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PREFATORY NOTE.

It will be observed that the grestet part of this liitle
book has been taken in one form or other from Lockharis
Life of Bir Waller Seott, in ten volumea, No introduction
to Seott would be worth much in which that courss waa
not followed. Indeed, excepting Sir Walter’s own writ-
ings, there is hardly any other great source of information
shout him ; and that is so full, that hardly anything need-
ful to illustrate the subject of Scoit's life remains un-
touched. As regards the only matters of sontroversy,-—
Scott’s relations to the Ballantynes, T have taken eare to
check Mr. Lockhart’s statements by reading those of the
reprecentatives of the Ballantyne brothers; but with this
exception, Sir Walter’s own works and Lockhari’a life
of him are the great authorities concerning his character
and hia story.

Just ten years ago Mr. Gladatons, in expressing to
the late Mr, Hope Scott the grest delight whish the
perusal of Lockhart’s life of Sir Walter had given him,
wrote, “I may be wrong, but T am vaguely under the
impression that it has never had a really wide eirculation,
If so, it is the saddest pity, and I should greatly like
(withcut any censure on its preeent length) to see pub-
lished an abbrevistion of it.” Mr. Gladstone did not
then kmow that as long sgo as 1848 Mr. Lockhart did
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himeelf prepare such an abbreviation, in which the orl-
ginal eighty-four chaplers were compressed into eighteen,
—though the abbreviation contained sdditions as well ag
compressions, But even this abridgment is iteelf a
bulky volame of 800 pages, containing, I should think,
considerably more than a third of the reading in the ori-
giual ten volnmes, and I8 not, thersfore, very likely fo be
preferred to the completer work. In somse respacta T hope
that thia introductiocn may supply, better than that bulky
abbreviation, what Mr Gladstone probably meant to
suggest,~—soms alight miniatare taken from the great pie-
ture with cate encugh to tempt om thoes who look om it
to the study of the fuller lifs, as well as of {hat image of
Bir ‘Walter which is impreased by his own hand upon
his works.
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SIR WALTER SCOTT.

CHAPTER L
ANOESTRY, PARENTAGE, AND CHILDHOOL.

Bmm WaiLrer Scorr was the firgt literary man of a greut
riding, sporting, and fighting clan. Indeed, his father—
a Writer 16 the Signet, or Edinburgh solicitor—was the
first of his race to adopt a town life and a sedentary pro-
fespion. 8ir Walter was the lineal descendant—aix
generntions removed-—of that Walter Scott commmemo-
rated in PThe Luy of the Last Minstrel, who is kmown
in Border history and legend as Auld Wat of Harden
Auld Wat's son William, captured by Sir Gideon Murray,
of Elibank, during a raid of the Scotis on Sir Gideon’s
lands, was, as tradition says, given his choice between being
hanged on Bir Gideon's private gallows, and marrying the
ugliest of Sir Gideon's three ugly daughters, Meikle
mouathed Meg, reputed as carrying off the prize of uglinesa
among the women of four countien. Sir Willinm wae a hand-
some man. He took three days to consider the alternative
proposed to him, but chose life with the large-mouthed
lady in the end ; and found her, according to the {radition
which the poet, her deacendant, has transmitted, an excal-
B
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lent wife, with a fina talent for pickling the beef which
her hushand stole from the herds of his foes. Moeikle
mounthod Meg transmitted a distinct trace of her large
neouth to all her descendants, and not least t0 him
who was to use his ““meikle” mouth to best advan-
tage ae the spokesmen of his race. Rather more than
balf-way betweon Auld Wat of Haxden’s times—i, e,
the middle of the sixteenth century—and those of Sir
Walter Seott, poet and novelist, lived 8ir Walter's
great-grandfather, ‘Walter Scott genemally known in
Tevioldule by the purname of Deardie, because he would
nover cut his heard after the banishment of the Btuarts,
amt who took armes in their eanse and lost by hin intrigues
on their behalf almost all that he had, besides runzning
the greatest risk of being banged as s fraitor. This wae
the ancestor of whom Sir Walter speaks in the intro
duction to the last canto of Mariion -—

* And thes my Clristmas gtill I hold,
Whers my great grandsire came of old,
With amber beard snd flaxen hair,

And reverend apostolio air,—

The fenst and holy tide to shure,

And miz sobrivty with wine,

Aud honest mirth with thonghta divine;
Brall thonght wua his in afler time
E’er 10 be hiteb’d into & thye,

The simple sire could only boast

That he was loyal to hia cort ;

The banisl'd moe of kings revered,

And lost hig land—bui kept his beard.”

8ir Walter inherited from Deardie that sentimental
Stuari bias which his better judgment condemned, but
which seemed to be rather part of his blovd than of his
mind. And most usefnl to him this sentiment wun-
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donbtedly wae in helping him to restore the mould wnd
fashion of the past. Beardie’s second son was Sic
Walter's grandfather, and to him he owed not only hia
first childish experience of the delights of country life,
but also,—in his own estimation at leasi,—that risky,
gpectilative, and sanguine epirit which had so much in-
fluence over his fortunea, The pood man of Sandy-
Enowe, wishing to breed sheep, and being destitute of
capital, borrowed 30 from & shepherd who was willing
to invest that sum for him in sheep; and the two set off
to purchase a& flock near Wooler, in Northumberland ;
but when the shepherd had found what he thought
would suit their purpose, he veturned to find his master
galloping about a fine hunter, on which he lhad spent
the whole capital in hand. Thés speculstion, however,
prospered. A few days later Rohert Scott displayed
the qualities of the hunter to such admirable effect
with Johkn Scott of Havden's hounds, that he sold the
horse for double the money he had given, and, unlike his
grandson, abandoned speculative purchases there and
then. In the latter days of his clouded fortunecs, after
Ballantyue's and Consiable’s failure, Bir Walter waa accus-
tomed to point to the picture of his grandfather and
say, “Blood will out: my building and planting was
bat his buying the hunter before he stocked his aheep-
walk, over again” But Sir Walter added, says Mr.
Lockhart, as he glanced at the likeness of his own staid
and prudent father, * Yet it was a wonder, tuo, for I have
& thread of the attorney in me,” which was doubtless the
cage; nor was that tbread the least of his inheritancea,
for from his father certainly Sir Walter derived that
dieposition towards conscientious, plodding industry,
logalism of mind, methodical habits of work, and a
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generous, equitable interpretation of the scope of all his
obligations to others, which, prized and cultivated by
him as they were, turned a great genius, which, espe-
c¢ially considering the hare-brained element in him, might
sagily have been frittered awny or devoted to worth-
less ends, to euch fruitful account, and stamped it with
so grand an impress of personal maguanimity and forti-
tude. Sir Walfer's father reminds ome in not a few
of the formal and rather martinetish traits which are
related of him, of the father of Goethe, “a formal man,
with strong ideas of strait-laced olncation, passionately
orderly (he thought a good book nothing without a good
binding), and never ao much excited as by & necessary
deviation from the ¢ pre-established harmony’ of house-
hold rules.” That description would apply almost wholly
to the sketch of old Mr. Scott which the novelist hae
given us under the thin disguise of Alexander Fairford,
‘Writer fo the Siguct, in Redgauntlet, a figure confessedly
meant, in ita chief foatures, to represent his father. To
this Sir Walter odds, in one of his later jourmals, the
trait thet his father was a man of fine presence, who con-
ducted all conventional arrangements with a certain gran-
deur and dignity of air, and *ahsolutely loved a funeral”
“ He soemed to preserve the list of & whole bead-roll of
¢ousing merely for the ploasure of being at their
funerals, which he was often asked to superintend, and
1 suspect had sumelimes to pay for, He carried me with
him as often as ke could o these mortuary ceremonies;
but fceling I was not, like him, either nseful or ornamental,
I escapad as often as I cuuld.” Thia strong dash of the
conventional in Scott’s father, this sstisfaction in seeing
people fairly to the door of lifs, and taking his final leave
of thom thers, with something of & ceremovicue flourish
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of obeervance, was, however, combined with a much
nobler and deeper kind of orderliness. Sir Walter used
fo say thet his father had loat no small part of a very
flourighing business, by insisting that his clients should do
their duty to their owm people better than they were
themselves af all inclined to do it. And of this generoue
strictness in sacrificing hiz own interests to his sympathy
for others, the son had as much as the father.

Sir Walter's mother, who wae a Miss Ruatherford, the
daughter of & physician, had been better educated than
most Scotchwomen of her day, in spite of having been
agnt “to be finished off” by * the honourable Mra.
Ogilvie," whnge training was so effective, in one direction
at least, that even in her sightieth year Mrs. Seott could
not enjoy a comfortable rest in her chair, but * fook as
wmch care to aveid tuuching her chair with her back, asif
she had atill been under the etern eyes of Mrs. Ogilvie.”
None the lesa Mrs. Scott was a motherly, comfortable
woman, with much tenderness of heart, and a well-stored,
vivid memory. 8Sir Walter, writing of her, after his
wmother’s death, to Lady Louisa Stewart, eays, “ She had
a mind peculiarly well stored with much acguired infor
mation and natural talent, and aa she was very old, and
had an excellent memory, she could draw, without the
least exagpgeration or atluctation, the most striking pictures
of the past age. If I bave been able to do anything
in the way of painting the past times, it is very much
from the studies with which she presented me. 8Bhe
connected a long period of time with the presant generation,
for slie remembered, and had ofien spolien with, a persun
who perfectly recollected the battle of Dunbar and Oliver
Cromwell’s subseyuent entry inte Edisburgh” On the
day bafore the stroke of parslysis which carried her off, she
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kad told Mr. end Mrs, Beott of Harden, ' with great
accuracy, the real story of the Bride of Lammermuir, and
pointed out wherein it differed from the novel. She had
all the names of the parties, and pointed out (for she
was a great genealogist) their conmexion with existing
families,” ' Sir Waller records many evidoncea of the
tendernees of his mother's nature, and he returned
warmly her affection for himself. His executors, in lifting
up his desk, the evening after his burial, found * arranged
in careful order a series of little objects, which had
obviously been a0 placed there that his eye might rest on
them every morning befors he began his tasks. Theas
were the old-fashionod hoxes that had garnished his
mother’s toilette, when he, & sickly child, slept in her
dressing-room,—the silver taper-stand, which the young
advocate bad bought for her with his firet five-guinea fee,
—a row of small packets inserihed with her hand, and
containing the hair of those of ber offspring that had died
before her,—his father’s snuff-box, and etui-case,—and
more things of Lhe like sort.”* A story, characteristie
of both Sir Walter's parents, is told by Mr. Lockbart which
will serve better thun anything I can rememhber to bring
the father and mother of Scott vividly before the imagi-
nation, His father, like Mr., Alexander Fairford, in
Redgauntlet, though himself a atrong Hanoverian, inhe-
rited enough feeling for the Stuarta from his grandfather
Beardle, and sympathized enongh with those who were, as
he neutraily expressed it, " out in '45,” to ignore as much
as possible any phrases otfensive to the Jacobites. For
instance, he alwayn ecalled Charlas Edward not fhe Pre

! Lockhart's I4fe of Seoft, vi. 172.8. The edition referred to is
throughont the editicn of 1839 in ten volumes

1 Lowkhart’s Lifa of Scoit, x. 241,
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tender but the Chevalier,—and he did business for many
Jacohites :—

“Mrs, Scott’s curiosity was elrongly excited one autumn
by the regular appearance at & certain honr svery evening
of a sadan chair, to deposit & person carefnlly muffled np in
s mantle, who was immediately nghared into her husband's
private room, and commonly remained with him there until
long after the usual bed-time of this orderly family. Mr.
Beott answered her repeated inguiries with a vaguneness that
irritated the lady’s feelings more and more; unmtil at last
she could bear thte thing no longer; but cne evening, just aa
she heard the bell ring as for the stranger's chair to carry
him off, she made her appearance within the forbidden
parlonr with & salver in her hand, observing that she
thought the gentlemen hed eat so lomg they would be
better of a dish of tea, and had ventured accordingly to
bring some for their aceeptancs. The stranger, a person of
distinguished appearance, and richly dressed, bowed to the
ludy and accepted & cup; but her husband knit his brows,
und refneed very coldly to partake the refreshment. A
moment afterwards the visitor withdrew, and Mr. Scott,
lifting up the window-sash, taok the eup, which he had left
empty on the table, and tossed it ont mpon the pavement.
The lady exclaimed for her china, but was put to silence by
her husband's eaying, I ecan forgive your little curiowity.
madam, hat you must pay the penalty. I may admit into
my house, on a piece of business, persons wholly nnworthy
to be treated ar gunests by my wife. Neither lip of me nor
of mine comes after blr. Marray of Broughton's.

*This was the unhappy raan who, after atlending Prince
Charles Stuart aa his secretary thronghount the greater part
of his expedition, condeacended to redecmn his own life and
fortune by bearing evidence against the noliest of his late
master's adherants, when—-

« Pitind by gentle hearts, Eilmarnock died,
The brave, Balmerine wer on thy side.” *

1 Lockhart's Idife of Scoil, 1. 243-4
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# Broughton’s saucer "—i. . the saucer belonging to the
cup thus sacrificed by Mr. Scott to his indignation againat
one who had redeemed his own life and fortune by turn-
ing king's evidence against one of Prince Charles Stuart’s
adherents,—was carefully preserved by his son, and hung
up in his first gludy, or “den," under a little print of
Prince Charlie. This anecdote brings before the mind
very vividly the character of Bir Waltar's parenta. The
eager curioaity of the active-minded woman, whom *the
honourablte Mrs. Ogilvie” had been able to keep upright
in her chair for Lfe, but not to cure of the desire to
unravel the little mysteries of which she had a passing
glimpse ; the grave formality of the husband, fretting
under his wife's personal attention to a dishonoured men,
and making her pay the penalty by dashing to piecea the
cup which the king's evidence had used,-—again, the
visitor himeelf, perfectly comscioue no doubt that ihe
Hanoverian lawyer held him in utter scomn for his faith-
leseness and cowardice, and reluctant, nevertheless, to
rejoct the courtesy of the wife, though he could not get
anything but cold leyal advice from the husband :—sall
these are figures which must have acted on the yonthful
imagination of the poet with singular vivacity, am shaped
themsulves in & hundred changing turne of the historicat
kaleidoecope which was elways bofore his mind's eye, as
he mused upon that past which he was to restors for us
with almost more than its original freshness of life. With
such scenea touching even his own homs, Scott must
have beon constantly faught to halance in his own mind,
the more remantic, sgainst the more gober and rational
congiderations, which had so recently divided house
against honse, even in the same family and clan, That the
stern Calvinistic lawyer should have retained so much of
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hin grandfather Beardie’a respect for the adherents of the
exiled house of Stuart, must in itself have siruck the boy
as even more rermarkable than the prssionate loyalty of the
Stuarts’ professed partisans, and have lent & new sanction
to the romantic drift of his mother’s old traditions, and
one to which they must have breen indebted for a great
part of their fascination,

