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FRANCE.

eep O TEL DE LOUVEE, Jeswary 604, 1858, — Om

i Tumiaj murning_, our dozen trunks and half.
PRt dozen carpet-bags being alvesdy packed and
Iabelled, we Degan Lo preparc for our Journey iwo or
thres hours before light. Two cabs were sl the door by
hell post six, and at seven we sel out for the Loodon
Bridge station, while it was still dark and hilterly eold.
There were already many peopls in the streets, prowmg
more numerons as wo drove city-ward ; and, in Newgate
fitreet, there was such o number of market-carts, that we
almost came to a dead Jock with some of them. At the
station we found severn]l persons who were apparently
going in the same train with us, sitting round the fire
of the waiting-room, Sivee I come to Epgland there has
hardly been a morning when 1 should have less willingly
bestirred myself before daylight ; so sharp and inclement
was the atmosphere, We started ai half past eight, har-

-
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ing taken through tickets to Paris by way of Folkestone
nud Boulogne. A foot-warmer (u long, flal tin utensil,
full of hot water) was put iuto the carriage just before we
started ; but it did not make us more than half eomforta-
ble, and the frost soon began to clond the windows, and
shut out the prospect, so ibat we could only plance at
the green fields — immortally groen, whatever winter can
do agaiust them —and al, bere and thers, & stream or
pool with the ive forming on its borders. 1t was the
first cold weather of a very mild season. The snow
Legnn 1o fall in scaticred and almost invisible flakes;
and it seemed a3 if we bad stayed our Enplish welcome
out, and wers (o find nothing genial and hospitable there
&0F MOTe.

At Folkesione, we were deposited st a railway station
close upon & shingly beach, on which the s= broke in
fomm, and which J—— reported as strewn with shells
and star-fish; behind was the town, with ag old church
1o the midst ; and, close at hand, the pier, wheee lay the
steamer in which we were to ombark, But the air was
s¢ wintry, that I bad uo heart to explore the iown, or
pick up shells with J vt the beach; so we kept
within doors during the two hours of our siay, now and
then looking oui of the windows at a fiahing-hoat or two,
as they pitched and rolled with an ugly and irregolar
mation, such as the British Channel generally commmni-
cates to the eraft that navigate it.

At abool one o'clogk we went on boand, and were soon
under steam, at a rate thot guickly showed a long line of
the white cliffs of Albion hohind va. It is & very dusky
white, by the by, and the cliffs themselves do not seem,

- at o distance, 1o be of imposing height, and have too even
nn outline to be picturesque.

As we increased our distance from England, the
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French coast eame more and more distinetly in sight,
with & low, wavy outline, not very well worth locking
al, except because it was the coast- of France. In-
deed, 1 looked at it but litile; for the wind was bleak
aud boisterouns, and 1 went down into the cahin, where
I found the fire very eomfortable, and scveral people
were siretched on sofss in & state of placid wretehed-
mess. . . . . 1 have never suffered from sea-sickness,
but had been somewhat apprehensive of this rongh
strait belween Fogland aud Franee, which seems 1o
have mote potency over people’s stomeehs than ten
times the rxteut of sem in other quarters. Our pas-
sage was of two hours, at ihe ead of which we landed
on French sil, and found ourselves immediately in
ile eluiches of the cuslom-hoose officcrs, who, how-
ever, merely made 8 momentary examination of my
passport, and aliowed us to puass without opening even
one of our carpet-bags. The grest bulk of ocur lupggepe
had been registered throwgh to Varis, for examisation
after our armival there.

We left Boulogne in about un hour sfier our arri-
val, when it was slready & darkening twilight. The
weatlier bad grown colder {han ever, smoe our arrival

in sunny France, sud the night was now setiiug inm,

wickedly black and dreary. The frost hardened upou
the corriape windows in such thickness thai T could
scarcely soratch a peoplole through t; bat, from
such glimpses 88 I could caich, the aspect of the
conntry seemed pretty much to resemble the Decem-
ber aspeet of my dear native land, — broad, hbare,
brown fields, with streaks of snow at the foot of ridges,
ond along fences, or in the furrows of ploughed soil.
There was ice wherever there happened to be waler to
form it.
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We lad feet-warmers in the carciage, but the eold
ergpt in nevertheless; and I do not remember bardly
in my life a more dissgreeable short journey than this,
my first advance into French territory. My impression
of France will always be thiat il is an Arclic region, At
any scason of the year, the tmet over which we passed
vesterdny moust be an uninteresting one as regueds its
natursl featores ; and the only adornment, as far as 1
could observe, which art has given il, consists in straight
rows of very stiff-looking and slender-stemmed trees. In
the dosk they resembled poplartress,

Weary and frost-bitten, — morally, if not physically,
— wa reached Amiens in three or fonr hwnrs, and here 1
ouderwent wuch anwoyenee [rom the Freoch railway
officials and attendants, who, | believe, did ot mean to
incommode me, bof rather to forwerd wy purposcs as far
as they well eonld. If they would speak slowly ond dis.
tineily | might understand them well enough, being per-
fectly familiar with the written languare, and knowing
ihie priceiples of its promaceiation; hui, in their ous-
tomary rapid uttersnce, it sounds Jike a strizg of mere
gubble. When left to myself, therefors, T got into great
difficolties. . . . . Ii gives a taciturn personage like my-
sell a new concepiion as to ihe value of speech, even to
him, when he finds himself unable either to speak or wn-
derstand.

Finally, being advised on all lands to go to the Hotel
du Rhin, we were carried thither in an omnibus, mat
tling over & rough pavement, through an invisible and
frozen town; and, on our wrrival, were ushered info s
handsome salon, as chill as a tomb, They made a little
bit of & wood-fire for us in & low and deep chimney.
hole, which let & hundred times more heat escape up
the flug than it sent into the room.



1558.] ; TRANCE. 9

In the morming we sallied forth to see the cathedral.

The aspeet of the old French town was very different
from nnything Eoglish ; whiler, infinitely oleaner ; higher
and parrower houses, the entrance to most of which
seeming to be throogh & gprest gatewsy, afording admis-
sion into » central court-yard ; a public square, with &
statue in the middle, and another stslue in a neighboring
street. We met priests in three-comnered bais, loug
froek-conts, and knee-brecches ; also soldiers and gen-
darmes, snd pessants snd children, clatiering over the
pavements in wooden shovs.

It makes & great mmpression of oullsvdishness to see
the signs over the ghop doors in a foreign tongue. If the
cold bad not been such s to dull my seuse of novelty,
and make all my perceptions Lorpid, I should bave taken
in & set of new impressions, and enjoyed ibem very muel.
As il was, T cared little for what 1 saw, but yet had life
emghleﬂ:tuenjnyﬁamthaﬂnluf.&mjem,wﬁeh P
wany features unlike those of English cathedrals.

It stands in the midst of the cold, white town, and
has a high-shouvldered look to a spectator accostomed to
the minsters of Bagland, which cover a gresl space of
ground in proporiion to thewr height. Tle mnpression
the latler givey is of mapoilode and mass; this Freach
cathedral strikes one as lofty. The exterior is venerahle,
thongh bat liflle time-worn by the wetion of the simos-
phere; and statues siill keep iheir ploees in numerous
niches, almost as porfect as when first placed there in
the thirteenth century. The principal dours are deep,
elaborately wrought, pointed arches; and the interior
secmed to us, at the moment, as grand as suy et we
had seen, aud to afford as vasi an idea of included space ;
it being of such an airy beight, wnd with no serecn
between itle clancel and noave, s in all the Engiish



