihberish that ever was heard, 
yet his thoughts find their way through it, and by it, and 
sometimes in a brilliant manner. Thus, for example: 
last evening, when characterising the faults and the merits 
of Macaulay's historical work, this was so striking as to 
cause the otherwise undemonstrative Mr. Downing to 
exclaim repeatedly, “Excellent! delightful!” 


Mr. Downing was interested by Bergfalk in a high 
degree, and invited him to spend the night there; but he 
had already engaged rooms in the town. We
accompanied him to his inn; and I gave him Lowell's and 
Emerson's works to bear him company. 


To-day, Sunday the 21st, as I continue my letter, 
Bergfalk is again here, and with him a Swedish doctor, 
Uddenberg, living at Barthelemi, and who came to pay 
his respects to me. The morning has been intellectually 
rich to me in a conversation on Lowell's poem of 
“Prometheus;” and the manner in which an American poet 
has treated this primeval subject of all ages and all poets. 
Bergfalk again distinguished himself by his power of 
discriminating the characteristics of the subjects; and 
nothing like this is ever thrown away upon Mr. Downing. 
At my request he read that fine portion of Prometheus's 
defiance of the old tyrants, in which the poet of the New 
World properly stands forth in opposition to those of the 
Old World, because it is not, as in the Prometheus of 
Æschylus, the joy of hatred and revenge, in the
consciousness that the power of the tyrant will one day come 
to an end; nor as in Shelley, merely the spirit of defiance, 
which will not yield, which knows itself to be mightier 
than Zeus in the strength of suffering and of will,—no: 
it is not a selfish joy which gives power to the newly-created Prometheus; it is the certainty which defies the ​tyrant, and by his strength has prepared freedom and 
happiness for the human race. That threat with which 
he arms himself against his executioner, that defiance by 
which he feels that he can crush him, is prophetic of the 
ideal future of the new world of America; for much 
suffering has rendered keen his inner vision, and made 
of him a seer, and he beholds— 







“A sceptre and a throne; 
The pipings of glad shepherds on the hills, 

Tending the flocks no more to bleed for thee; 

The songs of maidens pressing with white feet 

The vintage, on thine altars poured no more; 

The murmurous bliss of lovers underneath

Dim grape-vine bowers, whose rosy branches press 

Not half so close as their warm cheeks untouched 

By thoughts of thy brute lust;—the hive-like hum 

Of peaceful commonwealths, where sunburnt toil 

Reaps for itself the rich earth made its own 

By its own labour, lightened with glad hymns 

To an omnipotence which thy mad bolts 

Would cope with as a spark with the vast sea,—

Even the spirit of free love and peace, 

Duty's own recompense through life and death; 

These are such harvests as all master-spirits 

Reap, haply not on earth, but reap no less 

Because the sheaves are bound by hands not theirs; 

These are the bloodless daggers wherewithal 

They stab fallen tyrants, this their high revenge: 

For their best part of life on earth is when 

Long after death, prisoned and pent no more, 

Their thoughts, their wild dreams even, have become 

Part of the necessary air men breathe; 

When, like the moon herself behind a cloud, 

They shed down light before us on life's sea, 

That cheers us to steer onward, still in hope; 

Earth with her twining memories ivies o'er 

Their holy sepulchres; the chainless sea, 

In tempest, or wide calm, repeats their thoughts, 

The lightning and the thunder, all free things 

Have legends of them for the ears of men. 

All other glories are as falling stars, 

But universal nature watches theirs: 

Such strength is won by love of human kind.”











 ​After this came Caroline Downing, with her favourite 
bard Bryant, the poet of nature. But Bryant's song also 
is warm with patriotism, with faith in the future of 
America, and in her sublime mission. Thus, in that 
beautiful epic poem, “The Prairies,” in which he paints, 
as words can seldom paint, the illimitable western fields, 
in their sunbright, solitary beauty and grandeur, billowy 
masses of verdure and flowers waving in the wind; above 
these the vagrant clouds; and, higher still, the sunshine, 
gleaming above the vast scene, paradisaic, splendid, and 
rich, but silent and desolate as the desert. The silence, 
however, is broken. The poet hears a low humming. 
What is it? It is a bee, which flies forth over the 
flowery plain, and sucks the honey of the flowers. The 
busy bee becomes a prophet to the poet; and in its 
humming flight and its quiet activity he hears the
advancing industry of the human race, which will extend 
itself over the prairies, transform them into a new 
Paradise, and cause new and yet more beautiful flowers 
to spring up:—







“From the ground 
Comes up the laugh of children, the soft voice, 

Of maidens, and the sweet and solemn hymn 

Of sabbath worshippers. The low of herds 

Blends with the rustling of the heavy grain 

Over the dark-brown furrows.”









 
Last of all, I come to the poems of Waldo Emerson, 
small in dimensions, but great in their spirit and tone; 
and read aloud a little dithyrambic poem, which is 
characteristic of the individuality of the poet. Other 
American poets speak to society; Emerson always merely 
to the individual; but they all are to me as a breeze from 
the life of the New World, in a certain illimitable vastness
of life, in expectation, in demand, in faith, and hope—a
something which makes me draw a deeper breath, 
and, as it were, in a larger, freer world. Thus says 
Emerson's poem:— 





​


GIVE ALL TO LOVE.






“Give all to love; 
Obey thy heart; 

Friends, kindred, days, 

Estate, good fame; 


Plans, credit, and the muse; 

Nothing refuse. 

**** 

For it is a god, 

Knows its own path, 

And the outlets of the sky. 


’Tis not for the mean; 

It requireth courage stout, 

Souls above doubt, 

Valour unbending; 

Such ’twill reward, 

They shall return 

More than they were 

And ever ascending. 


Yet hear me, yet 

One word more thy heart behoved, 

One pulse more of firm endeavour, 

Keep thee to-day, 

To-morrow, for ever 

Free as an Arab 

Of thy beloved. 


Cling with life to the maid; 

But when the surprise 

Vague shadow of surmise 

Flits across her bosom young 

Of a joy apart from thee, 

Free be she, fancy free, 

Do not thou detain a hem, 

Nor the palest rose she flung 

From her summer diadem.


Though thou loved her as thyself, 

As a self of purer clay, 

Though her parting dims the day, 

Stealing grace from all alive, 

Heartily know, 

When half-gods go 

The Gods arrive.”











 ​This is noble stoicism. Among Emerson's poems 
are some which bear witness to a less noble spirit,—to
a self-consciousness which rejoices in its contempt 
of the world; that knows itself to have enough, whilst 
the world perishes of hunger; a something which
reminds one of the answer of the ant to the grasshopper, 
in La Fontaine's fable. But this shadow passes away, 
as do all clouds, from the clear heaven of the poet, having 
not there their abiding home. One strongly prominent 
feature in him is his love of the strong and the great. 
Thus he speaks in his poem, “The World-Soul:”—







“Thanks to the morning light, 
Thanks to the seething sea, 

To the uplands of New Hampshire, 

To the green-haired forest free; 

Thanks to each man of courage, 

To the maids of holy mind, 

To the boy with his games undaunted 

Who never looks behind.”










But nobler even than this is the song of our Geijer:— 







“I greet with love each field and grove, 
And thou, blue billowy sea, I love; 

Life-giving light in depth and height, 

Thou heavenly sun, art my delight! 

But more than all earth's fair array, 

More than the blue waves dancing play, 

Love I 

The dawning light of heavenly rest 

Within a trembling human breast!”










Of this light Emerson knows nothing. Emerson has, 
in other respects, many points of resemblance with Geijer, 
but he stands as much below him as heathenism stands 
below Christianity. 


I cannot, perhaps, do full justice to Emerson's poems 
by my translation; I never was very clever at translation; 
and I fancy it almost impossible to render the poetic 
element of Emerson into another tongue, because it is of ​so peculiar a kind, and has, like the character of the poet, 
its own extraordinary rhythm and spirit. 


Henry Longfellow, the author of “Evangeline,” is 
perhaps the best read and the most popular of the poets 
of America, but this is owing to qualities which are 
common alike to the elder poets of all countries, rather 
than to any peculiar characteristics of the New World's 
poets. Those sentiments, whether happy or sorrowful, 
which exist in the breast of every superior human being, 
are peculiarly his domain, and here he exercises his 
sway; and in particular, in his delineation of the more 
delicate changes of feeling. In “Evangeline” alone has he 
dealt with an American subject, and described American 
scenery.


But enough now, my sweet sister, of this poesy of 
morning. We will now have our dinner. Men of the 
two countries are invited, and yet a third, namely, the 
Swedish Consul, from Boston, Mr. Benzon, who is coming 
to see me.


In the Evening.—The day is ended with its changing 
scenes and impressions. If I could only take everything 
more coolly! But I am too ardent, too easily excited. 
Every impression goes directly to my heart—and there it 
remains too strongly impressed. I am alone in my room, 
and see from my window, through the dark yet star-bright 
night the steamboats which pass along the Hudson, and 
send forth from their chimneys sulphur-blue and yellow 
flames.


To-morrow morning I am going with the Downings 
to visit some of their best friends, a family of the name 
of H., who live on the Hudson, in the neighbourhood of 
Washington Irving. And next week I return to New 
York, there to begin my campaign, for which this little 
taste of rural life and society is merely a prelude.


Among the people who, during this time, have come to see 
me are in particular a married couple, Mr. and Mrs. S., ​who came hither with their little baby from New York, 
solely to offer me their house as my home when there. 
They were so beautiful and so earnestly kind; there 
appeared to me to be something so pure, so single-minded 
about them; they seemed to speak so entirely from their 
own honest hearts, that I was glad to accept their
invitation, and to arrange to go to them before I took up my 
quarters in any other homes, as I had promised to do for 
a time. Among others that of Miss Lynch. It seems 
as if I should scarcely be obliged to pay anything for my 
living in this country, if I am to continue being thus
entertained. But I must not expect that it will be thus 
everywhere. Besides, it has its disadvantages, as well as 
its advantages and its great pleasures.


Mr. and Mrs. S., who are of the class called Socialists 
and Abolitionists, and who belong to the Liberal 
Movement Party in the country, are universally acknowledged
to be remarkably noble and estimable people. 
“From them,” said Mr. Downing, “you will hear what 
is going forward in this party, and you will probably 
see at their house William Henry Channing, one of 
our most distinguished lecturers and extempore speakers, 
and through him you may become acquainted with 
Emerson.”


I cannot tell you, my Agatha, how fortunate I esteem 
myself, that immediately at the commencement of my 
visit here, I have come into contact with so profoundly 
thinking and so universally comprehensive a mind as that 
of Mr. Downing, and who, besides, is so indescribably 
kind to me, and so careful that I shall derive every 
possible advantage from my journey, and see everything, 
both good and bad, in their true light. He never dictates, 
never instructs me, but now and then, and as if by chance, 
he mentions to me the names of persons who are active for 
the future of the New World in one way or another, and 
makes me observant of what is going on in the country. ​I notice, among other things, with what precision all 
branches of intellectual labour seem to be carried on; 
and how easily ability and talent make their way, find 
their place and their sphere of action, become known and 
acknowledged.


Mr. Downing has mentioned to me Horace Mann as 
one of the persons who have most effectually laboured for 
the future; as an individual who has brought about, by 
his enthusiasm and determination, a great reform in 
the work of instruction; who has laboured for the 
erection of beautiful new schools in all parts of the 
country, and has infused a new life into the organisation 
of schools. It appears that the reformers and the 
lecturers who develope the spiritual and intellectual life 
in America, and call forth its ideal, come from the 
northern states, from New England, and in particular 
from Massachusetts, the oldest home of the Pilgrims 
and the Puritans.


Of that which he himself has done, Mr. Downing 
speaks with the utmost modesty; but I heard from 
Miss Sedgwick that few men in the United States are so 
universally known, or so generally influential as he. His 
works on architecture, on gardening, on flowers and fruits—and
all of which are calculated to ennoble the taste, to 
make the purest productions in their branches of science 
and art accessible to every man—these works are to be 
found everywhere, and nobody, whether he be rich or 
poor, builds a house or lays out a garden without
consulting Downing's works. Every young couple who sets 
up housekeeping buys them.


“It happens,” said Mr. Downing modestly, “that I 
came at a time when people began universally to feel the 
necessity of information about building houses and laying 
out gardens.”


He is what people call here “a self-made man,” that is 
to say, a man who has less to thank education for what he ​is than his own endeavours. “He is one of our hest 
men,” said Miss Sedgwick.


It will readily be supposed that it was painful to me 
to leave him and his truly sweet and kind little wife. 
Mr. Downing has drawn up for me a proposed route of 
travel—the plan of a journey for one year through the 
United States, as well as furnished me with letters to his 
friends in the different States. I still had a deal to 
say to you about my happiness in being here, my
happiness in the new vitality which seems given to me, 
although I feel that the outer life is a little wearisome 
sometimes; and I expect to have to pay for it one of 
these days. But ah! how few there are who have to 
complain of having too many objects of interest, of
experiencing too much good will! My beloved Agatha, think 
of me in thy prayers; and that I know thou dost, and 
thank God for me that He has so abundantly fulfilled my 
secret prayers, has satisfied my hunger and my thirst, and 
nourished me with His riches and His goodness! 


In the Morning.—Yet once more a greeting from the 
beautiful banks of the Hudson from the heights of 
Newburgh, before I leave them, perhaps for ever. 
Mr. Downing says, indeed, that I must return to them 
next year; but it is long till then, and I must travel far 
and see very much. 