‘Walter Scott, the ninth of twelve children, of whom
the first aix died in early childhond, was born in Edin-
burgh, on the 15th of Angust, 1771. Of the six later.
born children, all but one were boys, and the one sister
waa a somswhat querulous invalid, whom he sverus to have
pitied almoset more thau he loved. At the age of eighteen
months the boy had a teeihing-fever, ending in a life-long
lameness ; and this was the reason why the child was sent
to reside with hiz grandfather—the speenlative grand-
father, who had doubled his capital by buying & racehorse
instead of sheep—at Sandy-Knowse, near the ruined tower
of Smailbholm, celebrated afterwards in his hallad of The
Eve of 8f. John, in the neighbourhood of sorae fine erags,
To these crags the houscmaid sent from Lilinburgh to
lock after him, msed to carry him up, with a design
{which she confessed to the housekeeper}—due, of
course, to incipient insanity—of murdering the child
there, avd burying him in the mosa. OF course the maid
was dismissed. After this the child used to be sent out,
when the weather was tine, in the safer charge of the
ahepherd, who would often lay him beside the sheep.
Long afterwards Seott. told Mr. Skene, during an exeursion
with Turner, the great painter, who was drawing his itlns.
tration of Smasilbolm tower for one of Scott's works, that
“the habit of lying on the turf thers amonp the sheep and
the larabe had given his mind a8 peculiar tendernew for
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thess animals, which it had ever since retained.” Being
forgotten one day npon the knolls whon a thunderatorm
came on, his aunt ran out to bring him in, and found him
shouting, * Bonny | bonny ! at every flash of lightning.
One of the old servants at Sandy-Knowe spoke of the
child long afterwards as “a ewest-tempered bairn, a
darling with all about the house,! and certainly the
miniatare taken of him in his seventh year confirms the
impression thus given. It is sweot-tempered above every-
thing, and only the long upper lip and large mouth,
derived from his ancestress, Meg Murray, couvey the pro-
mise of the power which waa in him. Of eourse the high,
almost conieal forehead, which gained him in bis later
days from his comrsdes at the bar the name of *“Old
Peveril,” in allugion to ““the peak ” which they saw towering
high above the heads of other men as he approached, is not
s0 much marked beneath the childish locke of this minia-
ture as it was in later life ; mnd the massive, and, in
repose, certainly heavy face of his maturity, which con-
veyed the impression of the great bulk of his character, is
atili quite invisible under the sunny ripple of childish
sarnvetness and gaiety. Secott's hair in childhood was
Light chestnut, which twrned to nut brown in youth. His
eyebrows were bushy, for we find mention made of them as
a “pent-house.” His eyes were always ligcht blue. They
bad in them a capacity, on the one hand, for enthu-
giasm, sunny brightness, and even hare-brained hnmour,
and on the other for expressing determined resolve and
kindly irony, which gave great mnge of expression to
the face. There are plenty of materials for judging what
sort of & boy Seott was. In spite of his lameness, ha early
taught himeelf to clamber about with an agility that fow
ehildren could have surpassed, and to sit hia first pony—a
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little Shetland, mot bigger than a large Newfoundland
dog, which used to come into the honse to be fed by him—
even in gallope on very rough ground. He became very
early & declaimer. Having learned the hallad of Hardy
Knute, he shouted it forth with sach pertinacious enthu
giasm that the clergyman of his grandfather's parish
complained that he “might as well apeak in a cannon's
mouth as where that child was.” At six years of age Mrs.
Cockbarn deecribed him as the most astounding genius
of a boy, she ever saw. ‘' He was reading a poem {o his
mother when I went in. I made him read on: it was
the description of a shipwreck, His passion rose with tha
storm. ‘There's the mast gone,’ says he; crash it goes ;
they will all perish.” After bis agitation he turns to me,
‘That iz too melancholy,’ says he; *I had better read
you something more amusing.’” And after the call, he
told his aunt he liked Mrs, Cockbarn, for “she was a
virtuoeo like himself,” ¢ Dear Walter,” says Aunt Jenny,
* what is & pirtuoso 27 “Ton't ye knowd Why, it's one
who wishes and will know everything.” This last scene
took place in his father's house in Edinburgh ; but Seost’s
life at Sandy-Knowe, including even the old minister, Dr,
Duncan, who so bitferly complained of the boy’s ballad-
spouting, ir painted for us, as everyhody knows, in the
picture nf his infancy given in the indreduction to the
third cante of Marmion -~
It was & barren soens and wild,

‘Where naked oliffs were rudely piled)

Bot ever and anon betwsen

Lay velvet tnfta of lovelisst green |

And well she lonely infant knew

HRecosnes where the wall-flower graw,

And honeysackls loved to ornwl
Up the low orag and ruin’d woll
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I deam'd auch novka the swectost shade
The gan in &l its ronnd anrvey'd ;

And atill I thonght that ehatter'd tower
The mightiest work of homan power;

And marvell’d as the aged hind

With sume etrange tale bewiteh’d my mind,
Of forayers, who, with headlong force,
Down from that strength had sparr'd their horse
Their eouthern rapine to renew,

Far in the distani Cheviots blue,

And, home returning, fill’d the hall

With revel, waasail-ront, and brawl.
Methought that mtill with tromp and clang
The gatewny’s broken arches rang ;
Mothought griw fentures, seam'd with scara,
Qlared through the window’s ruaty bars
And ever, by the winter hoarth,

01d tales 1 hoard of woe or mirth,

Of lovers” elighta, of ladies’ charms,

Of witches' spells, of warriore” arme,

Of putriot hatilas, won of old

By Wealinoe wight and Bruce the bold ;

©f \aker fieldn of fend and fight,

When, pouring from their Highland height,
Th~ Beottigh elane, in headluuy sway,

Had awapt the scarlet ranks away.

While, atrstch'd ab length upon tha door,
Apain I fougit each combat er,

Pebblag and shells in urder Iaid,

The mimic ranks of war diaplay'd ;

And oenward etill the Boottieh lion bore,
And ptil) the peaiter’d Sonthron fled befors,
8till, with wain fonduosa, could [ trace
Anew each kind familiar face

That brigbten’d at onr evening fire!

Fromn the thatoh'd mansion's grey-hair'd aire
Wise withonot learning, plain and geod,
Aud sprung of Beotland’s gentler blood ;
‘Whose eye in age, guick, clear, and keen,
Bhow'd what in yonth its glance had been;
Whase doom dispording neighbonrs sought,
Uontant with equity unbought ;
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T him thr venerable priest,

G frequent apd familiar pnest,

Whame life and manners well conid prink
Alike the student and the raint;

Ajsa! whose speech too oft I broke
With gambol rude and timeless joke y
For 1 wus wayward, bold, and wild,

A gelfowill’d imyp, & grandeme'a ahild )
But, half & plagne and balf 4 jest,

Was ptill endured, bel ved, oaress’d.”

A picture this of a child of great apirif, though with
that apirit was combined an active and subduing sweet-
ness which could often conguer, ez by a sudden sapell,
those whom the boy loved. Towarde those, however, whom
he did wot love he conld be wvindictive. His relative,
the laird of Raeburn, on one occasion wrung the nock of
a pet starling, which the child had parily tamed. “1I
flew at his throat like a wild-eat,” he saikl, in recalling
the circumsiance, fifty years later, in his journal on
vccasion of the old laird's death ; *and was torn from
him with no little difficulty.” And, judging from this
journal, T doubt whether he had ever reully forgiven the
laird of Raebum., Towards those whom he luved but
had offended, his manner was very different. T seldom,”
said one of his tutors, Mr. Mitchell, © bad occasion ali the
time I was in the family to find fault with him, even for
trifiea, and omly once to threaten sericus castigation, of
which he waa no sooner aware, than he suddenly sprang
up, threw his arms ebout my neck and kissed me.,” And
the quaint old gentleman adle this commentary :—“ By
such generous and moble conduet my displeasure was in &
moment converted into esteem and admiration; my soul
melted into tenderness, and I was ready to mingle my
tears with his.” This spontaneous and faacinating sweet.
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neas of his childhood was naturaily overshadowed to some
extent in later life hy Seoti's masculine and proud cha
racter, but it was always in him. And there was
much of true character i the child behind this sweat-
ness. He bad wonderful selfcommand, and a peremp-
tory kind of good sense, even in his infancy. While yet
a ¢hild wnler eix years of age, hearing cne of the servants
boginning to tall & ghost-atory to another, and well know-
ing that if he Hstened, it would scare away his night's
reat, he acted for himsel with all the promptness of an
elder persun acting for bim, and, in spite of the fusci-
nation of the suhject, resolutely muffled his head in the
bed-clothes and refused to hear the tale. His sugacity
in judging of the character of others was shown, too, even
a8 & school-boy ; and once it led him tu take an advan-
tage which eatsed him many compunetions in after-life,
whenever he recalled his skilful puerile tactics. Un une
occasion—I tell the story us he himsclf rehearsed it to
Samuel Rogers, almost at the end of hia lifw, afier his
attack of apoploxy, and just before lesvimy England
for ltaly in the hopeless quest of health--he had long
desired to got alove a school-fellow in his class, who
defied all g efforts, till Heott noticed that whenever a
question was asked of his rival, the lad’s fingers gusped
& particular button on his waistcoat, while his mind went
in search of the anewer. Scott accordingly anticipated
that if he could remove this button, the boy would be
thrown out, and so it proved. The bution was cut off,
and the next time the lad was questioned, his fingers
being unable to find the button, and his eyes goiug in
perplexed search after his fingers, he stood confounded,
and Scott mastered by strategy the placo which he could
not gain by mere industry, “Often in after-life,” said



] ANCEBTEY, PARENTAGE, AND CHILDHOOD. 14

Scott, in marrating the manceuvre to Rogers, “has the sight
of him smote me as I passed by him; and often have I
resolved to make him some reparation, but it ended in
good resolutions. Though I never renewed my ncquaint-
ance with him, I often eaw bim, for be filled pome inferior
office in one of the courts of law at Edinburgh. Foor
fellow ! I helieve he is dead ; he took early to drinking.™

Scott’s school reputation was one of irregular ability ; he
¢ glanced like a meteor from ome end of the class to the
other,” and received more praise for his interpretation of
the epirit of his authors than for his knowledge of their
Ianguage. Out of achool his fame stood higher. He
extemporized innumerable etories to which his school-
fellows delighted to listen ; and, in spite of his lamencss,
he waa always in the thick of the * bickers,” or street
fights with the boys of the town, and renvwned for his
boldpess in climbing the “kittle nine stanes” which ave
# projected high in air from the precipitons black granite
of the Castle-rock.” At home he was much bullied by his
elder brother Rohert, & lively lad, not without smine powers
of veme-making, who went imto the navy, then in an
unlugky moment passed into the merchant service of the
East India Company, and so lost the chanes of distin-
guishing himeelf in the great naval campaigns of Nelson.
Perhaps Scutt would have been all the betier for a sister
a little closer to him than Anne—sickly and fanciful—
appears ever to have bsen. The masculine side of life
appears to predominate a little too much in his school
sud college days, and he had such vast energy, vitality,
and pride, that his life at this time would have borne a
litule taming uwnder the influence of a sister thoroughly

! Lockhart's Life of Scoth, L 128,



16 BIR WALTER BOOTT. Lomar,

vongenial to him. In relation to hin astudies he was
wilful, though mot perhape perversa. He steadily de
olived, for instance, to learn Greek, though he mastered
Latin pretty fairly. After s time spent at the High
8chool, Edinburgh, Scott was sent to a school at Kelso,
where lis master made a friend and companion of him,
and so poured into him a certain amount of Latin acholar-
ship which he would never otherwise have obtained, I
nesd hardly add that as s boy Scott was, so far as a boy
could be, & Tory—a worshipper of the past, and & great
Conservative of any remnant of the past which reformers
wished to pget vid of. In the autobiographical fragment
of 1808, he says, in relation to these school-days, L,
with my head on fire for chivalry, wasa a Cavalier ; my
friend was a Romndhead ; T was a Tory, and he was s
Whig; I hated FPresbyterians, and admired Montross
with his wvictorious Highlanders; he liked the Presby-
terian Ulysses, the deep and politic Argyle; so that we
never wanted subjects of dispute, but our disputes were
always amicable.” And he adds candidly enough: *In
all these tenets there was no real conviction on my part,
arising vut of acquaintance with the views or principles
of either party. . . . . 1took up politics at that
period, a8 King Charles IT. did his rcligion, from an idea
that the Cavalier creed was the more genllemanlike per-
snasion of the two.” And the uniformly amicable character
of these coutroversivs between the young people, itself
ghows how much more they were controversies of the
imagination than of faith, Idoubt whether Scott's con-
viclions on the issues of the Past were ever very much
more decided than they were during his boyhood ; though
undoubtedly he learned to understand much more pro-
foundly what was really held by the ablest men on buth
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sides of thess disputed irsnes, The result, howevar, was,
I think, that while he entered better and better inte both
sides am life went on, he never adupted either with any
earncetness of conviction, bheing content to admif, even
to himself, that while his feelinga leaned in ong direction,
his resson pointed decidedly in the other ; and holding
that it wae hardly needful fo identify himeelf positively
with either. Aa regarded the present, however, feeling
always carried the day. Bcott was a Tory all his life.
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CHAPTER IL
YOUTH—-OHOICE OF A PROFESSION.

AB 8corT grew up, entered the classes of the eollege, and
began his legal studies, first as apprentice to his father,
and then in the law clesses of the University, he became
noticeable to all his fricnds for his gigantic memory,—the
rich stores of romantic material with which it was loaded,
—his giant feats of industry for any cherished purpose,—
his delight in adventure and in all athletic enterprizes,—
his great enjoyment of youthful “rows,” so long ss they
did not divide the knot of fifends to whick he helongad,
and his skill in peacemaking amongst his own set. During
his apprenticoship his only means of increasing his slender
allowance with funds which he could devote to his
favourite studies, wus to earn money by copying, and he
tells us himself that he remembered writing “ 120 folio
pages with no interval either for food or reat,” fourteen
or fifteen hours' very hard work at the very least,—
expressly for this purposa.

In the second year of Scott’s apprenticeship, at sbout
the age of sixteon, he had an attack of hemorrhage,
no recurrence of which took place for some forty
years, but which was then the beginning of the end
During this illnesa silence was absolutely imposed
upon him,~—two old ladies putting their fingers om
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their lipe whenever he offered to speak, If{ waa at this
time that the lad began hia study of the scenic side of
history, and especially of campaigns, which ke illustrated
for himself by the arrangememt of shella, seeds, and
pebbles, a0 a8 to represent enmcountering armies, in the
manner referred to (and referred to appurently in anticipa-
tion of a later stage of his iite than thal he wae then speak-
ing of) in the passaye from the introduetion to the third
canto of Marmion which I have already given. He alac
managed so to arrange the looking-glasses in his room as
to see the troope march oul to exercise in the meadows,
as he lay in bed. His reading was almost all in the
direction of wmilitary exploit, eor romabnce and me-
dimval legend and the later border sougs of his own
country. He learned Italian and read Ariosto. Later
he learned Spanish and devoured Carvantes, whose
“ novelns,” he said, * first inspired him with the ambition
to excel in fiction;" and all that he read and admired
he remembered. Scott used to illustrate the capricious
affinity of his own memory for what suited it, and ita
complete rejection of what did not, by old Beattie of
Meikledale's answer to a Scotch divine, who complitmented
him on the strength of his memory. * No, sir,” said the
old Borderer, “I have no command of my memory. It
only retains what bits my fancy; and probably, sir,
if you were to prench tc me for two hours, I would not
be able, when you finished, fo remember a word you had
been saying.” Such a memory, when it belongs to a man
of gemius, in really a sieve of the most valuable lkind,
It sifts away what iz foreign and alien to his genius, and
assimilates what is suited to it. 1n his very last days,
when he was vigiting Iialy for the firat tima, Scott delighted
in Malta, for it recalled to him Vertot's Anights of Malia,
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and much other medimval story which he had pored over
i his youth. But when his friends descanted to him at
Pozzuoli on the Thermsm~—commonly called the Temple
of Serapis—among the ruins of which he stood, he only
rerpatked that he would believe whatever he was told,
“for many of his friends, and particularly Mr Morritt,
had frequently tried to drive classical antiquitisa, as they
are called, into his head, but they had always found hia
skull too thick.” Was it not perhapa some deep literary
inatinet, like that here indicated, which made him, a8 a
lad, refuse so steadily to learn Greek, and try to prove to
his indignant professor ithat Ariosto was superior to
Homert Scott afterwards deeply regreited this neglect
of Greek ; but I caunoct help thinking that his regret was
misplaced, Greek literature would have brought before
his mind standarde of poetry and art which could not
but have both deeply impressed and greatly daunted an
intellect of so much power; I say both impreesed and
duunted, because I beliove that Scott himaelf would never
have succeeded in studies of a classieal kind, while he
might—Ilike Giosthe perhapa—have been either misled, by
admiration for that school, into attempting what was not
adapted to his genius, or elee disheartoned in the work
for which his character and ancestry really fitted him.
It has been asid that there is a real affinity betwesn Scott
and Homer. But the long and refluent music of Homer,
once naturalired in his mind, would have discontented
hirn with that quick, sharp, metrical framp of hia own moss-
troopers, to which alone his genius as a poot was per-
foctly suited.

