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Introduction
 
Frederick Tuckett (1807-1876), the youngest son of Philip Debell and Elizabeth Tuckett, was a great traveller. In 1829-1830 he travelled extensively in the eastern United States and on subsequent occasions travelled widely in the West Indies, Spain and other countries on the Continent. His greatest adventure was in New Zealand where he stayed from 1841 until 1847, most of that time as  principal Civil Engineer and Surveyor for the New Zealand Company, during which he arranged, with the local Maori, the deed of purchase for the land on which the present day City of Dunedin stands. In 1833 and 1834 he journeyed on the Continent visiting Germany, Switzerland, Italy, Austria, Poland, Russia, Sweden and Norway and this booklet recounts the details of these journey in Germany and Switzerland.
In transcribing Frederick’s journal I have tried, as far as is possible, to keep everything just as he has described it. However there was occasionally difficulty in deciphering some of his writing and in these cases I have inserted words that I believe have the correct meaning, all these are in italics. On a few occasions, where Frederick’s description may not be understandable, I have taken the liberty of inserting an explanatory comment, once again in italics. 
When describing the places, villages, towns and cities Frederick, of course has used the names and spelling in use at that time, however, to make it easier for the reader to follow his journey I have, in most cases used the names in use today. For the 1833 journey all these are taken from the Michelin Motoring & Tourist Maps and the Lonely Planet Guides, the only exception being “Brunswick”, which is commonly recognisable, whereas the name of Braunschweig is not. For the 1834 journey with regard to the places visited I have on occasions kept to Frederick’s names, for instance, in what is now Poland, I have left all the German names used in 1834, with the exception of the obvious such as Cracow and Warsaw. In Moscow there was very little problem, but in Sweden and Norway, where he visited some rather out of the way places, it has been more difficult, therefore I have only inserted the present day place names for the larger towns and villages, even though this has meant many hours poring over large scale maps in Microsoft’s Autoroute Express 2000 trying to follow his route. These corrections are inserted in italics and I can  only hope they are correct. 
Finally please note that that I have tried to keep faithfully to the manuscript and it’s spelling, there are some words that may appear to be incorrectly spelled, however this is because they are of the spelling common in the 19th century, any other mistakes are my own.
 
Gerald Franklin.
May, 2003.
 
 
 
 
 1833 Journey
 
Germany
Hamburg, Hannover, Brunswick, 
Goslar, The Harz Mountains, 
Gottingen, Kassel, Koln, Frankfurt, 
Darmstadt, Ulm & Lake Constance.
 
Switzerland
St Gallen, Appenzell, Zurich & Zug.
 
 
 Hamburg
 
June 15 1833. Left London in the ship William Joliffe, Capt. Downie in command. As soon as we get out of freshwater I prove but a poor sailor, a short tossing and an old swell from the W. made me as ill as any fresh landlubber. The weather was very fine so that I remained on deck all day and also the following afternoon when I had still hardly got the better of my sickness, but we were obliged to endure that most intolerable of all stench, bilgewater, for the remainder of the passage. Passed Heligoland in the evening, then in the morning took on board several passengers at Cuxhaven on the Elbe. We were nine in the chief cabin from London, very few were at much expense for proving (eating) on the passage, we had a Prussian and a Hannoverian cousin on board, also an old Prussian friend returning from the yearly meeting, with whom I had much discourse. 
Landed at Hamburg at 12, where a fine young Prussian volunteered his services as cicerone to myself and another gentleman, we gladly accepted these and thus were established in an hotel at the Belvedere without having to pass thro’ any of the little, but annoying, difficulties to which a stranger is subjected by boatmen, coachmen or porters. Our Prussian friend recognised me, despite my change of garb, as a fellow voyager in a London omnibus, he told me he had been visiting in the last six weeks London, with Liverpool and North Wales. I having rendered very polite attentions on his journey when under any little difficulty from ignorance of the language, he was anxious to embrace any opportunity of repaying them and most heartily did he enter on their good offices. 
After an excellent dinner at the table d'hote diluted with libations of Medoc claret, the Ordinaire Bordeaux, much to the satisfaction of our friend who was delighted to escape from Port and Sherry. We then strolled on the Mädchen Spazierweg or Maidens Walk, the fashionable promenade on which are several pavilions or café where you can spend an hour, read the papers and take refreshment of almost any spice at the most moderate charge, a cup of excellent coffee only 2 (marks or groschen?). They are constantly thronged, especially in the evenings when they offer also the additional attraction of good music. 
This evening, in the suburbs there was a grand military spectacle, a review of the Garde National Citizen, or whatever name may distinguish the battalion in which all the male citizens of Hamburg, between the age of 20 to 35, are enrolled. It drew a vast concourse from the city, but to my surprise the male predominated, these appeared to be of every class and proffer gentlemen ambitions to display address in the management of their hacks under the excitement of music and firing, but not a lady to approve their prowess and few females of any class. There were plenty of booths for the supply of wine, lemonade and all such innocent and inexpensive potations and everywhere portable stands stacked with 6 or 8 varieties of cigars, of which the consumption was prodigious and almost universal. 
We strolled in the large botanical gardens which, with the ramparts afford the most delightful walks to the citizens, and in this respect Hamburg excels any city which I have visited at this season, they are the more beautiful from the extent and abundance of the rose beds, now in their full beauty. You cannot escape from the city without encountering them, the streets literally covered in rose beds and beautiful shrubberies, through which you pass into the country, how striking to an Englishman accords? much to the polluted environs of our cities. In the citizen ranks our friend recognised several old friends his college compatriots, warm and cordial were their greetings, he tells me in every large town in Germany he is sure of finding friends, having travelled for some years the round of German Universities, his own face as well as all of his friends here show abundant mark of their youthful chivalry.
Next morning we passed in shopping and delivering our letters took an early dinner and then left upon a stage coach after the English fashion for Appendorf a boating place only 3 miles from Hamburg but as completely countrified and secluded as if it had been so. It is a very handsome building with a noble suite of apartments, my companions sat by turns at the piano and displayed more than ordinary musical talent, the waiter brought us a punch so good in its way that we were tempted to encore it. We then walked in rather mirthful mode to another establishment celebrated for many years by the beauty of the prospects, known as the pretty Mariana. It is resorted to by parties either to dine or simply to take a cup of coffee. The mistress is of irreproachable character, she is still interesting and pleasing altho as to beauty a little passé.
Wednesday. Called at the Booths office and presented Chandlers bill, afterwards to their garden and drank tea with one of them who resides on the nursery ground at Flotbeck about a mile (German) from the city. I found him a very agreeable and sensible man and what was most necessary, able to converse with me in English, his wife also, and the other brother joined us in the evening, he is a fine healthy fellow. My Prussian friend left us rather suddenly today having found that he must remain 8 days longer if he did not embrace the opportunity then offering, he gave me a pressing invitation to visit him and very sorry were we to part with him. I found that neither of the Gentlemen to whom I brought introductory letters had a moments leisure except on Sunday, when both were willing to give me a dinner, and one of them having previously ascertained that I had determined on leaving that week was very pressing that I should remain longer in order to dine with him, the other Dr. Olderman was I believe really too much occupied previously and sincere in his wish that I should remain until the next week that he might be better able to comply with our friend, A. Bach’s request to furnish me with introductory letters to use on my route, there was therefore no alternative but to remain. To occupy me somewhat in the interim he promised for me orders of admission to the Hospital, the Ahren Haus and Spiel Haus, the former is a new and very excellent institution, the latter I was not much gratified with and found it so unpleasant to be walked over much for want of a companion or an interpreter, that I only inspected the exterior of the former. I also went with Olderman to the court, where he had to plead. Justice seems to be administered in even greater simplicity as respects the absence of ridiculous forms, “customary bureaucracy?”, than in America. Dr. Olderman has practiced as an Advocate only about 6 years, he had been engaged on business for 12 years, 8 of which were spent in England, then he resolved to abandon commerce and stick to the law. He has already acquired a very good practice and that solely on his own merit, his manners are amenable and simple almost to a fault; his wife is an English lady from London, she with her two children were spending the summer months at Weissback, a very retired rural valley about a mile (German) from the city. I went there with him on today evening, lodged at the village hotel, Mens L’instants?, old French empire, and returned to Hamburg on the 2nd morning, having found in the solitude of the country, independent of the pleasure of society, a relief from the ceaseless and unvarying gaiety of the city, which can only be felt by those who experience the contrast.
  
Hannover
 
Pleasant as Hamburg is at this season I was not sorry to be once more upon the travels. 2nd day being Johanna's day was a holiday. We had consequently many passengers on the little steam boat which plies from hence to Haarburg, a frontier town of Hannover, no interest except as a military station, where we landed at noon. I had to wait until ten o’clock at night for the Mail Post: a large vehicle just like the new diligence between Paris and Calais, but rather more roomy, almost luxuriously padded, allowing of no possibility, whatever might be the state of the road, of sustaining bruises. They are exceedingly methodical in booking your luggage, especially in ascertaining and charging for overweight, which is all above 30 lbs. I had 60 overweight, for which I had to pay about half of my own fare. One of the Post office servants laces a label on each trunk or bag with your name and destination, and these, with the weight, are again inserted on a paper given you as receipt for self luggage, having possession of which you may certainly recover any package, which having been thus entered, should by any accident be lost. In England they have perhaps too much business to adopt such detail, but here they have plenty of hands and but little to do.
This was the first day I had had to provide entirely for myself, but I got on with little difficulty, the Capt. of the boat spoke English, and gave me all information which I required, but non of the domestics, but the Germans are so kind and obliging, they are quite worried to be unable to converse with you and frequently am, I think, to others who can. The Inn was not very clean nor well furnished, nor were the provisions very nice, though so cheap and abundant enough, but I was much pleased with the honesty of the girl who had waited on me, who on my paying her for what I had, completely perplexed with the new currency and its measure into Groschen, I gave her a few groschen more than the sum, which she returned on counting the whole sum over, piece by piece, to explain to me.
There were many officers here and very fine fellows, expecting the arrival of the Duke from Hannover on the 4th day morning on his way to Hamburg to meet the King of Denmark. We were quite full in the Diligence and 2 or 3 passengers were posted in an extra carriage, the front coupe was occupied by a gentleman and lady, with servant and child on their return to Munich, the interior 1 pretty lady and 5 gents and the hind coupe by myself and two other men, we were unable to converse, but on arriving at Celle the next day, at noon, I got a seat which had been vacated in the interior and found that the three gentlemen remaining could converse in English, one of them was a very well informed gentleman, an aide decamp to the King of Denmark. No country can be more uninteresting than this between Haarburg and Hannover, it is a light sandy soil and the greater part a straggling wild barren pine forest and the cultivated land exhausted for want of manure and parched by the long continuance of the hot weather, appearing no doubt unusually sterile, the rye almost ear-less, the oats and buck wheat about 6 inches high. It reminded me of the poorer part of North Carolina or Georgia, the inhabitants also are just like their “Pine Crackers” (see F. T’s American Journey, page 56, where he tells that in Georgia, U.S.A. poor country folk are called “Crackers”), apparently starved or half dried up, their houses, outhouses and gardens quite in the style of the backwoodsmans, straggling and without any uniformity, as is necessarily the case where a man lays out the ground and erects his building as he is able in successive years with regard solely to economy of labour. Hannover cannot boast much of it’s peasantry.
We reached the capital about 6 o’clock. I quartered myself at the British Hotel, a spacious and excellent Inn kept by the brothers Wessel, one of whom was for many years at sea in the merchant service, both speak English fluently and also some of the numerous domestiques. I had here an introductory letter from Dr. Olderman to a fellow student and advocate, Dr. Judell a Jew, his rooms were very near to my hotel in the principal street. At this time no court is sitting and being little occupied he was very attentive to me. In the evening of the following day we rode to the Kings Herrenhaus (Mansion) and gardens, a series of clipt hornbeam or beach and lime hedges with wide gravel walks between and here and then a basin of shallow water, also some water works. The orangery and the conservatories are little cultivated, the approach to this stiff ground is fine, being a double avenue of lime trees, in a straight line from the city to the garden, of more than 2 English miles. From here we went to a mineral spring resorted to by invalids, who drink of and bathe in the waters, it smells shockingly of carbonated hydrogen. Pyrmont much resorted to as a watering place is only 4 or 5 miles (German) from Hannover. 
On our return to the city, by another road, we stopped at a large coffee house on a considerable elevation, from which you attain a fine view over Hannover and its surrounding flat country. Tarried at Hannover a day too late or I thought I might have seen almost all the population assembled at this spot on the occasion of a pleasure fair held just by, and which occupies several days, next week there will be another close to the city, at which they shoot with the rifle at a mask. They are now very busy in making preparations fitting up booths, and there is a fine building, the property of the city, which is used as a place of public entertainment and contains a fine ballroom. I should like to have seen the rifle shooting, but intending to make an excursion in the Hartz country, I could not wait so long. They fire at different distances, the greatest 200 yds, the best marksman obtains a prize of 100 dollars (marks) and if a citizen, an immunity from all Town dues for the following year, so that much competition is existent. Excepting the horses of the Kings stables and the riding school there is nothing of much interest here, at least beyond lounging on the barriers which afford very pleasant walks. In a palace devoted to military exams there is a simple elegant column erected in commemoration of Waterloo but the bronze figure of Victory which surmounts it is in very bad taste, near it is a monument of Leibnitz, a German Philosopher.
First day morning I attended church at Weissback with Dr. Olderman, the morning was very wet and in consequence the congregation was very thin. It was a Lutheran church, the minister was dressed in the style of Queen Elizabeth's age with a large full ruff round the neck falling over the coat. I could not understand his sermon but was much pleased with his physiognomy and with the style of speaking. It was a communion day and we did not stay to see this ceremony but left after the ordinary service and walked to the house of an elderly gentleman who resided about ½ a mile from here, a strict merchant of gods property, Von Eison, who of late years has devoted much attention to ornithology and has founded a very large collection of stuffed birds, they are very choice, well mounted and arranged altogether. I have never seen a collection which pleased me so well. This gent was a guardian of my friend, but from some cause, unknown to him, an apparent coldness had arisen on the part of this gent, in consequence of which Dr. Olderman had not been to his house for more than two years. However he received us very politely, sent for wine immediately and attended upon us himself for nearly 2 hours, which was spent with much interest in examining the collection, Dr. Olderman interpreting for us, his collection of Birds of Paradise is particularly striking and contains very many specimens of that tribe unknown to ornithologists, I recognised many American birds. The old gentleman was much gratified with the interest the collection afforded me and explained, thro’ my friend, the pleasure it had afforded him to attend me personally. He would not let us go without seeing in another room a collection of curious carvings in ivory containing many beautiful specimens. He is a venerable and rather dignified man with fine white looks, very useful and much respected in the neighbourhood and I almost flatter myself that my visit may be the means of restoring an old friendship. This collection any respectable person are allowed to see, there is a book in the museum in which visitors inscribe their names and address and which affords the old gentleman much pleasure to con over in a winters evening.

There are three or four gardens in Hannover, belonging to private individuals, which are open to the public. In that of Schulte, Minister of the Interior, as we passed the house I observed some girls without bonnets and in this simple attire sitting on the bank, these, to my surprise I was informed were the proprietors daughters. There was a pretty piece of water in the grounds and a collection of American and other trees and plants well disposed, also some good flowers and many pleasant seats. A board at the entrance gives notice that it is forbidden to pick the flowers and that persons walking in the garden must be tidily dressed, with this restriction alone the public are admitted, and I believe no inconvenience results to proprietors from this liberality. Surely this circumstance alone attests the superior character of the people, in England we should dread lest our trees and our seats should be mutilated and ourselves and our families exposed to insult. Such in my estimation is the happy affect of an intercourse at leisure amongst all classes of society, it keeps them from extremes alike debasing the pride of the rich and the rudeness and brutality of the poor.
 