Again a beautiful morning. The river is bright as a 
mirror; hundreds of little vessels glide softly, like swimming
sea-gulls, on the bosom of the water between the 
lofty hills. I wonder how they are able to move. The 
wind seems to sleep. Over the river and the mountains, 
over the golden woods, which assume every day a yet 
more golden hue, over the white glittering villages with 
their church spires, and in the bosom of the wooded hills 
rests the thin, white misty veil of the Indian summer. It 
is a scene of which the character is grand and calmly 
romantic. I feel and see it, but not merely in external ​nature. This Indian summer with its mystical life, its 
thin veil cast over the golden woods and mountains—I feel 
it in my soul. I look around me on nature, and ask, “Is 
it I who live in thee, or dost thou awaken this life in my 
soul?”


I see the beautiful well-built little houses, with their 
orchards and grounds which lie like pearls set in the 
emerald green frame of the river! How much is
contained in them of that which is most valuable in the life 
of the new world. How beautiful and perfect seems 
here private life, engrafted as it is into public life; and 
what a pleasure it is to me that I have become acquainted 
with many of the families inhabiting these small homes 
on the banks of this great and glorious river! 


Not far from Mr. Downing's villa is a beautiful country 
seat, inhabited by four sisters, all unmarried. A good 
brother, who had become wealthy by trade, built this 
house, and bought the land around it for his sisters. 
Some years afterwards, the brother fell into misfortunes: 
he lost all that he was possessed of. The sisters now 
took upon themselves the education of his children,—he 
has now his home with them. They are excellent and 
agreeable women, who know equally well how to converse 
seriously or merrily. On the other side of the river a brickmaker
has built himself a lovely villa. This honourable man—for
so he seems to be, and so he really is—has been here 
two or three times to present me with flowers, and invite 
me to his villa. Mr. Downing has called my attention to a 
beautiful little house, a frame-house, with green verandah 
and garden just in this neighbourhood. “It belongs,” 
said he, “to a man who in the day drives cart-loads of 
stone and rubbish for making the roads. In this is the 
working-man of the new world superior to him of the 
old. He can here by the hard labour of his hands obtain 
the more refined pleasures of life, a beautiful home, and 
the advantages of education for his family much more ​quickly. And here he may obtain these if he will. In 
Europe the greater number of workpeople cannot obtain 
them do what they will.


At this moment an explosion thunders from the other 
side of the Hudson, and I see huge blocks of stone 
hurled into the air, and then fall into the water, which 
foams and boils in consequence: it is a rock, which is 
being blasted with gunpowder on a line of railway now in 
progress along the banks of the river, and where the 
power of steam on land will compete with the power of 
steam on water. To hurl mountains out of the way; to 
bore through them; to form tunnels; to throw mountains 
into the water as a foundation for roads in places where 
it is necessary for it to go over the water; all this these 
Americans regard as nothing. They have a faith to 
remove mountains.


Now come the steam-boats thundering like tempest in 
the mountains. Two or three chase each other like 
immense meteors; one amongst them comes along 
heavily, labouring and puffing, dragging along a large 
fleet of larger and smaller craft. New York receives 
butter, and cheese, and cattle, and many other good 
things from the country; and the country, with its towns 
and rural abodes, receives coffee and tea, and wine, 
and wearing-apparel, and many other things from New 
York, and through New York, from Europe. The little 
town of Newburgh maintains alone by its trade from the 
country and back two or three steam-boats. When one 
sees the number, and the magnificence of the steam-boats 
on the Hudson, one can scarcely believe the fact, that it 
is not more than thirty years since Fulton made here 
his first experiment with steam-power on the river, and 
that amid general distrust of the undertaking. He says 
himself, when speaking on this subject:—


“When I was about to build my first steam-boat, the 
public of New York in part regarded it with indifference, ​in part with contempt, as an entirely foolish undertaking. 
My friends were polite, but they were shy of me. They 
listened with patience to my explanations, but with a 
decided expression of disbelief in their countenances. 
As I went daily to and from the place where my boat 
was building, I often lingered unknown near the idle 
groups of strangers who were collected there, and 
listened to their remarks respecting the new locomotive.
Their language was always that of scorn and 
persecution. People laughed aloud, and made jokes at 
my expense; and reckoned up the fallacy and loss of 
money on ‘Mr. Fulton's Folly,’ as the undertaking was 
constantly called. Never did I meet with an encouraging 
remark, an animating hope, or a warm wish.


“At length came the day when the experiment was to 
be tried. To me it was a moment of the utmost importance.
I had invited many of my friends to go on board 
and witness the first successful voyage. Many of these 
did me the kindness to come, but it was evident that 
they did so reluctantly, and in the belief that they should 
become the witnesses of my humiliation, and not of my 
triumph; and I know very well that there was sufficient 
reason to doubt of my success. The machinery was 
new, and ill made. A great portion of it was prepared by 
artisans unaccustomed to such work; and difficulties 
might easily arise, also, from other causes. The hour 
arrived at which the boat was to begin to move. My 
friends stood in groups on deck. Their looks
indicated uneasiness, mingled with fear: they were silent and 
dejected. The signal was given, and the boat was put in 
motion; it advanced a short distance, then stopped, and 
became immovable. The former silence now gave place 
to murmurs and displeasure, and disquiet whisperings, 
and shrugging of shoulders. I heard on all sides ‘I said 
it would be so;’ ‘It is a foolish undertaking;’ ‘I wish 
we were all well out of it.’


 ​“I mounted on the platform, and told my friends that 
I did not know what was the cause of the stoppage, but 
that if they would be calm, and give me half an hour's 
time, I would either continue the voyage or give it up 
entirely. I went down to the engine, and very soon 
discovered an unimportant oversight in the arrangement: 
this was put to rights. The boat began to move once 
more. We left New York; we passed through the
Highlands; we arrived at Albany! But even then was 
mistrust stronger than positive proof. It was doubted 
whether the thing could be carried through, and if so, 
whether it would ever lead to any great advantage.”


This was about thirty years since; and now half the 
human race flies over land and sea upon Fulton's wings! 
But even in the New World first discoveries have to 
contend with trouble and opposition.


The dew of morning lies upon the soft grass-plat before 
my window, and the beautiful groups of flowers and trees 
are glittering with it; among these is the little magnolia, 
with beautiful light-red seed-vessels; everything is beautiful
and peaceful, and—that great, rich scene, the life upon 
the river below! I should like to live beside a large river 
like this. What great thoughts, what life is there not in 
it, from its commencement in the fountains of the clouds, 
in the cradle of the hills, and during its course through 
the valleys and the fields of earth, growing ever mightier 
as it advances!







As guests the affluent cities it inviteth, 
And flowery meadows gather round its knees.—Tegnér.









 
It is a benefactor wherever it goes; it salutes and 
makes festive; confers benefits and blessings; but it 
takes no notice of this; it pauses not, neither rests. 






Lands it baptises with its name and flows on;





 
A hero's life! Then hastens he onward to his goal, ​the ocean: there he finds rest—rest worthy of a heroic 
soul—peace in the infinite, the great: sufficient for all.


I would willingly live by the Hudson if I did not know 
a river yet dearer to me: it is called Götha River. Our 
Årsta is charming beside its salt waves. But I would 
rather have a little place beside the river Götha; and I 
fancy that you would be better there, on the western coast 
of Sweden, than on the eastern, and the colder.


I must now leave you, to write other letters. Mr. 
Downing will also write a few words to you and to 
mamma. I yesterday proposed a toast, your health, and 
we drank it in champagne. 


Kind greeting to relations and friends, and say
something especially cordial to Beata Afzelius from me. 
 



Letter IV.
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LETTER IV.





Brooklyn, November 5th, 1849. 




My Sweet Sister,—Again in New York, or in that 
portion of the great city which is called Brooklyn, and 
which is separated from New York by the so-called East 
River, and which will be a city of itself, and which has 
also a right to be so for its own sake. Brooklyn is as 
quiet as New York is bewildering and noisy: it is built 
upon the heights of Long Island; has glorious views 
over the wide harbour, and quiet broad streets, planted 
on each side with acanthus trees, a kind of Chinese tree, 
and I believe of the acacia family, which has a leaf like 
our ash, only much broader, and which bears long pods. 
There is also another kind of tree, with a taller stem, which 
gives shade and a peaceful and rural character to the 
streets. It is said that the merchants of New York go 
over to Brooklyn, where they have their house and home, 
to sleep. The friend with whom I am living, Marcus S., ​has his place of business in New York and his proper 
home here in Brooklyn, one of the very prettiest rural 
homes, by name “Rose Cottage,” which he himself 
built, and around which he has himself planted trees, 
covered arbours with trailing vines, has sown the fields 
with maize, and other vegetables, so that the place has the 
united character of park and garden. From this place 
he drives every morning to New York, and hither 
he returns every evening, but not merely to sleep, but 
to rest, and enjoy himself with wife, children, and friends. 
Rose Cottage lies just on the outskirts of the town 
(you must not imagine it a little town, but one which 
has a hundred thousand inhabitants, its own proper 
town-house, very magnificent, and from fifty to sixty 
churches), and the country, with wooded heights and 
green fields, may be seen therefrom on three sides. But 
houses are now building at various distances, and 
threaten soon to shut out the country. It may, however, 
be some years yet before Rose Cottage comes into the 
city. I shall now remain here a little while before I set 
off to Massachusetts and Boston. 


Much, very much, had I to tell you, but alas! I have 
neither the time nor the necessary repose; and I must 
here give you my life more as a compendium than I did 
in Denmark. My impressions of life here are more great, 
more massive, on a broader scale, so to say: I cannot 
yet bring them under control, cannot yet deal with 
them; I cannot give them expression. I have a feeling 
of the forms in the block, but it will require time and 
labour to hew them out. This much, however, is certain: 
the effect of my American journey, as far as myself 
am concerned, is altogether quite different to what I 
expected. I came hither to breathe a new and fresher 
atmosphere of life; to observe the popular life, institutions,
and circumstances of a new country; to become 
clearer in my own mind on certain questions connected ​with the development of nations and people; and in 
particular, to study the women and the homes of the 
New World, and from the threshold of the home to obtain 
a view of the future of humanity, because, as the river is 
born from the springs of heaven, so is the life and the 
fate of a people born from the hidden life of the home.


I came, in a word, to occupy myself with public affairs; 
and it is private affairs, it is the individual which seizes 
upon my interest, my feelings, my thoughts. I came 
with a secret intention of breaking myself loose from 
fiction and its subjects, and of living with thinkers for 
other purposes; and I am compelled towards it more 
forcibly than ever; compelled involuntarily, both by 
thought and feeling, towards fiction; compelled to bring 
into life forms, scenes, and circumstances, which, as dim 
shadows, have for twenty years existed in the background 
of my soul. And in this so-called realist country, but 
which has more poetical life in it than people have any 
idea of in Europe, have I already, “in petto,” experienced 
and written more of the romance of life, than I have 
done for many years. And I shall continue to do so 
during my residence here.


When I became aware that, from my waking in the 
morning, I was occupied in my innermost work-room, not 
with American affairs and things, but with my own ideal 
creations, influenced by the interest which everything 
that surrounded me, and which my new circumstances 
excited within me, I then gave up the thought of 
attempting to do anything else but what God had given 
me to do. I must also here employ my talent, and 
follow my own vocation, and let fate and circumstances 
make of it what they must and will.


I shall, as hitherto, study the world of private life, but 
shall allow the air and life of the New World, that great 
world's life, to flow into it, and give to it greater effect. 
Thus would I always have it to be. I must work it out ​better hereafter. I have long had a presentiment of the 
romance of life, in its infinite greatness and depth of 
feeling. When it dawned before my glance, that first 
view of a transfigured world, never shall I forget that 
heavenly Aurora, which was, which is, which will
continue for ever to be a bright spot in my earthly life. For 
that I have to thank Sweden. Clouds, however, veiled it 
for a moment; I did not see it clearly, or rather, I could 
no longer recal it in its first beauty. Now again I 
behold it; and I predict that for its perfect daybreak I 
shall have to thank—America. My life, also, in and with 
this new world, assumes a romantic form. It is not 
merely a new continent, a new form of things, with
centuries for its future which I have here to observe; it is a 
living soul, a great character, an individual mind, with 
which I must become acquainted, live and converse with 
during a profoundly earnest intercourse. How I desire 
to see its characteristic features, to listen to its
revelations, its unconsciously oracular words regarding its 
life and its future! And that great, universal hospitality 
with which this great new world receives me, makes me 
feel that it is a heart, a living spirit which meets me in it. 


Now for a little of the exterior of my life. I last left 
you when I was just about to pay a visit with Mr. 
Downing to Mr. H. and his family. As we came down 
to the bridge at Newburgh two men were there, the one 
fat, and the other lean, who were talking loudly, and 
with so much warmth, that they seemed to be in a state 
of anger with each other. “Everybody who goes with 
this steam-boat is robbed!” exclaimed the one; “it is 
full of pickpockets and rogues!” “Let everyone who is 
careful of his life,” cried the other, “take care not to go 
in the boat he recommends: it has a cracked boiler, and 
will blow up before long!”—“That is not true, but the 
greatest lie!” returned the first, and they cast terrible 
glances at each other from under their contracted  ​eyebrows, whilst they continued to go on commending their 
own boats and abusing each other's.


“What is the meaning of this?” said I to Mr. Downing, 
who smiled quietly, and replied: “Here is an opposition. 
Two vessels are emulous for passengers; and these 
fellows are hired by the two parties to puff their boats. 
They act this part every day, and it means nothing 
at all.”


I observed, also, that whilst they cast the most ferocious 
glances at each other, there was frequently a smile on 
their lips at the ready abuse which they poured out 
against each other's boats, probably alike innocent, and 
alike safe, the one as the other; and the people around 
them laughed also, or did not trouble themselves the least 
about their contention. I saw that the whole thing was a 
comedy, and wondered only how they could endure to 
play it so often.