It might be supposed that with these romantic tastes
Beott could acarcely have made much of a lawyer, though
the inference would, ¥ bellove, be quite mistaken. Hin
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father, however, reproached him with heing better fitted for
a pedlar than a Jawyer,~=so persistently did he trudge over
all the neighbouring counties in search of the beautiea
of nature and the historic associatione of Dattle, siege, or
legend. On one occagion when, with their last penny spent,
Beott and one of hia companions had returned to Edin-
burgh, living during their last day on drinks of milk
offered by generous peasant-women, and the hips and haws
on the hedges, he remarked to his father how much he
had wished for George Primrose’s power of playing on the
flute in order to earn a meal by the way, old Mr, Scott,
catehing grampily at the idea, replied, I greatly doubt, air,
you were born for nae better then a gangrel scrapegut,”"—
o speech which very probably suggested hia son’s concep-
tion of Darsie Latimer’s adventures with the blind fiddler,
“ Wandering Willie,” in Redgauntlel. And, it is trae that
these were the days of mental and moral fermentation,
what was called in Germany the Sturm-und-Drang, the
* frot~-and-fury " period of Scott's life, so far as one 20
mellow and genial in temper ever passed through a period
of fret and fury at all. In other words theas were the days
of rapid motion, of walks of thirty miles a day which
the lame Jad yet found no fatigue to him; of mad enter
prises, scrapes and drinking-bouts, in one of which Scott
was half persuaded by his friends that he actually sang
a song for the only {ime in his life, But even in these
days of youthful sociabilily, with companions of his
own age, Scott was always himeelf, and his imperious will
often asserted itself, Writing of this time, some thirty-
five years or so later, he paid, “'When I waa a boy, and
on foot expeditions, es we had many, ro creature could be
»o indifferent which way our course was directed, and T
soquieeced in what sny one proposed ; but if I waa once
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driven to meke a choice, and felt piqued in honour te
maintain my proposition, 1 have broken off from the
whole party, rather than yield to any one.” No doubt,
too, in that day of what he himself described as *the
silly amart fancies that ran in my brain like the bubbles
in a glass of champagne, as brilliant to my thinking, as
intoxieating, aa svanescent,” solitude was no real depriva-
tion to him ; and one can easily imagine him marching off
on his solitary way after a dispute with bis companions,
reciting to himself old songe or ballads, with that
“noticeable but altogether indeseribable play of the upper
lip,” which Mr. Lockhart thinks suggested to ome of
Scott's most intimate friends, on his first acquainiance
with him, the grotesqme mnotion that he had been “a
hauthoy-player.” Tbis was the first impreasion formed
of Scott by William Clerk, one of his earliest and life-
long friends. 1t greatly ammused Scott, who not only had
never played on any instrutnent in his life, but could
hardly meke shift to join in the chorus of s popular song
without marring ita effect; but perhaps the impression
enggested was not so very far astray after all. Looking
to the poetic side of hia character, the trumpet certainly
would have heen the imstrurnent that would have best
symbuolized the spirit both of Scott’s thought and of his
versea, DMr. Lockbart himself, in summing wp his impres-
giona of 8ir Walter, quotes as the most expressive of his
lines :—
“ Sound, acund the olarion ! fiil the fifa]
To all tha senszal world prooleim,

One evowded hour of gloricna life
1e worth a world without & name.”

And undeubtedly this gives us the key-note of Scott's
personal life as well as of his postic power. Above every-
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thing he was high-spirited, a man of noble, and, at the sama
time, of martial feelings. Sir Francis Doyle speaks very
justly of Sir Walter as “amony English singers the
undoubted inheritor of that trumpet-note, which, under
the breath of Homer, has made the wrath of Achilles
immortal ;" and I do noi doubt that there was something
in Scott's face, and especially in the expression of hia
mouth, to anggest this even to his early college com-
panions, Unfortunately, however, even * cne crowded
hour of glorious life” may sowetimes have a “szonsual ”
inepiration, and in these days of youthful adventure, too
many such hours seerm to have owed their inapiration
to the Scotiish peasant's chief bune, thie Highland whisky.
In his eager search after the old Laluds of the Border,
Scott had many a blithe adventure, which ended only too
often in a carouse. It was soon after this time that he first
began those raids into Liddesdale, of which all the world
has enjoyed the records in the sketches—ombodied subse-
guently in ey Mannering—of Dandie Dinmont, his pony
Dumple, and the various Peppers and Mustards from
whose breed there were afterwarde infroduced into Scott's
own tamily, generations of terriers, always named, as Sir
Wulter expressed it, after “the cruet,” I must guote the
now classic record of those youthful escapades :—

« Eh me,” said Mr. Shortreed, his companion in all these
Liddesdale raids, “ sio an endless fund of humour and drollery
28 he had then wi' him. Never ten yards but we were ¢ither
laughing or roaring and singing. Wherever we stopped, how
brawlie he suvited himsel’ to everybody! He ayedid aw the
lave did ; never made himesel’ the great man or took ony aird
in the company. I've seen him in &' mcuds in thewe jaunts,
grave and gay, daft and serious, sober and druak—(thia, how-
ever, even in our wildest razables, was but rare)—but drook
or sober he was aye the gentlemun. He lovked ezcussively
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beavy and stupid when he was fou, but he was never out o'
gude bumonr.”

One of the stories of that time will illustrate better
the wilder daya of Scott's youth then any comment :—

“On reaching ome evening,” says Mr. Lockhart, some
Charlieshape or other (I forget the name) among those wil-
dervesses, they found a kindly reception as usual: but to
their agreeable surprise, afier some days of hard living, a
mensured and orderly hospitality as respected liqunor. Soon
after sapper, at which a bottle of elderberry wine alone had
been produced, a young student of divinity who happened to
be in the kouss was called upon to take the ‘ big ha’ Bible, in
the good old fashion of Burns' Baturday Night: and some
progress had been already made in the service, when the good
man of the farm, whose ‘tendency,’ as Mr. Mitchell says,
¢ was poporific,’ asandalized bis wife and the domiunie by start-
tng suddenly from hie kpees, and rubbing his eyes, with a
stentorian exclamation of * By —— ! here's the kog at lost I’
and in tombled, as he spake the word, a couple of sturdy
herdsmen, whom, on hearing, = day hefore, of the advocate's
approaching visit, he had despatched to a certain smuggler’s
bannt at some considerable distance in quest of a supply of
rin brandy from the Bolway frith. The pious *exercise’ of
the household was hopelessly interrupted. With a thousand
apologies for his hitherto shabby entertairment, this jolly
Eiliot or Armetrong had the welcome keg mounted on the
table without o momernt's delay, and gentle and simple, not
forgetting the dominie, eontinued carousing abount it until
daylight streamed in cpon the party. Bir Walter Beott
seldom failed, when I saw him in company with his Liddes-
dule companions, to mimic with infinite bumour the sudden
outburst of his old host on hearing the clatter of horses’ feet,
which he knew to indicate the arrival of the keg, the cons
sternation of the dame, and the rneful despair with which
the young clergyman closed the book,”?

1 Lockhart’s Iifs of Soott, i, 369.71.
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No wonder old Mr. Seott felt some doubt of his son’s
success at the bar, and thought him more fitted in many
respscts for & “ gangrel scrape-gut.”*

In epite of all this love of excitement, Scott became a
sound lawyger, and might have been a great lawyer, had not
his pride of character, the impatience of his genius, and
the stir of his imagination rendered him indispoacd to
wait and slave in the precise manner which the preposses-
gions of eolicitors appoint.

For Scott’s paseion for romantic Nterature was mot at
all the sort of thing which we ordinarily mean by boys'
or girls’ love of romance. No amount of drudgery or
labour deterred Scott from any undertaking on the prose
cution of which he wasbent, He wea quite the reverss,
indeed, of what is usually meant by sentimental, either in
his manners or his literary inferests. As regards the
history of his own country he wes no mean antiquarian,
Indeed he cared for the mustiest antiquarian researches—
of the medizval kind—so much, that in the depth of his
troubles he speaks of a talk with a Scoteh antiquary and
herald aa one of the things which scothed him most.
*“I do not know anything which relieves the mind so
much from the sullens aa trifling diseussions about anti-
quariax old womanries. It is like knitling a stocking,
diverting the mind without oceupying it.”* Thua his
love of romantic literature was ag far as possible from that of
& mind which only feeds on romantic sxcitements ; rather
was it that of one who was g0 mounlded by the transmitied
and acquired love of feuda) inatitations with all their inei-
dents, that he could not take any deep interest in any other

t Loockhart's Lifs of Seott, i. 308.
% Lockhart's Isfe of Scoit, ix. 281,
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fashlon of hnman society, Now the Scoich law waa full
of vestiges and records of that period,—was indeed & great
standing monmnent of it ; and in numbers of his writings
8cott shows with how deep an interest he had studied
the Scotch law from this point of view, He remarkas some-
where that it was natural for a Scotchman to feel a strong
attachment to the principle of rank, if only on the ground
that almost any Scotchman might, vnder the Scotch law,
tarn out to he heir-in-tail to eome great Beotch title or
estate by the death of intervening relations. And the law
which sometinies caused such sudden transformations, had
aubsequently a true interest for him of course as a novel
writer, fo say nothing of his interest in it a8 an anfigua-
rian and historian who loved to repeople the earth, not
merely with the picturesque groups of the soldicrs and
courts of the past, but with the aetors in all the various
quaint and homely transactions and pvrzlements which
the feudal ages hed brought forth., Hence though, as a
matter of fact, Scott never made much figure as an advo-
tate, he became a very respectabls, and might nnqueation-
ably have become a very great, lawyer. When he started
at the bar, however, he had not acquired the tact to
Impress an ordinary assembly. In one case which he
conducted before the General Assembly of the Kirk of
Secotland, when defending a parish minister threatened
with deposition for drunkenness and nnseamly behaviour,
he certainly missed the proper tone,—first receiving a
censure for the freedom of his manner in treating the alle-
gatione against his elient, and then so far collapsing nnder
the rebuke of the Moderator, as to lose the foree and ur-
goncy necegsary to produce an effect on his andience. But
these were merely & boy’s mishaps. He was certainly by
no means & Hesven-born orator, and therefore could not
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expect to apring into exceptionally early distinciion, and
the unly true reason for his relative failure was that he
waa so full of literary power, and so proudly impatient of
the fetters which prndence secined to impwae on his extra
professional proceedings, that he never gamned the credit
he deserved for the general common sense, the nnwearied
industry, and the keen appreciation of the ing and outs of
legal methed, which might have raised him to the highest
reputation even as a judge.

All readers of his novels know how Scott delights in
the humours of the law. Iy way of illustration take the
folowing passage, which is both ghort and emusing, in
which S8annders Fairford—the old solicitor painted from
Scotl's father in Kedgguntlet—descante on the law of
the stirrupcup.  “ It was decided in a ecase lwfure the
tvwn hailies of Cupar Angus, when Luckie Simpson’s cow
had drunk wp Luckie Jamicson’s browst of ale, while it
stood in the dnor to cool, that there was no damage to
pay, becanse the crummie drank without sititng down;
such being the circumstance constituting a Doch an
Dorroch, which is a standing drink for wlick no reckoning
is paid.” I do not believe that any one of Seott’s con-
temporaries had greater legal abilitics than he, though, aa
it happened, they were never fairly tried. DBut he had
both the pride and impatience of genius, It fretied him
to feel that he was dependent on the good opinions of
solicitors, and that they who were incapable of under-
standing his geniug, thought the less instead of the bettor
of him s& an advocate, for every indication which ho gave
of that geniuse. Even on the day of his call to the bar he
gave expression to a sort of bumorous forelaste of thia
impatience, saying to William Clerk, who had been ealled
with him, as he mimicked the air and fons of 2 Highland
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lass writing at the Cross of Edinburgh to be hired for the
harvest, “ We've stood here an hour by the Tron, hinny,
and defl a ane has speered our price.” Beott continued to
practise at the bar—mnominally at leaat — for fourteen
years, but the most which he everseema to have made in
any one year was short of 2301, and latterly his practice
was much diminishing instead of increasing. His own
impatience of solicitors’ patronage was against him ; his
well-known dabblings in poetry were still more against
him ; and his general repute for wild and unprofeasional ad-
venturonsness—which was much greater than he deserved
—was probably most of all against him, Before he hsd
been six years at the bar he joined the organization of the
Edinburgh Volunteer Cavalry, took a very active part in
the drill, and was made their Quartermaster, Then he
visited London, and became largely kmown for his
ballads, and his love of ballads. In his eighth year
at the bar he accepied a amall permanent eppointment,
with 300l a yesr, as sheriff of Selkirkehire; and this
occurring soon after his marriage to a lady of asome
means, no doubt diminished still forther his profes-
efonal zeal. For one third of the time during which
Scott practized as an advocate he made no pretence of
taking interest in that part of his work, though he waa
always deeply interested in the law itself. In 18068 he
undertook gratuitously the dnties of a Clerk of Session—
& permanent officer of the Court at Edinburgh—and dia-
charged them without remuneration for five years, from
1806 to 1811, in order to secure his nltimate succession to
the office in the place of an invalid, who for that
period received all the emoluments and did none of the
work, Nevertheless Scott's legal abilities were so well
known, that it waa certainly at one time intended to offer
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hirn a Barony of the Exchequer, snd it was his own doing,
spparently, that it was not offered. The life of literature
and the lifs of the Bar Lardly ever suit, and in Seott'a
case they suited the less, that he felt himself likely to be
a dictetor in the one field, and only a postulant in the
other, Literasturs was a far greater gainer by his choice,
than Law could have been s loser. For his capacity for
the law he shared with thousands of able men, his
capacity for literature with faw or none.
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CHAPTER IIT
LOVE AND MARRIAGE