 
Brunswick
 
Left Hannover for Brunswick on 6th day, 28th, per Mail Post, for about a mile we took the Hamburg road and then turning down a deep sandy track thro’ unfenced fields we passed over miserable poor parched country to a little town called Burgdorf not much better, here we changed horses and on to Peine, over equally poor land. We had this stage 4 horses, the preceeding one only 3, the distance per stage about 3 German Post miles. Peine is a considerable town, appears very ancient, I should have liked to have spent a few hours there but was compelled to proceed. On leaving Peine we quickly entered a more fertile country, within the boundary of Brunswick territory the soil is very rich and the crops very heavy, rye, barley and oats are the principle crops, but the former predominates, I saw very little wheat. On this stage we had a fine view of the Brocken mountains and a range of hills in the Hartz country to the south, which I intend visiting on my way to Gottingen, it is a very interesting mineral district country, with iron and silver mines, and affords the finest scenery in the north of Germany. There was only one other passenger, a good natured youth on his way to Mecklenburg, he ate sausage, drank a mixture of brandy wine and peppermint and smoked his pipe, sharing each with the Conducteur, a blunt honest fellow who had served in the King’s George III’s bodyguard and left England in 1806, he had forgotten somewhat of the English language for want of practice, but could still converse pretty readily, at any rate sufficient to give me any information I required of him. 
We arrived at Brunswick about 10, just near on 9½ miles. I went to the Hotel Angleterre in which I find myself very comfortable. The proprietor was in the British service and is a man of superior taste and information for persons ordinarily in such a station of life, he has been excessively attentive to me, giving me every information of objects inviting Travellers attention, has written me out a route for the Hartz area and in the evening of the day after my arrival invited me to ride with him accompanied by his brother and sister to Richen a county seat of the Duke built by an English Princess. The house is not large, but the grounds are prettily laid out and situated, bounded at the back by a clear stream beyond which is an extensive level meadow country. I stopped on our way back at a sort of “Vauxhall” to see a display of Fireworks, it was but a very poor affair.
The next morning, First day, I attended service in the church of St. Andrew and thence to the Museum, which on this day of the week is open to the public, it contains a large collection of curious and beautiful carvings and sculptures in every wood and stone, one executed in stone by A. Dürer, the subject John preaching in the wilderness, is quite a masterpiece. There are also some curious clocks and other specimens of mechanism. The cabinet of Natural History is small and the collection but indifferent. Of paintings there is a considerable collection, amongst them the works of Bernbrandt (2 very good), Rubens, Teniers, Victors, Vandyke, A. Dürer, Ostado, N. Poussin, Guido, Titian, Van Stein, Dominico Fette, Bearsdale (landscape & waterfall), etc. etc. There are many old buildings in this Town, the old market house and the Cathedral, part of which is said to have been erected by Henry the Lion. Underneath is the family vault of the house of Brunswick, here rest the remains of Queen Caroline. There is one Tomb as far back as the latter end of the 11th century, Egbert was, I think the persons name, and then there is an interval of 5 centuries up to the middle of the 17th century, since which, but more especially in the present and the latter part of the last century, Princes and Princesses of this House have rapidly followed each other to the Tomb. The church of St. Andrew is also very ancient and has a tolerably fine octagonal Tower, but the body of most of the churches are very unsightly and the sculpture on the exterior generally rude. The ramparts around the city are planted and laid out in walks, forming excellent promenades of about a quarter of an English square mile within the moat, which is supplied with water from the river.
The women here are generally fair and light haired, but there beauty soon fades, their feet not quite so small as at Haarburg but fine forms very rare and teeth also generally bad. Hannover affords the finest specimens of the Hannoverian genes. I have not been long in Germany but I have as yet seen nothing like English dignity in either sex. The market here is well supplied with fruit from the fertile country and served with my breakfast an ample dish of excellent Hautboy cherries, gooseberries and currants are also abundant, raspberries not so plentiful. We dine early at well before one, a small table d'hote well served in every respect, wines excellent and at a moderate price.
The weather is exceedingly sultry, we have rain most days but without cooling the atmosphere much. The harvest on good land promises to be exceedingly productive and a very fine vintage as respect the flavour of the wines is anticipated. The Deputies of the Territory meet in Diet tomorrow July 2nd. The Duke is popular and his subjects are anxious for his marriage as in case of his death without issue the Duchy would become as a province to Hannover, but he seems to have no inclination for the “silken bonds”, he is about 28 years old. His present Town residence is a very mean one, the old palace was burned at the time of the revolution, they are now building a new one for him on a scale of grandeur too much in the opposite extreme, but it will be long before it is completed.
The costume of the peasantry here is very peculiar , the men wear long coats with great collars and numerous large buttons, the head topped with an enormous cocked hat, some cocked fusee others very pendant, the legs, not withstanding the heat, worn in stout buckskins and heavy hessian boots. The women wear a garment of scarlet woollen with a wide green border at the extremity, thickly pleated throughout longitudinally, this garment, whether a gown or a petticoat is not very long, but no one who has seen the fair exhibition would for a moment impute this display of limbs to vanity. The ladies of Germany appear to me to be more matured and to have a beautiful simplicity of character, less shackled by laws of artificial society, they are willing and able to be helpmates to man and are not obliged to appear helpless. Both here and in the neighbourhood of Hamburg I have been delighted to observe delicate girls stepping from their gardens into a pleasure boat moored by the bank, and without an attendant loose their boats and handle the oars with more skill than many men could exhibit. I have seen, unseen, 5 girls enjoying themselves highly, now gliding placidly on the smooth surface, now with buoyant mirth rocking the boat from side to side, there is nothing in such exercise which does violence to the nicest feelings of propriety, unlike horsemanship or whipmanship (carriage driving), it is poetically in unison with the tenderness of feminine character.

July 2nd. The son of the ex-king of Sweden arrived her today in a handsome, with 3 or 4 attendants. He is an officer, also in the Austrian service, a guard of honour was quickly sent to the hotel, but he did not retain them. In the afternoon the Dukes carriage equipped with 4 nice bay horses, footmen and outriders, came for him.
This evening we have had a pretty good concert at a suburb garden, just without the ramparts, the band military. It attracted a genteel company and the music was very good, admission 2 groschen, 2d English. I find there is no public conveyance to Goslar before the evening of the 4th, I am therefore obliged to hire a carriage to take me there, the distance is about 6 German miles for which I am to pay 6 dollars, about 19.6d English. I have received the most prolific attentions from the landlord Gabr. Brauns, have paid a very moderate bill and have been well entertained, two good things which always accompany each other. I start tomorrow at 4 o’clock. 
 
  
Goslar and the Hartz Mountains
 
July 3rd. About a German mile from Brunswick, a little off the Goslar road is the town of Wolfenbuttel, at which are held the Courts of Law, there is a valuable library. I had a pleasant ride over fertile but monotonous country, in the vicinity of Goslar the country is of entirely opposite character, abruptly undulated with bold and finely wooded elevations. I got there before 10 o’clock, a distance of 6½ German miles. As we arrived at the town we saw a large crowd it was for a fete or pleasure fair held on a fine open common just without the barrier.
Goslar is a very ancient city, dates as far back as the 6th century, here the Empress used to be crowned, the fortifications once very strong, have either been thrown down or mouldered away but the walls are in some parts still so perfect, I think it has been destroyed by man. There are 4 or 5 large churches and other ancient buildings, rather grotesque though beautiful in their style, the city at present contains a population of 9000. I wished to have visited the mines, almost adjoining the city, but on account of the fete it was a holiday and they will not work until next week. The hotel was all in a uproar, the festivities had already lasted for some days, and judging from the attendance at the ballroom in the evening, the good people appeared, as well they might be, a little tired of the amusements. I lounged away a few hours amongst the crowd, amongst gingerbread stalls etc. my attention divided between mountebank feats, Punches frolics, the waltz in the booths or the more manly sport of rifle shooting. There were 6 targets, distance from 180 to 200 yards, I saw (hit) the bulls eye but several times, but not so often as I had anticipated, but at such a distance the greater accuracy of aim is necessary. Two young Englishmen arrived here just before me, one from Liverpool, E. Lord, the other, J. Bullivant from Rochdale, and subsequently 3 other foreigners, Danes, an extraordinary arrival of travellers in one day at this out of the way place. 
I felt at some difficulty to provide myself with a suitable guide through the Hartz and should have been quite at the disposal of the waiter, the only person with whom I could converse and this only in French, fortunately a young man accosted me in the Fair, enquiring if I was not an Englishman, informing me that he had been 2 years in London. He very politely promised to enquire for a suitable person as a guide and thought he could recommend one, a person who had been many years in the British army and who was conversant with the language. The next morning he was sent to my hotel and I have agreed to employ him and to pay him, for his services, one dollar per day, from which he is to find himself in food and lodgings, he seems rather opinionated, but on the whole I like his appearance. We start for Clausthal at 12 o’clock. After making this arrangement, I had some conversation with the two Englishmen and even found that we were about to make the same excursion, and as they were also desirous of starting immediately we agreed to travel in company.
We had a pleasant walk over the hills to Clausthal, 2 miles German, passing an extensive slate quarry. My companions had already visited the mines of Goslar, which yield silver, lead and copper ore in combination, but as I had not, they were very willing to accompany me to those at Clausthal. We staid a short time for dinner and having obtained an order proceeded to the spot. Leaving our coats at the house, and accoutred in miners dress, we commenced the descent accompanied by three men each carrying a lamp. The mine is descended by ladders placed at a slight inclination, it occupied 2 hours and a half to reach, in this mode, the bottom, the depth 300 Klafters (6 ft. per Fathom) or 1950 feet, the galleries are so extensive that the men working at the most distance point are more than 4 hours in ascending on leaving their work. We only descended 170 Klafters, which afforded us as complete an idea and opportunity of seeing the working of the miners and the construction of the mine as if we had made a tour of the whole. At a depth of 200 Klafters a tunnel enters the mine into which the water is pumped, and by which the greater part of the mineral is removed in boats for a distance of 3 miles under ground. The mineral in some parts of the mine is very rich in silver, but I could not ascertain correctly from the men the average percentage, but suppose it is not under 20 percent. The quantity of timber introduced into the mine to support the passages is immense. The Duke of Cambridge visited this mine and dined in a spacious chamber, the sides and vault of which is covered in plants, which are renewed annually, they continue to vegetate in the mine and throw out delicate white fringe like shoots which have a beautiful effect contrasting with the deep green. In this chamber is a large chair made of the richest ore, on the above mentioned occasion of the value of 600 dollars. On returning to the house on terra firma we found ready for us cold and warm water, 2 basins each, which was not without occasion the mine being everywhere very moist and the ladders dirty. 
My guide who had already shown a very dictatorial disposition, we found in a very ill mood and little disposed to proceed further, but as he had boasted that he could walk 10 German miles in a day and manifested some contempt of my peripatetic powers, I was very desirous to give him a benefit the first day, and as my companions were inclined to attempt reaching the Brocken that night, 3 German miles in all, it afforded me a good opportunity of bringing him to his senses, one of these gentlemen speaking German fluently and I being master of the route with the assistance of a compass and map, I only required his services as a porter, we started without delay, he following reluctantly, it was then 7 o’clock. I soon found he had been drinking whilst we were in the mine and he was very insolent to my companions, who did not conceal from him their disgust at his impudence and conceit, however we soon left him behind to follow as he pleased. After passing the first range of hills, on which we saw a fine herd of white deer, Roebuck, we descended into a very beautiful and picturesque valley, richly wooded and affording the wildest scenery of nature. Here we made a detour from the road and getting amongst the Bilberries we lost no time in regaling ourselves, and on regaining the road we were unexpectedly summoned on passing the first house to enter. My guide had reached this solitary house before me and was surrounded by 4 or 5 other men, it was a Tavern he had reached valorously, and informing me that he should stop there, demanded to be paid before he gave up my bag, which he held, at the same time bidding me defiance. We were near having a desperate fight, my companions being very plucky, and I have no doubt in spite of the odds we should have got the day, but not wishing that they should be harmed or bruised on my account, I prevented them by keeping my own temper, simply determining to have my bag before I paid a groschen, and to pay what I pleased, only out of the house, which were the two points on which my guide demanded my submission and to which I immediately complied by dragging him, in spite of his resistance at the two doorposts, out of the house, my companions guarding me with their raised sticks from the other fellows, who came forward at first to resist me, and having got possession of my bag, after many angry words and violent gestures on all sides, I paid him 2 thirds of his days salary and off we started. I found my bag very cumbersome and nothing but the alternative of being dependent on this fellow could have induced me to carry it up the mountain. 
It was then 9 o’clock and had become dusk, the road faint and difficult to find, at about 10 we got to another house, thro’ the window of which we could see a light and anticipated with no little pleasure obtaining a glass of milk, but no sooner did the inmates hear us than the light was put out, and it was not until repeated calls that any would speak to us, a man at last ventured to show himself at the window, but we could get nothing from him tho’ he promised to fetch some, but having reconnoitred our faces, I suppose he thought it most provident to keep us outside. We were so much in want of refreshment that we could not perhaps make sufficient allowance for his inhospitality and wishing him all manner of plagues on his crops and cattle we at last resumed our march. Passing the Oder Teich, a little lake surrounded by rocks and woods, we gained another house soon after 11. Here we gained admittance, there being 4 or 5 men whom we found snoring away lying at their ease, some on benches, others under the table, about as many women and some girls completed the group. One young woman was nicely dressed and the fairest peasant I had seen in Germany, and very chatty and talkative. Of course we explained how it happened that we were out at that hour without a guide in a strange country, and our adventures amused the women not a little and as we laughed, ate and drank, the men began to wake one after another wondering what was going on, then the tale must be told to them. Then as the women were sure we could not find the path to the summit of the Brocken without a guide, one of these fellows thought he should not mind going for a dollar, and after much talk among themselves it was proposed that two should go, and when we had reduced their demands to 68 groschen and were ready to start, another said he would go for the pleasure. We admired his good taste, never thinking that it was from fear that prompted their companionship; but we had not walked more than half an hour when they made a halt requesting to be paid or they would not go further, we were too old travellers to comply with their wish and, accordingly taking our bag again, we trudged on briskly in some dilemma as to the route, but congratulating ourselves that they had worked gratis thus far. We took a wrong path, which error would have prevented our gaining the mountain top by sunrise had we not fortunately found a fire and hut of some woodsmen who put us onto the right track. The moon had risen above the mountains making that sublime which still was so, the ascent was for the most part pretty gradual but I wished that I had not to carry my bag further. We got to the Brocken house on the summit about ½ past one, called the people up and got coffee and a fire, beds we were obliged to do without as all were occupied by other company. My companions were fast asleep in a few minutes, for myself I had not the least inclination for sleep, though very glad to recline at my length on 4 chairs until sunrise was announced about 3 o’clock, when we all turned out. The rosy fingered daughter of morning rose in brilliant beauty, the misty vapours were quickly dispersed, and a magnificent prospect lay around us. The Brocken, the highest mountain in the Hartz, is nearly 3000 feet above the level of the sea.
After breakfast we descended the mountain by a steep path on the eastern side to Ilsenthal and Ilsenburg, a little town on the edge of the exterior plain, beautifully situated, the approach to it from the Brocken is by a circuitous course following a fine trout stream thro’ a highly picturesque valley. On reaching the Forellen we were so pleased with the appearance of the Inn and its situation that we abandoned our intentions of proceeding further that day and passed the remainder in very pleasantly enjoying a dish of fine flavoured trout and a bottle of good Hockheimer. The trout, though so abundant, are very dear and cost us 16 groschen or 2 shillings a pound. Our host pretended to account for it on the score of the right of fishing being the exclusive privilege of a monopoly of a dignitary called a Fish Master, but I suspect it was an imposition as subsequently at other places we obtained trout without any extra charge.  
 Next morning, starting early, we walked about 3 German miles to Elbingerode, passing thro’ Wernigerode, a considerable town finely situated at the foot of the mountain, there is an old chateau above the town on a commanding eminence. From hence to Elbingerode, we had a very laborious ascent for at least 2 miles, but the scenery was delightful. Three miles from Elbingerode are the Hutten Rock ironworks, considered as very complete and on an unusually large scale for this country. We walked there after a “déjeuner a la fourcher”, but were quite disappointed and, as it was entirely out of our route, we regretted having taken the trouble of visiting it. We succeeded however in making a short cut across the country to Brubeland, the next object of attraction, it is a village very secluded in situation, an alpine valley in miniature with herds of goats browsing on the hills. There are here two curious caverns which descend to a considerable depth, affording a series of galleries and grotesquely vaulted chambers, one called Biels Hole the other Beaumont Hole, our guide was a very garrulous old man and expostulated incessantly in lofty terms and most grandiloquent style on their wonderful construction. Farther on by the road to Blankenburg we passed the marble quarries and numerous diggings of iron ore, the approach to Blankenburg is very beautiful, richly wooded and looking beyond the Town, the Reginstein and other mountain ridges form lines of sharp pointed rocks of the most irregular forms, the whole resembles the view from Wynd Cliff (in the Wye Valley) and, but for the absence of water, would certainly surpass it in effect.
We make a very good supper at Ballys Inn and on the First day morning walked to the Reginstein to see the remains of the old castle and fortifications, the scenery from this spot even surpassed the expectations we had formed on the previous evening. Returning to the town I went with my companions over the Palace, a country seat of the Duke of Brunswick, built in the 11th century, it is a very plain building with a square court in the centre, the suite of apartments simply furnished, primarily interesting from its antiquity and imposing in its size and site. The Duke was daily expected. My companions had left a gouty friend at a watering place the other side of Hannover, whilst they made an excursion in the Hartz, and having already exceeded their furlow, had been daily rather fidgety and very undecided whether it would be better to go further. Lord, who spoke German was a nephew of the above mentioned individual and would have preferred completing the tour, but the other, Bullivant would not consent, wishing to get back in time to accompany the uncle to England, evidently dreading the prospect of going alone. After much wavering they at length concluded to Post back. I waited to see them off before continuing my travels.
 