Mr. Downing had already made choice of his boat: 
and we had not long been on board before the captain 
sent to offer “Miss Bremer and her friends” free passage 
by the steamer as well as by the railway of the Hudson. 
And thus by means of my good name and American 
politeness, we sailed down the Hudson in the warm, 
calm summer air. But the brickmaker, Mr. A., who had 
already declared himself as my friend, had brought me 
beautiful flowers, invited me to his villa by the Hudson, 
and discovered some good phrenological developments in 
my forehead, here seized upon me, and conducted me to 
his wife, who introduced me to a poet, whose verses, she 
maintained I must have read; and the poet introduced 
three ladies, and the three ladies various other ladies and 
gentlemen. I became, as it were, walled in, felt as hot as 
if in an oven, and fled out of the saloon to my silent 
friend on deck, upbraiding him because he had given me 
up as a prey to the natives of the country. Nevertheless, 
I very much liked my friend the brickmaker, who is a ​broad, substantial, kind creature, with an open heart and 
countenance. I liked also the poet, who was evidently a 
lively and good-tempered person, only that I had not read 
his verses, and all these my new friends were too many 
for me. I was now able to sit silently on deck with the 
silent Mr. Downing; but yet, with the consciousness that 
I inwardly conversed with him, that his glance rested 
upon the same objects as mine, and that his mind received 
them and judged of them, if not as I did, yet in a manner 
which I could understand, because I understood him. 
Now and then a word was uttered, now and then a remark 
was made, and all was cheerful and amusing. How 
pleasant is such companionship!


When we left the steamboat we took our places on the 
Hudson Railway, the same which is in progress opposite 
to Newburgh, and along which we flew with arrow-like 
speed to Mr. H.'s villa, which lies upon a height by the 
river-side. There we were soon in the midst of a 
beautiful home and domestic circle. The father of 
the family, Mr. H., is the son of the general of that 
name, the contemporary and friend of Washington, and 
one of the great men of the American War of Inde 
pendence. Mr. H., his wife, a still handsome elderly 
lady, of quiet motherly appearance, a son, and three 
daughters, constitute the family. Mrs. S., the married 
daughter, whose praise, as a woman remarkably gifted 
both in heart and head, I had heard from many people, 
gave me an invitation to visit with her the schools 
and various other benevolent institutions of New York, 
which I gratefully accepted. The two younger, unmarried 
daughters, Mary and Angelica, seemed to me like types of 
the two female characters which are often introduced in 
Cooper's novels. Mary is of a lively, ardent character, 
full of energy; she has bright brown eyes, is witty 
and merry in conversation. Angelica is Madonna-like, 
gentle and fair, a beautiful, noble, and, in mine and many ​other people's eyes, a most highly attractive being. I 
remarked in particular the charm of her voice, and her 
movement, and how, without asking any questions, she 
could, even with ladies, set a conversation afloat, and 
keep it up with animation. 


Mr. H., the father, took me out with him to visit 
various small farmers of the district, so that I might 
see something of their circumstances. At two of the 
houses we arrived just at dinner-time, and I saw the 
tables abundantly supplied with meat and cakes of Indian 
meal, vegetables, and fruit, as well as with the most
beautiful white bread. The houses were for the most part 
“frame-houses,” that is to say, a sort of neatly-built 
wooden house; the rooms had large windows, which were 
light and clean. It was a real pleasure to me to converse 
with Mr. H., who is well acquainted with the country, 
and a warm friend of its free institutions, the excellence 
of which he has had an opportunity of testing during a 
long official life. 


The day was beautiful, but a little cool in the wind—not
a “well-mingled air,” as you are accustomed to 
call it. And the air here has something so keen, so 
penetrating, that I am affected by it as I never was in 
Sweden. 


There was a whole crowd of strangers to dinner, among 
whom was Washington Irving, a man of about sixty, with 
large beautiful eyes, a large well-formed nose, a
countenance still handsome, in which youthful little dimples 
and smiles bear witness to a youthfully fresh and 
humorous disposition and soul. He must be a man 
of an usually happy temperament, and of the most 
excellent heart. He has surrounded himself with a 
number of nieces (he says he cannot conceive of what 
use boys are in the world), whom he makes happy, and 
who make him so by their affection. He says he has the 
peculiar faculty of liking everything which he possesses, ​and everything which seeks his protection. He is an 
optimist, but not a conceited one. 


He was my neighbour at table, and I have to thank 
him for not becoming sleepy; nor should I have supposed, 
as people told me, that he was accustomed to be sleepy at 
great dinners, at which I certainly am not surprised. But 
the dinner to-day was not one of the long and tedious 
description, besides which he evidently endeavoured to 
make the conversation interesting and agreeable; and I, 
too, did my best, as you may easily suppose. 


In the afternoon I begged him to allow me to take a 
profile likeness of him; and, in order that he might not go 
quite asleep during the operation, I begged Angelica H. 
to sit just opposite to him, and talk to him; and 
the plan succeeded excellently. The handsome old 
gentleman now became wide awake, loquacious and 
lively, and there was such vivacity in his smile, and so 
much fun in all the merry dimples of his countenance, 
that it is my own fault if I have not made one of the 
best and most characteristic portraits that has ever been 
taken of this universally beloved author. I am glad to 
have it to show to his friends and admirers in Sweden. 
Washington Irving invited me and my friends to his 
house for the following evening; but, as we were obliged 
to return home that day, we could not accept his
invitation, but engaged to pay him a visit in the morning. 


In the evening, the new married son of the family 
returned home from a journey. It was delightful to see 
the handsome young man sitting between his father and 
mother, full of mirth and cordiality, endeavouring to 
divide himself, as it were, equally between them, replying 
to their questions, and acknowledging their tokens of 
affection. 


Among other objects of interest which I saw here, and 
which I had also seen in a few other houses on the 
Hudson, was the “American Birds” of Audubon, a work ​of real genius and merit; for one does not merely see the 
various kinds of American birds, but also their
characteristics, their life, and history; how they build and feed 
themselves; their quarrels, perils, and joys. Some of 
the paintings seem to me to show a little eccentricity in 
design; but what can be more eccentric than nature 
herself in certain hours and humours?


Another interesting acquaintance which I made here 
was with Mr. Stevens, who discovered and has written 
upon the remains of Central America. What a rich 
field is there presented for American enterprise and 
love of investigation. And they ought not to rest, these 
Vikings of the present time, before all this is their own, 
and they have there free space to work in. At present 
there are great difficulties in the way of their advancing 
into these regions.


On the following morning, we had, among other good 
things for breakfast, (they have only too many and too 
highly-seasoned dishes—cayenne pepper here spoils 
both meat and the stomach); we had also honey from 
Hymettus, which had been sent by a friend of the 
family who had lately returned from his travels in 
Greece. This classical honey seemed to me not any 
better than the virgin honey of our northern bees. 
Flowers and bees are pretty nearly alike all over the 
world, and are fed by the same heavenly honey-dew. I 
thought how our bees at Årsta murmur their songs in 
autumn around the mignonette, and how thou thyself 
seest them now as thou movest like a little queen among 
thy subjects in the flower-garden, among beds of flowers 
which thou hast had planted. Alas! but it is true that 
even now it is there the winter trance, and the bees have 
forgotten themselves in their hives! I forget here how 
the year goes on, because the Indian summer is a time 
of enchantment.


I went in the forenoon with Mary H. to Washington ​Irving's. His house or villa, which stands on the banks 
of the Hudson, resembles a peaceful idyll; thick masses 
of ivy clothe one portion of the white walls and garland 
the eaves. Fat cows fed in a meadow just before the 
window. Within, the room seemed full of summer 
warmth, and had a peaceful and cheerful aspect. One 
felt that a cordial spirit, full of the best sentiment 
of the soul, lived and worked there. Washington Irving, 
although possessed of the politeness of a man of the 
world, and with great natural good-temper, has,
nevertheless, somewhat of that nervous shyness which so 
easily attaches itself to the author, and in particular to 
him who is possessed of delicacy of feeling and refinement.
The poetical mind, by its intercourse with the 
divine spheres, is often brought somewhat into disharmony
with clumsy earthly realities. To these belong 
especially the visits of strangers and the forms of social 
intercourse, as we make them in good society on earth, 
and which are shells that must be cracked if one would 
get at the juice of either kernel or fruit. But that is a 
difficulty for which one often has not time. A portrait 
which hangs in Washington Irving's drawing-room, and 
which was painted many years since, represents him as 
a remarkably handsome man, with dark hair and eyes—a
head which might have belonged to a Spaniard. When 
young, he must have been unusually handsome. He 
was engaged to a young lady of rare beauty and excellence;
it would have been difficult to meet with a 
handsomer pair. But she died, and Washington Irving 
never again sought for another bride. He has been 
wise enough to content himself with the memory of a 
perfect love, and to live for literature, friendship, and 
nature. He is a wise man, but without wrinkles and 
grey hair. Washington Irving was at this time occupied 
with his “Life of Mahomet,” which will shortly be sent 
to press. Two ladies, the one elderly, the other younger, ​neither of them handsome, but with countenances full 
of intelligence and feeling, and near relations of his, were 
at his house. 


Again at Mr. H.'s, I received a number of visitors, 
all handsome, and in manners kind and open-hearted. 
The ladies have in general fine figures, but they are 
somewhat too spare. After that we had music. Mary 
H. and I had just sate down, full of enthusiasm, to 
an overture for four hands, which we played so that 
they who heard us cried bravo! when Mr. Downing, 
with his melodious voice, and decided manner, which 
makes him sometimes a sort of amiable despot, interrupted
us with the words, “Now it is time,” namely, 
time for us to take leave, and I hastened to the railway,
which as with an iron hand had stopped the music 
of life. But it accompanied me nevertheless in the 
impression of that beautiful family life which I have again 
seen here; and to the railroad also accompanied me that 
fine old gentleman, Mr. H., who, during the whole time, 
had shown me the greatest kindness, and now, at parting 
begged me to regard him as a father, to consider his 
house as mine, and to come and remain there whenever 
I might find myself not so well off in any of the United 
States. And I know that this offer on his part is as 
equally sincere as is that of Mr. Downing, that I would 
regard him as a brother, and allow him to serve me 
whenever I might find occasion. “Bear that well in 
mind!” these were his words at parting, so that I have 
now both father and brother in this new world—that 
will do to begin with!


I sate silent in the railway carriage beside my silent 
friend, but the music of whose soul I am always
conscious of, though he speak not a word; so that after all, 
there was no interruption to the music.


We sailed up the Hudson on a gloomy but beautiful 
evening. The air was quite calm; now and then a ​steam-boat came thundering towards us with its flaming 
chimney, but the river was unusually quiet. From out 
the dark shadows which the lofty mountains threw upon 
the shores, gleamed here and there small red lights. 
“They are from the cottages of the labourers on the 
railway,” said Mr. Downing. 


“Not they,” said I; “they are little dwarfs that are 
peeping out of the rocks and that unclose the openings 
to the mountain halls within; we Scandinavians know all 
about it!”


Mr. Downing laughed and allowed my explanation to 
pass. That which I seem to want here, if I think about 
a want at all, where so much new and affluent life
presents itself, is that life of sagas and traditions which we 
possess everywhere in Sweden, and which converts it 
into a poetic soil full of symbolical runes, in forest, and 
mountain, and meadow, by the streams and the lakes, 
nay, which gives life to every stone, significance to every 
mound. In Sweden all these magnificent hills and 
mountains by the Hudson would have symbolical names 
and traditions. Here they have only historical traditions, 
mostly connected with the Indian times and wars, and 
the names are rather of a humorous than a poetic 
tendency. Thus a point of rock somewhat nose-like 
in form, which runs out into the river, is called St. 
Anthony's Nose, and in sailing past it I could not help 
thinking of a merry little poem which Mr. Downing read 
to me, in which St. Anthony is represented as preaching 
to the fishes, who came up out of the depths quite 
astonished and delighted to hear the zealous father of 
the Church preaching for their conversion. The end, 
however, is, 







Much delighted were they, 
But preferred the old way.










And thus continued in their natural vices; and St. Anthony 
got—a long nose. 


 ​I spent yet a few Indian summer days with my friends 
by the Hudson—days rich in many things; intercourse 
with human beings, and with nature, and the enjoyment 
of beautiful paradisaical fruits: the new moon lit her 
torch, and gave a yet more highly romantic character to 
the summer veil on mountain and river—wonderfully 
beautiful days and scenes! and wonderfully beautiful was 
that day when, during a storm, I travelled with my friends 
down the Hudson to New York. Autumn had during 
its advance given uniformity of colouring to the woods. It 
varied now between copper and gold, and shone like an 
infinitely rich golden embroidery on the Indian veil of mist 
which rested upon the heights along the Hudson. The 
wind was so violent that at times the vessel was driven 
on the banks, and, as the evening advanced, the groups 
of people became more and more silent in the crowded 
saloon. Friend drew near to friend, husband to wife; 
mothers pressed their children closer to their breasts. 
My eye by chance fell on the tall figure of a man of 
energetic appearance; a little woman stood close beside 
him, and her hand was pressed to his heart. A speechless 
and passionate life prevailed there—prevailed throughout 
the atmosphere that stormy, hot evening. This and some 
other scenes have inscribed themselves ineffaceably on 
my soul; thou shalt read them there some time—there or 
upon paper, for whatever I experience forcibly and deeply 
thou knowest that I must, sooner or later, give back either 
in word or form.


We arrived in storm and darkness at New York, but 
nevertheless reached the Astor House most comfortably; 
and very soon was I seated familiarly with my friends in 
a light and handsome room, drinking tea and the most 
delicious milk cooled with ice.


“In order that I may now show you proper respect,”
said Mr. Downing, “as we are about to part, I believe that 
I must beg from you—an autograph!”