One Bunday, ahout two years hefore his call to the bar,
Beott offored hin umbrella to a young lady of much
heauty who was coming out of the Greyfriars Church
during & shiower ; the umbrells was graciously accepted ;
and it was not an unprecedented consequence that SBeott
fell in love with the borrower, who turned out to be
Margaret, daughter of Sir John and Lady Jane Stuart
Belches, of Invernay. For near six years after this,
Scott indulged the hope of marrying this lady, and it
dosz pot meem doubtful that the lady herself was in
part reaponsible for this impression. Scott's father, who
thought hiz son's prospects very inferior to those of Mias
Stuart Belches, feit it his duty to warn the baronet of
bis son's views, a warning which the old gentleman
appears to have received with that pgrand unconcern
characteristic of elderly persuns iu high position, as a
hint intrinsicelly incredible, or at leust unworthy of
notice. DBut hs took no alarm, and Scott’s attentions to
Margaret Stuart Belches continued till elose on the eve
af her marriage, in 1796, o William Forbes (afterwards
8% William Forbes), of Pitsligo, a banker, who proved
to be one of Bir Walter's most generous and most
delicate-minded frionds, when his time of trocbles came



L] LOYE AND MARRIAGE. 5]

towards the end of both their lives. Whather Scott waz
in pari mistaken as to the impression he had made om
the young lady, or ehe was mistaken aa to the impression
he had made on herself, or whether other circumstancea
intervened to cause misunderstanding, or the grand in-
difference of Sir John gave way to active intervention
when the guestion became & practical one, the world will
now never know, but it does mol secm very likely that
2 man of ao much force as Scott, who certainly had at
one time assured himself at least of the young lady's
strong regard, should have been easily displaced even by
a rival of ebility and of most gensrous and amiable
character. An entry in the diary which Scott kept in
1827, after Constable’s and Ballantyne's failure, and his
wife's death, seems to me to Buggest that there may have
been some misunderstanding between the youuy peopls,
though T am not sure that the inference is justified.
The passage completes the story of this passion—Scott’s
first and only deep passion—so far as it can ever be
known to us; and as it is a very pathetic and charae-
teristic entry, and the attachment to which it refers had
s great influence on Seott’s life, both in keeping him free
from some of the most danperous temptatione of the
young, during his youth, and in creating within him
an interior world of dreams and recollections throughout
his whole life, on which his imaginative nature was con-
tinually fed—I may as well give it. *“He had taken,”
gays Mr Lockhart, *for that winter [1827], the house
No, 6, Shandwick Place, which he occupied by the
month during the remainder of his servitude as a clerk
of session, Very near this house, he was told a few
days after ho took possession, dwelt the aged mother of
his fizst love; and he expressed to his friend Mra
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Skens, a wish that ghe should carry him to remew an
acquaintance which seems to have been interrupted from
the period of hisa youthful romance. Mrs, Skene com-
plied with his deeire, and she tells me that a very
painful scene epsued.” His diary asays,—* November
7th. Began to estile myself this morning after the hurry
of mind and even of body which I have lately under.
gone. 1 went to make a visit and fairly =zofiened
myself, like an old fool, with recalling old storfes till
I was fit for nothing but ehedding tears and repeating
werses for the whole night. This is sad work. The very
grave gives up its dead, and time rolls back thirty years
to add to my perplexitiee. I don’t care. I begin to
grow case-hardened, and like a stag tuming st bay,
my naturally good temper grows fierce and dangeroua.
Yet what a romance to tell-—and told I fear it will one
day bs. And then my three years of dreaming and my
two yeurs of wakening will be chronicled, doubtless, Buat
the dead will feal no pein.—November 10th. At twelve
o'clock 1 went again to poor Lady Jane to talk over old
stories. 1 am not clear that it is a right or healthful
indulgence to be ripping up old sores, but it sesms to
give her deep-rooted sorrow words, and that iz a mental
bleod-letting. To me these things are now matier of calm
and solemn recollection, never to be forgotlen, yet scarce
to be remembered with pain.”' Tt was in 1797, after
the break-up of his hopes in relation to this attachment,
that Scott wrote the linea To a Violef, which Mz, F. T. Pal-
grave, in his thonghtful and striking introduction to Scott's
poems, rightly characterizesas one of the moat beauntiful
of those poems It iz, however, far from one character

' Lockhart's Lifs of Soott, ix. 185-4.
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ietic of Scott, indeed, so different in style from the hest
of his other poems, that Mr. Browning might well have
said of Scott, as he once affirmed of himself, that for
the purpose of one particular poem, he *who blows
through bronze,” had * breathed through silver,”—had
%“eurbed the liberal hand subservient proudly,”—and
tamed his spirit to a key slsewhere unknown.

# The violat in her greenwaod bower,
Where birchen bonghe with hazels mingla,
May bosat feelf the fuireat flower
In glen, or ovpse, or furess dingle.

“ Though fair ber geme of azure hne,
Berneath the Aewdrop’s weight reclining,
I’ve soen an eye of lovelior blue,
More sweet throngh watery laptro shining.

%The eanmmer san thet dew ehsll dry,
Ere yot the day be |aat ite morrew;
Nor lenger in my falss love's eye
Bemain’d the tear of parting sorrow.”

These lines obviously betray a feeling of ressniment,
which may or may not have heen justitied; but they are
perhaps the mosi delicate produced by his pen. The
pride which was always so notablo o featore in Seott, pro-
bably sustained him through the keen, inward pain which
it is very certain from a great many of his vwn worda that
he must have suffered in this uprooting of his most pas-
sionate hopes. And it was in part probably the same
pride which led him to form, within the year, a new tie—
his engagement to Mademoisella Charpentier, or Mise
Carpenter a8 she waa usually called,—the danghter of &
French royalist of Lyons who had died early in the revo-
lution. She had come afier her father's death to Eng.
land, chiefly, it seems, because in the Marquis of Down-

]
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ahite, who wan an old friend of the familx, her mother Enew
that she shandd find a protestor tor her childeen. Mian
Carpenter wag a livelv Leauty, probably of ne great depth
of character. The fow letier: given o1 hews in Mr, Lock-
Yhart’s life of Scott, give the impression of an amialble,
pelted pirl, of somewhat thin and  esprégle character,
who was rather charmed at the depth and intensity of
3eott’s nature, and at the expectations which he seemed
to form of what luve shonld mean, th capable of recliz.
imy thew,  ¥vidently ehe had ne inconsidendidr pleasure in
dirplay ; bat <ho mede vn the whoie a very gond wife, only
aue to be jrotocied by bim from every care, and vot ome
to share Seott’s decper anxieties, i o participate in his
dreama, Yot Mrs Seotr was vot dovold of spivit sud wdF
eantrol.  For inetanee, when 3. Jefirey, having roviewed
Marmion in lie Eiivburgh (o that deprovintitgs und om-
niscient trne which was then covsidered the evidence of
eritical acumen, dined with Seolt on the very Jduy on
which the vevicw bad appeared, Mie Scott bahaved to
bim throngh the whole evening with the greatust polite-
mess, but fived thia parting ahot in her broken Epglish,
es Lie took his leave, =% Well gand nigi, Me Jeifrer,—-
dey tell me you bave almeed Seott in de Heview, and 1
hope Mr, {onstable has paid you very wall for writing
it." Tt is linted thst Mra Seott was, at the time of
Seoll's greatest fame, tar more exhilamited by it than he
huslond with hia strong sense and sure self-mensnrem-mi
ever was, Mr Lockhurt records that Mrs. Grant ot Lagean
once gaid of them, “ Mr. Scott slways seems to me like s
glass throngh which the rays ot admivation pass withoat
sensilly afleciiiygg it ; but the bit of paper that lies teside
it will prosently be in a blige, ubd no wonder.,” The bit
of paper, however, neve: was iz a blaze that T know of;
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and poseibly Mrs, Grart’s remark may have had s littls
frminine spite in it. At all svents, it wns not till the rays
of misfortnne, instead of admiration, fell apor Scott's life,
that the delicute tissue paper shrivelled up; nor does it
seem that, even then, it was the trouble, a0 much as &
surioue malady that had fixed on Lady Scott before Sir
Walter’s sroubles began, which really scorched up her
fifa. That ehe did not feel with the depth and intensity
of her husband, or in the same koy of feeling, is clear.
After the failure, and during the preparations for abandon-
ing the houss in Edinhburrh, Scott records in his diary -—
“ It im with a eense of pain that I leave behind a parcel
of trumpery prints and little ornaments, once the pride
of Tady Scott's heart, but which she saw consigned with
indifference {o the chance or an auction, Things that have
had their day of importance with me, T cannot forget,
though the merest trifles; but I am glad that she, with
had health, and enough to vex her, has not the same use-
luss mode of associuting recollections with this unpleasant
baginesa,” ?

Poor Lady Beott | It was rather like a bird of paradise
mating with an eagle. Yet the result was happy on the
whele ; for she had a thoroughly kindlvy nature, and a trua
heart.  Within ten days before har death, Scott enters in
Iy (diary :—* Still welcoming me with a smile, and assert-
ing ebe is better.”  She was not the ideal wife for Seott ;
but she loved him, sunned kerself in his prosperity, and
triad to bear bis adversity cheerfully. In her last illnesa
sne would always reproach her husband and children for
thelr melancholy faces, even when that melancholy was, as
she weli brew, due to the spproaching shadow of her own
death.

1 Lockhart'n Life of SeoH, viii, 378,
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CHAPTER IV,
BARLIEST POETRY 4ND BORDER MINSTRELRY,

Scotr's first serious attempt in poetry was a version of
Biirper's Lenare, a spectre-ballad of the violent kind,
much fu favour in Germany at a somewhat earlier period,
but certainly not a rpecimen of the higher order of ima-
ginative genius. However, it stirred Scoti’s youthful
bluod, and made hiin “wish to heaven he could get a
skull and two cross-hones !” a modest desire, to be ex-
pressed with so much fervour, and one almost immediately
gratified. Probably no one ever gave a more spirited
version of Biirger's hallad than Secott has given ; but the
use to which Miss Cranstoun, s friend and confidante of
his love for Miss Stuart Belches, strove to turn it, by
getting it printed, blazoned, and richly bound, and pre-
senting it to the young lady as a proof of her admirer’s
abilities, was perhaps hanlly very sagacious. It iz quite
possible, at least, thut Miss Stuart Belches may have
regarded this vehement adwmirer of spectral wedding
journeys and skeleton bridals, as unlikely o prepare for
her that comforiable, trim, and decorons future which
young ladies usually desire. At any rate, the bold stroke
failed. The young lady admired the verses, but, as we
have seen, declined the translator. Perhaps she reganied
banking as safer, if less brilliant work than the mosi
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effective description of skeleton ridera. Indeed, Scott at
this fime—+t0 those who did not know what was in him,
which no cme, not even excepting himself, did—had no
very sure prospects of comfort, to say nothing of wealth.
It is curious, too, that his first adventure in literature was
thus connected with his interest in the preternatural, for
no man ever lived whose genius was sounder and healthier.
and less disposed to dwell on the half-and-half lights of a
dim and eerie world ; yet ghostly subjects alwaya interssted
him deeply, and he often tovched them in his stories, more,
T think, from the strong artistic contrast they afforded to
his favourite coucepticns of life, than from any other
motive. There never was, I fancy, an organization less
susceptible of this order of fears and superstitions than his
own. When a firiend jokingly urged him, within a few
months of his death, not to leave Rome on a Friday, as it
wus & day of bad omen for a journey, he replied, laughing,
* Superstition is very picturesque, and I make it, at times,
stand me in great stead, but I nover allow it to interfera
with interest or convenience.” Basil Hall reports Scott's
having told him on the last evening of the year 1824,
when they were talking over this subject, that “having
once arrived et & country inn, he was told there was no
bed for him. *No place to lie down at all¥ said he.
‘No,' said the people of the house; ‘none, except a room
In which there is a corpse lying.' “Wall,' said he, “did
the person die of any coniagions disorder$ ¢Oh, no;
not at all said they. ¢Well, then,” continued he, ‘let
me have the other bed. 8o, said Sir Walter, ‘I laid ma
down, and never had a better night's sleep in my life.”
He was, indeed, 8 man of iron nsrve, whose truest artistio
enjoyment was in noting the forma of character seen in
fuill daylight by the light of the most ordinary experience
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Perhaps for that reasom he can on oceasion relate s
preternatural incident, such as the appesranee of +ld Alice
at the fountain, at the very moment of her death, to the
Master of Ravenswood, in The Bride of Lumwmermoor,
wilh great effect. 1t was probably the vivacity with
whick he realized the violence which such incidents do to
the terrestrin} common asense of our ordinary nature, and
at the samo time the sedulous accuracy of doetail with
which he narrated them, rather than any, even the
smallest, special susceptibility of his owp Lrain to thrills
of the prelurnatural kind, which gave hiv rather & nuigue
pleasure in dealing with such preterpatural elements.
Bometimes, however, Lis ghosts are a little too museular
to produce ihwir due effeet as phosts, In translating
Biirger’s ballad his great success lay in the mividnsess of the
gpectre’s horsemanship.  For instauce,—
® Tramp! tramp! along the lané they rode,
fiplash ! sptash! along ihe sen;

The socurge 18 red, the spur dropi bloed,
The flasrhing pebbles fles,"”

ie far better thav any ghestly toneh in it; an, too, every
one will remomber how spirited a rider is the white Lady
of Avenel, in The Moustery, and how vigorously she
takos fords—us vigorously as the sheritf himuelf, who was
very fond of fords. Om the whole, Scott was tao sunny
and healthy-winded for a ghost-seer; and the akull and
crose-hones with which he ornamented his *“*den” in bie
father's house, did not succeed in tempring him into the
world of twilight and cobwebs wherein he raade his frst
literary excursion. 1fis Willivm and Uelen, the name he
gave 1o his tranalation of Birger's Lencre, made in 1795,
waa effective, after all, more for its rupid movenent, than
for the weirdneas of ite eftucto.
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if, howuver, it was the rmw preternaturalism of such
bullads as Fharger's which lirst led Seott to tost hia own
powers, his penius soon turned to mora appropriate and
natural subjects. Ever since his earliest college days he
i:ad been ecolleeting, in those execarsions of his iute Lid-
deadale and elsewhore, muterials for a hbook on I%he
Minstreley of the Seoftish Border ; and the publication of
this work, in Januaary, 1602 {in tws volumes at first), was
Lis first great literury suecess  The whole editinn of eigh,
hurdred eopies was 2ol within $he year, while the skils
and care whish Scolf nd devotid 1o the historieal illgatra-
tion of tle halluds, and the force and zpivit of his owr now
ballads, wrltten in {udsative of the ohl, gained Lum at
cuee a very Ligh Hieray vame. And the niose was will
deserved. The Border Alinsdrelsy was more commen-
surate in range with the penius of Beoth, than even the
romratic poems by which it was soon followel, and which
were received with such nodversal aud alneort unparalleled
delight.  For Scott’s Hurder Mivstreley gives more than a
ghimpse of all his wuny great powers—hix historicul in-
dustry and knowlelee. his wmaseubme humonr, his delight
in, restorig the visiun of the  old, simple, vinlent world "
of ruyged aclivity and exeitement, us well an thet jower
to kindle men's hearts, as by a trmupet. all, which waae
the chicf secrat of thie charm of khis owu greatest poenis,
It is muech easior to discern the great novelist of sub-
seqnent years in the Border Mirdrslay then evemoin The
Lay of the Lot Miaxtrd, Maraiimey, snil The Lady of the
Lake taken together. From thoes ninuntic peems you
would never guess that Seott entercd more eaverly and
heartily into ihe eommon ineidents anid sommon cares of
every-day human life ttan icto the toust rumantic for
tunes; from them you woukl never kuow how com.
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pletely he had pastered the leading featnres of quite
different periods of our history; from them you would
never infer that you had betore you one of the best
plodders, as well as ons of the most enthosiastic dreamers,
in British literature. But all this might have been
gathered from the various intrcductions and notes to the
Border Minstrelsy, which are full of skilful illustrations,
of comments teetning with humour, and of historis weight.
The general introdnetion gives us a general survey of the
graphic picturez of Border quarrels, their simple violenee
and simple cunning. It eunters, for instance, with grave
humour into the strong distinciion taken in the debatable
land between a “ frechooter ” and a “ thief,” and the diffi-
culty which the inland counties had in graeping it, and
puinte for us, with great vivacity, the various Border super-
slitions. Another commentary on a very amusing ballad,
commemorating the menner in which a blind harper stole
a horse and got paid for a mare he had not lost, gives
an account of the curious femure of land, called that of
the “king’s rentallers,” or “kindly tenants;” and a third
deacribes, in language as vivid 2s the hisforical romance
of Kenilworth, written years after, the manmner in which
Quoen Elizabeth received the news of a check to her
policy, and vented her splean on the King of Scotland.