From the Hartz to Gottingen
 
I then started for the Rostrappe intending to reach Gottingen by the following 7th day where, or at Kassel E. Lord proposes rejoining me again and travelling with me for some months to come. The Rostrappe lies a little N.W. Of a village called Thale, I made direct for the spot guided by my compass and gained it without difficulty after 2 hours walking. I had formed no idea of the grandeur of the scene, which it would be impossible for me to describe, doubtless the memory of past scenes, however deep the impression made at the instant on the mind may have been, is inadequate to supply a picture which will outdo the minds impression of the present, but in this instant I was reluctantly compelled to admit in my own mind that the Rostrappe surpasses every other combination of Wood, Rock and Water I had seen, it should be seen from above, and below. The summit is at nearly 1000 feet above the stream, which rushes through a channel so circuitous that the eye cannot follow its course above a 100 yards, when it appears lost in some subterranean course thro’ rocks which range from either side across its course.
I met with three young men on the summit who could converse a little in French and English and with them I descended by a steep zig zag path to the bottom of the Ravine. There is a path formed along the ravine, sometimes mounting a little the sides and sometime following the stream, which it crosses by bridges 4 times, quite in the style of the walks at Tintern, conducting to the first points of view and rendered safe and easy by steps and rails wherever necessary. It was formed about 7 years ago under the direction of the Superintendant of the Forest of Prussia, and does him much credit for his good taste. Just by the entrance of the ravine there is an inn much frequented from the neighbouring towns and villages on First days, my curious rather rattling harum-scarum fellows ordered bottle after bottle of Chateau la Rose, perhaps out of compliments to the Englishman, but I had some difficulty in preventing their following it up to excess. After they left me I returned by moonlight, at midnight, to view once more the wild scenery of this ravine. In Switzerland I may see, as I have already seen in America, scenes more gigantic and sublime, but I do not anticipate to finding anything of this same character to surpass the Rostrappe.
2nd day morning I walked to Stubenburg, another beautiful spot, a little the right of Gernrode and from here thro’ the forest to Alexisbad. On this march I got west of my right course, making a detour before I discovered my error, which cost me an hours walking, but as it was throughout a delightful country and the path generally thro’ the shaded forest I did not mind the extra distance. I was much gratified by the courtesy of a Prussian soldier or policeman, he was standing at the door of a nice cottage in a little hamlet near Fredericks Brunnen, and on my applying to him to directions onto Alexisbad, he explained to me my error, called a boy to put me in the right road again, whilst his wife invited me to come in and brought me some nice cold beer, which they pressed me not to spare, wishing that it was better but it was the best they had. Little instances of civility of this sort are proving gratifying in a foreign land.
Alexisbad is a genteel bathing place in the domain of the Duke of Battenburg, by whom the different buildings for the accommodation of company have been erected, and walks in the woods of this beautiful valley laid out with much thought. The water is strongly impregnated with iron and of a deep colour. The Duke was there himself and took the head of the Table at Dinner, which was well served, the company was not numerous and a band playing during dinner, and also morning and evening. In the evening of the day I arrived an itinerant company of rope dancers and equestrian performers exhibited their feats. I found here a gentleman from Berlin who conversed with me in English and the Dukes officers and other gentlemen addressed me in French.
I hate a watering place or at least am very soon weary of them and accordingly started for Stolberg with pleasure the following afternoon accompanied by a young man from Magdeburg with whom I had conversed in French at the dinner table, and finding that we were going the same route as far as Nordhausen, we were mutually with each others company. My companion professed to know the route but my compass proved a much surer guide than his knowledge backed by frequent enquiries on the way. About an hours walk from Alexisbad we passed works where silver ore is smelted, attached to which is also the Dukes mint, the revenue of his little kingdom is about £30,000 per annum. We found many little ponies in the woods and saw some wild deer. We gained the chausee (highroad) not far from the summit of the Auerberg: and then descended a long steep hill into Stolberg, a little old dirty town situated just at the meeting of three deep valleys. Here there is an old church in which Luther had preached, and a chateau, the residence of another little King, the Duke of Stolberg. The chateau is interesting as the residence of an old family, we arrived too late to see it that evening and left too soon on the following morning. 
Passing over the hills thro’ a forest we came to the Dukes hunting box, situated on a lofty eminence from which the prospect is magnificent, and as we approached Nordhausen, the golden country or valley, so called from the quantity of grain it produced, lay before us. Nordhausen dates from as far back as Goslar, its walls are in ruins, but an old round tower remains at the east gate, very perfect. The churches are old but not otherwise striking, much within and without it is now a place of much commerce, the market very large and I was struck with the unusual stature of the women, they are also handsome and of fine forms than I have seen elsewhere in the Hartz, though perhaps I should make an exception in favour of Blankenburg where we were all struck with the superior appearance of the population.
We had good entertainment at the Englisher Hof, and our hosts eldest daughter played for our entertainment, on the piano, and sang with very considerable effect. The old ramparts here, as everywhere in this part of Germany, serve for a fine promenade place of public amusement, generally planted with avenues of Lime trees, still in full blossom here. Next morning we separated for different routes, mine to Deuderstadt, rather more than 5 miles due west, where I proposed resting for the night. I made a direct march without difficulty, sometimes by a byroad, sometimes across wild country, passing many villages and arrive at this old dull town just in time to escape a drenching rain which continued for the remainder of the day and a good part of the night. This rather improved than otherwise the walking on the next day, the soil being generally of a sandy nature, though rich from thence to Gottingen, where I arrived about 2 o’clock just in time for the table d’hote at the Crown, the principal Inn, then very full of travellers.
My luggage had been some time at the Post Restante, to which I had forwarded the greater part from Brunswick, and my carpet bag after the desertion of my guide from Ilsenburg. The arrangements at the Post Offices of this country enabling you to part with your luggage with security, are a great convenience to the traveller. You take a receipt specifying each package from the Office you send them from, and receive them on presenting this at the Office they are sent to, at which also the carriage is paid. The next evening Edward Lord and J. Butterworth (sic, Bullivant), my former companions in the Hartz, again joined me, the latter I had not expected, but he had been agreeably surprised at finding a letter from his Father consenting to extend his furlow, the youth having urged as a motive the near approach of some large wool Fair, at the same time intending to accompany us in just the opposite direction.
First day morning. The master of the Inn accompanied and promised seats for us in the Reformed church, a small plain building, generally crowded, the minister who officiates here being much admired and respected. He preached a long sermon for the most part extraneous, the matter might have been good for aught I know, but his manner was far from striking, and the music was too powerful for the size of the church. After service I called upon a Dr. Benfer, to whom I had an introductory letter, he could only converse with me in French, but introduced us in the afternoon to his friend Dr. Shurscher, a mathematician, who spoke English quite fluently. These gentlemen walked with us in the evening and seemed pleased to offer us every polite attention in their power, they accompanied us to the Theatrum Andaumium, the Museum, Library Reading Room and Botanical Garden. This last, with the Library appear to me the only departments of which the University can boast. The Museum and Natural History is a wretched collection. 
There are now about 840 students here, once the number was far greater, but since the last riot foreigners have kept away. At first I formed a very unfavourable idea of the character of these students, from what I observed of a gang that seem to infest the hotel. They appeared only to have studied how to become in manners and costume most offensive and ridiculous, some of these bloods had acquired, from the British students, a taste for dog fighting and at their heels followed one or two well bred and well scarred Bulldogs, which I thought they are pleased to have noticed by an Englishman. The masters were also for the most part as much scarred as the dogs. The cicatrices on their cheeks are so wide and prominent that I have not the least doubt that on being touched with the rapier they aggravate the wound with caustic or something else that it may not heal well as they are evidently vain at this species of tattooing. With this first impression I might have gone away believing them to be a mere set of disorderly conceited fools, but on further observation I remarked that it was same gang, an order perhaps, that were thus conspicuous every day, and that the number of these compared with the number of students was very limited, certainly not exceeding 60, of whom about 30 might be classed as willing and ready for any lark, but during the 4 days I spent there I neither saw nor heard of any row or offensive act on their part.
The women of Gottingen are exceedingly homely and ordinary in appearance and seem confined to the middle and town classes, at least I scarcely saw one that had the appearance of a lady, and the peasantry that attend the market are not less deficient in beauty, all which is very apropos at a University town. Amongst the many busts of distinguished Professors at Gottingen placed in the Museum, I noticed that of Kastnern, Professor of Mathematics, which reminded me strongly of Samuel Tuke, though certainly in caricature. At the Reading Room I found French and English papers of a very recent day, it was quite a treat to see what was stirring at home and elsewhere after 10 days seclusion from the world. The Gaglianin Messenger treats with particular interest an account of a meeting of the Funds of African Colonization, the Duke of Sussex in the chair. The accommodation at the Hannoverian England Hotel here is excellent and on calling for our bill we found the charges quite moderate. 
 
  
Journey to Kassel, Koln & Frankfurt
 
We had intended to have walked to Kassel stopping one night on the road at Munden, and then to have remained in Kassel over the following First day, but subsequently having determined to proceed to Frankfurt by way of Koln, we thought it best to proceed with less delay, that we might not be obliged to hurry over a more interesting district; we therefore left on the evening of the 18th by the Schnell Post and arrived at Kassel about 3 o’clock the following morning. 
We went to the Roman Emperor Hotel, but not much liking our reception and still less the rooms they showed us into, we marched out again, and repairing to the King of Prussia Hotel where we were immediately furnished with apartments fit for a German Prince. Kassel is the most princely town I have yet visited in Germany, its situation and its appearance rendered more imposing by the noble avenues which line the Cities approaches. One in particular extends in a direct line to the palace of Wilhelm's Hohe, distant nearly a German mile from the city, viewed from the city the palace does not appear to be half the distance from you. I never saw any situation so striking, the intermediate space is lost to the eye as the road inclines, and the hill which forms the most magnificent background to the view rises so abruptly that the palace, and the old castellated structure on the summit is brought forward. The Palace itself is a very handsome structure built of an excellent reddish grit stone, but the grounds around are the most beautiful I have seen, the labour which has been bestowed on the formation of rocks of basalt formation must have been immense and the whole, whether in construction of building, the accumulation of water in basins, or constructing the course of the streamlets, the distraction of the walks, the planting of the grounds, or the cutting out of the natural forest for the lawns and parterres, is the happiest effect of art I have ever beheld, but art is only secondary, nature reigns paramount in the more than common grandeur. The old building on the Hohe is and was erected by the Landgrave Carl about 5 centuries ago, on its summit is another colossal bronze figure of Hercules, the prospect from this elevation, more than 600 feet, is superior to that from the summit of the Brocken. 
There is another building still finer of the castellated style and gothic architecture called the Lions Castle, it has a drawbridge and portcullis. Here is an ancient armoury very curious, and a gothic chapel containing some fine paintings and much old painted glass. Part of this building serves for an asylum for decrepit soldiers. The water works are said to be unrivalled, till recently they played twice a week, but now only on the First day, it was a disappointment to my companions not to be able to see them, for myself I was more indifferent having seen those at Versailles in full perfection. The Palace was newly finished about 9 years ago, in very good taste, the walls of the apartments are covered with costly tapestries manufactured at Lyons, magnificent without being gaudy, the marbles, the paintings, the mirrors and the furniture all in the same good taste, and the mantelpieces adorned with classic figures, sculptured in marble, delicate as alabaster.
On the opposite side of Kassel is another extensive Royal garden and park, the ground here is too level to admit of much effect, but the walks and drives are also very fine, there is a large and grand building now only used for an orangery. Contiguous is a Bath House, in the splendour of Roman luxury, it was commenced in 1718 and finished in 1728, all the beautiful marble work and sculpture by Monnot an artist from Berne, a figure of Pan and two others, Bacchanalians, are very finely executed. The Museum Frederianum is worth visiting, the principal curiosities are specimens of surprising mechanisms, old clocks and carriages, and in the Department of Fine Arts some rare specimens of mosaic, amongst these a Madonna head and that of St. John requires the closest inspection to distinguish these from paintings, so minute and exquisitely adjusted are the sections. There is also another much larger and full length picture of John the Baptist, in execution nearly equal to the others. The artist is unknown, it must have occupied the greater portion of his life. Above the museum in the same place, is the Princes Town Residence, a very handsome but plain building with red stone front. The Government buildings are one side of an adjoining street. The foundation of this superb Palace on a great scale was laid by a former Landgrave, and the walls have been raised to the height of 90 feet, his successor was deterred, on the ground of expense from continuing the work. He has deserted his kingdom and on his demise the Prince, being Landgrave intends, it is said, to continue the erection of the Palace. On the approach to the Museum is a colossal figure of the Landgrave Frederick of clumsy proportions, but being erected in fine white marble it has an imposing appearance, and on the approach to one the Cloisters is a figure, also in marble of the Landgrave Carl by whom the Baths and the more ancient buildings at Wilhelm’s Hohe were erected. The military are exercised in the Place Frederick, these troops have a fine appearance, they have a Horn or Brass band of which they are proud, it is considered the best in Germany. The Barracks are numerous and very commodious. Near the road to Wilhelm’s Hohe, a short distance from the city, Jerome Bonaparte, during his short Kingship erected a building on a very grand scale, it embraces a square of great dimensions, it is partly used as a prison and poorhouse and in this neighbourhood fruits appear to be much cultivated, we still got strawberries in abundance, cherries of exceptional size, apricots, raspberries, pears, gooseberries and currants etc. etc.
The table d’hote dinner at one o’clock is very well served here, as well as at all the grand Inns in which I have stayed, they serve the courses so slowly that the appetite is only stimulated in each successive interim and dinner generally occupies them about two hours. A musician from Berlin, Ferdinand Vogel, gave a concert at the Bruderkirch which gratified me highly, I had never before heard such execution on an organ, the singing was good, the choir was of 22 men, as well as the accompaniment of Horns. An old officer present was quite raptured and said that the performers, though little known excelled more than celebrated ones. So much for Kassel, which I recommend to all travellers as a pleasant place and the King of Prussia as a comfortable hotel. 
We left on the afternoon of the 19th, Friday instant; in an extra Post of which there were 5 following in the train of the Schnell Post on this grand chausee (road) route from Berlin to Koln and Dusseldorf. We got to Arolsen, the capital of Waldschien at 5 o’clock, the country was very hilly and generally woodland, several towers are seen from the roadside near Carlsberg resembling that at Wilhelm’s Hohe, being also surmounted by a colossal figure of Hercules. About one o’clock at night we change horses and carriages opposite to a large building, once a convent now an iron foundry. It was not very pleasant to be compelled to turn out thro’ the night at every Post, fortunately they (these) were very long, and wait for a new vehicle sometimes changing a back one for a worse, and occasionally leaving a very comfortable one. There was an English Family who occupied one voiture, a very saturn sardonic grumpy old gentleman, a sociable good natured middle aged lady, an interesting young lady and a little boy. The old man we thought must be a German, for he offered no assistance nor paid the slightest attention to his family. I should have liked to have paid them some attentions, and ventured once to assist them but he looked so bearish that I was obliged to leave them to their fate. Afterwards, in the course of the journey all the passengers in the extra were forwarded in two large carriages and in this one we had him for a short time as a passenger in the interior, his family occupying the coupe, he spoke not one a word but occasionally grinned a smile. I was rather curious to know who they were, they had lived in London, one of my companions found a name mark on his umbrella, Dr. Birkbeck, I hope it is not the celebrated Doctor of that name who lives in Broad Street.
We breakfasted at Arnsberg, a well built clean Prussian Town, the houses large and generally detached. From here we travelled thro’ a beautifully verdant, highly cultivated and thickly populated valley, following the course of a clear river which we crossed about eleven times. Iserlohn, about 5 miles German, is a nice town famous for bronze work and its hardware manufacturers, the Sheffield and Birmingham of Prussia. About 3 miles farther we dined at Lunberg another prosperous town, from here the countryside became increasingly populous and beautiful as we entered the district of cotton manufacturers, Schwelm, a pleasant town, was once much resorted to as a bathing place. We reached Elberfeld about 5 o’clock in the afternoon, this is the seat of cotton and silk manufacture and the only large manufacturing place in which I have ever seen pervading all classes an air of prosperity, comfort, happiness and health, or in other words were the immense wealth of a few is not purchased by the misery of the man. This town we ought to have remained in at least two days, there are some very fine buildings, particularly the Town Hall, the population must have been great for we passed thro’ at least 3 miles of continual streets. I left Elberfeld the more reluctantly being very fatigued with sitting so long, and the remainder of the journey was more tedious and fatigued me greatly.
We did not reach Cologne until 2 o’clock in the morning, having been 34 hours travelling 160 miles. For 20 or 24 hours I had been continually sitting, but beyond this time my bones seemed to protrude into my seat and I ached intolerably, and excepting in case of absolute necessity, I never intend to ride for so many hours in succession again. Had I known what an interesting district we would pass thro’ I would have ridden only to Arnsberg and then leisured the remainder of the journey. No such hotel as La cour Imperial mentioned in Starks Travellers Guide as the first hotel in Koln appeared to exist, so we went to the Rheinburger, a very good house, but for the inattention of the waiters. 
During the day we visited most of the numerous churches in the city, they were all catholic. In that of St. Peter is a splendid painting of the crucifixion of that apostle, on the other side of the revolving screen, on which it is fixed, is a copy of the original by a French artist of some celebrity. The original, for richness of colouring, without vividness, as well as for the almost living effect with which the painter has delineated the five figures which it contains, is supreme to any painting I have seen. From one hand and foot, already nailed, the blood is flowing, the hand already deadened, with the other foot a man is driving a nail and the countenance of this man, as well as the violent spasmodic contraction of this much of the limb and the other arm, but scarcely retained in the powerful grasp of one of the brawny assistants, is admirable, the other two figures are scarcely inferior. It requires no form of comparison to exhibit its rare merit, though its effect is wonderfully heightened in this juxta comparison. Every conceited painter should be sent on a pilgrimage to this shrine, if this did not cure him, his case would be a hopeless one. George the IV offered £30,000 for this painting when it, with other spoils of victory, were retained by the attacking powers, but money could not purchase this offering of Rubens to the place of his nativity.
The Cathedral, which was commenced in the thirteenth century, is still part unfinished. The King of Prussia desirous for its completion, sent an architect to make an estimate of the requisite expense, but on finding that it would require 2 millions sterling he was compelled to leave it in status quo. The choir is 180 feet high and the building being in the form of a cross, would require a dome of more than 200 feet which is the chief cause and the completion of it would be so costly. The choir is hung round with Flemish Tapestry, there are two fine monumental specimens of Italian sculptures, the first a rendering of two brothers of the Schaumboy family. The organ is a very fine toned one, superior and the organist also, to any I have ever heard. There are two organists one played at Vespers at three o’clock, the other at five, both excel but one is considered inspiring, he plays principally from imagination (phantasmagoria) now producing the effect of a horn band and then dropping to the most mellifluous note of the German flute. The vocal music is also good, the Cathedral round the choir was thronged, I spent about two hours listening in silent rapture. The church of St. Andrew has a fine altar piece of sculptured wood with numerous figures, I do not remember having seen another similar to it. In the Cathedral there is a large and much admired presentation of the adoration, 4 or 500 years old by Guglielmus Kaaft, it is in the style of the vellum paintings of old masters. All the churches here were well attended, in this respect the Prussian and French catholic differ essentially.
In the evening we found a large portion of the citizens taking wine, coffee etc. Opposite the city, on the other side of the Rhine, a good military band playing for 2 or 3 hours. The diameter of Cologne is very great, the population is now estimated at 68,000, but twice the number might, I had supposed, be contained within its walls. There is a commanding military force stationed here, a guard of honour and the principal officers came down to the hotel on the arrival of a Prussian General officer, next morning they reviewed the Horse, about 600 Dragoons, they were fine young men, but mounted on very small light horses. We have just reached the Grand English route and find the English thick enough.
On the afternoon of the 22nd rode to Bonn, 3½ miles German, the intermediate country very level and uninteresting, the soil sandy and poor, but beyond Bonn on the opposite side of the river we see a fine range of hills of mountain form which promises better. We found the Hotel de Koln a comfortable house, but the Star is better situated in the Market Place, and more frequented. The University buildings are large and compact, unfortunately I had no introduction here and therefore saw only the exterior. The students appeared less eccentric and less wild than at Gottingen, and the town of Bonn I should decidedly prefer as a residence. It rained so heartily in the evening that it was impossible to walk, but the following morning I had a pleasant stroll, after which, at 10 o’clock the Steam Boat arrived from Koln, a military band waited at the pier and played during her stay. We left by her for Koblenz, preferring the fore places as more select, quite as comfortable during the day, and about one third of the fare paid by the Pavilion passengers. With the exception of a point, Dragon Rocks of Linz, which abounds the scene on the opposite side a little above Bonn, on which there is one of the old forts so numerous on the Rhine, the scenery is by no means striking until you reach Neuwied, here there is a Palace and Museum of antiquities and some other curious objects which the travellers should see. The country Chateau of the Prince of Nuewied is finely situated on an eminence, a few miles back from the Rhine, this chateau you also see very distinctly from Koblenz, between which and Neuwied the Rhine makes a great bend. There were plenty of English on board the boat, one elderly man, a little like Edward Brice, amused me not a little, I set him down directly, I saw him for a book maker and was afterwards abundantly convinced that he travelled in that capacity. He made copious notes respecting every place and object, though himself very knowing, pretending to be well acquainted with the country which he had visited 2 years before, it was very amusing to detect the epigeous (earthy) mistakes he was constantly making, from the imperfection of his sight, which a good glass Dolland very imperfectly compensated, no less than his utter ignorance of the German language. One might have concurred with any nonsense that fancy could suggest, and a year hence have read the fiction given with all the authority of fact in the new Guide Book of 1834 produced by “Berniers”, to be indispensable for the traveller on the Rhine. There were also two young men of genteel appearance whom I was confident of having seen before, subsequently I observe them announced in a German Paper as Herr’s Moss and May, English Noblemen.
We landed in time to see the greater half of this well built handsome little town, the lion here is the Fortress of Ehrenbreinstein said to be impregnable, it has undoubtedly a very advantageous position, but the fortifications as a work of art are in comparison with others that I have seen insignificant. After having gone over it in the morning we walked over to Bad Ems, a much frequented bathing place in Nassau, the situation is pleasing on the river. We enjoy a good dinner and armanshauser after our walk and amused ourselves thro’ the afternoon in examining the prominent character of the numerous company assembled there. We seriously thought of giving a Donkey race a l’Anglaise for their amusement but hesitated for fear the wits should avail them selves of the occasion to class all the performers as of one species. Walked back to Koblenz in the evening.
We pursued the following morning our journey up the Rhine per steamer as far as St Goar, here we landed to visit the imposing ruins of Rheinfels a fortress destroyed by the French, dinner at the Lilly Inn and afterwards walked on to Bingen, 4 miles German. The scenery opposite to St. Goar and from there to Bingen is the finest on the Rhine below (downstream) Mainz, and at either place you would be well rewarded for spending a day. Also opposite St Goar is a very extensive tannery: near Bingen you pass under the Rheinstein, an old Fort boldly situated on lofty rocks and entirely renovated in Gothic castellated architecture for Prince William, brother to the King of Prussia. The vineyards along the road are very extensive and with stronger and more luxuriant growth. The wines we find at every inn of good quality and round and dry, Bacharach, Andersach, Shackersachen, Rudesheimer and fifty others. Bingen is a town of some importance, we found more craft here than at any other place up the Rhine. The Weisse Rossle is a large much frequented Hotel, a pleasantly situated, well conducted, particularly clean house and the charges very reasonable.
We crossed the river in the morning to Rudesheim, passed Johannsberger and the Mellerauch estate, thro’ Oestrich and Elfeld, this neighbourhood is very genteel, many handsome houses with beautiful gardens and shrubberies extending to the banks of the Rhine. It was very oppressive walking in the heat of the day, my companions each carried above 20 lbs weight at their backs. I stopped once to plunge in the Rhine, the water is delightfully soft, almost soapy. Between Elfeld and Bibarach, at a village the name of which I can only remember begins with an S, we left the course of the river for Weisbaden, a fashionable bathing place about 3 miles English from the river. The company have delightful walks, a grand saloon and abundant supply of warm sulphurated water which they swallow early in the morning, each person promenading with a glass cup in their hands which they replenish, as soon as empty at the spring. We walked the next day to Mainz, stopping an hour or 2 at Biberach to see the palace and garden. Mainz seen from the opposite bank of the Rhine has rather an imposing appearance, the interior was scarcely inferior, we found plenty of Prussian and Austrian troops there.