 ​Thus he often good-humouredly teases me, knowing, as 
he does, my abhorrence of the American autograph
collectors. We spent the evening pleasantly reading by 
turns from our favourite poets, Lowell, Bryant, and 
Emerson. It was twelve o'clock when we separated, and 
I went to my room. But I remained up for some time, 
listening through the open window to the softly plashing 
rain, drinking in the balsamic air, and allowing the breath 
of a new life to penetrate my very being. 


I remained yet a few days at the Astor House with the 
Downings. During these we visited the Exhibition of 
the American Art-Union in New York. Among the 
paintings of native artists, I saw none which indicated 
peculiar genius, with the exception of a large historical 
painting from the first Mexican War between the 
Spaniards and the Indians. A few pieces of sculpture 
gave me great pleasure, from their delicacy of expression 
and mastership in execution. Among these in particular 
was a marble bust of Proserpine, and a fisher-boy listening 
to the sound of the sea in a conch-shell, both the works 
of the American artist Hiram Powers. One could almost 
wish for something greater and more national in subject; 
but greater beauty, or more perfection in form, would be 
impossible. Just opposite to the room of the American 
Art-Union they have placed, with good judgment, as it 
seemed to me, the so-called Düsseldorf Gallery, a
collection of old paintings, principally of the German school, 
which has been opened for the benefit and instruction of 
American artists and lovers of art. But the want of time 
prevented me from visiting this gallery, at the present 
moment. 


Among other good things which awaited me here was 
an offer from a much-esteemed publisher of New York, 
Mr. George Putnam, the same who is bringing out the 
works of Miss Sedgwick, to publish a new and handsome
edition of my writings, which have hitherto been ​printed and circulated here at a low price, and to allow 
me the same pecuniary advantage as a native author. 
Mr. Downing was pleased with the proposal, because he 
knows Mr. Putnam to be a thoroughly honourable and 
trustworthy man. 


It was not without pain that I parted from the 
Downings, with whom I had spent so richly intellectual 
and delightful a time (I will call it my honeymoon 
in the New World), and to whom I am really cordially 
attached. But I shall see them again; I have to thank 
Mr. Downing for many things; for the wisdom and the 
tact, as well as the brotherly earnestness with which he has 
assisted me to arrange my movements here in the new 
world, and as regarded invitations and other marks of 
friendliness which I have received. At parting he
admonished me with his beautiful smile, that I should on all 
occasions make use of a little inborn tact—(N.B. a thing 
which I was born without)—so as to know what I ought 
to do and to permit. I think, in the meanwhile that I 
made good use of his advice, by immediately afterwards 
declining the proposal of a young gentleman to climb a 
lofty church tower with him. Nothing strikes me so 
much as the youthfulness of this people—I might almost 
say childish fervour and love of adventure. They hesitate 
at nothing, and regard nothing as impossible. But I 
know myself to be too old to climb up church towers with 
young gentlemen.


When the Downings left me, I was intrusted to the kind 
care of Mr. Putnam, who was to conduct me to his villa 
on Staten Island. It was with difficulty that we drove 
through the throng of vehicles of all kinds which filled the 
streets leading to the harbour, in order to reach the steamboat
in time. I cannot help admiring the way in which the 
drivers here manage to get out of the way, and twist about 
and shoot between and disentangle themselves without 
any misadventure from the really Gordian knot of carts ​and carriages. It is extraordinary, but it is not excellent. 
I sat all the time in expectation of seeing the head of a 
horse come through the carriage-window, or of the carriage 
being smashed to pieces. In the meanwhile, all went 
well; we reached the steamboat in time, had a beautiful 
sail upon the calm waters of the extensive bay, where 
large and small steamboats incessantly are passing and 
winding their way among the sailing craft. That is a 
scene of life! 


At Mr. Putnam's beautiful house on one of the heights 
of Staten Island, I saw a most charming, cheerful, and 
agreeable little hostess and three pretty children, and in 
the evening a whole crowd of people from the neighbourhood.
I played Swedish polskas and ballads for them. 
The best thing of the evening was a comic song, sung by 
an excellent elderly gentleman. 


I was frozen in my bedroom, because the weather is 
now cold, and they do not heat the bedrooms in this 
country. It is here as in England, not as in our good 
Sweden; and I can hardly accustom myself to these cold 
bedchambers. It was to me particularly hard to get up 
and to dress myself in that chilly room, with my fingers 
benumbed with cold. But I forgot both the numbness 
and the frost when I went down to breakfast, and saw 
the bright sun, and the lovely and kind hostess in that 
cheerful room, with its prospect over the bay, the city, 
and the island. In the forenoon Mr. Putnam drove me 
in a covered carriage to see the island, and to call upon 
various families. The rich golden woods shone in their 
autumnal pomp of varied gold or brown—a colouring both 
warm and deep, like that of the soul's noblest sufferings. 
I indulged the emotion which it excited, and I drove 
through the woods as through a temple filled with symbolic 
inscriptions, and that which it presented to me I could 
read and decipher. Thus we advanced to the loftiest 
point of the island, whence the prospect was glorious, ​from its vast extent over land and water. The height 
was lost; and the eye hovered and circled, like the eagle, 
in the air; but with no rock, no mountain-crag, on which 
to rest.


I saw also two handsome houses, with their gardens, 
and two handsome, kind ladies. One of them was really 
beautiful, but sorrowing: death had lately taken from 
her her heart's joy. In the second home joy and happiness
were the dwellers; there was no mistake about that. 
I was obliged to promise to return there in the spring, 
and there to witness that lovely season. But I wonder 
how many breaches of promise I shall be guilty of in this 
country!


Mr. Putnam conveyed me back to New York, and to 
the kind Mrs. S., who now took charge of me, and 
with her I visited various public institutions, among 
which were a couple of large schools, where I saw
hundreds of cheerful children, as well as young people. I 
remarked in particular the bright, animated, beautiful 
eyes of the children. The mode of instruction seemed to 
me especially calculated to keep the children awake and 
attentive. One building contained many, or all gradations
of scholars. The lowest rooms are appropriated to 
the smallest children, of from four to six years old (each 
child having its little chair and detached desk standing 
before it), and with each story ascends the age of the 
pupils, and the branches of knowledge in which they are 
instructed. In the uppermost story they have advanced 
to nineteen or twenty, or even above (as well in the girls'
school as the boys'), take diplomas, and go thence out 
into the world to live and teach according as they have 
learnt here. I however did not gain much information. 
I wished to put questions, but they gave themselves little 
time to answer, and I saw that my visit was regarded not 
as for instruction, but for display. In the institution for 
the deaf and dumb a young teacher indicated by signs to ​the pupils a long history, which they were to write 
upon the writing-tablets which hung around the walls. 
They did it excellently; and I could not but marvel at 
their powers of memory and their quickness of apprehension
and expression. 


The following day an excursion was proposed to one of 
the islands in the neighbourhood of the city, where right-minded
men have established a large institution for the 
reception and assistance of emigrants, who, in sickness or 
destitution, arrive in New York from Europe. The 
island is called “Ward's Island,” the institution “the 
Emigrant's Asylum.” One of its principal founders and 
supporters, Mr. Colden, formerly one of the chief lawyers 
of New York, and now a man of affluence, occupying 
himself solely and entirely with benevolent institutions, 
conducted Mrs. S. and myself, as well as Bergfalk, 
whom I persuaded to accompany us thither, in his carriage. 
Bergfalk is addicted to burying himself among law-books 
and acts of parliament, to living with the dead, and I must 
decoy him forth to breathe the fresh air with the living, 
and to live among them.


The day was glorious, and the sail in the boat upon 
that calm, fragrant water (I never knew water give forth a 
fragrance as it does here) in that warm autumnal sun, was 
one of the most agreeable imaginable. On Ward's Island 
people may form a slight idea of the difficult question 
which the Americans have to meet in the reception of the 
poor, and often most wretched population of Europe, and 
how they endeavour to meet it. Thousands who come 
clad in rags, and bowed down with sickness, are brought 
hither, succoured, clothed, fed, and then sent out westward
to the States of the Mississippi, in case they have no 
friends or relations to receive them at a less remote
distance. Separate buildings have been erected for the sick 
of typhus fever; for those afflicted with diseases of the 
eye; for sick children; for the convalescent; for lying-in ​women. Several new houses were in progress of erection. 
Upon those verdant, open hills, fanned by the soft
sea-breezes, the sick must, if possible, regain health, and the 
weak become strong. We visited the sick; many hundreds 
were ill of typhus fever. We visited also the convalescent 
at their well-supplied dinner-table.


“But if,” said I to Mr. Colden, “they are supplied 
every day with such soup and such meat as this, how 
can you manage to get rid of them, at least of such as live 
only to eat?”


“With them we do as the Quaker did with his
adversary,” replied Mr. Colden, smiling: “he took hold of him 
in a rough manner. ‘How now?’ said the enemy. 
‘You are really not going to strike me: that is against 
your religious principles!’ ‘No,’ said the Quaker, ‘I 
shall not strike thee; but I shall keep hold of thee in a 
very uncomfortable manner.’”


Bergfalk was as much pleased as I was, in seeing 
this noble, flourishing institution, which the people 
of the New World have established for the unfortunate 
children of the Old; and I enjoyed no less the peculiar 
individuality of Mr. Colden, one of those strong characters
who sustain such institutions as easily as a mother her 
child upon her arm—a man strong of heart, soul, and body. 
For such men I feel an admiration which is akin to a 
child-like love; I would willingly serve them as a 
daughter. They have the magnetism which is ascribed to 
the mountain character. 


I visited also with Mrs. S., the home established for 
the restoration of fallen women: it appeared to me excellent,
and well arranged. Miss Sedgwick is one of the 
managers, and does a very great deal of good. She reads 
to the women stories which call forth their better nature, 
and talks to them cordially and wisely. She must be one 
of the most active supporters of this reformatory home. 


Mrs. S., who is a gentle, motherly, and domestic woman, ​as well as a good citizen even beyond the sphere of 
her own house—and every noble woman ought to be 
the same—was an amiable hostess to me; and the only 
thing which I lacked was, that I was unable to talk more 
with her. But these schools, asylums, etc., they are in 
the highest degree excellent and estimable: but ah! how 
they weary me! Mrs. S, conducted me to the house of 
Miss Lynch, where I saw a whole crowd of people, and 
among them Bryant the poet, who has a beautiful
characteristic head, with silvery locks. 


From Miss Lynch's I was taken by a kind and respectable
professor,—Hackitt, I believe, he was called—to the 
Elysian Fields, a park-like tract, on an island near New 
York, and so called from their beautiful idyllian scenery; 
and they were beautiful as an idyll,—and the day, and the 
air—nay, my child, we have nothing like them in the Old 
World! at least, I have never felt any such. I drink in 
this air as I would drink nectar, and feel it almost like a 
pleasant intoxication: it must belong to this time of the 
year, and to the magic life of this Indian summer. I 
wandered in the Elysian Fields with really Elysian 
feelings, saw flocks of white sails coming down the 
Hudson, like winged birds of peace, and I allowed my 
thoughts to float up it to the friends there, the new and 
yet so dear; far from me, and yet so near. It was an 
enchanting day that day in the Elysian Fields of the 
new world. My professor was good and wise, as Mentor, 
in “Les Aventures de Télémaque,” and I fancy wiser, 
because he did not talk, but followed me with fatherly 
kindness, and seemed to enjoy my pleasure. In the 
evening he conducted me across East River to Rose 
Cottage, in that quiet Brooklyn; and there I shall rest 
some days a little apart from the world. 


Now a word about my new friends, Marcus and 
Rebecca. They are a very peculiar kind of people; 
they have a something about them remarkably simple ​and humane, serene, and beautiful, which seems to me of 
angelic purity. The first day that I dined at their house 
they called me by my name, and wished that I should 
call them the same; and now I live with them familiarly 
as with a brother and a sister. They have been, and are, 
indescribably kind to me. The first day I was there I 
was somewhat out of humour: I suffered from the cold, 
especially in my bed-room, and from having to place 
myself in new circumstances, to which I always have a 
repugnance. But they had a stove set in my chamber, 
made it warm and comfortable, and I soon felt myself at 
home with them, and happy.


Marcus is also what is called a self-made man. But 
I rather suspect that our Lord himself was of his kind, 
both in heart and head. His countenance reminds me of 
Sterne's expression about a face— “it resembles a 
blessing.” His wife, Rebecca, comes of the race of 
Quakers, and has something about her of that quiet, 
inward light, and that reflectiveness, which, it is said, 
belongs to this sect. Besides this, she has much talent 
and wit, and it is especially agreeable to hear her
converse. Her exterior is pleasing, without being beautiful; 
her mouth remarkably fresh and cheerful, and her figure 
classically beautiful. Both husband and wife are true 
patriots and warm friends of humanity, loving the ideal 
in life, and living for it. They are people of affluence, 
and are able to do much good. They are interested in 
Socialism, but rather as amateurs than as the actually 
initiated. Yet Marcus has associated several of his 
clerks with him in his business. But he is one of that 
class who do not like to talk about what they do, or that 
others should busy themselves therewith. His wife and 
friends like to talk about him; and I do not wonder at it. 
The family consists of three children. Eddy, the eldest 
boy, twelve years old, and who might serve as a model 
either for a Cupid or for one of Raphael's angels, has a ​quiet, thoughtful demeanour, with great refinement of 
expression. Little Jenny, the only daughter, is a sweet 
little girl; and then comes “the baby,” a yellow-haired 
little lad, with his father's brow and clear blue eyes: a 
delicate, but delightful child.