Bo much as to the breadth of the Literary area which
this first book of Bcoit'a covered. As regards the poetic
power which his own new hallads, in imitation of the
old ones, evineed, I cannot say that thoee of the first
isaue of the Border Minstroley indicated anything like the
force which might have been expected from one who was
8o moon to be the anthor of Marmion, though many of
Beott's warmest admirers, including 8ir Francia Doyle,
seem to place (leryinlar among his finest productions. Buk
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in the third volume of the Border Minstrelsy, which did
nob appear till 1803, is contained a ballad on the assas-
gination of the Regent Murray, the story being told
by his assassin, which seema to me a specimen of his very
highest poetical powers. In Cadyow Castle you have not
only that rousing trumpet-note which you hear in Mar-
méon, but the pomp and glitter of & grand martial scene is
painted with all Seott’'s peculiar terseness and vigour.
The opening is singularly happy in preparing the reader
for the deacription of a violent deed. The Earl of Arran,
chief of the clan of Hamiltons, is chasing among the old
oaks of Cadyow Castle,—oaks which belonged to the
ancient Caledonian forest,—the fierce, wild bulls, milk-
white, with black muzsles, which were not extirpated till
shortly before Scott’s own birth :—
#* Through the buge caks of Evardale,
Wheas limbe a thoneand years have womm,

‘What sullen roar comed down the gale,
And drowns the hunter's pesling horn P

“ Mightiont of all ihe beasin of chane
That woam in woody Caledon,
Crashing the forest in his raos,
The mountain bull comes thundering on.

 Fieroe on the hunter's quiver'd band
He rolls his ey<e of swarthy glow,
Spurne, with black hoof and horn, the sand,
And tosses high hia mane of snow.
* Aim’d well, the chiefiain'a lance has flown
Btruggling in blood the savaye lies ;
His roar is sunk in hollow groan,—
Bound, merry huntsman] sound the prymse[”

It is while the hunters are resting after this feat, that
Bothwellhaugh dashes smong them headlong, spurring
hia jaded ateed with poniard instesd of spur:—
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# From pory selle and rosling ateed,
Sprang she fieros horseman with a bound,
And recking from the recent deed,
1Is dask'd his oarbine on the gronnd.”

And then Dothwellhaugh tells his tale of bloud, describ-

ing the
proy i—

procession from which he had singled out his

% Dark Morton, girt with many a epeat,
Kurder’s foni minion, led the van ;
And clanb’d their broadswords in the rear
The wild Marfarlanes” plaided olan.

¢ Qlouciirn and stomt Parkbead were nigh
Obacguious at their Kegent’s rein,
Anit hugmard Linderay's ivon eya,
That eaw fuir Mary woep in vein.

“¢'Mid pennon'd spears, & steely grove,
Prond Murray’s p'umage flonted high s
Boaros conld his trampling charger mots,
Bo oloss the minicua crowded nigh.

¥ From {he raised vizor's shade, hin eye,

Dark roling, glanced the ranks along,

And hia steel truncheon waved on high,
Recn’d marshalling the iron throng.

#<Bui yet hi- sadden’d brow confess'd
A paaging fhade of doubt and awoe;
Bome fiend was whispering in his broast,
“ Bewnre of injured Bothwellhaogh §

#¢The deaih-ghot parts, —the eharger springw,—
‘Wild 1iees tumult's startling rosx!
And Morray's pluny helmet rings-—
Ringa om the ground o riee no more,'™

This was the ballad which made so strong an jmpression
on Thomaz Campbell, the poet. Referring to some of the
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linne I have guoted, Campbell said,~—%T have repeated
them so ofter on the Nerth Bridge that the whole frator-
nity of coachmen know me hy tongue as T pass. To be
#ure, to a mind in soher, serious, street-walking humour, it
must bear an appearance of lunacy when one stampe with
the hurried pace and fervent shake of the head which
stroug, pithy poetry excites.”! I suppose amscdotes of
this kind have been oftener told of Secott than of any
other English poet, Indeed, Sir Walter, who understood
bimself well, gives the explanution in one of Lis diaries :—
#1 am sensible,” he says, © that if there be anything good
about my poetry or prose eithor, it iz a hurried franknase
of composition, which pleases soldivrs, sailors, undl young
people of bold and active digpositions.”® He might have
included old people too. I have heard of two old men—
compslute strangers —passing each other on a Jark Londen
night, when one of them happened to be repeating ta him-
self, just as Campbell did to the hackney eoachmen of the
Nortk Bridge of Edinburgh, the last lines of the account
of Flodden Field in Marmion, © Charge, Chester, charge,”
when auddenty a reply came out of the darkness, * On,
Stanley, on,” whereunon they finished the Jeath of Mar-
mion between them, took off their hats to each other, and
parted, laughing, Seott’= is almost the only poetry
in the English language that not ouly rune thus in the
head of average men, but heats the head in which it
rens by the mere force of its hnrrind frankness of
style, to use Scoit’s own termw, or by that of its strong
and pithy eloquence, as Cumpbell phrased it. Apd in
Cadyow Castls this style is st itz culminating point.

} Lookhart's Life of Scoft, ii. T9.
* Lookhaat's Iifa of Scott, vili. 870
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CHAPTER V.
BOOTT'S MATURER POEME.

SooTr's genius flowered late, Cudynw Castle, the first of
his poems, I think, that has indisputabla genius plainly
stamped on its terse and fiery lines, waa composed in 1802,
when he was already thirty-one yeara of age. If wasin
the same year that he wrote the first canto of his first
great romanee in verss, 7he Loy of the Last Minsirel, u
poem which did not appear till 1805, when he was thirty-
four. The first eanto (not including the framework, of
which the sged harper is the principal figure) was written
in the lodgings to which he was confined for a fortmight
in 1802, by a kick received from a horss on Portobello
sands, during a charge of the Volunteer Cavalry in which
Bcott was cornet. The poem was originally intended to
be incladed in the Border Minstrelsy, as one of the
studies in the antique style, but soon ouigrew thelmits of
sach & study both in length and in the fresdom of its
manner. Both the poorest and the best parts of The Lay
ware in 8 special marner due to Lady Dalkeith (afterwarde
Duchess of Buceleugh), who suggested it, and in whose
honour the prem was written. It was ehe who requested
Scott to write a poern on the legend of the gobln
page, Gilpin Horner, and thia Scott attempted,—and,
o far a8 the goblin himaelf was somperned, conspicuously
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failed. He himself clearly saw that the story of thls
unmansgeable imp was both confused and uninteresting,
and that in fact he had to extricate himself from the
original groundwork of the tale, as from a regular literary
scrape, in the best way he eould. In a letter to Miss
Seward, Scott saya,—“ At length the story eppeared ao
uncouth that I was fain to put it into the mouth of my
old minstrel, lest the nature of it showld be misunder
stood, and I should be suspocted of eetting up a new
achool of postry, instead of B feeble attempt to imitate the
old. In the process of the romance, the page, intended
to be a principal person in the work, eontrived (from
the baseness of his natural propensities, I suppose) to slink
down sfairs into the kitchen, and now he must e’en abide
there.”! And I venture to say that no reader of the poem
ever haa disfincily understood what the goblin page did or
did not do, what it was that was “lost” throughout the
poem and * found ” at the conclusion, what was the object
of his personating the young beir of the house of Scott,
and whether or not that object was answered ;—what wss,
if any, the magic book of Michasl Scott was to the Lady
of Branksome, or whether it was only harm to her; and I
doubt moreover whether any one ever cared an iota what
snswer, or whether any answer, might be given to any of
these questions, All this, as Scott himself clearly per-
ceivad, was left confused, and not simply vague, The
goblin imp had been more certainly an imp of mischief to
him than even to his boyish ancestor. But if Lady
Dalkeith soggested the poorest part of the poem, she
certainly inspired its best part. Scott says, a2 we have
sean, that he brought in the eged harper to save himself

1 Lookhart’s Eife of Seott, il. 817,
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from the imputetion of *settiug up a new school of
poetry ” instead of humbly imitating an old school, Bui
I think that the chivalrous wish to do honour to Lady
Dalkeith, hoth as & persona! friend and as the wife of his
% ghief,”—as he always called the head of the housa of
Bcott,—had more to do with the introduction of the aged
harper, than the wish to guard himaclf agsinst the impu-
tation of stiempting a new poetie style. He clearly
intended the Duchesse of The Lay to represent the
Countess for whom he wrote it, and the aged barper, with
his teverence and gratitude and self-distrust, was only the
disguise in which ha felt that he conld best pour out his loy-
alty, and the romantic devotion with which both Lord and
Lady Dalkeith, but especially the latter, had inspired him.
It was cerlainly this beavtiful framework wlich assured
the immediate succesr and permuanent charmn of the poem ;
and the immediate success was for that day something
marvellons, The magnificent quarto editirn of 750 copies
was soon exhausted, and an octavo edition of 1500 copiea
was sold out within the year. In the following year two
editions, containing together 4350 copies, were disposed
of, and hefore twenty-five years had elapsed, that is, before
1830, 44,000 copice of the poem had been bought by the
publie in this country, taking account of the legitimats
trade slons. Scoti gained in all by The Lay 769L, an
unprecedented gum in those times for an author to obtain
from any prem. Littls more thau half a century before,
Johnson received but fiftern cninens for his stately poem
on The Varily of Human TVishes, and but ten guineas for
his London. I do not say that Scout’s poom had not mach
more in it of true poetic fire, thongh Seott himself, 1
believe, preferred these poems of Johnson's to anything
that he himself ever wrote. But the disproportion in
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the reward was certainly enormous, and yet what Seutt
gained by his Lay was of course much less thas he
gained by any of his subsequent poems of equal, or any-
thing like squal, length. Thus for Marmion bhe received
1000 guineas long before the poem was published, and
for one half of the copyright of The Lord of the Isles
Constable paid Scott 1500 guineas. If we ask ourselves to
what this vast popularity of Scott’s posms, and especially
of the earlier of them (for, a3 often happens, he was better
vemunerated for his later and much inferior premna than
for his earlier and twore trilliant produciions) is dus, X
think the answer must be for the most part, the high
romantic glow and extracrdinary romantic simplicity of the
pootical elements they contained. Take the old harper
of The Lnay, a figure which arrested the attention of Pitt
during even that last most anxious year of his anxioys life,
the year of Ulm and Austerlitz. The lines in which Scott
deseribes the old man’s embarrasmment when first urged
to play, produced on Pith, according to his own aceounnt,
“an effect which I might have szpected In painting, but
could never have fancied capahle of being given in poetey.”t
Every one kncws the lines to which Pitt refers ;—
#“ The hnomble boon was snon obtaiu'd

The aged minstre] sudisnea waia'd.

But, when he reach’d the rvoru of state,

Where she with all ker ladies sats,

Perchance he wish'd his boon dunied

Frr, when to tune the harp he tried,

Hiz wrembling hand had loat the euwse

Which marks yecurity to plesse;

And poenoed iong past, of joy and pmin,

Came wildering v'er his gged bruie,—

He criod to tuoe hia harp in vain |

} Lockhart’s Lifs of Seott, i, 226
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The pitying Ducheas praised ite chims,
And gare him heart, and gave him time,
Till every atring’s according glee

Was blended into harmony,

And then, he said, he would fall fain

He oould recall an mncient strain

He never thonght tn sing sguin.

It was not framed for village churls,
But for high dames and mighty earls p
He'd play'd it to King Charles the Good,
‘When he kept Counrt at Holyrood

And mach he wish'd, yet fear'd, to 1ry
The jong-forgotten melody.

Amid the strings his fingers stray'd,
And an oneertain werbling made,

And oft he shook his hoary head,

But when he canght the mensure wild
The old man raised his face, snd amiled ;
And lighten'd np his faded eye,

With all a poet’s scatany !

In warying cadence, soft or atrong,

He swopt the sounding ckords slong;
The preaent soons, the future lat,

His toils, his wants, were al) forgot ;
CoMd diffidence and age’s frost

In the full tide of song were lost;

Each blank in faithloss memory void
The poet's glowing thought supplied ;
And, while his barp responsive rung,
"Twag thus the latest minstrel sung.

»* = ] = * >
Here paused the barp ; and with ite swell
Tha mnaster's firs and conrage fell
Dejectedly and low he bow’d,

And, gazing timid on the orowd,

He geem’d to eeek in every eye

If they spproved his minstrelsy;

And, diffident of present praise,
Bomewhat he spoke of former days,

And how old nge, and wendering long,
‘Had dope his hand and harp some wrong.®

[omar
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These linee hardly fllustrate, I think, the partienlar form
of Mr, Piit's criticism, for a quick succession of fine
ehades of feeling of this kind could never have been
delineated in a painting, or indeed in a eeries of paintings,
at all, while they are so given in the poem. But the
praise itself, if not its exact form, is amply deserved.
The eingular depth of the romantic glow in thia passage,
and its equally singular simplicity,—a simplicity which
makea it intelligible to every one,—are conspicnous to
every reader. It is not what ia called classical poetry, for
there iz nc severe outline,—-noc sculptured completoness
and reposa,—mo satisfying wholeness of effect to the eye
of the mind,—~no embodiment of a great action. The post
givea na ¢ breath, a ripple of alternating fear and hope in
the heart of an old man, and that is all. He catches an
emotion that had it roots deep in the past, and that is
striving onwerd towards something in the fature ;—he
traces the wistfulness and self-distrust with which age eecka
to recover the feelings of youth,—the delight with which it
greets them when they come,—the hesitation and diffi-
dence with which it recalls them as they pass away, and
questions the triumph it has just won,—and he paints all
this without subtlety, withont complexity, but with &
ewiftness snch ag few poets ever surpassed, (emerally,
however, Scott prefers action itself for his subject, to any
fealing, however active in its bent, The cases in which
he makes a study of any mood of feeling, as he does of
this harper's feeling, are comparatively rare. Deloraine's
night-ride to Melross is8 & good deal more in Secoit's
ordinary way, than this study of the old harper's wistfnl
mood. But whatever his subject, his treatment of it
is the same, His lines are always etrongly drawn;
his handling is always simple; and his wubject always
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romsntie, But though romantic, it is aimple almost to
bareness,—one of the grest causes both of his popularity,
and of that deficiency in his poeiry of which 8o many
of his admirers become conscious when they compare him
with other and richer poets. 8cott used to say that in
poetry Byron * bet” him ; and no doubt that in which
chiefly as a poet he “Let” him, was in the variety, the
richness, the lustre of his effects. A certain rogpedness
and hareness was of the essence of Scott's idealism and
romance. It was eo in relation to scenery. He told
Washington Irving that he loved the very nakedness of
the Border country. ‘It has something,” he eaid, “bold
and stern and solitary ebout it. "When I have been for
soree time in the rich scenery sbout Edinburgh, which
is like ornamented garden-land, I begin to wish myself
back again among my honest grey hills, snd if I did not
soe the heather at least once a year, I think I should die.” -
Now, the baremess which Scott so loved in his native
scenery, there is in ail hia romantic elements of feeling,
It is while he iz bold and stern, that he is at his highest
ldeal point. Directly he begins to attempt rich or pretty
subjects, as in parts of The Lady of fhe Lake, and a good
deal of The Lord of the Isles, and still more in The Bridal
of Triermain, hiB charm disappears, It is in painting
thoge moods and exploits, in relation to which Seott
ghares moet completcly the feelings of ordinary men, but
experiences them with far greater strength end purity
then ordinary men, that he triumphs as a poet. Mr
Lockhart tells us that some of Scott’s senses were de-
cldedly “blunt,” end one seemas to recognize this in the
simplicity of his romantic effects. % It is o fact,” he saya,

' Lookbart's Life of Scoté, v. 248,
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“which some philosophers may think worth selting
down, that Scott's organization, ss to more than one of
the senses, was the reverse of exquisite. e had very
little of what musicians eall an sar; his mmell wan hardly
more delicate. T have seen him stare sbout, quite un-
conscions of the canss, when his whole company betrayed
their uneasiness at the approach of an overkept haunch
of venizon ; and neither by the nose nor the palate could
he distinguish corked wine from sound., He could never
tell Madeira from sherry,—may, an Oriental friend
having sent him a butt of sheeraz, when he remembered
the circumstance soma time afterwards and called for &
bottle to have Sir John Maleolm's opinion of its quality,
it turned out that his butler, mistaking the label, had
already served up half the bin as sherry. Port he con-
gidered as physic . ., ., ., in truth he liked no winee
except sparkling champagne and claret ; but even as to
the last he was no comnoisseur, and aincerely preferred a
tumbler of whisky-toddy to the most precious ¢liquid-
ruby ’ that ever flowed in the cup of a prince.” !