Left in the morning, First day 28th, for Frankfurt in a packet boat drawn by horses, a cheap but very tedious conveyance, we left about 7 o’clock and did not arrive at Frankfurt until half past 4 o’clock, the same horses, four, drew the boat the whole distance, resting about an hour whilst we got our dinner on shore. The appearance of Frankfurt is very pleasing, we went to the Hotel de Prussia, said to be the finest hotel in Europe. The house was built for a private residence by a merchant of the city and is said to have cost him £80,000, but the family have only realised £8,000 by the sale of it. The house is well conducted, master and servants very attentive and the charge moderate. The museum here is worth visiting, it contains a good gallery, a comprehensive armoury and also a good collection of minerals and fossils. In another part of the town is a gallery of paintings, amongst which are a few good specimens of the old German school and the works of Balshard, Salvator Rosa, A. Caracci, Vandyke, Victors etc., but on the whole the collection is poor. The lion of Frankfurt is Danecker’s  Ariadne, in a private museum belonging to the Betman family, for whose father Danecker executed this beautiful work at the low price of £1000. A Russian Nobleman, on seeing it in the artists possession, is said to have offered £6000 for it. 
There is little of antiquity to interest you in Frankfurt, the most striking objects in the old town are the Catholic Cathedral Church, the palace of Charlemagne, the Jewish quarter and the old cemetery thickly studded with tomb stones. The mother of the famous Rothschilds is still living and will not leave the house in which her children were brought up, although the restrictions which compelled the Jews formerly to inhabit this particular district has been abolished. They are still treated with much interference and there is a law now in force which limits their marriages to 16 in the year. The promenade round the city from the river back to the river is very beautiful, the streets are spacious and the houses well built, unlike other German cities it has no buildings of exclusive grandeur but that which is, are handsome and well built. The Main is a safer river, generally shallow, about a quarter of a mile up the river there is a fine place for bathing, we engaged a boat to take us there daily during our stay. The city was very full of strangers, amongst whom our countrymen predominated greatly.
 
 
Darmstadt, Heidelberg & Stuttgart
 
Left on Friday August 2nd for Darmstadt in a private voiture which we engaged as far as Heidelberg for 16 florins, allowing the man to take another passenger who fortunately proved a very agreeable companion. The country between the two towns is level open and uninteresting, but Darmstadt itself is a very well built little town, but in this as in the numerous other German capitals the size of the Palaces and the large scale Government and military establishment denotes that the people here are made for the rulers not the rulers for the people. The Graf Traube Hotel is a very good house. 
We had a delightful ride tho’ a very fruitful country the following day to Heidelberg, stopping an hour or two at Heppenheim, the ruins of old forts on the heights are very numerous, there is one above Heppenheim at a very considerable elevation, which must have been once an imposing place, the view from the ruin is very striking and would afford a fine sketch. Vineyards abound on the road, the vine is here allowed to trail a little, supported by rails, the orchards are of very large dimensions affording all sorts of fruits, and Indian corn, tobacco and hemp by the roadside. We were informed on the road that the Prussian students of Heidelberg were about to celebrate that evening the birthday of their King with more than ordinary distinctions, because it would be their last opportunity in Heidelberg, in consequence of his recent decree which prohibits the Prussian students from attending foreign universities. Had they intended to have burnt him in effigy I should have admired their spirit, however the evening passed away without any exhibition of such disgusting scurrility. Heidelberg I should prefer to any other University town I have yet seen, its beautiful if extravagant scenery, its lions their castle grounds and Turm are too well known by anyone to require description. It contains 236 Fuders (cartloads) each fuder 12,000 bottles or 283,200 quarts. The next day, Tuesday (Sunday) 4th, J. Butterworth (sic or Bullivant) left us to return direct for England, I embraced the opportunity to forward a letter to my brother Henry. When should we three meet again, he passed lightly from our life, but I thought at the moment of the uncertainty of time.  Heidelberg is famous for beer, of which the students make copious libations and this evening we saw many in a state of intoxication, otherwise things appear very orderly.
2nd day Mon. 5th. I left Heidelberg accompanied by E. Lord in a voiture with two other passengers for Stuttgart, about 55 or 60 English miles distant, for which we agreed to give the man 13 florins. We follow the Neckar for 10 or 12 miles, the scenery is very pleasing and resembles that on the Wye, and excels that on the Rhine, in my taste. After leaving the river we crossed over an open fertile country belonging to Baden, then entering the territory of Wurttemburg, a few miles short of the town of Heilbronn, where we staid a night at the Rose Inn, we passed 2 or 3 chateaus on the way. About half hours walk from Heilbronn is the Waldberg situated on an eminence, from which you obtain a splendid panoramic view, and on the further side you look down on the ruin of Weibertrue, which immortalises the fidelity of woman, the hills around the summit are clad with vines, to a greater extent than we have seen elsewhere. The chateau on this hill is used as an hotel, there is an old watch tower surmounted by a balcony which will hold 20 persons. Heilbronn takes its name from a mineral spring which rises in the town by the protestant church, the tower of this church is curious and elaborate, it has a spiral staircase within, and opposite is the Town Hall, in front of which is a large face of a curious clock surmounted with the figure of a cock, which crows at eleven o’clock, it is the fellow to the one at Strasbourg with six boar heads. The gardens without the city, and separated by the old moat, are very extensive, they have more the appearance of orchards, the quantity of fruit grown in Wurttemburg is very great, the roads are lined with apple and pear trees.
We left Heilbronn about 2 o’clock and had a pleasant ride over a hilly country to within sight of the river to Besigheim, famous for its wines, red and white, here the Ens joins the Neckar, we stopped about an hour to rest the horses, and then on through Ludwigsburg, where there is a large palace in the English style, belonging to the King of Wurttemburg. There is a fine avenue for some distance from the town and the road all the way to Stuttgart is generally lined with trees. We arrived about 4 o’clock and found the King of England, the first hotel full, the King of Wurttemburg is the second house, but we obtained a very good room at the Black Eagle, a little inn in the market Place, of no very promising exterior, but where we were very comfortably provided for. We thought we had paid very little for our share of the voiture, but our companions, we afterwards found, had only paid 8 florins for both. The following day we engaged 2 places in a voiture for Ulm, for which we agreed to give 9 florins, the distance about 45 miles English. With a little experience you may travel comfortably in Germany at a very moderate expense.
4th day, 7th. We walked to Canstadt, a small town on the Neckar, about a mile and a half from Stuttgart, it is resorted to on account of its mineral waters, an acidulated chalybeate, very pleasant, the springs are numerous and very copious. It is not much frequented by the fashionable world, Baden Baden offering them greater attractions. From Canstadt we walked to the village of Rothenberg, finely situated on a lofty hill, on the very summit is a small chapel like a temple, built of fine hewn stone with a dome and four lofty porticoes, within is the tomb of Catharinen Pomaversk, a Russian princess, the first wife of the King of Wurttemburg. The service is performed here twice in the week, after the manner of the Greek Church, it is the best built edifice I have seen in Germany, there is a statue of the beloved apostle by Danecker, one of his best productions. The view from the spot is as beautiful as it is extensive, the country all round is a rich vineyard to the summits of the numerous “hirsute” like hills, which form beautiful little valleys abounding with prettily grouped villages, the soil is a red loam very rich, bearing mangle wurzels and Indian corn, and great luxuriant lucern grows also very finely. We made a good dinner of eggs, bread and butter in a clean little tavern and regaled ourselves with a bottle and a half of wine, at an expense of about 7d each, in the afternoon we walked back to the town by another road, equally pleasant.
The Palace is a very fine modern building, the old palace close by, and both are occupied by the different members of the family, the gardens extend nearly to Canstadt, at the further end is a another new palace just erected for the Crown Prince, a boy about 10 years old, we saw 2 of his sisters, very pretty children, walking with their governess, in the garden. Besides his legitimate children, he has in all probability many others, for we are told he has had about 20 mistresses, one of whom he visits and supports as such. He is very fond of horses and has very large stables, one contains principally the stud horses which travel the country, another the horses for his own use, and about a mile from town he has a breeding stud where horses of every race range at liberty, he has some good Turkestan and Arab horses and 4 very fine bays bred from English mares by an Arab horse. I did not see them out, but for strength they are quite out of the common.
There is an excellent stone in the immediate neighbourhood, the same of which Edinburgh is built, which if it had only been made use of, Stuttgart would have been a fine town, as it is, tho’ a pleasant place, it is very badly built, a large rambling place which would contain 4 times its present population estimated at 28,000. There is also a barracks being erected which will look well when finished, also a new Post office. The Catharinen Hospital is a fine spacious modern building well situated within the barrier, near it, in a sort of grove is a place for gymnastic exercises. We visited Danecker’s studio and private museum, which contains a collection of castes and models of his own productions, there were also a few works in marble, a head of Schiller very finely executed, but his model of Milo and the Lion pleased me the most, he executed this when 17 or 18 years old, he has never sculptured it, altho’ the model has been at Rome as a study for other artists, it is only a small scale, but is a most spirited work, a bold delineation of human feelings wrought into agony, to my taste this work makes his other productions tame, it is in sculpture what Rubens crucifixion of St. Peter is in painting. Danecker is, I believe between 80 and 90 years of age, I understand that he receives foreigners without introduction with great politeness, especially Englishmen. I should have much liked to have seen him but had not assurance enough or address to venture to call. His Saviour is in St. Petersburg. A figure of marble material, of Faith, Hope and Charity is in the possession of the Oldenburgh Family, executed as a monument for a member of that family. The Saviour is greatly admired, but I think either of the other two, especially the latter, far superior, the Saviour has a most ghostly appearance and I suppose is meant to exhibit him as just risen from the tomb, on the pedestal is inscribed “I am the way onto the Father”.
   The regimentals of the army, officers and privates, are the most unsightly and most awkwardly made that I have ever seen. The present King commanded the Austrian and Bavarian troops, as well as his own in the last war. The theatre here occupies one wing of the palace, it was not open. The inhabitants in all respects are very ordinary, excepting that the women all appear to increase and multiply about the same time, increase of the human species in the next two months promises to be scarcely less redundant than the vintage, from ignorance of the language I am unable to satisfy fully my curiosity respecting this peculiarity in their natural history.
 
 
 