With Marcus I talk about what is going on both now 
and for hereafter in the country, whether afar off or 
near; with Rebecca about the history of the inward life; 
and thus learn much which both affects and interests me. 
Yes, my sister, there is here much more poetry, much more 
of the romance of life, than we have imagined. Life here is 
new youth. The climate, also, is youthful, but not always 
most agreeably so: it is very fickle. The first days I 
spent here at Brooklyn were so bitterly cold that I was 
frozen both body and mind. Now, and for the last 
three days, it has been so warm, that I have lain at night 
with my window open, have seen the stars shining through 
the Venetian shutters, and been saluted in the crimson 
dawn by the mildest zephyrs, and that air, and that odour, 
which has in it something magical.


November 7th.—I have not been able to write for 
several days. I am sorry for it, my sweet child, but I 
cannot help it. I will some time, by word of mouth, fill 
up the gaps which remain in my letters. Many things 
which are flattering, and many things which are difficult, 
occur to me every day, which are not worth putting down 
on paper. My life is a daily warfare against kindness 
and politeness, and curiosity, during which I often am 
weary and worn out; often, also, I feel the wafting influence 
of an extraordinary youthfulness and enjoyment gush 
through my soul. I felt this one day during a conversation
with the noble, enthusiastic W. H. Channing,—a 
character as ardent as it is pure, with a beaming eye, and 
a countenance as pure and regular as I could imagine that 
of a seraph to be. His figure, which is noble and elegant, 
is well suited for that of a public speaker. He is rather a ​critical admirer than an enthusiast as regards his country. 
He loves enthusiastically merely the ideal and the perfect, 
and knows that the reality falls short of this.


“We are very young, very young!” said he, speaking 
of the people of the United States. He spoke of Waldo 
Emerson with admiration, but as of a remotely lofty 
spirit. “He is the best of us all!” said he. 
“Is he your friend?” I inquired. 
“No,” replied he; “I cannot flatter myself with such 
a relationship between us. He is besides too much 
apart, too——. But you ought to see him to be able to 
understand him.”


I made some observation against Emerson's turn of 
mind. Channing did not make much reply to this, but 
continued mentally to look up to Emerson as one looks 
up to some star of the first magnitude. This man must 
have the power of fascination.


On Wednesday I go with Channing and Marcus and 
Rebecca to the North American Phalanstery in New Jersey, 
take a near view of that wonderful thing, and learn more 
about Christian Socialism. Bergfalk will go with us. After 
that I return here, where I remain to the end of the week. 
The following week I shall spend with Miss Lynch in 
New York, and give myself up to a life of society there. 
After that, I return here, and accompany my friends to 
Massachusetts, in order to celebrate with their relations 
there the great festival of Thanksgiving-day, as it is 
called. This day, which is fixed this year for the 26th of 
November, is celebrated with particular solemnity in the 
States of New England, where it first originated. After 
that, I shall visit the Lowells, the Ernersons, and many 
others, to whom I am invited, and so on to Boston, 
where I think of spending the winter months, and whence 
my friends will return home.


In the evening, at sunset, I went out for a solitary 
walk in the road, half town, half country. I walked ​beneath the green trees; and by my side went the 
beautiful Eddy, quite silent. The evening sky glowed, 
and cast its warm reflections over meadow and wooded 
height. And when I turned my eyes from these to the 
beautiful boy at my side, I met his, as gentle and winning 
as an angel's glance. He seemed to see and to understand
that which lived within my soul. Thus walked we 
onward. But it began to grow dusk; and now a man on 
horseback rode up to us with a large box or package upon 
his arm: it was that good Marcus, on his Dolly; and the 
package which he carried was for me, and was full of the 
most beautiful flowers, from Mr. Downing; and with 
them a few words for me, still more beautiful than the 
flowers. Rebecca and I arranged the flowers in a 
beautiful alabaster vase, in the form of a lily, rising 
from its basin. Marcus and Channing assisted us with 
their eyes.


I am quite well, my little Agatha, spite of vagaries both 
of body and soul, and am infinitely thankful for what I 
here learn and experience, and for these good, cordial 
friends! That which I want is to hear good news both 
from you and from mamma. I hope to hear by this day's 
post, hope and long. I must now send off this letter, and 
set to work on many others. Kiss mamma for me, and 
greet all who wish for greetings 


From your


FREDRIKA.
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LETTER V.





Rose Cottage, November 12th, 1849.




At length, at length I have received letters from home, 
letters from mamma, and from you, my sweet Agatha! 
I kissed the letter for joy when it was put into my hand. 
But ah! how it grieved me to hear that you are again ill, ​and that without either rhyme or reason, so soon after 
leaving the baths of Marstrand, where I last saw you so 
well. I can now merely endeavour to console myself 
with the belief, that by this indisposition you will get 
rid of all further indisposition for the year, and that you 
therefore will be in all the better health for the winter. 
Will you not? yes, we must next winter remove with 
you to some warmer climate, to your beautiful Italy, to 
Rome, or to Palermo, and next summer you can make 
good use of sea-bathing again at Marstrand. And I will 
be with you, my dear heart, and talk and write beautiful 
things for you, because I shall be rich in such things, 
and we will inhale a new and beautiful life together. I 
have not yet received your letter to London, but I shall 
have it yet, or else E. L. deserves to—lose his head, if he 
have not already lost it, for he took it upon himself to 
receive this letter and send it on to me. But yet once 
more, thanks for the beautiful letters.


I must now tell you about our expedition to the 
Phalanstery. It was a charming morning when we set 
out. The air felt quite young—scarcely five years old. 
It was not a boy, it was a girl, full of animation, but shy; 
a veiled beauty. The sun was concealed by light clouds, 
the winds were still. As Marcus, Rebecca, and I, were 
standing for a short time by the ferry at Brooklyn, waiting 
for the boat to take us over to New York, a Quakeress was 
also standing there, with a Roman nose, and a frank 
but grave countenance. I looked at her, and she looked 
at me. All at once her countenance brightened as if by 
a sunbeam. She came up to me, “Thou art Miss 
Bremer,” said she. “Yes,” said I, “and thou art ——” 
She mentioned her name, and we shook hands cordially. 
The inward light had illumined her in more than one 
way, and on such a morning I felt myself on the sweetly 
familiar terms of “thee and thou” with the whole world.


We crossed the river, Marcus, Rebecca, and I. The ​morning wind awoke, and the clouds began to move; 
sailing craft and steam-boats passed one another in the 
bay, and young lads sate in their boats fishing up large 
casks and planks which the current bore with it out to 
sea. The shores shone out green and gold. An hour 
afterwards and we were on board the steam-boat which 
would convey us to New Jersey. Bergfalk had joined 
us full of life and good-humour. Channing had come 
with his pure glance, clear as the light of a diamond, 
and with him Mr. H., a lover of flowers and of Channing. 
We steamed along amid sunshine and conversation on 
subjects of interest, the dialogue being principally between 
Channing and myself, the others putting in now and 
then a word, every one rather opposed to me, and I a 
little opposed to all, with the exception of Marcus, whose 
reason accorded with my views. By this time the clouds 
began to gather over us, and it soon began to rain. 


We arrived in New Jersey amid rain, and in rain we 
reached the little town of Red Bank. Here a waggon 
from the Phalanstery met us, which had been sent for 
the guests, as well as for potatoes, and in it we stowed 
ourselves, beneath a tilted cover of yellow oil-cloth, 
which sheltered us from the rain. A handsome young 
man, one of the people of the Phalanstery, drove the 
pair of fat horses which drew us, and after we had 
ploughed the sand for a couple of hours, we arrived at 
the Phalanstery, a couple of large houses, with several 
lesser ones standing around them, without any thing 
remarkable in their style of architecture. The landscape 
around had a pleasant, park-like appearance; the fields 
and the trees were yet quite green. New Jersey is
celebrated for its mild climate and its fine fruits. We were 
conducted into a hall and regaled with a dinner which 
could not have been better if it had been in Arcadia; 
it would have been impossible to have produced better 
milk, bread, or cheese. They had also meat here. 


 ​I here met with the family which had first invited me 
to the Phalanstery, and found them to be the sister and 
brother-in-law of Marcus, two earnest, spiritual-minded 
people, who have a profound faith in and love for the 
principle of association. He is the president of the 
institution at this place. Mr. A., who has not alone 
enthusiasm, but who is evidently a clever and straight-forward
man of business, gifted with the power of 
organisation, was originally a minister, and devoted 
himself for a long time most beneficially as a missionary 
of the poor, “a minister at large,” as they are called in this 
country; after which he lived for ten years as a farmer 
in one of the western states in the valley of the 
Mississippi, cultivating maize and fruit, and finding
himself well off amid the affluent solitudes of nature. As 
his children, however, grew up, it appeared to him too 
solitary for them; the house became too small, and for 
the sake of their education and their moral and
intellectual development, he removed again, and came nearer 
to the great world of man. But in so doing he resolved 
to unite himself with that portion of it which, as it 
appeared to him, came the nearest to his idea of a 
Christian community. He and his wife and children, 
therefore, joined this association, which was established 
eight years before by a few married couples, all
enthusiasts for this idea, and which now calls itself “the 
North American Phalanstery.” Each member advanced 
the sum of one thousand dollars; land was purchased, 
and they began to labour together, according to laws 
which the society had laid down beforehand. Great 
difficulties met them in the commencement, in particular 
from their want of means to build, for the purchase of 
implements, and so on. It was beautiful and affecting to 
hear what fatigue and labour the women subjected
themselves to—women who had been but little accustomed to 
anything of this kind; how steadfastly and with what noble ​courage they endured it; and how the men, in the spirit 
of brotherhood, did their part in any kind of work as 
well as the women, merely looking at the honour 
and the necessity of the work, and never asking 
whether it was the fit employment for man or for woman. 
They had suffered much from calumny, but through 
it all they had become a stronger and more numerous 
body.


They had now overcome the worst, and the institution 
was evidently improving. It was in contemplation at 
this time to build a new house, in particular a large 
eating-hall and place for social meeting, together with a 
cooking and wash-house, provided with such machinery 
as should dispense with the most onerous hand-labour. 
The number of members was at this time somewhat 
above seventy. The establishment has its own peculiar 
income from mills and from tillage as well as from its 
orchards. They cultivate peaches, melons, and tomatoes. 
In the mills they prepare hominy (ground maize), which 
is boiled into a sort of pudding and eaten universally, 
especially for breakfast. 


One evening a great portion of the members of the 
Phalanstery assembled in one of the sitting-rooms. Various 
individuals were introduced to me, and I saw a great 
number of very handsome young people; in particular I 
remarked the niece and nephew of Marcus S., Abbie 
and her brother, as being beautiful according to one's 
ideal standard. Many among the men wore coarse 
clothes; but all were neat, and had a something of great 
earnestness and kindness in their whole demeanour. 


Needlework was brought in and laid upon a table. 
This was the making of small linen bags for containing 
hominy, and which, when filled and stamped with the 
name of the Phalanstery, are sent for sale to New York. 
I sewed one bag; Channing also made another and 
maintained that he sewed quicker than I did; my opinion, ​however, is that my sewing was the best. After this I 
played Swedish dances and ballads for the young people, 
which excited them in a remarkable manner, especially 
the Necks polska. I related also to them the legend of 
the Neck and the Priest, and the Wand which became 
verdant, a legend which shows that even the spirits of 
nature might be saved. This struck them very much, 
and the tears came into many eyes. 


I had a little room to myself for the night, which some 
of the young girls had vacated for me. It was as small as a 
prison cell; had four bare white walls, but was neat and 
clean, and had a large window with a fine and beautiful 
prospect; and I was exceedingly comfortable in that little 
chamber, and slept well upon a good sofa bed to the 
sound of the plashing rain, and in the mild atmosphere 
which entered through the half-opened window. The 
bed-making sisters, two handsome, kind young girls, were 
the last which I saw in my room. I was awoke in the 
morning by the sound of labour throughout the house; 
people were going and coming, all full of business; it 
sounded earnest and industrious. I thought the “Essenes 
and the Pythagoreans began the day with a song, a 
consecration of the day's work to the service of the holy 
powers,” and I sighed to think that the associations of 
the West were so far behind those of the East. I dressed 
myself and went down.


As there is always an impulse within me to enter body 
and soul into the life which at that time exists around 
me, so would I now live here as a true and earnest 
member of the Phalanstery, and therefore I entered as a 
worker into one of the bands of workers. I selected that 
in which cooking was going forward, because I consider 
that my genius has a bent in that direction. I was soon 
standing, therefore, by the fire, with the excellent 
Mrs. A., who had the management of this department; 
and I baked a whole pile of buckwheat cakes, just as ​we bake cakes in Sweden, but upon a large iron plate, 
until breakfast, and had then the pleasure of serving 
Marcus and Channing with some of them quite hot for 
breakfast. I myself thought that I had been remarkably 
fortunate with my cakes. In my fervour of association I 
laboured also with hands and arms up to my very elbows 
in a great kneading trough, but had very nearly stuck 
fast in the dough. It was quite too heavy for me, though 
I would not confess it; but they were kind enough to 
release me from the operation in the politest manner and 
place it in abler hands.


The rain had ceased, and the sun began to find his way 
through the clouds. I now therefore went out to look 
about me, accompanied by Mrs. A., and the lady of 
the President, the latter of whom wore a short dress and 
pantaloons, which were very becoming to her fine and 
picturesque figure, and besides which, were well calculated 
for walking through the wet fields and woods. We first 
paid a visit to the mills. Two handsome young girls, also 
in short dresses or blouses, girt with leathern bands, and 
with jaunty little caps on their heads, which were remarkably
becoming, went, or rather danced along the footpath 
before us, over hill and dale, as light and merrily as birds. 
They were going to assist at the hominy mills. I went 
through the mills, where everything seemed excellent and 
well arranged, and where the little millers were already 
at their work. 