However, Scott's eye was very keen :—* If was com-
monly him,” as his little eon once said, “ that saw the
hare sitting.” And his perception of colour was very
delicate #s well as his mere sight. As Mr. Ruskin hea
pointed out, his landscape puinting is almost all dome by
the locid wse of colonr. Nevertheless thia bluntness
of organization in relation to the lesa important senses,
no donbt contributed something to the singleness and sim-
plicity of the deeper and more vital of Seott's romantie
impressions ; at least there is good reason to suppose that
delicute and complicated wusceptibilities do at least

1 Lookhari's Life of Scoit, v. 888,
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diminish the chance of living a strong sud eoncenirated
life—do risk the frittering away of feeling on the mere
backwaters of sensations, even if they do not directly
tend towards artificial and indirect forms of character.
Beobt's romance is like his nastive acenery,—bold, bare
and rugged, with a awift deep stream of atrong pure
fecling running through it. There is plenty of colonr
in his pictures, as there is on the Secotch hills when the
heather is ont. And so too there is plenty of intensity
in his romsntic eitnations; but it is the intensity of
simple, natural, unsophisticated, hardy, and manly charac-
ters. But as for subtleties and fine ghades of feeling in
his poems, or anything like the manifold harmonies of the
richer arte, they are not to be found, or, if such
complicated ghading i8 %o be found-——and it is perhaps
attempted in some faint measure in The Bridal of Trier-
main, the poem in which Scott tried to pass himself off
for Erekine,—it in only at the expense of the highex
qualities of his romantic postry, that even in thia amall
measnre it is spupplied. Again, there is no rich music in
his verse. It is its rapid onset, ite hurrying atrength,
which so fixes it in the mind,

It was not till 1808, three years after the publication of
The Lay, that Marmion, Scolt’s grastest poem, was pub-
lished. But I may as well say what seems necessary of that
and his other poems, while I am on the subject of his
poetry. Marmion has all the advantage over The Lay of
the Last Minsirel that a coherent story told with force and
fulness, and concerned with the same class of subjects as
The Lay, must have over a confused and ill-managed
iegend, the omnly criginal purpose of which was to serve
as the opportunity for a picture of Border life and stxife.
Scott’s poems have sometimes been deprecisted as mere
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novelstiss In verse, and I think that some of them may be
more or lesa Yiable to this eriticlsm. For Instance, Tha
Lady of the Laks, with the exception of two or three
brilliant pasaages, has alwaye seerted to me more of & ver-
sified noveleits,—without the higher and broadsr character.
fstica of Scott’s prose novels—thau of a poem. I supposs
what one expects from a peem as distinguished from a
romance—oven though the posm incorporates a story—is
that it should not rest for its chief interest on the mere
development of the story ; but rather that the narrative
should be guite subordinate to that insight into the deeper
side of life and manners, in expressing which postry has
8o great an advantege over prose. Of The Lay snd Mar-
mion this ia frme ; less true of The Lady of the Lake, and
still less of Rokeby, or The Lord of the I:les, and thia is
why The Lay and Marmion seem so mnch superior as
poems to the others, Thoy lean less on the interest of
mere incident, more on that of romantic feeling and the
great social and historic featurea of the day. Marmion waa
somposed in great part in the saddle, and the stir of a
charge of cavalry seems t0 be at the very core of ik
% For myself,” said Scott, writing to & lady correspondent
at a time when he was in active service as a volunteer, "1
must cwn that to one who has, like myself, iz ¢4t un peu
exaltée, the pomp and circumstanes of war gives, for &
time, a very poignant and pleasing sensation.”! And you
foel this all through Marmion even more than in The Lay.
Mz, Darwin would probebly say that Auld Wat of Har-
den had about ae much responsibility for Marmion as Sir
Walter himself  “ ¥ou will expect,” he wrote to the same
lady, who was personslly unknown to him st that time,

1 Loskbart's Lifs of Sootd, f5. 197
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*to see & person who had dedicated himself to Mterary pur-
suits, and you will find me s rattle-skulled, half-lawyes,
naifaporteman, through whose head a regiment of horse
has boen exercieing since he was five years old.”* And what
8eott himself felt in relation to the martial elements of his
poetry, soldiers in the field felt with equalforce, *In the
course of the day when The Lady of the Laks first reached
8ir Adam Fergusson, be was posted with his company
on & point of ground exposed to the enemy’s artillery, some-
where no doubt on the lines of Torres Vedras. The men
were ordered to lie prostrate on the ground; while they
kept that attitude, the captain, kneeling at the head, read
aloud the description of the battle in Canto VL., and the
listening soldiers only interrmpted him by & joyoua huzsa
when the French ehot struck the bank close above them.”*
It is not often that martial poetry has been put to such a
teat ; but we can well understand with what rapture a
Beotch force lying on the ground to shelter from the French
fire, would enter into snch passagea as the following :—
# Their light-arm’d archers far and near
fSurvey'd the tangled ground,
Their centre ranks, with pike and spear,
A twilight forest frown’d,
Their barbéd horsemen, in the rear,
The stern battalia erown'd,
No oymbal olash’d, no clarion rang,
8¢ill were the pipe and drom
Bave heavy tread, and armonr’s olang,
Tks snlten march was dumb.
Thers breathed no wind their erosts to shake,
Or wave their flage abrosd §
Boarce the frail sspen seem'd to quake,
That shadow'd o'er their rond.

1 Lockhart's Iifa of Sestt, ii. 268,
* Lockhart's Infs of Beodd, iil 827,
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Their vanward scouta no tidings bring,
Can rouse no lurking foe,
Nor spy a trace of liviog thing
Bave when they afirr'd the roay
The host moves like a deep-ses wave,
Where rise no rocks its power to brava,
High-swelling, dark, and slow,
The lake ia pass'd, ard now they gain
A narrow and a broken plain,
Before the Trosach’s roggzed jaws,
And here the borse and spearmen paus,
While, to explore the dengerons glen,
Dive thrangh the pass the archer-men,

“ At once there rose so wild a yell

Within that dark and aarrow deil,
As bl the fiends from heavon that fall
Had peal’d the banner-cry of Hell!
Forth from the paes, in tumult deiven,
Like ohaff bafors the wind of hesyan,
The archery sppear;
For lifa! for life1 their plight they ply.
And ghriek, and phont, and battle-ory,
And piaide and bonnets waving high,
And broedsworda flashing to the aky,
Are maddening in the rear.
Oowand they drive, in dreadfol race,
Purauera and pursmed ;
Bofore that tide of ftight and ohaae,
How ghall it keep its rooted place,
The spearmen’s twilight wood ?
Down, down, oried Mar, * your Iances down
Baear back both friend and foe)”
Like reeds before the tempest's frown,
That sarried grove of lances hrown
At onoe lay levell’d low;
And, olosely shonldering side to side,
The brigtling ranks the onset bide,-—
| We'll quell the savage mountainear,
Ag their Tinchel cows the game |
They came a8 float as forest desr,
We'll drive tham back ws tume.”®
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But admirable in fta stern and deep excitement as
that is, the battle of Flodden in Marmion passes It in
vigour, and constitutee perheps the most perfect de-
seription of war by one who was—almoat—both poet and
warrior, which the Fnglish language contains.

And Marmion registers the high-water mark of Beoit's
poetical power, not only in relation to the painting of
war, but in relation to the painting of nzture. Critica
from the beginning onwards have complained of the
six infroductory epistles, as breaking the unity of the
story. But I cannot see that the remark has weight. No
poem 18 written for those who read it as they do a novel—
merely to follow the intereat of the story ; or if any poem
be written for such readers, it deserves to die. On snch
8 prineiple—which treats & poem a8 & mere movel and
nothing else,—you might ohject to Homer that he in-
ferrupts the hattle so often to dwell on the origin of
the heroes who are waging it; or to Byron that he
degerts Childe Harold to meditate on the zapture of
solitude. To my mind the eass and frankmess of these
confessions of the author's recollections give a picture
of his lifa and character while writing Marmion,
which adde greatly to ifs attraction 8s a poem. You
have a picture at once mot only of the scenery, but of
the mind in which that scenery is mirrored, and are
brought back frankly, at fit intervals, from the one to the
other, 1n the mode best adapted to help you to appreciate
the relation of the post to the poem. At leaat if
Milton's various interruptions of s much more ambiticus
theme, to muse upon his own qualifications or disqualifi-
cations for the task he had attempted, be not artistie
mistakes—and I never heard of any ome who thopght
them so—1I cannot mee any reason why Soott's periodie
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recurrence to his own personal history should be artistie
mistakes either. If Beott's reverie was less lofty than
Milton's, a0 also was his etory., If eeems to me as
fitting to describe the relation between the poet and his
theme in the one case as in the other. What can be
more troly a part of Marmion, as & poem, though not as
a story, than that introduction to the first canto in which
Scott expressea his pasmionate sympathy with the high
national feeling of the moment, in his tribute to Pitt and
Fox, and then reproaches himeelf for attempting so great
a subject and returns to what he ecalls his “ rude legend,”
the very emsence of which was, howover, s passionate
appeal to the spirit of national independence? Wha$ can
be more germane to the posm than the delineation of the
strength the poet had derived from musing in the bare
and rugged eolitudes of Bt. Mary’s Lake, in the intro-
duction to the second cante? Or than the striking auto-
biographical study of his own infancy which I have before
extracted from the introduction to the third It seems
to me that Marmion without these introdumetions would
be like the hills which border Yarrow, without the siream
snd lake in which they are reflacted.

Never at all evonts in any later poemn was Scott's touch
a8 & mere painter 8o terse and strong. What a picture
of a Scotch winter is given in these fow lines . —

“ The sheep befors the pinching heaven
To shelter'd dale and down are driven,
Where yet some faded herbage pinee,
Angd yot 3 watery eunbeam shines :

In mesk degpondency they eye
The wither'd sward and wintry eky,

And from beneath their summer hill
Bty sadly by Glenkinnon’s rill,”

Again, #f Beott Is ever Homeric (whith I eannot think
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he often Is, In epite of Sir Francis Doyle's able critielsm,—
{he is too ehort, too sharp, and too eagerly bent on his
rugged way, for & poet who is always delighting to find
loopholes, even in battle, from which to look out upen the
great story of human nature), he ia certainly nearest to
it in such a passage as this:—

“ The Isles-men carried at their baoks
Tha ancient Danigh battle-nxa,
They raised & wild and wondering cry
Ag with his guide rode Mormion by.
Lond were their clamounring tongnes, as wham
The vianging sea-fowl leava the fen,
And, with their erioa discordant mix'd,
Grumbled and yoll'd the pipes betwixt,”

In hardly any of Seott’s poetry do we find much of
what is called the curicsa felicilas of expressiom,—the
magic use of words, aa distingeished from the mere general
effect of vigour, purity, and concentration of purpose.
But in Marmion occasionally we do find such a use,
Take this description, for instance, of the Scotch tents
near Edinburgh :—

“ A thonsand did I ray P 1 ween
Thonsands on thousanda thare were seen,
That cheqner’d nll the heath between

The streamlet and the town
In orosping ranks ertending far,
Forming a camyp irregulnr ;
Oft giving way where still there stood
Home relics of the old osk wond,
That darkiy huge did intervene,
And tamed ihe glaring white with grem ;
In thees extended linee there lay
A martial kingdom's vast array.”

The line I have italicized seema to me to have more of
the post’s special magic of expression than is at all wsual
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with Scott. The conception of the peaceful green cak.
wood faming the glaring white of the tented field, is as
fine in idea sa it is in relation to the effect of the mere
solour on the eye. Judge Scott's poetry by whatever test
you will —whether it be a test of that which is peculiar
to it, its glow of national feeling, its martial ardour, its
swift and rugged eimplicity, or whether it be & test of
that which is common to it with most other poetry, ita
attraction for all romantie excitements, ite special feeling
for the pomp and circamsetance of war, its love of light
and colour—and teated either way, Marmion will remain
his finest poem. The hattle of Flodden Field fouchea hia
highest point in its expression of stern patriotic feeling,
In ita passionate love of daring, and in the force and
swiftneas of its movement, no less than in the brilliancy
of its romantic interests, the charm of its picturesgue
detail, and the glow of its scenic colouring. No poet ever
equalled Seott in the description of wild and simple seenea
snd the expression of wild and simple feelings. But I
bave eaid enough now of his poetry, in which, good as it
ia, Scoft's genins did not reach ite highest point. The
burried tramp of his somewhat monotonons metre, is apt
0 weary the ears of men who do not find their sufficient
happiness, a8 he did, in dreaming of the wild and daring
enterprises of his loved Borderland. The very quality
in his verse which mnkes it acize so powerfully on the
imaginations of plain, bold, edventurous men, often makes
it hammer fatigningly against the brain of those who
need the relief of & wider horizon and a richer world,
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CHAPTER VL
COMPANIONS AND FEIENDH

[ mave anticipated in some degres, in speaking of Scott’s
later poetical works, what, in point of time at least, should
follow aome slight sketch of his chosen companions, and
of his occupations in the first peried of his married life.
Beott’z most intimate friend for some time after ha went
to college, probably the one who most stimulated hia ima-
gination in his youth, and certainly one of hiz most inti-
mate friends to the very last, was William Clerk, who was
called to the bar on the same day as Scott. He was the
son of John Clerk of Eldin, the author of & book of soms
celebrity in its time on Naval Tactice. Even in the
earlieat daya of this intimacy, the lads who had been Beott’s
fellow-apprentices in his father's office, saw with aome
jealousy his growing friendship with William Clerk,
and remonstrated with Scott on the decline of his
regard for them, but only sncceedod in eliciting from
him one of those outburets of peremptory frankness which
anything that he regarded as an attempt to encroach em
hia own interior liberty of choice always provoked. 1
will never ent any man,” he eaid, # unless I detect him in
sconndrelisxn, but I know uot what right any of you have
fo interfere with my choice of my company. Aa it is I
fairly own that though I like many of you very much, and
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have long done 8o, I think William Clerk well worth youn
sll put together.”! Seott never lost the friendship which
began with this eszger enthusiasm, but his chief intimacy
with Clerk was during his younger days.