 
 Ulm, Lake Constance, St Gallen, 
Appenzell, Zurich & Zug
 
Left Stuttgart between 4 and 5 o’clock on the morning of the 9th for Ulm, occupying two seats in a voiture, passed the Park Weil near Esslingen where the King has a cottage and farm, including the breeding stud already mentioned, about an hour beyond this we stopped at Esslingen an old town situated on the Neckar, there is a fine covered wooden bridge over the river, about 60 yards span. Some 7 hours further we stopped at Goppingen, a large town in which the majority of the inhabitants appear to be little cloth manufacturers, there are 4 gates to the town and an old palace, but neither at all striking. We had now left the river country, but still followed the course of a valley abounding with woods and pastures, approaching Geislingen, the hills all very lofty and the scenery grand and of rather remarkable character. There are several old forts and chateaus in ruins which brighten the effect of the scenery. We stopped again about 5 miles from Ulm where we had a wordy quarrel with the host and waiter who served us with shocking wine and seasoned it with impudence.
It was 8 o’clock before we alighted at the Black Ox, a large old inn facing the Danube, the distance from Stuttgart is probably about 48 miles English, the Stunde vary in different places, it is 24 Post Stunde and we were more than 15 hours in performing it (The Stunde or Post Stunde would be the time (hour) between posting stations and of course the distance would vary depending on the condition of the road). We thought we had had a very cheap ride, but our two companions only paid 7 florins, and the same evening one of them engaged a seat in a voiture for Munich, with two other passengers each paying 6 florins, a journey of two days.
The principle object of interest in Ulm is the Cathedral, begun in 1377 and finished in 1494, the interior is very fine, long lofty aisles, of beautiful light slender gothic architecture, the centre is about 160 ft high, the painted glass is very beautiful, superior to any other I have seen. The sacrament is highly ornamented in curious stone carving, this work was executed in 1469 at the expense of a rich knight, and was so costly that it ruined his property, within the choir are the heads of distinguished scripture characters before Christ, executed with great spirit in wood by George Luchen. The view from the town, 33 yards high, is very fine, you see the battle fields of Blenheim and near that, of Esslingen where Ney defeated Necker the Austrian general, said to have been bribed by Napoleon to whom subsequently the Austrian troops surrendered their guns and marched out of Ulm. The market here is large and the crowds of peasants, grouped with the citizens presents an animated and highly amusing scene, there are a great many soldiers quartered here. The houses are generally large and very old and formerly there were many convents, many of the houses are painted on the exterior with figures of animals, saints etc., in the vicinity is the chateau of the Baron of Ulm, finely situated and rather imposing in appearance. 
On the morning of the 10th our landlord informed us that he and a friend were going to the Lake Constance, and had engaged a voiture in which if we liked to take the other two seats, they would go to any place on the lake we might prefer. We had intended to have gone to St Gallen direct and afterwards to Schaffhausen, but on considering the route we found it would be better to reverse the places and very quickly embraced the opportunity for which we were each paying 6 florins, the distance at least 96 miles. We left in the afternoon and rode about 24 miles to Biberach, the Inn here was so very nice and comfortable, I regret at not having made memorandum at the time of its designation, but I think it was the Rose. Left early in the morning and had a tiring days ride over a fertile but rather tame country, abounding with shrines and crucifixes as in all Catholic districts where distinctive posts are needed. About 4 miles from the lake, as we approached Urberlingen, the level on which we were, terminated abruptly, forming, as viewed from below a steep mountain range which you had to descend, to our left was a large chateau from which, as well as the road, is a magnificent view of the lake and the mountains in the distance, our companions had proposed taking us to this chateau but we took a wrong road. It was after the usual dinner hour when we alighted and we were forced to put up with a miserable dinner, but we were highly delighted (especially the Landlord who had never before seen a large expanse of water) with looking from the window on to the water, made doubly pleasant from the heat of the day.
Urberlingen was quite gay, it being first day, and the girls looked beautiful after travelling so long in Wurttemburg. From here you see Mainau the residence of Prince Esterhazy. Went one stage further and slept at Stockach, the family at the Inn held a minute soiree, which interested them more than the wants of their guests, however the supper and beds were very good. In the morning we rode to Singen, a village above which is the ruined but imposing Fortress of Hohentweil, long called the Jungfrau, until it was taken by the French in 1805. We ascended the eminence and went thro’ it, and certainly if ever a place was impregnable this one would have been announced so, and it still would have retained that character, but for either the cowardice or complicity of the officer in command. The French destroying it with gunpowder, and stipulating at the conclusion of the war that it should not be restored, independent of the interest which its ruins afford, the scenery around would alone amply repay the traveller for the trouble of the ascent: around are 5 other forts, all are firmly founded, though elevated. 
We got to Schaffhausen about noon and quartered at the Ship nearly opposite the bridge, a very comfortable Inn, and not so expensive as the head inn. Here we found ourselves once more in the grand English track, the falls of the Rhine attracting them in swarms, and certainly the spot is well worthy their admiration, on first viewing from above I was disappointed, but afterwards descending by the staircase to the foot, and also on crossing to the opposite side, it appeared really grand. Tho’ hundreds of English people had entered their names this summer in the visitors book, that of  Wm. Bathhurst is, as I believe the only one known to me, and I do not recollect in the course of my journey to have met with or noticed the name of a member of the Society of Friends. The Promenade Gardens and walks around the town are very pleasant. There is an ancient Roman Fortress, more than 2000 years old which is well worthy of notice, the serpentine pavé in the interior for cannon, is the work of the Swiss. At our Inn, in an adjoining chamber were two Englishmen whose conversation I could not avoid hearing, one drank (?)sugar water and the other brandy and water, the language of the former admirably corresponded to his character; but the conversation was so ridiculous that I think his weak head had been muddled by something more potent.
Rode to Constance on the afternoon of the 14th, it was very sultry when we left, and before we arrived we encountered one of the most tremendous thunder storms I have witnessed, each successive flash of lightning seemed as if it would strike near us, it lasted several hours, the rain fell in torrents and continued until noon the next day. At Constance the Pike and the Eagle are the first hotels, the latter we stayed at and found it very dear, the landlady a handsome woman, is here as active in superintendence as a landlady of an English Inn, which is rarely the case here, as in America the family of the Innkeeper appear only in the capacity of private individuals. 
There is a museum of antiquities, a catch penny exhibition, panegyrics of which, written by the conceited proprietor are industrially distributed and even put into your hands on entering the Portal of the Town. The learned antiquarian has a quick eye for English geese and taking me for one, accosted me as an acquaintance, perpetrating an ingenious lie, and informing me he had procured for me some pamphlet or map which I had inquired for, he feigned the utmost surprise on my assuring him he must be mistaken, but begged I would just walk in with him, I saw thro’ the game at once, and with apparent reluctance at last followed him, looked over his sacred relics of Hess, said to have been found in the same building, and fed his cupidity by inquiring the prices of much of his relics, on which he expatiated in French with much volubility, on my leaving he looked very significantly for a fee, but looked in vain, at the very door he informed me a franc was generally paid by visitors, I assured him I should very willingly comply with this sub, when I visited his museum of my own accord and to gratify my curiosity, he looked quite crestfallen at my laconic comment on his baffled cunning. 
Bought a good stout holly stick, much in vogue in Germany, with which to carry my little valise over my shoulder, my companion had a regular knapsack, which are made very neatly, and commodious enough to carry a considerable wardrobe, but although the weight is well disposed of in this way, yet fitting close to the back it excites such profuse perspiring that I do not like them and would rather submit to the inconvenience of a more restricted wardrobe than carry a knapsack for many days in succession. My pockets too served to supply in some measure the deficiency.
The Police, tho’ very polite, were suspicious as of my being a Pole, a disturbance in Basel Canton had just occurred, on which occasion some Polish officers had taken part with the liberals of the country. My phiz, aided then by moustache, they tell me is Polish and my Passport was quite new to them, it rarely happens that an Englishman travels in this country with a Passport from the Hanseatic Consul.
Left Constance on the afternoon of the 14th (sic 15th) and walked to Bischopszell, about due south, from the village of Berg, about half way, we first viewed distantly the snowcapt and rocky mountains of Swiss and the Tyrol, this first scene satisfied me that however familiar I had become with magnificent scenery, I had not yet seen natures proper grandeur, and the knowledge that the scene then before me would be far eclipsed by many yet unseen, was a fine stimulus on assuring a long pedestrian excursion. From Bishopszell we made due east for St. Gallen. This morning was kept as a high fete day, that of the Ascension, and we saw the catholic peasantry flocking in full costume to their village churches, this dress is gay and rich and many of them well become it, it was delightful to return their polite assuring salutations, at which one of many is the wish that you may make a good breakfast. From the surrounding valley in which St. Gallen is situated the peasantry flocked in crowds to the town filling the Great Abbey church, the country people thickly grouped with the citizens offered an interesting scene, the service was imposing and the music, vocal and instrumental very effective. The neighbourhood of the town is a manufacturing district for wool, cotton and silk, and the commerce of St. Gallen is extensive.
The adjoining Canton of Appenzell has also extensive manufactures, it is a Protestant Canton one of the least, but its population is diverse. Herisau the chief town is about 3 hours walk from St. Gallen, there is a fine new stone bridge a little out of St. Gallen resembling a celebrated one near the town in the valley of the Clyde. Herisau Bad, a much frequented watering place is on the road, it has an elevated situation and the scenery is beautiful. We had intended to have walked about 2 hours further, but we were hardly out of Herisau when it commenced raining heavily, we took shelter at first in a very nice little tavern, thinking it would soon be fair, in this we were disappointed and my companion having no umbrella we determined to lodge there, unfortunately our host, a fine old man, was only licensed for a drink house and could not lodge us without being subject to a heavy fine. It was some distance to the next inn in the town and so wet and dark that we took our hosts recommendation to the nearest lodging house, which he assured us was excellent, it certainly was much frequented by tramps, but was not quite to our taste, the woman of the house showed us a thoroughfare room with one bed, which was the only one to be had, and she seemed perfectly astonished that we should have wanted two.
The morning was wet, but we started early and continued walking in the rain, just stopping once for some milk and brandy, till we reached the Richthaus, 18 miles, the country very hilly and the hills long and steep. We passed thro’ Schwellbrun, Schonengrund, Lichtensteig, Wattwil, Ricken, all them pleasant and pleasing places. At Wattwil we found the militia, members and companies, separating for different stations where a fresh movement was apprehended. My companion was thoroughly drenched and I was little better off having met the heavy rain driven by a high wind, fortunately we found ourselves most comfortably provided for at the Richthaus and our hostess very attentive, we used the bed counterpanes as robes and made an excellent dinner and had our clothes dried in the while. About an hour before sunset the weather cleared, the mountain tops gradually peeped from out of the clouds, until all was clear and the Zurich See and the mountains lay un-obscured before us about this hour. I observed numbers of peasant women, in festive wear, coming along the road as I imagine from some fete or large market, but on enquiring I found they were returning from a pilgrimage, I forget where the had been, somewhere on the borders of Italy, a long way from their houses, for the most part they were well dressed and rather merry than sad. Here I first heard the Ranz de Vaches or the Echo of the Mountains, as it is generally called, it is sweet yet thrilling and awaking, certainly peculiarly calculated to kindle in a moment recollections of home in the breast of the listener, subsequently I have often heard it and at the moment thought I had caught the note, but I can neither describe it nor imitate it, though at the time it appeared easy and I should recognise it at the first sound. The fine evening tempted us to reach the Lake (Zurich See), to the shore of which we descended at Schmerikon where we lodged.
Next day, the 17th we had a delightful walk to Zurich, about 20 miles along the shore of the lake, thro’ a most fruitful country, almost a continuous orchard, and the hills furnishing abundance of every stone and timber, the stone resembles that used for building in Edinburgh, the villages are very numerous and delightful. The engraved views of Zurich with its bridges and flowing waters give you the idea of a fine city, but it is quite the reverse, the situation is beautiful and the town ought to have been so, I found it a dull and uninteresting place without one good inn, we stopped at the Raven, which is the worst and the dearest I have met with. The environs are interesting and the adjacent hills, on this side, well worth ascending, we thus banished the “ennui” that oppressed us in the town and spent the following day very pleasantly. The Diet was sitting and I should have liked to have attended a debate but could not obtain admission. There is a publisher of engraved views of Swiss scenery, maps and good books here, called Ritler, my companion purchased some of the mountain views, but my knapsack was too small to admit of any additions to the articles it already contained.
 2nd day 19th, started in a heavy storm for Zug, the weather cleared before we ascended the mountain range which lies between the two lakes, there is a carriage road over the first part but it is very steep and requires extra horses; especially to drag a heavy laden English travelling carriage. There is a very good village inn at Baar, at the foot of the mountain on the other side, about 2 miles from Zug, we stopped there to dine, and afterwards finding the town of Zug very dismal, we passed thro’ it walking along the shore of the lake, from which the mountains rise abruptly, hemming it in on all sides and just admitting of a fine carriage road which has been formed to Arth, a village at the end of the Zug See, and at the foot of the Rigi . . . . . . .


 
* * * * * *
 

 
The MS for Frederick’s 1833 journey ends at this point, perhaps the second MS volume has been lost or is in the possession of another member of the Tuckett, Fox or Howard families. In view of this we do not have details of where he travelled next, although, from the list found with the MS we know that he intended to visit Base and Bern, but from the direction he was travelling it would appear that he went to the next places on his list, Luzern, Altdorf, St. Gotthard Pass, Lago Maggiore, Como, Bozen, Innsbruck, Salzburg and Munchen, we know he was at Salzburg in the Autumn because he mentions this in his 1834 MS. He may then have returned to England. We next meet Frederick on the 29th March 1834 when he is leaving Berlin, and this account forms the second part of his travels and this booklet. 
 
 
 
 
1834 Journey
 
Germany
Berlin, Frankfurt on the Oder, 
 
Poland
Breslau, Cracow & Warsaw.
 
Russia
Moscow.
 
Scandinavia 
Stockholm, Uppsala, Osterbybruk, 
Sala, Falun, Alvdalen, Sarna, 
Trondheim & Bergen.
 
 
 
Frankfurt on the Oder, Breslau & Cracow
 
1834, March 29th, left Berlin in the evening travelling in a extra or by carriage thro’ the night to Frankfurt on the Oder, weather was bad and having to alight at each station and change the carriage it was the more unpleasant, arrived before breakfast the following morning, distance 12 miles or 54 ?. Found a comfortable Inn, out of the town over the bridge, the Golden Lion, the inns in town, especially that by the Post Office are very indifferent. 
This day was Easter Sunday, and with the next was observed as a sacrament and fete day. There are several churches here, one the upper Dome church is of good architecture, rather unfinished or un-faced on the exterior, has an imposing appearance, its interior which is very bare of decoration would also have some merit, but unfortunately the whole gothic ceiling is coloured with so deep and bright a blue (probably intended to quicken the congregation by a pre-sight of the church heavens), that the effect of simple proportion is injured, in all the music was very poor, which is unusual in Germany. In the little Cathedral church they had an instrument for an organ, the strains of which so resembled a hurdy-gurdy that it almost upset my gravity. The population of the place is upwards of 20,000 judging from the size of their cemetery, a large proportion are Jews. For the size of the place there are many military and it being the residence of the General of the Division or District, and also perhaps because it was a good market, as they say, or in other words, a place at which one may live cheap and well, which would be an object to numbers of educated young men, who wish to serve one year as volunteers in lieu of the otherwise required service of 3 years, and 2 as land work.
The town is pleasantly situated on the banks of the river, on the opposite bank is a good promenade, as also at the upper side of the town, on elevated ground, without the old fortifications. It was pleasant to look over more or at last on an unequal surface tho’ the elevations are not great, the hilly ground is covered with fruit trees, chiefly plum, above the town, on each side, are extensive meadows but apparently not affording good pasturage. It is quite a busy spot of inland navigation, the number of barges on this river far exceeds what I saw on the Elbe during my stay at Dresden, but then perhaps they kept their winter quarters and now may have just turned out. One day is quite sufficient to become acquainted sufficiently with the place, although I remained three, mostly because the Post left before at a very unreasonable hour. The Schnell Post, so called, is on this road very Langsam, altho’ the road is good and the travellers great. 
We left Frankfurt about 6 a.m. and reached Breslau (Wroclaw) about noon the next day, or 32 miles in 30 hours, plenty of time allowed for breakfast, dinner and supper and coffee besides at each station. The first town was Crosoin, rather a pretty place, at least it has a very pretty little church, is well situated on the river and from the number of barges presents a busy aspect for a fresh water port. Until you approach within four or five miles of Breslau the country is miserable and most uninteresting, just such as I passed over between Hamburg and Hannover, and just such is two thirds of the Prussian dominions, notwithstanding the people appeared well fed and clothed in which respect a comparison with Hannover cannot be pursued. The principle church in many villages and little towns on this road appeared to be generally Catholic, the members of that church are numerous at this extremity of Prussia. The soil as you approach is certainly little improved but the cultivation is far more improved, which may fairly be imparted to the influence of the Silesian Breslau agricultural society, which has some celebrity, an agricultural labourer, man or woman, obtain 4 good grist or 6 each per day, children little or nothing. Thro’ the night I had to occupy a seat in an extra vehicle, but early in the morning I got a seat in the main vehicle, among the passengers were several officers who spoke French a little and with a little knowledge of German on my part we managed to sustain conversation. On entering Neumarkt I saw the blackened ruins of about 40 houses, which had been burnt a few days before, the occupiers generally poor, these fires are very frequent and always very destructive the houses being built in wooden frames and many chiefly of wood, the practice of insurance is becoming common I believe, but they are very inadequately indemnified for such a calamity.
Breslau has a population of more than 50,000, on first entering it had a very lively appearance it being a market morning, and daily there is undoubtedly much commercial activity. The number of churches is great, chiefly of the beginning of the 16th century, certainly in point of architecture rude yet still the massive towers, hallowed by time, give a more imposing appearance to the Town. In a square, called after Blucher is a bronze statue of that general, or after a model executed by Rauch which I had already seen in the Artillery and Arsenal house at Berlin, the model pleased me better than the cast, not but that the bronze has been equally well executed, but they have placed it on a high pedestal of a parallelogram form and so narrow that the figure appears actually wider than the pediment, and the left arm being upraised and outstretched in a rather heavy manner, it looks as if he was in danger of falling. I certainly prefer the other bronze figure which is in Berlin.
In the same Platz is the Casino or place of Public Assembly Clubs, a new and beautiful building, the roof at one end has an awkward appearance from terminating abruptly, but probably it would be necessary to remove the adjoining house, which appears much older in order to obviate this, the other forming a corner of the square. The old Rath Haus with its carved walls and piked minaret like spires is curious and quite ornamental. The University is a large building in Italian style, and the Residence and several other Government buildings, are the most striking in the town. The Bibleothek is in a detached building some distance from the University. The Town was formerly strongly fortified, but as in the other Towns these were destroyed by the French and a fine promenade has since been formed, the moat still exists and is very wide and well supplied with water from the river, which bounds the Town on one side, there are a number of swans and other water fowl which enliven the scene, there are several little rafts fixed by stakes in the middle of the moat on which the swans have their nests, and two I noticed already sitting, which seems early at least in so cold a spring. The buds which began to burst prematurely in January are not advanced in vegetation, for altho’ there has only been two weeks of continuous frost this year, and that not very severe, yet thro’ the greater part of March there have been cold Easterly winds with hail, snow and sleet, and the spring is certainly late.
About 10 miles from here is the chain of mountains called the Rusen, the most gigantic of which is the Schneekripple, about 5000 ft, this chain is a boundary of Prussia, Saxe and Bohemia, I should have liked and really ought to make an excursion among them, the scenery, especially after the level sands of Prussia is delightful and it is an important manufacturing district, chiefly of linen. The people from that district have a more robust and healthy appearance than the “pine crackers” (see previous explanation) who with their horses are rather meagre. In ordinary seasons the country would at this time have been rapidly becoming verdant, but this year the cold weather seems reserved to the spring, the fall of snow has been very deep on the mountains and every probability of more.
There is no Swift Post to Cracow (Krakow), only a Fahr Post and that only twice a week. I happened to arrive the day before its departure, to have left the next day would not allow me sufficient time to visit the city, and to remain over 5 days until the next opportunity I found rather too long, for I had no letters of introduction, and as I did not come to buy or sell I met with no attentions as a stranger, nor found anyone disposed to be sociable. First day morning, I made a round of the churches, 2nd day, I wished to have got to Appeln, 11 miles, which would have broken the journey to Krakau (sic Cracow), but no opportunity offered. The afternoon of the next day, the 9th April I at last got under way, with one companion and a tremendous snow and wind storm. Brieg, 5 miles distant north and has a population of 7 or 8000 persons, we were nearly 7 hours going there and, as it was dark I saw little of the place, we remained there more than an hour, and thence, changing horses once, to Appeln, crossing the Oder as we entered the Town, the place is rather larger than Brieg and has some good buildings, and even the little houses make great pretensions being all built in a style suited only to a greater scale. The place felt cold and comfortless at 5 o’clock in the morning, snowing fast, here we left the Oder taking the road to Great Alretetz, the Oder is navigated by large boats as far as Kosel, or further, Kosel is about 6 miles further up from Appeln, the road is very good, made with good hard stone, well broken and but little sand or gravel, the country still very open, notwithstanding we proceeded at the same wearisome rate reaching Gross Strelnitz at noon, 6 miles. My dinner here cost me 8 groschen, about 9 pence, soup, boiled beef and roast veal, potatoes and dried plums, with a glass of schnapps and a glass of beer. In Silesia an agricultural labourer earns 6 groschen per day, women also, children little or nothing, the price of produce must be unusually low and generally speaking the charges at Inns, low as they appear to an Englishman, are in fact too high. Coffee is an article of so general consumption it ranks rather as one of the necessaries of life than as a luxury, good coffee is sold for 7 or 8 groschen per lb, but such as you generally meet with on the road is much adulterated and costs perhaps not more than 3 or 4 - they also use a trash for tea, which is to be bought for as little, this they call Hollandish tea, but it is not I suspect an exotic, the black tea of the best quality is bought in the Russian market and being far superior to what they call Dutch, hence the prevalent notion in Germany that Russia imports all the best teas. The peasantry appear well clothed altho’ very clumsily, the women at this season wearing heavy long boots, as well as the men, probably these boots are the common property of all the members of the family who may be strong enough to walk in them.
Four miles further is Gluwitz, a town of Prussian Poland, near which are Iron and also Zinc works, and a canal from the former to the Oder. We arrived there about 4 o’clock, it still continued to snow, but I walked to the Iron works, the ore is rich, and, with coal and limestone is found in abundance in the vicinity. The works are said to be larger than those of Rothe Hutte in the Hartz, or rather perhaps they are more actively and constantly in operation, for the buildings are by no means equal and I think scarcely so capacious. The men work by day work and are paid 6 or 7 groschen, the agricultural labourer here only 4, and in Poland proper not more than 3, tho’ in fact it depends on the arbitrary will of the Proprietor whose slaves they are: the excellent system of compulsory popular instruction has been in operation for some 10 or 12 years throughout Prussian Poland, but has yet to little much effect, the inhabitants being averse to instruction and insensible to its advantages; so difficult is it to elevate a people where moral has been frustrated by heredity feudal slavery, it can only be imparted to this for they are a fine looking race, very peculiar, resembling the Bohemians, but more tawny, lanker and with an elongated Physiognomy, strongly marked feature dark and rather evil eyed and generally very lank black hair, in fact just such as we consider a genuine Gypsy should be. All coal districts and iron are necessarily dirty but the people here seem to think it unworthy to clean themselves or their houses and Gluwitz is exceedingly dirty, and the Inn, which was my miserable abode for the night was of the dirtiest. I do not recollect what it was called but I wished I had gone to another, the Deutsches Haus, which was actually more promising in appearance or seemed so thro’ the brightening influence of a finer face and finer eyes than greeted me in the other.
From Gluwitz to Krakau (sic Cracow) is only 13 miles, the first 6 a good road up to the Prussian boundary, beyond thro’ the Krakau territory bad enough, still it might easily, without driving the horse any faster, be accomplished in the day but for the frequent and unnecessary delays upon the road, it seemed to be the actual object of the conductor, or Schirmiester as he is called, to remain as long as possible on the roads, this fellow had been a soldier and had seen much service under Napoleon at Smolensk and under Blucher at Waterloo, in fact throughout that war he had been sufficiently disciplined to be a respecter of persons, and as he imagined I was an officer he was not often rude to me, but his general conduct evinced a brutalised feeling, and being the only passenger from Gluwitz I found him a very disagreeable companion. As you advance into Poland you find the Innkeepers and Tradesmen generally Jews, another result of the feudal system which admits of no middleclass between the Noble and the Boor. All things have an end with time and patience, my stock of the latter was quite exhausted as I reached Krakau at day break on the following morning, the 12th. 
The Russian Government is said to be averse to admitting foreigners to travel in Poland, it appears to me it would be more politic to encourage them, as it would cool an Englishmans enthusiasm in what is called the cause of Poland, but what is actually the more interest and ambition of feudal nobles, were they an independent nation and had their own king, it would flatter their pride, but they would not allow that king to improve the condition of the people, or what is equivalent of the country after the wise and trusty noble system practiced in Prussia. So it is with Hungary, the Emperor of Austria tho’ by no means considered as a Patron of Education, is impeded by the nobles of that country from improving the condition of the mass of the people. We must with educated men of this privileged class, from either country, and they deplore the condition of their country, and we accord them the sympathy due to philanthropic patriots, and with thoughtless credulity, are crammed into the belief that it is Russia and Austria that are very Arch Fiends of civilisation, whereas the present condition of the people has been and will be their permanent condition under their particular masters, their fellow countrymen. It is previously the same want of love of liberty which is cherished by the slave owners of the United States. If every noble would govern well the subjects he possesses, build school houses, and provide suitable teachers, improve the state of agricultural arts and facilitate the means of communication by good roads etc., each on his own estate or collectively in concert, I do not believe any foreign influence would be exercised to frustrate or impede such exertions. In Cracow the noble has not absolute power de jure over the person of the Boor, neither in Galicia, as in Lithuania and the kingdom at large, but he has this defacto, for the Boor is so poor that he cannot leave his service and if he was driven from his village he would have no chance of finding another employer.
The salt mines of Wielitzka in Gallicia (sic Galicia) the most extent amount in Europe are only 1½ miles distant from Krakau, the Vistula seperates the town from the Austrian Dominium and only to make a little excursion you have the trouble of attaining a pass from the Austrian Consul and of passing scrutiny at the barrier in going and returning. I walked there on the morning of the 13th. A young man, who spoke a little French accompanied me over the mine, you descend either by a shaft or by a staircase, the latter is so commodious and the mine throughout so perfectly clean, that there is really not the least occasion the linen raiment or smock that you are furnished with. Here the salt is all hewn a great part in blocks of 5 hundred wt., there are three qualities varying in purity, the best is semi transparent and very pure, the exhalation of muriatic acid in the mine preserves the wood from decay, the extent from East to west is a league, the extreme depth more than 700 feet, there are horses which are worked at the lower part of the mine that remain there as long as they are capable of work, the three divisions of the mine are employed about 1000 men, they work about 8 hours, a good hewer earns about a florin or 2 shillings per day, they strip to the waist wearing no shirt, in fact only a pair of shoes and linen trousers. The mine is daily visited by strangers from all parts and of all classes, my guide informed me that two English ladies had visited in December, their names he could not remember and they were not entered in the visitors book. It is the only mine I have ever entered that it was pleasant to traverse, generally speaking I have found the damp, dirt and toil of discovery and ascent so disagreeable, as almost to make me repent my curiosity. Gallicia is one of the most valuable of the Austrian Possessions, the soil is very strong but rather cold and even resembling the Somersetshire clay and bay (reddish brown) lands.
The population of Krakau is 30,000, of the territory 80,000, with about 8000 Jews who are obliged to live in a separate district, and to leave the Christian (district) by 7 o’clock in the evening, many of them are deplorably poor and fettling (trim), they are genuine looking Jews with long jet black hair and dressed generally in long black sort of gowns and huge dark fur caps. The other inhabitants are catholics and have an abundance of churches, the principle one in which are the tombs of Kings and Bishops, one of the former, very ancient is within the walls of the castle. The view from this site over the town and its environs, watered by the Vistula, with the Carpathian Mountains in the distance, is very fine, the houses are generally large, in the Italian style, and if fully occupied and kept in good order, would be rather grand, but the people are poor and the place, like Prague, has a very deserted air. The old Town house in the Platz is disfigured and lost amidst rows of booths which are carried around it, the church in the same Platz has a fine Gothic interior and a good window, but the exterior is rude and unfinished.
Opposite the town over the Vistula are two fine Tumuli, one of whichis said to have been erected as a monument to the founder of Krakau, a king of the same name, Cracus (Krakus), who lived as far as can be ascertained in the 8th century, nearer the river is another to his daughter. Beyond the tradition I found no evidence of great antiquity in the place, the oldest monument in the castle church is of the 14th century, that of King Kazimierz Wielki?, and there are few so old as the 16th — on this side a modern tumulus has been formed as a monument for Kosciuszko. I was struck with the number of fine men whom I met in the streets, of the ladies I cannot speak for I scarcely saw any. I understand they lead very sedentary lives, however it is natural to suppose where the men are fine the women are also.
I accidentally met this afternoon in the street a Mr. A. Streleck (Strzklecki), with whom last autumn I had travelled a few miles between Salzburg and Lintz, he recognised me immediately and I was very glad to see him here as he spoke the English language fluently and was politely disposed to show me some attentions, he accompanied me to the Post office, to assist me in making the necessary arrangements for leaving by the Fahr Post on the following morning and again in the morning to see me off.
 