Thence we went across the meadows to the potato-fields,
where I shook hands with the chief, who, in his 
shirt-sleeves, was digging up potatoes among his senators. 
Both the chief and the other members looked clever and 
excellent people; and the potato crop promised this year 
to be remarkably rich. The land in New Jersey appears 
to be very good and fruitful. The sun shone pleasantly 
over the potato field, the chief, and his labourers, among 
whom were many men of education and intelligence.


 ​In my conversation with the two sensible women, my 
conductresses, I learned various particulars regarding the 
laws and life of the Phalanstery; among others, that 
they are wise enough not to allow the public to absorb 
private property. Each individual may invest as much as 
he likes in the association, and retain as much of his own 
property as he wishes. For that which he so invests 
he receives interest. The time required for labour is ten 
hours a day. All who work over hours are paid for such 
over work. The women participate in all rights equally 
with the men: vote, and share in the administration of 
law and justice. “But,” said Mrs. A., “we have had 
so much to do with our domestic affairs, that we have 
hitherto troubled ourselves very little about these things.”


Any one who makes known his desire to become a 
member may be received as such after a probation of one 
year in the Phalanstery, during which time he must have 
shown himself to be unwearied in labour, and stedfast in 
brotherly love and good will. As regards his religion, 
rank, or his former mode of life, no questions are asked. 
The association makes a new experiment in social and 
economic life: it regards the active principle of love as 
the ruling power of life, and wishes to place everything 
within the sphere of its influence; it will, so to say, 
begin life anew, and makes experimental researches into 
its laws; like those plants called exogens, it grows from 
the exterior inwards, but has, it appears to me, its principle 
much less determinate than the vegetable. 


Being asked in the evening my opinion of this
community, I candidly confessed in what it appeared to be 
deficient; in particular as regarded a profession of religion 
and public divine service; its being based merely upon a 
moral principle, the validity of which might be easily 
called in question, as they did not recognise a connection 
with a life existing eternally beyond earth and time, with any 
eternally binding law, nor even with a divine Lawgiver.


 ​“The serpent may one day enter your paradise, and 
then—how can you expel it?” 


I told them also how I had felt that morning; how 
empty and dead a life of labour seemed to me which was 
not allied to the service of the Supreme, which did not 
admit of space for the holy and the beautiful. 


An elderly gentleman, who sat near me, with a very 
good and honest countenance, but who had a horrible 
trick of incessant spitting, was the person who in
particular replied to my objections. But his reply and that 
of the others merely served to strengthen my impression 
of the cloudy state in which the intellect here is at 
present. I therefore remained silent after I had given 
my opinion. But I and many others hoped that Channing 
would have spoken. He, however, did not; but sat 
listening with his beautiful speaking head, and his 
beaming glance turned towards the disputants. After 
that Bergfalk and I began to talk with each other in 
Swedish, in order that they might hear that extraordinary 
foreign tongue. We placed ourselves opposite each other, 
in the midst of the company, and conversed in Swedish for 
the edification of our very attentive audience. 


I was again requested to play for the young people. 
The following day at noon we were to leave. In the 
morning, about half a dozen beautiful young girls seized 
upon me, and conducted me from one house to another, 
and I played to all the mothers and grandmothers in the 
Phalanstery, and upon every piano which was to be found 
there, six or seven in number; and the young creatures 
were so charmed and so excited with the marches and 
the polskas and the songs which I played to them, that 
they both laughed and cried. N.B. Music as yet in the 
Phalanstery is merely a babe in swaddling clothes; they 
regard at present their work as their play. It is true
nevertheless that the children there are unusually cheerful; 
the very little ones were in particular most charming. ​Magnificent lads were the lads of the association, and not 
in the least bashful before the stranger. One saw in them 
the dawning spirit of the co-operatist. 


I became, however, horribly weary of my part as 
associate sister, and was glad to sit down and play for the 
Phalanstery, and to kiss all the young girls (and glorious 
warm-hearted girls they are), and shake hands with the 
associate brothers and sisters, and leaving the Phalanstery 
with my friends, seat myself again quietly in the steam-boat
on my way back to New York. 







Much delighted were they, 
But preferred the old way.










I was like the fishes in St. Anthony's sermon, not a 
morsel more converted than they were. Because, although 
I should lose all regard for myself if I did not believe 
that I was inwardly associated with the interests of 
humanity in every various sentiment of my being, in my 
prayers as well as in my work—did not feel myself to be a 
worker in the great Phalanstery of the human race—yet is 
my nature altogether opposed to association when brought 
into too near a proximity, or in outward life. And I 
would rather live in a cottage on the bleakest granite 
mountain of Sweden, alone by myself, and live on bread 
and water and potatoes (which I would boil for myself), 
than in a Phalanstery on the most fertile soil, in the 
midst of associated brethren and sisters, even if they 
were as agreeable as are they at this place. But that 
belongs to my individual character; I cannot live perfectly 
excepting in solitude. For the greater number of people, 
however, even the outward life of association is the 
happiest and the best. Association in that form which it 
assumes, for example, in this Phalanstery, is evidently 
doing a justice to many individuals which would never be 
done to them in the great social system as it is usually 
constructed. Thus, for example, there was here a man, ​who was possessed of considerable knowledge and a
cultivated mind, but in consequence of the weakness of his 
eyes, was incapacitated for maintaining himself by any 
means which required much eyesight. This man was 
poor, and without near connections. In the ordinary 
state of society he must either have taken refuge in some 
asylum for indigence, where his life, physical and spiritual, 
would have been scantily supplied, or he must have sunk 
into the coarse working class, who merely labour for the 
life of the body. As a member of the Phalanstery, this 
man gave his bodily labour ten hours in the day, and on 
the other hand was entitled to all the nobler enjoyments 
of cultivated life, intercourse with superior and educated 
people, good meals partaken in cheerful company, always 
a kind welcome, and every evening, when the work of the 
day was over, if he were so inclined, rest and refreshment 
in society, in a large light room, with agreeable women, 
handsome children, music, books, opportunities for
conversation on the highest interests of life in connection 
with the interests of the association. After all, I believe 
that I begin to love this association, whilst I write about 
it, and whilst I think upon the noble justice which it does 
to this individual and to many others like him. Is there 
not something great and beautiful, when a community 
thus receives into its bosom even the meanest human 
being, who will not be useless, and which allows him to 
become participant of its enlightened life, so long as he 
takes part in its life of labour? And that it is which 
Christian Socialism aims at. And well may it, in the 
consciousness thereof, courageously bear the derision and 
contempt which the world at large casts upon it, and with 
its countenance turned towards the eternal light say
consolingly, as Mr. A. (the preacher and the farmer) said 
to me at our departure, “We know that we have not 
trodden any man under foot.”


But my doubt as to the want of solid construction in ​this particular case returned nevertheless; and on the 
steamboat, in quiet conversation with my friends, we 
examined the question still further. I repeated my 
objections against this building without foundation. 
Channing was certain about it, in the belief that the more 
profound laws of reason and of life necessarily become 
developed from human nature when it is left to test and 
to experimentise itself. “That which I require in the 
Phalanstery,” said Channing, “will yet come, and come 
in a new way, and with deeper conviction.” I believe, as 
Channing does, that it must come, because human nature 
possesses these seeds of eternal ideas within its own 
breast, and has developed them in all ages. All historical 
religions and modes of philosophy, religious associations, 
and so on, bear witness to this truth. But I continue to 
demand from the Socialists, why not take up that work 
which is already begun and continue it? Why not accept 
the consciousness which the human race universally 
possesses of itself, its life, and its aims? Why 
attempt to undertake a work which has already been 
given up? That is to waste time and strength which 
might be turned to better account. But perhaps there 
may be something new here which I have not clearly 
seen the principle of a new beginning. It is evident to 
me, however, in the meantime, that neither do the others 
see it very clearly. They go en tâtonnement; but they 
are perhaps guided by an instinct which is clairvoyant. 


I shall return to this institution and to these subjects. 
This Phalanstery is for the present the only one on this 
plan existing in the United States. Many others have 
been founded, but all have failed and gone to pieces from 
the difficulty of winning the interest of the members and 
their stedfast co-operation for the principle of the
institution and for the common weal. The enthusiasts have 
done the work, the sluggish-spirited have lived upon 
them; the former have done everything, the latter ​nothing. Fourrier's theory about the attraction of labour 
has been effectually refuted by many sluggish natures. 
The advocates of the theory maintain, indeed, that it has 
never yet been fully proved, because mankind has not 
been educated to consider labour attractive. But we 
shall see.


At home at Rose Cottage, in the quiet, affectionate 
family circle there, how pleasant was rest after the 
Phalanstery expedition! There also my most beautiful 
hours are passed in the society of the husband and wife, 
in conversation with them, and in reading together the 
poets of America. Here also is Lowell a favourite, and 
it is a pleasure to hear Rebecca read him and other 
poets, because she reads remarkably well. Marcus 
leaves the house generally immediately after breakfast, 
but during that meal he often finds time to read us some 
thing important either in the newspaper or from books 
for the most part having reference to social questions and 
improvement. He is now busied with a scheme for the 
erection of baths and washhouses on a large scale, for 
the benefit of the poor of New York, and with collecting 
subscriptions for that purpose. 


I must now tell you something about W. H. Channing, 
because he is one of the most intimate friends of the 
family, and is connected with them and with the spiritual 
life of the country in a remarkable manner. He was 
some years ago the minister of a Unitarian congregation 
in Cincinnati, but the room, that is to say, Unitarianism, 
became too small for him; he could not breathe freely forth 
heart and soul in it, and “he therefore resigned an office 
which he could no longer hold with an easy conscience,” 
although his congregation, which was very much attached 
to him, did all they could to induce him to remain, and 
although he knew not how henceforth he was to maintain 
himself, his wife, and his two children. But he thought 
like the old patriarch, strong in faith, when he obeyed ​the summons of the Supreme, “the Lord indeed 
regards sacrifice!” And the Lord did so. Some of his 
friends took the subject under consideration, and wrote 
a letter to Charming, the contents of which were, “Come 
to us; become our friend and spiritual shepherd; but in 
perfect freedom; follow your own inspiration: preach, 
talk to us how and when it appears best to you. We 
undertake to provide for your pecuniary wants. Live 
free from anxiety, and happy how and where you will; 
teach us how we should live and work; our homes and 
our hearts are open to you.”


Channing's answer to this letter proved the nobility 
and the earnestness of his heart. He came. And since 
that time he has lived conformably with the invitation 
which enabled him to visit prisons, to become one in 
religious and social festivals and societies, or to lecture 
on social questions in New York, Boston, and other 
towns; following the dictates of his inspiration, and 
by his genial and beautifully gifted character awakening 
the soul and warming the heart; producing “revivals”
of a higher life, scattering the seed of eternal life, and 
fanning up the feeble flames of the true life wherever 
he came.


He visits his friends whenever he likes, often
unexpectedly, but he is always wished for and warmly 
welcomed; always finds in every house a room prepared 
for W. H. Channing. The good Marcus S. has such 
respect for intellectual and spiritual gifts, and in
particular such devotion to Channing, that he has a peculiar 
pleasure in serving him. He and Rebecca, and some 
other friends, entertain the thought of building him a 
house near the Phalanstery. The thought of this and of 
Channing's satisfaction, made Rebecca quite happy. 
Ah, Agatha! to live among such people!—It is worth 
the fatigue of crossing the world's sea merely to become 
acquainted with them.


 ​Next Sunday Channing will deliver a lecture in New 
York, and I, as well as my friends, shall go to hear 
him. I am well off here in Brooklyn, in this home, 
with this married pair and their beautiful children! 
Here too it is quiet and beautiful. I can wander about 
alone and in silence, take long walks by myself in the 
neighbourhood. I observe among the trees here, splendid 
weeping-willows, actually colossal trees. They are still 
quite green. The grapes ripen in the open air; Marcus 
has only to put his hand outside the garden-porch, 
around which the vine-branches form a leafy bower, 
to gather whole handfulls of beautiful bunches, with 
which he comes in and regales us. And I often walk 
in a long pleached alley covered with vines, where I 
gather and eat. The grapes are of a pale lilac colour, 
small, very sweet and agreeable, but have always a little 
lump inside which is rather sour and unripe. This may 
be peculiar to grapes in this country. The verandah 
which ornaments the front of the house is now 
splendid with the most beautiful chrysanthemums. In 
summer they tell me numbers of humming birds hover 
around the roses.



New York, Ninth Street




Thursday, November 15th.—Again an interruption of 
several days. My dear child! life is to me like a rushing 
river, and I must be borne on with it, taking only care that 
I don't lose life. The more detailed account of the career 
and its adventures I must leave till we meet. 


Last Sunday morning I went to church with my 
friends—to a beautiful church with painted windows, 
which give a somewhat gloomy appearance to the church; 
people here are so afraid of sunshine. The building 
was fine, but the sermon, by a Unitarian preacher, was 
of the most meagre description. In the afternoon, we 
drove to New York, to hear Channing. There is always 
such a crowd and such a bustle on the New York side ​of East River, that I always feel as if one must there 
fight for life and limb. Yet it is very seldom that any 
accident occurs. I was glad to be able to hear Channing, 
of whose extraordinary ability as an extempore speaker 
I had heard so much. The room in which the lecture 
was to be delivered, and which might hold about 
five hundred persons, was quite full. It was built as 
an amphitheatre, in an oval half-circle. Channing 
entered, and commenced by prayer, standing the while 
with his face turned to the assembly. After this he 
addressed them, but with downcast eyes and in a careless 
and almost indifferent manner. The subject which he 
besought the audience, as well as himself, to consider, 
was “the assembly of the saints.” Some beautiful 
observations there were, but the whole was so devoid of 
any deep coherence, so undeveloped and without application,
so wanting in life and warmth, that I was amazed 
in the highest degree. “Is this,” thought I, “American 
eloquence? is this the richly-gifted orator of whom I 
have heard so much praise? And those downcast looks, 
that immovability—how can it be!” But now I heard 
Rebecca whisper to her husband, “What is amiss with 
Channing? He must be ill! He is not like himself!” 