In 1808 Beott deacribes Clerk as “a man of the most
scote intellects and powerful epprehension, who, if he
should ever shake loose the fetters of indolence by which
he has been hitherto trammelled, eannot fail to be dis-
tinguished in the highest degree,” ‘Whether for the reason
suggested, or for some other, Clerk never sctually gained any
other distinction so great as his friendship with 8eott con-
farred upon him, Probably Scott had discerned the troa
secret of his friond’s comparative obucurity, Even while
preparing for the bar, when they had sgreed to go
on aliernate mornings to each other’s lodgings to read
ftogether, Scot found it necessary to modify the arrange-
ment by always vigiting his friend, whom he usually found
in bed. It was William Clerk who sat for the picture of
Darsia Latimer, the herc of Redgauntlsf,— whence we
shonld suppose him to have been & lively, generous, sus-
ceptible, contentious, and rather helter-skelter young man,
much alive to the ludicrons in all situations, very eager to
ses life in all its phases, and somewhat vain of hig power
of adapting himself equally to all these phases. Scott
tells a atory of Clerk’s being once baffied—almost for the
first timie—hy & stzanger in astage coach, who would not,
or could not, talk to him on any subject, until at last
Clerk addvessed to him thia efately remonstrance, “I
have talked to you, my friend, on all the ordinary subjecta
—literature, farming, merchandise, gaming, game-lawa,
home-races, suits-at-law, politics, swindling, blasphemy,

¢ Lockbart’s Isje of Bcold, i 214,
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and philosophy,~ia there any one subject that you will
favour me by opening upont” ¢ 8ir,” replied the lnscru.
table stranger, “ can you say anything clever about * bend-
leathert"! No doubt this superficial familisrity with a
vast number of subjects was & great fascination to Beott,
and a great stimulus to his own imagination, To the
1ast he held the same opinion of his friend’s latemt powars.
#“To my thinking,” he wrote in his diary in 1825, “1
never met & man of greater powers, of more complete
information on all desirable subjects.” But in youth at
least Clerk geems to have had what Sir Walter calls &
characteristic Edinburgh complaint, the ‘“iteh for dis-
putation,” and though he sofiemed this down in later life,
he had always that slight contenticusness of biss which
snthueiastic men do not often beartily like, and which may
have prevented Scott from continuing to the full the
close intimaey of those earlier years, Yet almost hie
last record of a really delightfnl evening, refars to a
bachelor’s dinner given by Mr. Clerk, who remained
unmarried, as late as 1827, after all Sir Walter'a worst
troubles had come upon him. * In short,” eaya the diary,
“we really laughed, and real laughter is as rare a3 real
tears. I must say, too, there was a keart, a kindly feeling
prevailed over the party. Cen London give such a
dinner}”* I{ ia clear then, that Clerk’s charm for his
friend eurvived {o the last, and that it waa not the mere
inexperience of boyhood, which made Scott esteem him
8o highly in his early days.

If Cierk pricked, stimulated, and sometimes bad geved Heott,
another of his frionds who became more and raore Intimate
with him, as life went on, and who died before him, always

1 Lockbart’s Life of Scott, iii. 344
* Lockhart's Lifs of Seott, ix. 7.
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soothed him, partly by his gentleness, partly by hia almost
feminine dependence, This was William Hrakine, also s
barrister, and son of an Episcopalian clergyman in Perthshire,
~to whose influence it is probably due that Scott himself
always read the English Church service in his own country
house, and does not appear fo have retained the Pres-
byterianism into which he was born. FErskine, who waa
afterwarda raised to the Bench as Lord Kinnedder—a dis-
tinction which he did not survive for many months—was
s good classie, & man of fine, or, as some of his com-
panions thought, of almost superfine taste. The atyle
apparently for which he had eredit must have been a some-
what mimini-pimini style, if we may judge by Scoit’s
sttempt in The Bridal of Triermain, to write in a manner
which he intended te be attributed to hiz friend
Erskine was left a widower in middle life, and Scoft used
to accuse him of philandering with pretty women,—a
mode of lovemaking which Scoit certainly contrived to
render into verse, in painting Arthur’s love-rmaking to
Lucy in that poem. It seems that some absolutely false
accusation brought against Lord Kinnedder, of an intrigue
with & lady with whom ho had been thus philandering,
broke poor Erskine's heart, during his firat year as a Judge.
“The Counsellor {ae Scott always called him) was”
says Mr, Lockhart, “a little man of feshbls make, who
ssemed unhappy whemn his pony got beyond a footpace,
and had never, I should suppose, sddicted himeelf to any
ont of door's sporte whatever, He would, I fancy, as soon
have thought of slaying his own mutton as of handling a
fowling-piece ; he used to eshudder when he saw s party
squipped for coursing, as if murder was in the wind ; but
the cool, meditative angler waas in his eyes the abomination
of ebomfinations. His small elegant features, hectic cheek
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and soft havel eyes, were the index of the quick, sensitive,
gentlo spirit within,” ¢ He wounld dismount to lead his
horse down what his friend hardly perceived to be a
descent at all ; grew pale at a precipice ; and, nnlike the
white lady of Avenel, would go a long way round for »
bridge.” He ahrank from general society, and lived in
closor intimacies, and his intimacy with Bcott was of the
closest. He was Scott's confidant in all literary matiars,
and his advice was oftener followed on gnestions of style
and form, and of literary enterprise, than thet of any other
of Beott’s friends. It is into Erskine's mouth that Scott
puta the sapposed exhorfation to himself to chooee more
clasaical subjects for bis poems :—
#< Approsch those maeters o’ar whose tomb

Immortal lanrela ever bloom 4

Instruotive of the feebler bard,

Btill from the grave their voice is heard ;

Froin them, and from the paths they show'd,

Chooee honour’d gnide and practised road ;

Nor rembile on throngh brake and maze,

With harpera rude of barbarons days.”
And i is to Ermskine that Seott repliea,—

¢ For me, thus nurtured, dost thoe adk

The olassic poet’s well-conn’d task P

Kay, Erskine, nay,~-on the wild hitl

Lot the wild hesath-bell flonrish still ;

Oherish the tulip, prune the vine,

But freely let the woodbine twine,

And leave nntrimm’d the eglantina:

Nay, my friend, nay,—uince oft thy praise

Huth given fresh vigonr to my lays

Binoe oft thy judgment could refine

My dlatten’d thought or cumbrons line,

8til) kind, a8 ia thy wont, sttend,

And in the mingtrol space the friend I*

I waa Erskine, t00, aa Booté expremly states in his
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introduction to the Chronicles of the Canongate, who
reviewed with far too much partiality the Tales of my
Landlord, in the Quarierly Review, for January, 1817,—a
review unjustifiably included among Seott’s own eritical
esgaye, on the very imsufficient ground that the MS.
reached Murray in Scott’s own handwriting. There can,
however, be no doubt at all that Scott copied out his friend’s
MBS, in order to incresse the mystification which he se
mnch enjoyed as to the authorahip of his variously named
series of tales. Possibly envugh, too, he may have drawn
Emkine's sttention to the evidence which justified his
sketeh of the Puritans in Old Morfalify, evidence which
he certainly intended at one time to embody in a reply of
his owu to the adverse eriticism on that book. But though
Erskine was Scott's aller ego for literary purposes, it is
certain that Erskine, with his fastidious, not to say finical,
senge of honour, wounld never have lent his name o cover
a puff written by Scott of his own works. A man who,
in Scott’'s own words, died *a victim to a hellishly falze
story, or rather, I should say, to the eenaibility of his own
natare, which could not endure even ths shadow of re-
proach,—like the ermine, which is said to pine if ite for is
soiled,” was not the man to father a puff, even by his dearest
friend, on that friend's own creations, TErskine was indeed
almost ferninine in hia love of Scott; but he was feminine
with all the irritable and scrupulons delicacy of a man
who conld not derogate from his own ideal of right, even
to sorve a friend.

Another friend of Scott's earlier days was John Leydea,
Scott’s mosat efficient coadjuior in the eollection of the
Border Minsirelsy,—that eccentric genius, marvelious lin-
guist, and good-natured bear, who, bred a shepherd in one
of the wildest valleys of Roxburghahire, had sccumulated



s 8IE WALTER BOOIT. [ontar,

before the age of ninefean an amount of learning which
confonnded the Edinburgh Professors, and who, without
any previous knowledge of medicine, prepared himself to
pass an examination for the medical profession, at six
months’ notice of the offer of an aspistant-surgeoney in the
East India Company. It was Leydem who once walked
between forty and fifty miles and back, for the sole pur-
pose of visiting an old person who possessed a copy of a
border ballad tbat was wanting for the Minstrelsy. Seott
waa sitting at dinner one day with company, whex he
heard a sound at & distancs, “ like that of the whistling of
n tempest through the torn rigging of a vessel which scuda
before it. The sounds increased as they approached more
near ; and Leyden (io the great astomiehwent of such of
the guests as did not know him) burst into the room
chanting the desiderated ballad with the most enthusinstic
gesture, and all the emergy of what he used to call the
saw-fones of his voice.”! Leyden's great antipathy was
Riteon, an ill-eonditioned antignarian, of vegetarian prin-
ciples, whom Scott alone of all the antiquarians of that
day could manvsge to tamne and tolerate. In Scott’s
absence ome day, during his early married lifs at Lasae-
wada, Mre. Scott inadvertently offered Ritson 2 slice of beef,
when thet sirange man burst out in such outrageouns tones
at what he chose to suppose an insult, that Leyden threat-
ened to “thraw his neck ” if he were not silent, a threat
which frightened Ritson cut of the cottage. On another
occamion, simply in order to tease Ritsom, Leyden com-
plained that the meal was overdone, and =ent to the
kitchen for & plate of literally raw beef, and ate it up
solaly for the purpese of shocking his crary rival in anti-

1 Lockhart’s Lifs of Sooid, i, 56,
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quarian research. Poor Leyden did not long survive his
axperience of the Indian climate. And with him died a
passion for knowledge of & very high order, combined
with no Inconsiderable poetical gifts. It was in the atudy
of such eccentric beings as Leyden that Scott doubtless
soquired his taste for painting the humours of Scotch
character,

Another wild shepherd, and wilder genius smong Seott’s
sssociatos, not only in those earlier days, but to the end, was
thet famoue Eftrick Shepherd, James Hogg, who waa
always quarrelling with hie brother poet, as far aa Seott per-
mitted if, and making it up again when his better feslings
returned. In & shepherd’s dress, snd with hande fresh
from sheep-shearing, he came to dine for the first time with
Beott in Castle Street, and finding Mrs. Scott lying on the
sofa, immediately stretched himself at full length on an-
other sofa ; for, ss he explained afterwards, I thought I
could not do better than to imitate the lady of the house.”
At dinner, as the wine pasead, headvanced from “Mr, Scott,”
to “Bbirra” (Sheriff), * Scott,” “Walter,” and finally
* Wattie,” till at supper he convulsed every one by address-
ing Mra, Beott familiarly as “ Charlotte” ' Hogg wrote
certain short poema, the beauty of which in their kind
Bir Walter himself never approached ; but he was a man
almost without sclf-restraint or selfknowledge, though
he had a great deal of self-importance, aud hardly know
how much he owed to Scott’s magnanimous and ever-
forbearing kindness, or if he did, felt the weight of grati-
tude a burden on his heart. Very different was William
Laidlaw, s farmer on the banks of the Yarrow, always Scott's
friend, and aftarwards his manager at Abbotsford, through

! Lockhart's Life of Beott, fi. 1889,
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whose hand he dietated many of his novels. Mr. Laldlaw
was one of Scoit’'s humbler friends,~a class of friends
with whom he seexns always to have felé more completely
at his ense than any ofhers—who guve at least as much as
he received, one of thoss wise, loyal, and thonghtfnl men
in & comparatively modest position of life, whom Seott
delighted to trust, and never trusted withont finding his
trost justified. In addition to these Scotch friends, Beott
bad made, even before the publication of his Border Min-
glyelsy, not a faw in London or its neighbourhood,—of
whom the most important, at this tilme was the grey-eyed,
hatchet-faced, cogrteous George Ellis, s Leyden described
him, the author of various works on ancient English poetry
and romance, who combined with a shrewd, eatirical vein,
and a great knowledge of the world, political as well s
literary, an exquisite taste in poetry, and a warm heart,
Certainly Eilis's criticism on his posms was the trueet and
best that Scott ever received ; and had he lived to read hia
novels,——only one of which was published before Elligs
death,—he might have given Scott more useful belp than
sither Ballantyne or even Ermkine,
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CHAPTER VIIL
FIRET COUNTRY HOMES

80 completely was Scott by nsture an out-of-doors man
that he cannot be adequately kmown either throngh his
poems or throngh his friends, without also knowing his
externsl surroundings and occupations. His firat country
home wae the cotiage at Lasswade, on the HEsk, about six
miles from Edinburgh, which he took in 1798, a fow montha
after his marriage, and retained till 1804, It was a pretty
Little cottage, in the heautification of which Scott felt
great pride, and where he exercised himself in the small
beginnings of those tastes for altering and planting which
grew so tapidly upon him, and at last enticed him into
caatle-building and tree-culture on & dangerous, not to
say, rninous scale, One of Scott’s intimate friends,
the master of Rokeby, by whose house and neighbourhood
the poem of that name was suggested, Mr. Morritt, walked
along the Esk in 1808 with Bcott four years after he had
left it, and was taken out of his way to seeit. I have
been bringing you,” ha said, ©where there is little snough
to be eeen, only that Scotch cottags, but though not worth
looking at, I eonld not pass it. It was our first country
house when newly married, and many & contrivance it had
to meke it comfortable. I made a dining-table for it with
my own hands, Look at these two miserable willow-treas
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on elther slde the gate Into the emclosurs ; they are tled
together at the top to be an arch, and a croas made of two
sticks over them is not yet decayed. To be sure 1f 18 not
much of a lion to show & stranger ; but I wanted to see It
again myself, for I assure you that after I had constructed
#t, mamma (Mzs. Scott) and I both of us thought it so fins,
we tumed out to see it by moonlight, and walked back-
wards from it to the cottage-door, in admiration of our own
magnificence and its pieturesque effoct.” It washere at Lass-
wade that he bought the pheeton, which was the firat
wheeled carriage that ever penstrated to Liddesdale, a feat
which it accomplished in the first Angust of thia century.
‘When Bcott left the cottage at Lasswade in 1804, it was
to take np his country residenca in Belkirkshire, of which
he had now been made sheriff, in & beantiful little house
belonging to hia cowain, Major-General Sir James Rusasell,
and known to all the readem of SBeott’s poetry as the
Ashastiel of the Marmion introductions, The Glenkinnon
brook dashes in a desp ravine through the grounds to join
the Tweed ; behind the house rise the hills which divide
the Tweed from the Yarrow ; and an eary ride took Secott
into the scemery of the ¥arrow. The description of
Ashestiel, snd the brook which runs through it, in the
Introduetion to the first cante of Marmion is indeed one
of the finest spocimens of Scott's descriptive poetry :—
# November's eky is chill and drear,

November's leaf fs red and sear;

Late, gazing down the steepy linm,

That hema our little garden in,

Liow in its dark and narrow glen,

You scarce the rivulet might ken,

8o thick the tangled greenwood grew,

Bo feeble trill'd the streamlet through ;

Now, murmurving hoarse, and frequant sosm,

Through bush snd briar ne looger greem,
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An pngry brook, it aweops the glads,
Brawls over rock and wild oasoade,

And, foaming brown with doubled speed,
Hurriea ita watars to the Tweed.”