  
Journey to Warsaw
 
The Far (sic Fahr) Post leaves Cracow for Wassawai (Warsaw) only once a week, every First day morning — it is always a very tedious conveyance making long stoppages at each Station, and especially tedious on this route where is no made high road, the distance is about 44 miles. In the morning I had the good fortune to find as a fellow traveller a young man from Vienna, who had been in England and also spoke English fluently. Our carriage was an old Britzka, simply a small light waggon without any seat, the luggage is placed in the back covered with straw on which you sit or lie. To the Cracow frontier is only a mile and a half, here we found that the regular diligence, in consequence of the shocking condition of the roads after the late rains and snow and the few passengers who travelled on this route, was left in Winter quarters some 20 or 25 miles off: having only a pass at Cracow to the boundary we determined to go thro’ the rest of the journey by extra post, which we were informed could be thus accomplished in 36 hours instead of 60.
 The examination of our Passports and luggage, especially the former, is a very tedious affair passing thro’ several hands and summed up by a final revision on the part of a Cossack, who could not read a word of them, and with whom we could not exchange a word, at the end of two hours it was all finally duly ordered and off we started, 2 o’clock afternoon. Posting in Poland is dearer than in Germany or in Russia, the old law for its regulation not having imbibed the spirit of the present age, you pay for a pair of horses 4 Polish florins or 2 shillings English, 1 florin or 6d for the waggon every two miles, and 18 groschen for drink money to the driver, we paid for 2 horses but generally had 3, which was wise on the part of the Post Masters, as it spared them all. This journey answered my object which was to see the country and its inhabitants, but I was greatly disappointed, nothing can be more uninteresting than this route over a stark sand, scarcely bearing stunted Pines, the villages were filthy to a degree and their inhabitants nearly all still filthier long haired Jews. We were only once capsized, which was fortunate considering the state of the roads, with every exertion we could make to hasten our journey, and the driver generally, when off, made good way, we found it impossible to accomplish it within the proposed time, the horses were staunch and on several stations fast, but at each change of our waggon we lost 25 minutes in spite of us representing the great urgency of immediate dispatch, the Post masters being also for the most part Jews, and the German language being generally cultivated amongst this people, we had no difficulty from our ignorance of the Polish. 
About 12 miles from Warsaw, at a place called Drzewica, is an Iron Foundry belonging to Englishmen, Evans, brothers, they have a warehouse in Warsaw. At the next station we crossed the river Pilica, now the land is stronger and at intervals beyond this we passed over a well cultivated deep sand loam soil, which bears fine wheat, but wherever the soil was richer we were bemired on the deeply cut road, and could often scarcely drag thro’, then on firm dry sand again. there is a chausee extending 4 miles from Warsaw which was built by the present government and will be extended to Cracow, and is in progress at intervals throughout the route, it will doubtless be completed in the next year. The weather was fortunately fine, hot at midday and freezing sharp in the morning, had it been wet I should have suffered as I was not accoutred for travelling in an open wagon, and little is to be got on the road to fortify the interior, sun burnt by day and frosted by night, I was weary enough when we reached the city barrier about 3 o’clock on the 2nd night, we should have got there by one, but had lost 2 hours in the preceeding stage with bad horses and a stupid driver. At the Barrier the sons of Cerberus did not fail to prove their genuine origin, the passports for which they had to give us receipts they could not understand at least not mine and therefore chose to assume great suspicion, and annoy me with impudent questions, which were not within their province, one whole hour they kept us and then for no better reason than before, they had the impudence to demand money and laughed at us for giving so little as we were foolish enough to do, they then pretended there was a road tariff for horses which we had to pay, demanded 2 Florins, and ordered the driver not to proceed on my ordering him to do so. This I knew to be an impudent imposition and not a sous would I pay, and at last they were obliged to let us forward.   
 

 
* * * * * * *

 
 
At this point again there is a break in Frederick’s account of his travels. This next part may have been lost, or it is even possible that he kept no record of his stay in Warsaw, or for that matter the journey from thence to Moscow, where we meet him next on the 1st June 1834. However, as he was in Warsaw in mid April it is even possible that he returned  to England, setting off again, on what would have been his third journey, in May. All this, of course is supposition and we will only know the true facts if we find the lost portions of the MS. 
 
 
 
 Moscow
 
Arrived in Moscow 1st of June and quartered at Mr. Stewards. The City is of an irregular elliptic form, greatest in diameter from S.W. to N.W. more than 8 miles, its diameter in the opposite direction not quite 6, its circumference 25, its situation is generally elevated and on a fairly undulated surface, by which from numerous prints is presented from and varied views of this extraordinary city it is a mass of buildings irregularly disposed of every variety of architecture. The most fantastic amongst which minaret towers and groups of painted and gilded cupolas predominate, the gilding exceedingly rich, the painting bright, green predominates and of this colour are a large proportion of the sheet iron roofs of the houses. It has 16 main streets leading from the centre to the different suburbs, there is a Boulevard which embraces a large portion of the centre of the city, from the river to the river, and offers a pleasant promenade, the walks are well formed and kept in excellent order, and in many parts it has been tastefully planted, the Rue de Jardin forms a circle without this, of still greater diameter. There are also several fine public gardens, of which the Kremlin, the Summer and that of the ponds of Presnia (Patriarch’s Pond?) are the most attractive. Another called Miskouschni, more properly a wood, is situated at the S.W. extremity of the city over the Moskva (river), is very pleasant in the heat of summer, and has a natural wildness not common to the vicinity of a large city, it is used for the exhibition of fireworks.
Convents and Monasteries are numerous, some of them have a very castellated fine appearance, those of the Novo-spasskaya (Saviour) Simonovskoi, of the early part of the 15th century and then of the Donskoi, Virgin of the Don and the Novo Devitchei, or Virgins, of the 16th century, the walls and towers are very well built. Of the 263 churches, numbered in this city, those of the grand class, St. Nikholas, the Assumption, the protection of the Holy Virgin, are the most striking, the latter especially is of the most extraordinary construction that an architects imagination could devise, its numerous bulbous cupolas and little spires tho’ of every form and colour, the most incongruous, are yet so well grouped that the whole is as impressing in effect as it is interesting and singular in detail, it contains 19 chapels, it was built by John Vassiliovitch the Terrible in 1554 and repaired in 1784 by Catherine, it has one of the best sites in Moscow on a place overlooking the river and nearly opposite the holy gate of the Kremlin.
The Kremlin, the pride of Moscow, as associated with many memorable events in the early history, is something like the Irishman's knife — it originally constituted the capital, it is an irregular polygon, flanked by a tower at each angle, connected by a lofty wall, both rather in gothic style without, 1495 Italian architects, was formerly a monastery. The Kremlin communicates with the city by 5 gates — it was partially injured by the explosion of powder in the fire of 1812 — opposite the Kremlin is another walled city called Kitay-Gorod, of the same irregular form, it was constructed in 2584, it has 6 gates; within these walls is the Bazaar where all the merchandize of the city is amassed and business transacted, it is divided into 2 parts and these into 56 covered galleries each named after the prevailing commodity contained in it, these galleries have more than 5000 shops. In the Kremlin the Treasury is the chief attraction to strangers, it is arranged in the gallery of a modern building containing 5 halls. The jewels of the Crown and the crowns of all their Czars (Tsars) are gorgeously studded with diamonds and precious stones, there are 12 before Peter the Great, also several sceptres and splendid thrones, amongst the latter that of the last King of Poland. The quantity of golden vases, goblets, dishes, plate etc. is immense, and some of them ornamented with historic subjects of beautiful workmanship. One hall contains an ancient armoury, the imperial standards, another, coronation robes etc., the boots of Peter the Great and his successors present an amusing variety in fashions.
The palace of the Czars, or Belvedere, originally erected in 14 87, but it is doubtful if much of antiquity remains in the present. It commands a fine view and joins another called the Imperial Palace, the Senate and the Arsenal, two large comparatively modern buildings, stand parallel with each other, the former has a cupola which with those of the Cathedral and Belfry tower, richly gilded, are conspicuous landmarks from all directions, near the foot of the Belfry, underground (actually the foundry casting pit) into which its weight in falling is said to have sunk it, remains an enormous bell, said to have been cast in 1654, its weight 360,000 lbs, its height 20/7 ft, diameter 22/8, circumference 64, greatest thickness 2 ft. In 1701, it was broken in a fire which consumed part of the Kremlin and has ever since been mute, it has a considerable piece broken out (actually in 1737, whilst it was cooling, after being cast, it was broken when water used to extinguish a nearby fire came into contact with the, still hot bell, so it has never been rung!). The bell of Ivan Velikov, of an octagonal form, is suspended in the belfry, it was cast in 1600, there are 3 or 4 other monsters in the Kremlin. (The above shows just how travellers could be given incorrect information, as still happens to present day tourists.)
The Cathedral of the Archangel Michael, 1333, rebuilt in 1507, restored by Catherine in 1772, it has 5 cupolas, the centre one of great diameter, gilded; this cathedral has been the sepulchre of great princes and czars: that of the Assumption the sepulchre of the patriarchs (how they pretend to have an image of the Virgin of Vladimir painted by the evangelist Luke), a third, that of the Annunciation occupies the most elevate site in the Kremlin. The Tower of Soukhareff is on of the most striking objects in the city and is seen from all sides at a great distance, the body of the building is heavy and massive in architecture, it is a parallelogram form, the tower rising in the centre over an arch which divides the body and forms a carriage way beneath, the tower is octagonal terminating in a cone, it was finished in 1695, it commemorates the fidelity of the commandant Soukhareff in the revolt of the Strelitz, the building has been a barracks, subsequently a school of mathematics and navigation and at present is occupied by a reservoir into which the water for the supply of the city is raised by steam power, there is an exterior stair to the first story.
Amongst the numerous Public Institutions the most remarkable are the University, the Institute of the order of St. Catherine, that of St. Alexander, The Foundling Hospital or Imperial house of Education, founded in 1762 by Catherine II (the Great), the Hospital des Pauvres, 1805, Hospital imperial of Paul, 1763 reconstructed in 1807, Hospital of Gallitzen, 1802 and Cheremituffs Hospital, these 5 contain 708 beds, besides which there are numerous benevolent institutions of the same kind attached to churches, monasteries etc. 



* * * * * *
 

Again there is a break in the MS and we are given no more information about Moscow, or Russia and are not told how long Frederick Tuckett stayed there. We next meet him in Stockholm at the end of June or the beginning of July when was leaving for Uppsala.

 
 
Stockholm to Uppsala
 
Left Stockholm on the 7th morning per steamboat for Uppsala, an excursion of 8 Swedish miles by water and occupying with their inferior boats 9 hours, there is a succession of Lakes connected by narrow channels, which in some instances have been rendered navigable or improved by art, at these places there is generally one or more swing bridge to pass, between the pair of which there is scarcely 2 ft spare room, here the captain takes the helm, and ours certainly showed great dexterity in passing thro’ at full speed without coming into contact. The number of passengers was unusually great, upwards of 100 more than the boat could well accommodate, but this disadvantage was more than counterbalanced by the ample field it afforded for observation, the women preponderating, and as is generally the case everywhere, and especially here, the ugly also, for of the whole party there were not more than four who had the least pretensions to beauty, and the flower of these accompanied us only a part of the passage.
The Kloster —–?—–, belonging to Bason is the only object of interest on the route, it is a rather fine very solid building and contains an interesting collection of antiquities within its walls, amongst other things the royal pistols for flea? shooting, the boat does not stop there, going, so that I had no opportunity of visiting it and only speak from hearsay. The approach to Uppsala for the last mile is by a narrow ditch like riverlet, the water of which seems to find its level immediately below the town and scarcely flows thro’ the meadows. The Cathedral (Domkyrkan), Governors residence (Gustavianum?) and the new Library are situated on an eminence and have an imposing appearance, the little town beneath, with its wooden houses, painted red has a very village like appearance. I visited the same evening the cathedral where rest the remains of Linnaeus, in whose memory has been erected a simple but tasteful monument: a bronze cast of his bust set in Porphyry. In the Museum at the foot of the Botanical Gardens is a statue of the same, beautifully executed in Italian marble, it represents him seated in a chair engaged in study. The Museum of Natural History is about the poorest I have anywhere seen, and the Botanic Gardens (Linnaeus Gardens), interesting as having been the studying place of so illustrious a naturalist, is of no great thing, the greater part of the ground in fact so covered with fruit trees and these having been well arranged are very ornamental. The Library is said to be good, but the Librarian was there occupied in rearranging it in the New Building, called the Carolina Rediviva, and just now exhibiting a Botanical class. The students are absent so that the town seems deserted.
The morning of my leaving Stockholm I unfortunately, in my haste came away without a dictionary and dialogue in the Swedish language, which I had purchased on purpose for my journey, and without which I should have been much at a loss by the way. I therefore determined to return here from Dannemora to meet the Steam Boat on its next journey here on the 15th. Started Sunday evening the 1st by Post, that is a little cart with a pony, and rode 4½ S/miles at 3 easy stages to Osterbybruck, at which place (the Waloon Forge) the ore down the mine of Dannemora is fused and manufactured into bars, the produce of this mine and works is exclusively used in England, from it the cutlery of Sheffield is made. 
  