This consoled me; because I now perceived that this 
was an unusual state with Channing. He was actually 
not like himself. That inspired expression of countenance
which I had so often seen in him had vanished. 
Several times he stopped and seemed endeavouring to 
collect himself. But the discourse could not proceed. 
It was painful to see that it could not, and at length 
Channing brought it to a sudden close. And then, with 
a fine, almost hectic, flush mantling his cheek, he advanced 
a step or two and said—


“I feel it to be necessary to offer an excuse to the 
assembly for the unsatisfactory manner in which I have 
treated my subject, and which has arisen from a total ​want of spiritual life in myself this evening, and of which 
I was unconscious when I entered the hall.”


The undisguised and noble candour with which this 
explanation was given refreshed my spirit, as did also 
the manner in which his friends bore the disappointment 
of the evening. One could see that they thought, “it is 
of no importance, for Channing will make it up to us 
another time. No matter.”


A little circle of his friends surrounded him, whilst 
the rest of the numerous assembly quietly left the hall. 
Afterwards he told Marcus and Rebecca that he could 
not explain the weight which seemed like a bewitchment 
to have enchained his powers of mind that evening. He 
had come to New York from his house on the Hudson 
full of life, excited by the beautiful, star-bright evening, 
and full of a desire to speak. But when he entered the 
hall, he had become like a person deprived of the use of 
his limbs, and he could not shake off the heavy cramping 
fetters which he was disposed to ascribe to the magic 
influence of some opposing evil spirit.


When, however, I see at times the glance of Channing's 
eye, the fine clear crimson of his cheek, I cannot help 
asking myself whether these times of exaltation are not 
the contents of a dangerous chalice which, while they 
enhance life, bring death all the nearer; the Prometheus 
spirit which steals the fire of heaven is compelled to pay 
for it with days of imprisonment and sorrow. But 
who could or who would prevent the bird from seeking 
the mountain even though he become the prey of the 
fowler, or the silk-worm from spinning, although she 
spins her own tomb? From the very threads that she 
spins the human race after all make their holiday attire. 


On Monday my good hosts took me to Miss Lynch, 
who lives in one of the quiet and fashionable quarters of 
New York. And, for a little time, I took leave of this 
couple, so pure-hearted, so happy in each other, so ​infinitely kind to me. But I shall return to them; with 
them I shall have my head-quarters, and my home 
whenever I return into this neighbourhood; such was 
the agreement between us before we parted.


On Tuesday I dined with Mrs. Kirkland, the author of 
that excellent and amusing book, “A New Home in the 
West,” and saw in the evening from sixty to seventy of 
her friends. Amongst these was a remarkably agreeable 
gentleman from Illinois, who invited me to his house 
there, and who promised to be my cicerone in that part 
of the great west. Mrs. Kirkland is one of the strong 
women of the country, with much à plomb, but with also 
much womanliness both of heart and soul, kind as a 
mother, a friend and fellow-citizen; one whom I like, 
and of a character to which I feel myself attracted; her 
beautiful smile and the flash of her brown eye, when she 
becomes animated, betray the spirit which lives in her 
book of the “New Home,” but over which the
misfortunes and burden of life seem afterwards to have cast 
a veil.


On Wednesday I was taken to a lady's academy, 
called “the Rutger Institution,” from the name of the 
founder, and here I saw four hundred and sixty young 
girls, and some excellent arrangements for their instruction
and cultivation. I also heard and read several 
compositions by the young girls, both in prose and verse; 
and I could not but admire the perspicuity of thought, 
the perfection of the language, and above all, the living 
and beautiful feeling for life which these productions 
displayed. Genius, properly so called, I did not find in 
them; and I question the wisdom of that publicity which 
is given to such youthful efforts. I fear that it may 
awaken ambition and an inclination to give importance 
to literary activity, which befools many young minds, 
while so few are possessed of the divine gift of genius 
which alone makes literature as well as authors good for ​anything. I fear that it causes them to forget for a mere 
show of life the beauty of that life of which Byron speaks 
in these glorious lines—







Many are poets, but without the name; 
Many are poets who have never penned

Their inspirations, and perchance the best; 

They felt, and loved, and died. * * * 
They compressed

The God within them, and regained the stars, 

Unlaurelled upon earth, but far more blessed 

Than those who are degraded by the jars 

Of passion and their frailties linked to fame, 

Conquerors of high renown, but full of scars.










I have also taken the liberty of expressing this in a 
little preface which I have been asked to write for these 
productions, which are about being published. And in 
any case, these words of Goethe, in “Faust,” apply to all 
writers—






First we should live; we afterwards may write.






These young girls may be said as yet scarcely to have 
lived, known, thought enough to write of their own 
experience, their own faith and conviction. They write, 
as people sing, by the ear. It is good, it is excellent that 
every one should early learn to disentangle their thoughts, 
to express themselves well and clearly, and for this 
purpose are these trials of authorship commendable. 
But the publicity, the having them printed, the
trumpeting them abroad, the rewarding them, and so on, can 
that also be good for the young, for any one, or for 
anything? 


True genius will in its own way and its own time make 
for itself a path to praise and renown, 







For it is a god; 
Its own course it knoweth, 

And the paths through the clouds.










After having gone through the Institute, and taken 
breakfast with the family whose name it bears, and which ​seems to belong to the wealthy and fashionable class 
of the city, I dined with the N.'s, whom you may 
remember were with us at Årsta, and who had now 
kindly invited me to their house. They wished also to 
take me to the opera this evening, but Miss Lynch was 
going to have a large party, where I was to be introduced 
to people, and people were to be introduced to me, and 
I drove therefore to the house to act the parrot in a great 
crowd of people till towards midnight. These introductions
are very wearisome; because I must for a hundred 
times reply to the same questions, and these for the most 
part of an unmeaning and trivial character, just as people 
would put to a parrot, whose answers are known
beforehand—for example: Had you a good passage from 
England? How do you like New York? How do you 
like America? How long have you been here? How 
long do you think of remaining? Where are you going 
to from here? and such like. 


It is true that numbers of really kind and
good-hearted people come to see me, and I am not mistaken 
in the feeling which brings many others; but there are 
too many. It is an actual whirl of presentations and 
scraps of conversation which serves no other purpose 
than to make the soul empty and the body weary. A good 
earnest conversation with an earnest person would be a 
refreshment. But scarcely could I have begun such a one 
before I must turn round my head again to reply to the 
question, “Had you a good passage?” or “What do you 
think of New York?” or “How do you like America?” 


Such fêtes as these are one's ruin! And in the meantime
I am taken up with visits, letters, and notes, 
invitations, autographs, so that I have no time for myself. 
I had this morning a charming visit from a little lady 
doctor, that is to say, a lady who practises the healing 
art, a Miss H. H., “female physician,” as she calls 
herself, from Boston, who invited me to her house there, ​insisted upon it that I must come, would not let me 
escape till I had promised, and was all the time so full 
of animation, and so irresistibly merry that we, she and 
I and the whole company, burst into one peal of laughter 
after another. There was besides so much that was 
excellent and really sensible in what she said, and I felt 
that there was so much heart in the zealous little 
creature, that I could not help liking her, and made her 
the promise as she wished. With her was another lady, 
as quiet as she was active, a female professor of phrenology,
who wished to get hold of my head. But my poor 
head has now enough to do to hold itself up in the whirl 
of company life. 


I have passed the forenoon in making visits with 
Mrs. Kirkland, and at six o clock I went to dine with 
Consul Habicht, our Swedish Consul in New York, who 
is very agreeable and polite, but who dines so horribly 
late. In the morning I shall be taken by a lively lady, 
Mrs. L., to her country seat on the Hudson, and 
on Saturday I return to see a great number of people at 
Miss Lynch's. And thus is every day occupied for the 
whole time.


Sunday the 18th.—And now for a short time before 
going to church let me converse a little with my Agatha. 
Do you know that it is really remarkable what I have 
gone through, both as regards people and things. I am 
beginning to have an esteem for myself. But it is really 
necessary to be strong as a stranger and a guest in this 
country.


The day before yesterday Mrs. L. (an excellent type 
of the exuberantly youthful life of the people of the 
New World), fetched me and Miss Lynch to her villa on 
the Hudson. But firstly, we had to pay a morning visit 
to a rich lady, who had a morning reception, then to a 
little Quaker lady, eighty-four years old, the handsomest 
little old woman I ever saw, and who in her delicate white ​Quaker garments and muslin, seemed to me like a living 
holiday. I made a sketch of her head in my album, to 
Mrs. L.'s great delight, who desired people to come and 
look at the old lady, and at me as I sketched her. 


After this we drove to a great lunatic asylum,
Blumingdale, as it is called. And here I was delighted—delighted
by the affectionate consideration for the patient 
which is shown in everything, and which treats these, the 
earth's most unfortunate beings, as the children of the 
family. Music is heard in many of the rooms, for there 
is a considerable number of pianos in the establishment; 
and the feeble mind seemed especially to enjoy the relaxation
it thus obtained. Without, flowers were cultivated 
and planted in garden beds (within, the ladies also made 
flowers). There was also a museum of minerals, shells, 
stuffed birds, and other animals, besides a library and 
other things: all calculated to awaken an interest in the 
diseased mind, and to turn it from its morbid
self-observation to the observation of other objects, and to 
occupy it therewith. The park which surrounds the 
house, is large and beautiful; and the patients may 
wander undisturbed in its many alleys, enjoy the beauty 
of the country, and rest on the benches under the trees. 
The flowers were a real luxury here, and on all hands one 
met with agreeable objects, with the exception, of course, 
of the poor lunatics themselves. Nay, even in them also, 
for in them one sees objects of much mercy—mercy which 
produces the most beautiful results, because the method 
which is universally adopted in the United States for the 
treatment of the insane, operates so beneficially that their 
recovery belongs to the rule, incurable insanity forming 
the exception; that is to say, if on the commencement of 
the disease the patient has been immediately placed in 
one of these excellent asylums. 


From this asylum we continued our way into the 
country. Our hostess continually, as we drove along, ​springing out of the carriage, now to fetch a basket with 
cakes and other things for her housekeeping, now for 
bouquets for Miss Lynch and myself. At length we came 
to the beautiful villa, F. Hall, on the Hudson, where we 
found a large family party assembled, and where 
Mr. L., a kind old gentleman and a Quaker, just as 
quiet in body and mind as his wife was restless, was 
waiting dinner for us,—a substantial and delicious dinner, 
as were all the dinners I saw in this country. In 
the evening we had a party of about sixty persons. It 
was more agreeable than I expected, and fatigued me 
less. But ah! how these Americans, and in particular 
these lady Americans, do ask question upon question! 
My gay hostess—a sort of Amelia A., but with yet 
higher “spirits,”—refreshed and amused me. She was so 
full of unaffectedly fresh life. Thus, for example, she 
sung, and very well too; but there was a part of the song 
which was evidently too high for her voice, and when she 
came to this a second time, she stopped short just as if 
the notes had stuck fast in her throat, rose up and left 
the piano, as much untroubled as if she had been singing 
alone to herself, and went and chatted and laughed with 
various people in the company. This was all very sweet 
and fresh. Mr. L. is a handsome, fatherly old gentleman,
whom I like much. He is his wife's second husband; 
and beneath this family life there is a romantic love-story, 
more beautiful and noble than one generally finds in 
written romances.


I slept well, and awoke by seeing a strong red light 
shining through the Venetian shutters of my window. I 
thought of fire, and sprang up. But it was the crimson 
light of sunrise which glowed with pale red flames in the 
eastern heavens, above the green heights, above the calm 
mirror-like river, and the white sails quietly sleeping, and 
which now, as it were, shook off sleep, awoke by its 
splendour. It was enchantingly beautiful. I, too, shook ​off sleep, both of body and mind, at this glorious spectacle. 
This Aurora which kissed and transfigured everything, 
living or dead! For such sights and such scenes is 
King David's song of praise alone available. “Sing to 
the Lord a new song! Sing to the Lord all the earth!”


That beautiful morning hour passed by, and I went 
down to breakfast. Then began the torment of the day, 
with company both in doors and out, and the eternal 
questions, which did not leave me a moment's peace, and 
which interrupted every dawning sentiment of delight in 
the lovely landscape. Some handsome young girls, in 
particular, drove me almost to desperation by their 
“Miss Bremer, have you seen the telegraph there, on the 
other side of the river?” “Miss Bremer, do you see the 
railway down there?” “Miss Bremer, do you see the 
splendid foliage on the river-banks?” And “Miss Bremer, 
have you such in Sweden?”


To hear and to have to answer such questions as these 
two or three times, is quite too much; but if they are 
repeated six or seven times, and one does not see any end 
to it!—At length, quite worn out by it, I told Mrs. L. 
that I could not bear company in the morning, but that 
during this time I must be a little alone; she took it well 
and kindly,—mentioned it to the young girls, who also 
were very amiable about it, and left me in peace. But 
I fear that the young have lived with nature, as if they 
heard her not, and forgot her for railroads and outward 
glittering things, and see not in her an instructress and a 
friend. If it were not so, they would talk less and listen 
more, or have a little more reflection. But it is not their 
fault.