  
Osterbybruck, Sala, Falun, Alvdalen,
 
At Osterbybruk resides Mr. Daman the proprietor, in a large house, the effect of which is much heightened by the avenue of trees approaching and surrounding it. The houses of the labourers are very neat and present an appearance of substantial comfort and ease throughout, much to the credit of the Proprietor. The labourers and their families look well fed and clothed, without any appearance of that exhaustion from excessive labour so usual in England, they are exceedingly polite and well behaved, altho’ they have not had the advantage of an education in a national school of our church establishment. The Inn at Osterbybruk is very good, in the book kept for the insertion of Travellers names, my countrymen predominate and from nobility to plebeian, are lavish in commendation of their quarters, it certainly is unusually cheap even here where the price of everything is low, for my room and 4 meals I only paid about 3/6. The expense of posting was about 2d a ounce. I found other travellers at the Inn, a Swedish gent with his wife, the former spoke French and English pretty readily and was a very agreeable person. I called with them at Mr. Taumans the following morning to visit his picture gallery which contains the works of eminent masters, a Titian, L. Guidinian, S. Rosa, Vandyke, Runbrace, Rubens, Tenure, A. Dürer, Ruyrdael, Snyder etc. 
nearly 600 ft in depth, they raise the whole, select from it the best, rejecting perhaps 2 thirds. They use steam power for raising the mineral and working the pumps, this is not common in Sweden where water power is generally found sufficient enough for the power they require. We were disappointed in not seeing the iron works which during this season are at rest, the labourers being employed at the harvest. At the mine of Dannemora, a ¼ mile distant, they work throughout the year, but the mineral is only carried to Osterbybruk during the winter. The mine is very ancient, is said to have been worked for more than 5 centuries, it is very remarkable, differing from other mines, to which the usual entrance is by a confined shaft, in being entirely excavated from the surface to the bottom, a quarry of solid iron stone The country around is very uninteresting, covered chiefly with stunted pine, and the enormous quantity of waste stone, extending back from all sides of the quarry, adds to the sterility of its appearance, there is a lake of considerable extent contiguous, but its banks are miserably tame. 
I had a pleasant ride back to Uppsala the following evening, found the following morning pass rather tediously and what was worse that I had waited in vain, for my books were not sent by the boat which arrived in the evening, it was very vexing but irredeemable. I left the same hour by the same sort of conveyance, and travelling thro’ the night very slowly and detained several times a long while at the post stations, it was 6 o’clock in the morning ere I reached the little town of Sala, only 7½ miles distant. Here there is a silver mine which has been long worked and is still carried on but has become rather unproductive. 

So far I had found the roads good, tho’ narrow and the number of gates exceedingly troublesome, the more so in the night when one finds no children to open them. Round Sala the land is pretty stony, tho’ generally on this road it was quite otherwise, yet there is much grain grown, and in a showery season, such as the present has been, the crops are considerable, beyond Sala the soil is different, pebbly and sandy, but little cultivated, the roads bad and shockingly cut up. The third post from Braindory to Grado especially tedious, the road being hilly in addition to its being very bad, the third stage to Uppiba (Avesta) you pass thro’ exceedingly beautiful country; and the situation of Hedemora is lovely, it is situated on the shore of a noble lake which extends thro’ the spacious valley, on either side the land rises boldly, and between its height and the water, is richly wooded or worked with grain and pasture. 
It had been very hot during the morning, a tremendous thunder storm came on in the afternoon which lasted some hours, and I had the misfortune to be driven by a half drunken but good natured fellow, half drenched we turn first in at some of his acquaintances, where he renewed his libations, he drove most furiously down the steepest hills, the road being stony the cart jolted so that it was difficult to retain our seat which was simply a narrow plank across the cart, and then he was so fuddled he constantly pulled the wrong rein 20 times, I thought we and cart must have fallen and smashed, with a poor chance for the passengers, but like most drunken fellows he got safely to the station, the sagacity of the horse saved us when his folly would have killed us or her. As we reached the station another traveller also arrived, as I knew not where to go when I arrived at Falun, and thinking from his appearance there was a good chance of his understanding the French or German languages, I inquired if he was going to Falun that night, and if he would recommend me an Inn, he very politely expressed the pleasure he should have in doing so and proposed our keeping in company for the remaining two stages. For the first we conversed in French and afterwards, to my agreeable surprise, I found he was well acquainted with my own language. On our arrival, after leaving his gear, he took me to the best inn on the other side of the town, the master was gone to bed but came to the door after repeatedly called for, but did not open it, informing my courier that he was quite full, so we had to go to another, where I obtained an excellent bed and good room. 
The following morning he called on me, took me to see a young man employed in the mining office to whom I had an introductory letter, this latter also spoke a little English and German, they both accompanied me to the copper mine, which we descended 600 ft, it is 1200, and I should liked to have gone to the bottom, but they thought it useless as it was simply a similar excursion of galleries and ladders with the same formation throughout. This mine is very ancient one, that its ore was used in the building of Solomon's Temple, but on what authority I know not. The Swedes have an antiquarian taste and it was only a day or two before that I was told the church (Gamla Uppsala kyrka) at Old (Gamla) Uppsala was supposed to have been built before the Deluge. There has been an alarming sinking of the rock for some years, several galleries have been crushed and filled, and for 160 ft the mine has been propped throughout with timber at a great expense, they fear further settling of the rock, and at many places the men are reluctant to remain many moments at a time, in addition to this the mine requires increasing expenditure. They once shipped 20,000 tons per year, whereas now they ship only two thousand, in fact they are reusing a great portion of the old cinders, from which, in the imperfection of the art, much mineral remained. From a part of the mine they find copper, lead, silver, gold and iron in combination, the process of liberating the different metals is interesting. The lead is released at a lower temperature leaving the copper and iron in combination, the lead is then afresh melted and by the action of a strong flame is oxidised, combining with earth which is supplied for the purpose, and the silver remains at the bottom, again the silver is reduced to small pieces and dissolved in nitric acid, to this vitriol is added which precipitates the gold, to the remainder muriate of salt is added and muriate of silver is precipitated.
Falun is a very healthy place to mankind, altho’ the Sulphurous vapours from the works are so fatal to the vegetation, on which account here, as at all large copper works, the environs are very desolate, the whole town is built of wood which remains perfectly sound and preserved by the mineral influence. Wherever there is grass at this season all hands are busy at mowing or hay making, close to the town I saw two men cutting a piece of Timothy grass, the heaviest crops I ever remember having seen, where they were mowing there could not be less than 2½ tons per acre, they use a small short scythe, set at right angles with the stem, which is long and perfectly straight, with this tool, which is very light, they appear to me to cut much faster and much easier than we do on our plan. 
I remained 2 days at Falun and then started on 7th day, the 20th, at an early hour, first stage to Smidiba, the second to Helyba and the third to Leiksand, this latter is a large village and parish, at which principal place are 2 or 3 clergymen, a matter of importance to a traveller unacquainted with the language, as they have generally some knowledge of the German. The peasants on this side of Falun as far as Lerdal, 2 miles beyond, are very superior in personal appearance and cleanliness to those on the other, their costume resembles a little that of Switzerland. I met several large parties on their way to the hills, where after midsummer they keep their herds, this renders it difficult to obtain any fresh milk by the way, an inconvenience of no small moment as you advance into a country in which neither eggs, flesh or fowl are to be obtained, but only rye or oat cake and butter. Lerdal is a little village, prettily situated at the foot of a high hill, on the banks of a lake about 25 miles in length. At the Post station I fared sumptuously on fresh fish, omelette and ham and gooseberries and cream, the last good meal which I met with for some days. On the next stage to Garsas I passed an iron works, there is another by Noret (Nusnas), one stage further, at which I slept and had to put up with an empty stomach and a dirty bed. There was another party of peasants, men, women and children all ages, and on my going to the water to bathe, much to my amusement, they followed me at first, I went away further, but as they only came after me I thought they might please themselves, at any rate I would not lose the refreshment of a bath after a travelling the whole of a warm day. They staid all the time looking at me and appeared so amused and astonished that I really supposed they had never before seen anyone swim, the young women having always lived in Arcadia were unconscious of any impropriety on their part.
In the morning I started at 4 o’clock for Elfdalen (Alvdalen), first I had a ferry to take which occupied ½ an hour, and then the first stage to Garberg was very long, 2¼, and over a succession of sand hills, the ground bearing only stunted fine cranberry and bilberry plants, there is one small settlement a little way off the road, I was 4 hours on this stage, which my driver thought very speedy. At Garberg I got a little rye cake and butter for my breakfast, the fellow detained me nearly 2 hours before he was ready to start for Alvdalen, 1½ miles. The number of visitors during the present month has been, judging from the Post book, unusually great, especially for a place by and which there is no Post road, hence the road is by the river side and the way very rocky, an abundance of pebbles and masses of porphyry by the way side, the river is wide and shallow, flowing rapidly over a stony bed and resembles the Wye above tide water. Near Alvdalen the valley expands and presents, on either side of the water, a country extent with good pasture, there are hamlets on either side, of which the houses are closely clustered, very inferior to the Russian poor houses, with whom, as to their mode of living, they may be about on a par, they prefer living on starvation to labouring with energy or adopting any other system than they were brought up to. The conviction of the inhabitants as respects the wisdom of their forefathers has hitherto been an invariable impediment to all improvement. 
Like rude boors they have no aptness in imagining the wants of a stranger and, unless he speak perfectly intelligibly, they will take no pains to understand him or make him understand. After much difficulty I ascertained that the Porphyry Works were at some distance further (how far I could not learn) and also that Mr. Rosdim (this being Sunday) did not come to drink, from which a numerous assembly of peasants were just dispensing, so I set out with another vehicle in quest of it. On the road, it was only a pleasant walk, ½ a mile, who should I meet but the old gent himself, driving a vehicle of antediluvian appearance, with his wife and little daughter, after some parley, finding there was nothing to be seen at the Works on that day, I returned and followed them to Alvdalen, where they were engaged to dine with the principal clergyman; inviting me to accompany them, this introduction was very unnecessary in a area where no dinner was to be had. Neither the priest nor any of his family could converse with me, but Mr. Rosdim and his wife spoke French fluently, and the former English and was pretty familiar with French, so that I was pretty well off. The priest was a good farmer for that country, had been a dealer or manufacturer of brandy and was much more conversant with the temporal than spirituals, still he was an intelligent and tolerably worthy man but was yoked with a most miserable wife, a short woman deformed with fat her chin resting on her bosom, she had been pretty and gay, so report says, she was now hideous and un-amiable. Altho’ there were two clergymen, service was only conducted once in the week, on the Sunday morning. After dinner my host played backgammon with his guest Mr. Rosdim all the afternoon. I accompanied their sons and the other young man to bathe and the trio amused themselves and me with singing part of the evening.
To the Post house after supper I went for my bed and found that a fore-booking had arrived announcing two more travellers to arrive in the evening, for whom the little room which I had engaged must also serve. They came when I was already in bed and made a great stir, their servant in abrasive talking with the old woman, the two following with exclamations of God d—– it!, turn him out!, didn’t we send a fore-booking to engage it! and such like. In they came, with genuine English ill-manners, I took not the slightest notice of them: in their indignation at finding that everything had not been placed at their disposal, they had evidently not thought of inquiring who the intruder could be, and crestfallen on learning that I was a countryman rather than an intruder, they left to seek another room, without apology they left, and without apology in they slunk again in about an hours time, during which, from their conversation, I learnt they had made an unsuccessful application for quarters at the parsonage, which also appeared to astonish them. I was engaged to breakfast at 8, at the Porphyry works, on rising I recognised in the sleepers two young men of the name of Russell who arrived at Stockholm before I left, they appeared there very green, as if just from school. In the course of the morning they also came to the Porphyry works and without calling at the house or sending any message they went poking about by themselves and left as abruptly. 
Rosdim was this morning occupied in a dispute with the work people, by whom he is disliked and they as little liked by him, their obstinacy and slowness being very trying to a man of quick and unstable temper, and instead of trying to conciliate them, he plays probably too much the character of a little lord during the short duration of his annual visit. They, for 9 months of the year, are left to themselves, at least only under the inspection of a lad, who can have little authority amongst them, are just as impatient of his executiveness, they work winter and summer from 6 till 7 o’clock, with an intermission of only one hour for dinner, their wages are the same without regard to skill, I think ½ a Rix? (Swedish) Dollar (Kronor) per day. The Porphyry is so exceedingly hard it cannot be cut with chisels, it is first picked with small hammers into a correct form, tho’ with a very rough surface, it is then set and the different parts and forms are worked by the friction of a corresponding iron model moved by machinery and adjusted so as to admit of the constant introduction of sand and water between it and the stone, thus it is necessarily a most tedious process, from which as well as from the occasion of accidents and the detection of impurities in the stone, the work must ever be costly, but that under better management throughout it might be reduced nearly one half, I have no doubt. They generally use porphyry pebbles, which are laying in all directions, and quarry the rock only when very large mass is required, the quarries are at different directions at a considerable distance. Rosdim since he has managed the concern has discovered a great variety of colours in the neighbourhood and in fact its variety is as diverse as that of marble, the extent of the formation very wide, there is an abundance of it at Sarna, 6 miles off and could be traced no doubt among the rocks on the Norwegian boundary. The pebbles which they generally use, and which look much like granite (of which they also work some beautiful varieties), have been worked for a long time and carried from a distance. He has found a good green in pebbles, but has not traced out the rock of this colour, altho’ it must exist or has existed.
  
  
Journey to Sarna & Trondheim
 
After dinner I left, accompanied by his young man, for Asen, 1½ miles, the end of the Post road, the parson had already sent to bespeak a man and two horses to be ready to conduct me to Sarna on my arrival in the evening, notwithstanding which we had to wait 24 hours in most wretched quarters before an man then appeared with an old woman as conductor. Thro’ my companion I arranged to give her 8 rix dollars to Sarna and something more for herself if she made the journey quickly. For our entertainment we had slept well in a hay house, had as much course cake and butter to eat as we liked, with a little milk, I paid the hostess one rix dollar with which she was delighted, and the preceeding evening. A little short of Asen I met a countryman walking with a man and one horse, we stopped for a few minutes to exchange a few inquiries as to the route etc. he was just come from Trondyheim (Trondheim) by the very route which I proposed following, he would also go to the Porphyry works that evening, making the 4th Englishman who visited them in 24 hours and the only ones that year. His guide returned to Asen before I left, and had not my old woman arrived at the time I was about to engage him to carry my luggage, I should have had a tedious walk, for he had been very long on the way carrying and proposed taking twice the time on his returning which I intended it should occupy me. The path was much as it had been represented, like the very worst in Devon or Wales, but the houses very unlike those to be found there. Accustomed to the slow habits of the peasants they have no life or energy and quicken their pace most reluctantly. The annuity of the peasants, lest they should be over done, is perfectly ridiculous, they start their bellies crammed, after walking slowly 4 hours they must rest and graze again till unfit for exercise.
At our first halt, about 12 o’clock, I only allowed the old woman two hours rest, she had walked, and with the exception of one hour, continued to walk throughout, nothing could induce her to ride, tho’ the luggage which the horse carried was not more than 50 lbs. As we advanced we found no herbage amongst the pines, except here and there a bay, this fact enabled me to push on till 9 o’clock, and then before the sun was very high to perform some 2 thirds of the whole distance. I had awoke the old woman telling her we had rested 2 hours, she I rather think understood me to say that it was two o’clock, and thus was past the agreed hour long we had actually allowed. The muskitoes (mosquitoes) were very thick and plagued me sadly, but I slept sound in spite of them for about 2 hours, and then continued our route and arrived at Sarna within 22 hours. Nothing could be less interesting than this journey a continuation of very stony poor land, our way was generally following a water course which so far was agreeable, a few grouse of the large and common kind was the only living thing which I saw.
Arriving at Sarna I rode to the Padres house, having an introductory letter to him, he was engaged in weaving which was very well, he was the sub or magister, so called. The former pastor had been broken for intemperance and irregularity of conduct and had no successor, and this young man officiated temporally once a week. His appearance was unprepossessingly slovenly in dress and bounty, in manners he seemed rather to receive from necessity than with the grace of hospitable feeling, he spoke German with difficulty but by the assistance of a little Latin we managed to converse, he told me he occupied his time daily, chiefly in hunting and fishing. Sarna is on a bluff on the edge of a considerable lake, with abundance of pastures and a fine landscape of mountain scenery, reindeer, elk and bear are abounding, as well as grouse and duck etc. There was a very good servant, who probably was in the family of the ex priest (then travelling), our supper was well cooked and I got a very comfortable bed. No meat, fowl or eggs in this village and then no milk, some of the peasants keep fowls at Alvdalen, there are only 9, 6 belong to our pastor and 3 to another. 
Magister Ekilof engaged two old men to take me on the following morning to Tohe by water, a distance of 3 miles, and wrote a note to a peasant there by name Swenson, who he said must find me with horses on. The old men were paid by half more than was necessary and this made them exorbitant at 1 dollar. What he stated in his note I know not, but the boor could not read, another man read it to him, and the next morning took me over the water to another house where I understood he had engaged horses, but the bargain was yet to be made and they asked so much that I would not engage him, and back we went to Swenson’s house, which for the country is quite grand, a new house one story high, and an adjacent house for eating and cooking, with barn and other outhouses in abundance, bespoking the promise of herds and much cattle etc. I fared sumptuously on fine trout and had plenty of milk. In the winter when the ground is covered deep with snow this track, so difficult and so rarely travelled, is the high road of communication to Norway and peasants are chiefly employed in the transport of goods and passengers.
On coming back to Swenson, after much hesitation he at length offered to send me forthwith one horse but requiring as much as was usual for two. I obstinately refused his repeated offer until the whole family left me to haymaking, on their coming back, a few hours trial of my patience as well as delay had made me look at the necessity of choosing in such a case the least of two evils, so I directed the old man who had acted for me before to accept the offer and start me as quickly as possible, but now he would no longer fulfil his former offer or send me on any terms, at which, being very indignant, I had again to wait another spell till evening, when by a little effort to please them I at last obtained one horse and travelling through the night I got to Elgaain or Arilo in 23 hours, 6 miles distant. This place is on a large lake at one end of which is Drivihaalt at the other Norge by either of which travellers frequently proceed across to and from Idre, but the nearest and least fatiguing track is the one which I followed. From Elgaain I crossed or rather went up the lake to Sudugen nearly 3 miles, and this with only one man and a lad pulling the boat, occupied the whole night, from there I found a chausee way to Roras 3 miles further, for the first stage the road was rough but the last very good, and from Norge there is no road for a carriage, so that this is decidedly the best route to Idre, they kept me 3 hours or more between Sudugen and Roras ere I did get a second carrosse and horse, but the house was very good and family well off, the women seemed to pity me as a stranger unable to speak in their language, and they got me a very good breakfast without my asking for it. Roras is but a poor little town, but it was Sunday and the weather very fine when I arrived so that it looked cheerful, and at the inn they provided for me in a manner which appeared almost luxurious after what I had been subjected to. The people of the house only spoke Norwegian but I found an officer, the inspector of the Forests, who understood German and who was very polite and attentive to me. The next day I invited him to take a glass of wine with me after dinner, he brought with him two others interested in the Copper works to which we walked, and afterwards visited in succession the houses of the three, one a Mr. Falch, the assistant or secretary of the camp, had a very good selection of German and other works and appeared to be a very well informed man. The copper works are within the town, the mines at a little distance on different locations, there are five worked, the whole do not produce more than the one at Falun still does, but the ore affords a greater percentage of copper than that of the former, it is simply once run and then exported unrolled chiefly to Hamburg and Holland, from 400 to 500 men are employed in the mine and works. 
The distance from Roras to Trondyheim (Trondheim) is 15 miles, my friends for my journey very well giving me a list of the stations and sending by Post the evening previous an order for horse and cart at each along the road. I left at 4 in the morning of Tuesday 29th, the first stage long and hilly and eventually brought me to a fine valley the course of which I continued to follow, the scenery improving as I advanced, the stream abounds in Salmon and Trout. In this valley, at a beautiful spot 5 miles from Trondheim, was residing an Englishman, a Captain Green, amusing himself by fishing, I did not see him but my cart driver pointed out the house. This valley is really worth an excursion from Trondheim. The post messenger had delivered his notice rather irregularly as at some places I found the vehicle waiting for me, at others I had to wait long, at the last stage but one for 3 hours, so that it was 5 o’clock instead of one when I arrived the following morning. A Norwegian mile is 1/6th longer than a Swedish being a little more than 7 English, it cost for horse 24 krone Norway, cart 3, boy 4, postmaster, for sending for cart and horse 4, total 35, or about 14/0d English, just double what it costs in Sweden.
I was recommended to stop at Madam T……..’s house, on my arrival the people of the house had not risen, after knocking for some time a window opened and the old lady, poking her head out seemed to scrutinise my equipment rather morosely and enquired in a shrill voice my name, after which the servant let me in and showed me to a badly furnished untidy bedroom. I had expected better quarters and certainly a warmer welcome, and the disappointment in this respect combined with fatigue and toothache led to me being little pleased with my hostess. After a few hours sleep, and before I had finished dressing comes the old woman and very abruptly again enquires my name, vexed with her importunity I only replied with a “why”? She then said there were three persons below who had enquired and wished to see me, but this I regarded as only a pretext for enquiring again, on going downstairs to my breakfast I gave her my passport and very indignantly expressed a hope that she would be satisfied that I was no swindler and so forth. However a good breakfast softened my ire and we soon became very good friends and every meal made me more content with my quarters and I should never have thought again of my reception, but a few days afterwards, being invited by Mr. Johannson of the House of Kueter & Co to meet Lord Stuart, his cousin and other gentlemen at dinner, the English Consul apologised to me for having called and enquired for me, and explained the affair which was rather droll, Lord  Stuart had arrived the same night, of which the old woman having been probably earlier appraised, and not catching exactly my name, she did me the honour to make me pro tempus Lord Stuart, and Lord Stuart himself calling to enquire what English traveller might be there, hearing that as Lord Stuart was already in the house was very curious to see his proxy or at least to hear what name he would give. I putting it all to the score of the old woman’s suspicion on account of my travelling in a country cart, refused either to wait on these gents or to give my name, in which I was perfectly right, as in such case it was their place to have first announced themselves. On this account the consul apologised and I of course explained also on my part. Two Englishmen, a Capt. Green and a Mr. Forster were fishing in the neighbourhood, on my arrival there was no Englishman in the house, and in a few hours Lord Stuart and his company came, the same evening, also the Russells, the two young men I had already met with at Alvdalen.
The situation of Trondheim is beautiful and grand, the town, itself a poor place, consists of wooden houses and these display but little taste, yet after my journey it appeared a very pleasant place, its dome church is the only interesting object and this chiefly for its antiquity being 8 centuries old, it is built of stone in rich Gothic and part Saxon style and here the Kings of Norway have been wont to be crowned. Most of the merchants here are conversant with the English and other foreign languages, the trade is no longer of the extent and importance which it once had but the number of merchants has rather increased than decreased with the decline of which non feel the inconvenience. The Norwegian Bank is at Trondheim and it is also the residence of a civil and of a military Governor, both of whom I met at the aforementioned dinner. At ½ a mile from the Inn are the Falls and the Salmon Fishery belonging to Mr. Neilson, the quantity of salmon annually caught here is great, it is sold at Trondheim, the people dry and smoke it and lay it by for store or export it, the smoked salmon they eat without further cooking, it has obtained an agreeable flavour from the fire of juniper wood. 
It was about the 30th July, hay and clover drying, potatoes were just coming into the market, but were still rare, strawberries also were hardly fully ripe. The country houses in the environs are numerous and the entire ground beautiful surrounded by abundance of pasture and artificially? planted, with splendid views of the sea coast or the mountain ranges in land. 
 
  
Trondheim to Bergen
 
I had tarried too late in the season to prosecute my intended rout to Hammerfest and the North without incurring the expense of chartering a vessel myself, which was out of the question, so I abandoned the design and left on the 4th August for Bergen, a long journey of 50 miles, about 400 of ours. The first day I was very unfortunate, being detained at each post for nearly five hours, and tho’ I pushed on thro’ the night I had only made the following morning in the 24 hours 8½ miles, 7 posts, at the 4th, a place called Tandren, where I arrived late in the evening, there are many good houses, the inhabitants appear in sorry circumstances, here the road is carried along a fine valley by the course of a river to Gurndal and thence to Kalstad and yet further up the valley when you cross the river and ascend for a long distance till Garberg, all this distance or 2 miles of it are in a contrary direction at right angles and might be avoided by crossing the river at Tondren where there is a new Post road till Garberg of which I was not sure, to make the matter worse the boy from Kalstad let me take for one mile the wrong road, the post was 1½, this error increased it to 3½, fortunately I had a better horse than is common. At Garberg I found a rogue of a boor who wanted to oblige me to pay for the whole distance, after a few angry words I settled the matter by jumping out of the pull? cart, which he detained, and walking forwards, when it then quickly followed, this man took me thro’ the two following posts, being only together 2 miles, which saved me the usual detention at changing at the last and the next.
Aune and Sater (Skei) are marked in the Post book as places at which you can fare pretty well for provisions or lodgings, but I found it quite otherwise, but one further at Haanstad the room for travellers and the beds were very good and they gave me a good supper, cleanly served, of hot milk, eggs, smoked salmon and bread as well as a flat cake with butter and gourmand cheese, for which the woman charged me 8 shillings, I paid her 12 which she said was “brav” (honest). However here as elsewhere there are rogues in gain, and on several occasions they have asked 3 or 4 times as much and, as is always the case amongst such characters, you find the very worse fare, in such cases, as in Italy, you may take the liberty of paying them one half their demands without at all offending them further, although they would have liked more of your money. From Haanstad to Quands, two posts of 1 mile each, I got on well with fast horses and at Quands I had 1¼ to go by water, fortunately I arrived there just after the Post, and crossing with it in the same boat without delay, I continued with it for 3 successive stations to Heggern (Heggem), from thence it continued to Christianian (Kristiansund) and to Molde, this accelerated my journey considerably as the Post is dispatched without delay from each station. From Heggem I went with the same horse 3 Posts, 2¾ miles to Lonseth, there I found such clean looking people that I was induced to wait till the woman could prepare me coffee and something to eat, which she did very gladly, but mad a considerable charge. Thence there remained only one mile to Molde where I arrived early in the afternoon having travelled 54 hours without resting further than catching a broken nap in the boats and carts every now and then. I was so oppressed with sleep that after urging the horse to a better pace in commencing the descent of a hill I was asleep and again awake and sometimes a second time asleep before I reached the bottom.
As you approach Molde the scenery has a more alpine character, the mountains very peaked and altho’ the rocky summits were bare, between the peaks were the sun only shines for a short time, lay large masses of snow. The inferior mountain ranges are wooded and afford much pasture and the houses of the peasantry indicate their living for the most part very comfortably. At Kalstad I met 3 young Englishmen on their way to Trondheim, a Mr. Bailey, Ormorord and Greenfield or wood, they travelled in carrosse with a servant and driver, they had come from Christiana via Bergen. Molde is on an arm of the sea, it is a very small town, has not 1000 inhabitants, it consists of one narrow street extending along the shore, outside of which are numerous wood piers and warehouses supported on piles affording convenient access to and from the sea. My chasse boy took me thro’ to the further end stopping at a private boarding house, there I found a young Irishman who interpreted for me, but the only room which Madam could give me was so disagreeable that I backed out and went to the house nearby where I had directed the boy and where I was much better provided for. My arrival attracted curious people and exuded curiosity enough all of which I very willingly satisfied in exchange for the services which they by interpreting could render me and which several of the residents there did with much good will expressing much pleasure in meeting an Englishman with whom, through the medium of German, they could converse.
The following morning the remains of an old and respected inhabitant of the place were interred in the churchyard, on which occasion most of the men attended, and in the afternoon the ladies were all turning out in full dress on the occasion of a wedding, a rather rare event notwithstanding the attractions of youth and beauty which Molde presents. Unfortunately I had engaged a boat and could not spare time to see the happy pair take the irrevocable step. The morning ceremony gave me an opportunity of seeing the interior of the little church, it was quite worth a visit, it has a little organ, with an inscription marking the donor and is fitted up and embellished in a manner quite unique, it appeared about 2 centuries old, its catholic ornaments were perfectly grotesque, with figures of saints such as you see in some of their old scripture books. The good people have not a little passion for office and dignity, the emblems of which they wear with some ostentation and Molde has its chief Magistrate, Police besides not a few consuls, and a gentlemanly young man from Christiana was just settled there as Chief of Police of the Province, with a salary of 800 dollars per diem, which at Molde, where one may live well for 100 per annum, is looked upon as uncommon affluence. 
The place is also of such importance that it claims the privilege, as in the chief towns of a double charge for the first Post, and mine being by water for a mile and a half to Beinmaa, and being obliged to take 2 men, it cost 6 ort, dollars?, 24/-. The boatmen were lazy fellows and trusted chiefly to a light wind, and were little disposed to exert themselves more than could be avoided, and it took 3 hours crossing this arm of the sea. The house at which I landed was very superior to those of the ordinary peasants, it had a capital garden well stocked with fruit trees and vegetables, a large saw mill, farm outbuildings and nets and boats for fishing in abundance. The old peasant was very polite and reminded me that he was at Molde when I arrived. He went immediately for a horse and chasse, as I had 2½ miles further to travel that evening, but notwithstanding I had to wait 2 hours ere it arrived. A pleasant ride of 3 hours on a beautiful road amidst really bold mountains scenery brought me at 11 o’clock to Sachalt (Sjoholt), a little hamlet on another arm of the sea, here travellers are pretty comfortably provided for at the house of a Mr. Vanselln, who carries on some general business in communication with Alesund. He has a decent, and for this country well furnished house, but his table was far poorer for being so, and its deficiency is the more inexcusable as he has a young wife, who having no children and a sister residing with her can have little to attend to and having been brought up in Trondheim should be a better housewife, still you can obtain good coffee, brandy, beer, bread and a few other things which the peasants cottage will not afford. My host spoke French fluently and German a little, which was fortunate as I was detained there the whole of the following day by bad weather and the next morning when I started for Hellesylt it remained unpromising, to the station 4½ miles, I took 2 men and a boat which cost me 2 ort, dollars?, 8/- per mile and occupied 9 hours.
It was First day at Hellesylt. I saw many of the peasantry dressed in their best clothes, and several had availed themselves of this leisure day to get drunk, but the church had apparently not been opened and this is very generally the case, each country priest having generally 2 or 3 parishes under his care, in one or other of which he may officiate once in the week. Here for the first time in this land I appeared to excite much surprise and the peasants here evince a harshness of manner and an ignorance of the world by and what I have elsewhere seen. I continued my journey slowly thro’ the night, changing three times in 3 miles and detained at each for 2 hours, and unable to get anything to eat or drink at the Post house. I met a countryman, a Capt. Breton we chatted together for about 20 minutes, but his ideas seemed strangely muddled. By boat I continued my journey ½ a mile to Kyenbottern, here I had to walk ¼ of a mile an old man carrying my bag, at last we got a horse and a very rude chassee cart which carried me on to Fahide (Faleide), here they kept me about two hours before a boat was ready to take me over the water to Eldugin only ¾ of a mile and at Eldugin I had to wait still longer and got at last only a horse and then had to walk a 1¼ mile to Reed and so got some fine Bilberries going over the mountain which was all I had of refreshment. The scenery is really grand, but the sun shone finely and I was too much exhausted to enjoy it much, at Reed I should have got something substantial to eat, but as ill luck would have it, here was a lot of drunken quarrelsome peasants who disputed with me about my passport, I lay on the bank near the water for 2 or 3 hours ere I could get away. At last two boys appeared with a boat and rowed me the 1 mile to Forde in 3 hours, then 2½ miles by land, the Snei Braenen in sight covered with snow and beneath its heights extensive glaciers gives quite an alpine character to the scene. I got plenty of milk, oat cake and butter, some clean straw and a blanket at this solitary house, which was my nights quarters, a breakfast of the same in the morning and thence by horse and cart to Skei. In the past day I have been subjected to a succession of vexations and provoking incidents and to add to them near Reed I lost my ring and seals. From Skei I quickly started in a boat for Vasenden (Vassenden), 1½ miles, on fresh water, a sunny pleasure.  
The post house at Vassenden is kept by a Tradesman, who with his wife are very superior to the country people, I understood that he speaks English, but I did not see him, his wife however easily comprehended what I asked for and as quickly provided me a very excellent meal which I consumed with no little relish. I paid much less than the peasants generally expect for this considerable fare and then proceeded, in a torrent of rain to Moe the next station, 1 mile distant. Hafstar the 2nd station is only ½ a mile further but I could not prevail on the lad to go thro’ with me, and ere I could start from Moe it cost me a detention of two hours. The old man and his sons at this station are the finest family I have seen in the country, but as I afterwards found, not very reputable characters, one of his sons being at the time committed to be tried for murder.
At Hafstar there is a good station house where you may get good refreshment and bed, a Lieutenant lodges there who speaks German and from whom I obtained information that was of service to me. Determined to proceed that night to Sveen (Stein), 2 miles further, despite the rain which continued unabated, I order another conveyance but this as usual was brought in no hurry, the next stage proved very hilly and it was so late when I reached the station house the people were gone to bed and I found it impossible to induce them to procure another conveyance before morning. A miserable place I had to sleep in and besides to go to bed wet and cold and supper less, if I had not taken at Hafstar a pretty stiff portion of and hot water I should probably have suffered from it. The morning proved fine and my clothes were dried in riding to Stein, where there is one large house, formerly occupied by a tradesman, but now an old and infirm widow woman resides there. She gave me as good a breakfast as was in her power, but would not allow me to pay anything for it.
Stein is at the extremity of a Fjord or arm of the sea, the surrounding scenery is grand, beautiful and I much enjoyed my passage from it for 1 mile in a boat to Trod. From Stein to Bergen continuing by the post roads is a distance of 16 miles, there is only one good post house which is at Leiwig, 4 miles from Stein. By sea the distance is only 12 miles, and as the boatman seemed desirous to take me to Bergen, and having heard from the Lieutenant that the clergyman of Trod, Mr. Land, spoke German, on landing at the village I went with the men to his house to beg him to make an agreement between us. He received me very courteously and recommended me to proceed in this way, and as the boatmen must return to Stein and could not be ready until the next morning, he invited me to pass the interim at his house, and his manner made me feel so welcome that I hesitated not to avail myself of his hospitality. The family consisted of his wife, his young children and his sister, they quite feasted me with good cheer and made me forget all my previous privations, we took some pleasant walks in the neighbourhood, and also amused ourselves in fishing part of the afternoon, at this we were very successful and in a short time had captured an abundance of fish.
The following morning I left my kind host in the boat which he had the previous day engaged for me, the weather was fine and the boat good, and I reclined very much at my ease on a good bed of hay covered with a carpet. There are several fine cultivated spots and some good houses amidst the wild and rocky mountains which bound the Fjord. After rowing for about 4 hours a fine breeze sprung up which fortunately served us for the remainder of the passage. The two boatmen were averse to proceeding throughout the night and landed about dusk at a solitary herdsman's house intending to stop there, we found only a woman, who was evidently alarmed and unwilling that we should remain there, this induced them to proceed, much to my content. We had not to go without sight of land, but about half way had to cross a wide sea in view of the ocean, here there was some rough sea and one of the men was very timid about carrying sail. Once over we again continued along the narrow land bound Fjord, the shores not so lofty and more wooded and verdant, 2 miles from Bergen we stopped at an excellent Tavern, where I attained a good breakfast. The approach to Bergen from the sea is not so fine as that of Trondheim, neither are the environs so beautiful, the hills are generally of naked rock, unrelieved by trees or any vegetation, in fact there is very little soil, yet were the cattle and goats kept from wandering over these rocks it would soon be partially covered with undergrowth and even trees, in a few spots where this precaution has been taken it has fully recovered . . . . . . . .


* * * * * *


At this point the manuscript finishes so we do not know where Frederick Tuckett’s travels then took him, we can only assume that he either took a ship back to England or that he carried on to Oslo, from there into Denmark and Germany, to return home from that country.
From a sight of the original MS book, where he used one half to record most of his 1833 journey, then reversed the book, so as to start from the back, to record the parts of his 1834 journey that are detailed above, I am of the opinion that he used a second book to record the end of the 1833 part and the beginning of 1834. If this is so, we can only hope that at some time this second book will be found. Of course if we take the intermittent nature of his recording of the 1834 journey as the norm, then it is entirely possible that Frederick was writing up the journal from his travelling diaries and never managed to complete it, after all, in a few years time, he was occupied in more historic travels whilst in New Zealand. 
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