In the forenoon I drove round in the carriage with my 
hostess, Bancroft, the historian, and Anne Lynch to call 
on several of the neighbours. I saw in their beautiful 
villas a vast amount of comfort and even the exquisite 
luxury of pictures and statues; met in one place with a ​horrible lion-hunter, who tormented us with talk, albums, 
the desire for autographs and subscriptions and so on, 
and persecuted us even to our carriage, whither we had 
betaken ourselves, calling after Mr. Bancroft to know 
where he lived. “Drive, drive!” cried we, laughing, and 
so drove as fast as we could to the so-called “High 
Bridge,” where a glorious natural scene met our eyes. 
Yes, the scenery of this new world seems to me rich and 
beautiful; if one could only see it in peace, and with 
time for reflection! But here, in the neighbourhood of 
New York, people seem obliged every moment to turn 
their heads or their attention to the Croton Aqueduct, 
which conveys water from Croton to New York, a
magnificent and excellent work, invaluable to the great city; 
but which gave me a deal of trouble! But now to 
proceed on our drive. Our hostess talked and laughed 
and joked the whole time in her overflowing animation 
and merriment. The carriage jumped over stock and 
stone along the bad road, like a leaping calf. I sat silent 
and patient, out of sheer fatigue. Thus drove we round 
the country and shore, and at length back to dinner, to 
see company, write autographs, and so on; then drove at 
full gallop to New York, where the Downings were to 
meet me, and a great party at Miss Lynch's. To this 
house on the Hudson also, and to this lady did I 
promise to return next summer, to go with her to her 
father's large farm, where she was brought up, and 
where her father and sisters still lived. Yes, we were 
to do a deal together. But ah! the exuberantly ardent 
lady, who I think might prevent the Hudson from 
freezing, I feel myself like a feeble fly beside her, and 
cannot but remember the story of “Le pot de fer et le pot
de terre”


The Downings were already in Miss Lynch's parlour 
when I arrived. I was so glad to see them, and to be able 
to pour out my heart to them in full freedom, that all at ​once I felt myself rested. And if you had seen me a few 
hours later in a company of about a hundred people, you 
would not have imagined that a few hours before I had 
been weary and completely knocked up. Only to see the 
Downings revived me, to say nothing of various beautiful 
acts of kindness on their part. Mr. Downing looked so 
well this evening that he attracted the attention of many 
people by his remarkable and distinguished appearance, as 
he wandered among the crowd with his reserved demeanour, 
his deep and speaking eye, his half shy, half proud 
expression. The company at Miss Lynch's this evening
was remarkably handsome: I saw some splendid toilettes 
and some splendid figures among the ladies. The men, 
in a general way, are not handsome; but they have a 
manly appearance,—have good foreheads, bright eyes, a 
cheerful and determined manner. The hostess herself, in 
an elegant white dress, exactly suited to her slender and 
well-made figure, and with a white flower in her hair, 
ornamenting that simply beautiful and graceful head, was 
one of the most agreeable forms in the company, moving 
about lightly and freely as a bird, introducing people to 
one another, mingling them in conversation in such a 
manner as always gave pleasure with those happy words 
and expressions which some people can never hit upon, 
let them seek ever so much, but which others can hit upon 
without seeking for; and Anne Lynch is one of these. 


I distinguished myself peculiarly as a flower-distributor. 
I had received a great number of flowers to-day, and I was 
thus enabled to give a little bouquet of flowers to one and 
another lady in company. This flower-distribution pleased 
me greatly, because it furnished me with an opportunity of 
saying, or at all events, of looking a little kindness to 
many a one. And this is nearly the only thing I can 
return for all the kindness which I receive here. 


Among the guests of the evening I remember in
particular an agreeable Mrs. Osgood, one of the best poetesses ​of the United States, not only for her beautiful speaking 
eyes, her manner and style of expression, both so full of 
soul, but also because she placed in my hands her fan, 
saying that it must remind me of “Fanny.” All the ladies 
in this country use fans, and flutter and manœuvre a 
great deal with them; but I, as yet, had not furnished 
myself with one. I remember also in particular a gentleman
with splendid eyes, and frank, cordial manner, whom 
I wished I could have had more conversation with, for 
there was evidently both genius and heart in him. He is 
one of the most celebrated preachers of the Episcopal 
Church of New York, and is named Hawks. This was, 
as yet, the most entertaining evening party I had been to 
in this country. 


Later.—I have now been to church with Mrs. Kirkland, 
and have heard one of the best sermons I ever heard: 
no narrow-minded sectarian view of religion and life, but 
one in which the church—a regular cathedral church—arched
itself over life, as the dome of heaven arches 
itself over earth and all its creatures; a large-minded 
sermon, such as properly befits the New World, that 
great new home for all the people, and all the races of the 
world. Bergfalk was also among the audience, and was 
as much struck as I was with the sermon and the preacher, 
Mr. Bellows.


I am now going to dine with my friends, the Downings, 
at the Astor House; and the evening I spend with a 
family of the name of S. To-morrow I go to a grand 
dinner, and in the evening to the opera. 


Thursday.—Is there in this world anything more wearisome,
more dismal, more intolerable, more indigestible, 
more stupefying, more unbearable, anything more calculated
to kill both soul and body than a great dinner at 
New York? For my part, I do not believe there is. 
People sit down to table at half-past five or six o'clock; 
they are sitting at table at nine o'clock, sitting and being ​served with, the one course after another, with the one 
indigestible dish after another, eating and being silent. I 
have never heard such a silence as at these great dinners. 
In order not to go to sleep, I am obliged to eat, to eat 
without being hungry, and dishes, too, which do not agree 
with me. And all the while I feel such an emotion of 
impatience and wrath at this mode of wasting time and 
God's good gifts, and that in so stupidly wearisome a 
manner, that I am just ready to fling dish and plate on 
the floor and repay hospitality by a sermon of rebuke, if I 
only had courage enough. But I am silent, and suffer 
and grumble and scold in silence. Not quite
beautiful this; but I cannot help it! I was yesterday at 
one of these great dinners—a horrible feast! Two 
elderly gentlemen, lawyers, sat opposite me, sat and 
dozed while they opened their mouths to put in the 
delicacies which were offered to them. At our peasant-weddings,
where people also sit three hours at table, there 
are, nevertheless, talk and toasts, and gifts for the bride 
and bridegroom, and fiddlers to play in every dish; but 
here one has nothing but the meat. And the dinners in 
Denmark! I cannot but think of them, with their few 
but excellent dishes, and animated cheerful guests, who 
merely were sometimes too loud in their zeal for talking, 
and making themselves heard; the wit, the joke, the 
stories, the toasts, the conversations, that merry, free, 
lively laisser aller, which distinguishes Danish social life; 
in truth, it was champagne—champagne for soul and body 
at the entertainments there!—the last at which I was 
present in Europe before I came hither. But these 
entertainments here! they are destined to hell, as Heiberg 
says in “A Soul after Death,” and they are called “the
tiresome.” And they ought to be introduced into the 
Litany. On this occasion, however, Fortune was kind 
to me and placed by my side the interesting clergyman, 
Dr. Hawks, who during dinner explained to me with his ​beautiful voice, and in his lucid and excellent manner, his 
ideas regarding the remains in Central America, and his 
hypothesis of the union of the two continents of America 
and Asia in a very remote age. It was interesting to hear 
him, and interesting would it be to me to see and hear 
more of this man, whose character and manner attract 
me. He also is among those who have invited me to his 
house and home, but whose invitation I am obliged to 
decline, and in this case I feel that it is a renunciation 
and loss. 


As he led me from the dinner-table, I proposed to him 
to preach against such dinners. But he shook his head, 
and said, with a smile, “Not against dinners, Miss 
Bremer!” 


Gentlemen, even the best of them, are decidedly too 
fond of eating. 


When at night I went home with Anne Lynch, the air 
was delicious, and the walk through this night air, and 
in the quiet streets—the causeways here are broad and 
as smooth as a house-floor—very agreeable. The starry 
heavens—God's town—stood with streets and groups of 
glittering dwellings in quiet grandeur and silence above 
us. And here, in that quiet, starlight night, Anne 
Lynch unfolded all her soul to me, and I saw an earnest 
and profound depth, bright with stars, such as I scarcely 
expected in this gay being, who, butterfly-like, flutters 
through the life of society as in its proper element. I 
had always thought her uncommonly agreeable, had 
admired the ability with which she, without affluence, 
and who, alone by her talents and personal endowments, 
had made for herself and for her estimable mother an
independence, and by which she had become the gathering 
point for the literary and the most cultivated society of 
New York, who assembled once a week in her drawing-room.
I had admired also her inoffensive wit; her 
child-like gaiety and good-humour, and especially liked ​a certain expression in her eye, as if it were seeking for 
something, “something a long, long way off,” even in 
her apparently dissipated worldly life; in a word, I had 
liked her, had a deep interest in her—now I loved her. 
She is one of the birds of Paradise which skims over 
the world without soiling its wings with its dust. Anne 
Lynch, with her individuality and her position in society, 
is one of the peculiar figures of the New World.


The evening and night parties which I see here 
are, for the rest, not to compare with the most beautiful 
of the kind which I have seen in Sweden and Denmark. 
Here there is not space nor yet flowers enough, nor air 
enough. Above everything, I lack costume, character in 
dress. The ladies are handsome, are well and tastefully 
dressed, but they are too much like one another. The 
gentlemen are all dressed alike. This cannot here be 
otherwise, and it is good and right at the bottom. But 
it is not good for picturesque effect. Nor does it seem 
to me that the mental individuality is sufficiently marked 
to produce an outward impression. But to this subject 
I must return. 


At the opera this evening I saw a large and handsome 
building; splendid toilettes in the boxes, and on the 
stage a prima donna, as Desdemona, against whom I 
have nothing to object, excepting that she could love 
such a disagreeable Othello. The music, the singing, 
and the scenery, all tolerably good (with the exception of 
Othello), but nothing very good. One might say, ce n'est
pas ça! but there was nothing which would make one 
think “C'est ça!” like a tone, a glance, a gesture of 
Jenny Lind.


A lecture was delivered last Sunday evening, in the 
same hall where I had heard Channing, on Christian 
Socialism, by Mr. Henry James, a wealthy, and, as it 
is said, a good man. His doctrine was that which 
recognises no right but that of involuntary attraction, ​no law of duty but that of the artist's worship of beauty, 
no God but that of the pantheist, everywhere and 
yet nowhere—a doctrine of which there is no lack of 
preachers either in Sweden. After the conclusion of the 
discourse, which was given extempore, with accordant life 
and flashing vivacity, Channing arose and said, that “if 
the doctrine which we had just heard enunciated were 
Christian Socialism, then he did not agree with it; that 
the subject ought to be searched to the bottom; that he 
considered the views of the speaker to be erroneous, and 
that on the following Sunday he would take up the question 
in that place, and show them in what the errors of these 
views consisted.”


The thing has excited attention, because both speakers 
are fellow-labourers in a newspaper called “The Spirit 
of the Age,” and both are men of distinguished talent. 
I am glad, as I shall thus have an opportunity of 
hearing Channing before I leave New York, and that on 
one of the most interesting subjects of the day and 
period.


The next letter which you will receive from me will 
be from the homes of New England. Next Monday I 
set off with the S.'s. One of the first homes in which 
I shall rest after the festival of Thanksgiving Day, 
will be that of the excellent and noble poet Lowell. 
The invitation came to me from himself and his wife, 
while I was with the Downings. As yet I have scarcely 
done anything but go from one house to another,
interesting, but troublesome, for one must always be 
charged, if not exactly with genius, at least with
good-humour and strength to see company, and to be agreeable,
when one often feels oneself so weary as not to be 
good for anything else than to sit in a corner and be 
silent—or spin. But, thank God for all that is good 
and joy-giving! And how much more joyfully should I 
spin this life of festivals and living impressions if I did ​but know that you, my little Agatha, were joyful and a 
little better. We cannot, however, expect very much at 
this time of the year. I kiss mamma's hand, and thank 
her for that dear letter, and embrace you across the 
great waters. 
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Westborough, Dec. 2nd, 1849. 




My dear little Agatha,—I now write to you from a 
little town near Boston, while waiting for the railway 
train, which at five o'clock will take us, that is to say, 
myself, Mr. and Mrs. S., their little son Eddy, and 
Professor Bergfalk, whom I induced to come with us. He 
must not begin here to bury himself among books as he 
did in Sweden: he must go abroad, and see a little of 
life and mankind here to begin with, and celebrate the 
festival of Thanksgiving—one of the really national 
festivals of the Americans—in the heart of the State 
where it arose, and where it still is cordially
maintained. When winter comes, he may read to his heart's 
content in his beloved books. The truth is Bergfalk 
was not hard to persuade, but came willingly and with 
pleasure.


I wrote to you last in New York during my warfare 
there. It was very troublesome to me, and did not mend at 
Brooklyn. Strangers came from morning to evening, and, 
though many amiable people were among them, I longed 
many a time merely to lie down and sleep. I must, 
however, tell you of the occasions when the interest of the 
moment chased away all drowsiness and fatigue and made 
me more awake than ever. Amongst these stands fore 
most the evening of Channing's improvised lecture. 
Last Sunday evening Channing was fully himself, and 
his discourse poured forth like a clear rushing river, ​logical, perspicuous, glorious in subject and in elaboration. 
It was to me a spiritual feast. He started with the idea of 
a personal God in opposition to that of the pantheist, everywhere
and nowhere; developing from that divine
personality the thence derived doctrine of duty, of social law, 
of beauty, of immortality as applicable to every man, to 
every human society, and proved how merely upon this 
ground Christian Socialism, or Christian community, could 
become stable, could advance humanity to its highest 
purpose. Channing did not this time interrupt himself 
once; he did not replace a single word, carried along by a 
continued inspiration, sustained by an enthusiasm without 
extravagance, without passion, never violating the law of 
beauty, and with a polemical creed which never wounded 
the divine law. He merely once said in a somewhat 
sharper tone, that the “person who did not in his own 
breast become conscious of the duality of human nature, 
who did not combat with a lower self, is either without 
humanity, or is deeply to be pitied.”
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