Belkirk was his nearest town, and that was soven miles
from Ashosticl ; und even his nearest neighbour wee at
Yair, 8 few miles off lower down the Tweed,-~ Yair of
which he wrote in another of the introductions to
Marmion —

% From Yalr, which bills so olosely bind
Bearce oan the T'weed his passage find,
Though moch he fret, and chafe, and toil,
Til! all his eddying ourrenta boil.”

At Ashestiel it was one of his greatest delighta to look
after his relative’s woods, and to dream of planting and
thinning wooda of his own, s dream only too amply
realized. It wes here that a new kitchen-range was sunk
for some time in the ford, which was so ewollen by a storm
in 1805 that the horse and cart that brought it werse
themselves with difficulty rescned from the waters. And
it wan here that Scott firs$ entered on that active life of
literary labour in close conjunction with an equally active
life of rural sport, which gained him s well-justified repn-
tation as the hardest worker and the heartiest player in
the kingdom. At Lasswade Beott’s work had been dome
at night; but serious headaches made him change his
habit at Ashestiel, and rise steadily at five, lighting his own
fire in winter, “ Arrayed in his shooting-jacket, or what-
ever dreas ho meant to use till dinnertime, he was seated
at his desk by six o'clock, all his papers arrenged before
him in the most accurate order, and his books of reference
marshalled around him on the floor, while at least one
favourite dog lay watching his eye, just beyond the line
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of circnmvallation. Thus, by the time the family assembled
for breakinat, between nine and ten, he had done enough,
in his own language, ‘to break the neck of the day’s work.
Aftor breakfast a couple of hours more were given to his
solitary tasks, and by noon he was, a8 he nsed to say, his
‘own man,' When the weather waa bad, he would labour
incessantly all the morning ; but the general rule was to be
out and on horseback by one o’clock at the latest ; while,
if any more distant excorsion had been proposed overnight,
he was ready to start on it by ten; his occasional rainy
days of upintermitted study, forming, as he said, a fund
in his favour, out of which he was entitled to draw for
accommodation whenever the sun shone with special bright-
ness,” In his earlier daya none of hie horses liked o be
fed except by their msaster, When Brown Adam was
saddled, and the stable-door opened, the horse would trot
round to the leaping-on stone of his own sccord, to be
monnted, and was quite intractable under any one but
Scotf. Scott's life might well be fairly divided—just as
history s divided inio reigna—by the euccession of
his horses and dogs. The reigns of Captain, Lisw-
tenant, Brown Adam, Daisy, divide at least the
period up to Waterloo; while the reigns of Syhil
Grey, and the Covenanter, or Douce Davie, divida the
period of Scoft’s declining years. During the brilliant
period of the earlier novels we hear less of Scott's horses;
but of his deerhounds there is an unbroken succession.
Camp, Maida (the “Beviz" of Woodsfuck), and Nim-
rod, reigned succeasively hetween Sir Walter's marriage
and his death. It was Camp on whoss death be relin-
quished a dinper invitation previomaly accepted, an the
ground that the death of “an old friend " remdered him
unwilling to dine out; Maids to whom he erected a mazhle
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monument, and Nimrod of whom he spoke so affect
Ingly a= too good a dog for his diminished fortunes during
hia absence in Ttaly on the last hopeless journey.

Scott’s amusements at Ashestiel, besidea riding, in which
he was fearless to rashmess, and coursing, which was the
chief form of aporting in the neighbourhood, comprehended
“burning the water,” as salmon-spearing by torchlight was
called, in the course of which he got many a ducking. Mr.
Bkene gives an amusing picture of their excursions together
from Ashestiel among the hills, he himself followed by
a lanky Savoyard, and Seott by a portly Scotch butler
~—both servants alike highly sensitive as to their personal
dignity-—on horses which neither of the attendanta could
git well  “Scott’s heavy lumhering buffetier had pro-
vided himself against the mountain storms with s huge
cloak, which, when the cavalecade was at gallop, streamed
at full atretch from his shoulders, and kept flapping in the
other's face, who, having more than emough to do in pre-
serving his own equilibrium, could not think of attempting
at any time to control the pace of his steed, and had no
relisf but foming and pesting at the sucré mantecws, in
language happily unintelligible to Its wearer. Now and
then svme ditch or turf-fence rendered it indispensable to
adventure on a leap, and no farce could have heen more
amusing than the display of politeness which then occurred
between these worthy equestrians, each courtecusly declin-
ing in favour of his frlend the honour of the first experi-
ment, the horses fretting impatient beneath them, and
the dogs ¢lamouring encouragement.”' Such was Scott'a
order of life at Ashestiel, where he remsined from 1304
to 1812, .As to his literary work here, it was enormous.

) Lockhart's Lifs of Scott, il. 268-9,
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Borldes finishing The Lay of the Lasl Minsivel, writing
Marmion, The Lady of the Lake, part of The Bridal
of Triermain, and part of Rokeby, end writing reviews,
he wrote a Life of Dryden, and edited his works anew
with gome care, in eighteen volumea, sdited Somers’s Col-
lection of Tructs, in thirfeen volumen, quarto, Sir Ralph
Sadler’s Life, Letters, and State Papers, in three volumee,
querto, Miss Seward's Life and Poclical Works, The Ssorel
History of the Court of James I., in two volumes, Struéf's
Quesnkoo Hall, in four volumes, 12mo., and various other
single volumes, and began his heavy work on the edition
of Swift. This was the literary work of eight years,
during which he had the duties of his Sheriffship, and,
after he gave up his practice as a barrister, the duties of
his Deputy Clerkship of Sesgion to discharge regularly.
The editing of Dryden alona wounld have seemed to most
men of leienre 8 preity full occupafion for thess eight
yoars, and though I do not know that Scott edited
with the anxious care with which that sort of work is
often now propared, that he wens into all the arguments
for a doubtful reading with the paing that Mr, Diyce spent
on the various readings of Bhakespears, or that Mr,
Spedding spent on a various reading of Bacon, yet Scott
did his work in a steady, workmanlike maunner, which
satisfied the most fastidious critics of that day, and he was
never, I believe, charged with hurrying or scamping it.
His biographies of Bwift and Dryden are plain solid pieces
of work—mnot exactly the works of art which biographies
have been made in our day—not comparable to Carlyle's
studies of Cromwell or Frederick, or, in point of art, even
to the lifs of John Bterling, but still sensfble and interesting,
wourd in judgment, and animated in style.
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CHAPTER VIIL
REMOVAL T0 ABBOTSFORD, AND LIFA THERR.

In May, 1812, Scott having now at 1ast obtained the salary
of the Clerkship of Sesafon, the work of which he had for
more than five years discharged without pay, indalged him-
salf in realizing his favourite dream of buying a “mountain
farm ” at Abhotaford,—five miles lower down the Tweod
than his cottage at Ashestiel, which was now again
adaimed by the family of Russell,—and migrated thither
with his household gods. The children long remembered
the leavetaking as ome of pure grief, for the villagers
were much attached both to Scott and to his wifs, who
had made herself greatly beloved by her untiring goodness
to the sick among her poor neighbours. But Scobt him-
self describes the migration as a scene in which their
neighbours found ne small ghare of amusement. * Gur
flitting and removal from Ashestiel bafited all description ;
wa had twenty-five cartloads of the veriest trash in nature,
besides dogs, pigs, ponies, poultry, cows, calves, bare-
headed wenches, and bare-breeched boys.”*

To another friend Soott wrote that the neighbours had
““hean much delighted with the provession of my furni.
ture, in which ald swords, bows, targsts, and lances, made
s very ovnspicuous show, A family of turkeys was

1 Lockhart's Iife of SecH, iv. 8,
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sccommodated within the helmet of some prewx chevalior
of ancient border fame; and the very cows, for anght I
know, were bearing banners and muskete. I assure your
Indyship that this caravan attended by a doren of ragged
rogy peasant children, carrying fishing.rods and spears,
and leading ponies, greyhounds, and apaniels, wouid, as
it crossed the T'weed, have furnished ne bad subject for
the pencil, and really reminded me of ome of the gipsy
groupe of Callot upon thefr march.”?

The place thus bought for 4000,—half of which, ao-
cording to Scott’s bad and sanguine babit, was borrowed
from his brother, and half raised on the security of a posm
8t the moment of sale wholly unwritten, and not com-
pleted even when he removed to Abboteford—* Rokeby
—hbecame only too much of an idol for the rest of Scott’s
life, Mr. Lockhart admits that before the c¢rash came he
had invested 29,000l in the purchase of land alome.
Bat st this time only the kernel of the snbsequent estate
was bought, in the shape of a hundred acres or rather
more, part of which ran along the shores of the Tweed—
¢ g heautiful river flowing broad and bright over s bed
of milk-white pebbles, nnless here and there where it
darkened into a desp pool, overhung as yet only by
birches and aldere.” There was also a poor farm-house, a
staring barn, and a pond so dirty that it had hitherto given
the name of * Clarty Hole ” to the plaee itself. Scott re-
ramed the place from the adjoining ford which was just
above the confluence of the Gala with the Tweed. Hae chose
the name of Abbotaford becenee the land bad formerly all
balonged to the Abbots of Melross,—the ruin of whose
beautiful abbey was visible from many parte of the little

} Lookhart's Iifa of Bcott, iv. &,



wi] BEMOVAL TO ABBOTSFORD, AND LIFE THERN. 77

property. On the other side of the river the old British
barrier called “the Catrail” wasz full in view. As yet
the place wan not planted,—the only effort made in this
direction by its former owner, Dr. Douglas, having been
& long narrow etripe of firs, which Scott used to compare
%o a black haircomb, and which gave the name of “The
Doctor's Redding-Kame" to the stretech of woods of
which 1t is still the central live. Such was the place
which he made it the too great delight of the remainder
of his life to increase and beautify, by spending on it a
good deal more than he had earned, and that too in times
when he should have earned a good deal more than he
ought to have thought aven for a moment of spending. The
cottage grew to a mangiom, and the mansion to a castla,
The farm by the Tweed made him long for a farm by
the Cauldehbiel’s loch, and the farm by the Cauldshiel’s
loch for Thomas the Rhymer's Glen; and as, at avery
step in the ladder, his means of buying were really in-
creasing—though they were so cruelly dissounted and
forestallod by this growing land-hunger,-—Scott never
realizod intoc what troubles he was carefully running
himgslf.

Of his life st Abboisford at a Iater period when
his building was greatly enlarped, and his children
grown up, we have a brilliant picture from the pen of
Mr, Lockhart, And though it does not belong to his
first yoars at Abbotaford, I cannot do hetier than include
it here as conveying probably better than anything I
could elsewhere find, the charm of that ideal life which
lared Scott on from one project to another in thai scheme
of castla-building, in relation to which he comnfused so
dangerously the world of dreams with the barder world
of wagea, capital, interest, and rent.
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“ I remember saying to William Allan one morning, s the
whole party mustered before the porch affer breskiast, ‘A
faithful sketch of what you al this moment see would be more
interesting a hundred years hence than the grandest so-called
historical pictare that you will ever exhibit in Bomerset
Honse;” and my friend agreed with me so cordially that I
often wondered afterwards he had not attempted to realize
the supgestion. The subject ought, however, to have been
treated conjointly by him {or Wilkie) and Hdwin Landseer.

“ It was & clear, bright September morning, with a sharp-
neas in the air that doubled the animating influence of the
sunshine, and sll was in readiness for a grand coursing match
on Newark Hill. The onty guest who had chalked out other
sport for bimaself wan the staunchest of mnglers, Mr. Bose;
but he too was there on his shelty, armed with his salmon-
rod and landing-net, and attended by his hnmorous sguire,
Hinves, and Charlia Pardie, a brather of Tom, in those days
the most celebrated fisherman of the district. This little
group of Waltonians, bound for Lord Somerville’s preserve,
remained lounging about to witness the start of the main
cavaleade. Bir Walter, mounted on Syhbil, was marghalling
the order of procession with & huge hunting-whip; and
amcng & dozen frolicsome youths and maidens, who esemed
disposed to laugh at all discipline, appeared, each on horse-
back, each as eager na the youngest aportsman in the troop,
8ir Humphry Davy, Dr. Wollaston, and the patrinrch of
Scottish beller letirer, Henry Mackenzie. The Man of Feeling,
however, was peranaded with some difficalty to resign his
gtend for the present to his faithfol negro follower, and to
join Lady Beott in the sociable, until we should reach the
ground of onr baffme. Laidlaw, on a long-tailed, wiry
Highlander, yclept Hoddin Grey, which carried him nimbly
and stoutly, although his feet nlmost touched the ground as
he sat, was the adjutant. But the most picturesque fignre
waa the illustrions inventor of the safety-lamp. He had coms
for his favourite sport of angling, and had been practising
it suocessfully with Rose, his travelling-compamion, for
two or three days preceding this, but he had mot pre-
pared for couraing fields, and had left Charlie Purdie's
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troop for Sir Walter's on e sudden thought; and his
fisherman’s costume—a brown hat with flexible brim, sar-
rounded with line wpon line, and irpumerable fly-hooks,
jack-boota worthy of a Dotoh smuggler, and & fustian surtout
dabbled with the blood of salmon,—made a fine contrast with
the smart jackets, white cord breeches, and well-polished
jockey-boota of the less distinguished cavaliers about him.
Dr. Wolleston was in black, and, with his noble, serene
dignity of countenance, might have passed for a eporting
archbishop. Mr. Mackenzie, at this time in the seventy-
sixth year of hie age, with a white hat turned np with green,
green spectacles, green jackef, and long brown leather
gaiters buttoned wpon his nether anatormy, wore a dog-
whietle round his neck, and had all over the air of as reso-
lute & dovotes as the gay captain of Huontly Burn, Tom
Purdie and his subalterns had preceded us by a few hours
with all the greyhounds that could be collected at Abbots-
ford, Darnick, and Melrose; bot the giant Maida had
remained as his master’s orderly, and now gambolled about
Bibyl Grey, barking for mere joy, like a spaniel puppy.

“The order of march had been all settied, and the socinble
was just getting under weigh, when ¢he Lady 4nne broke
from the line, screaming with laughter, and exclaimed,
*Papal papa! I know you could never think of going with-
out your pet.” Scott looked round, and I rather think there
was a blush as well as 8 emile upon his face, when he per-
ceived o little black piy frisking about his pony, and evi-
dently a seli-elected addition to the party of the day. He
tried to look stern, and eracked his whip at the creature, but
wag in 8 moment obliged to join in the general cheers.
Poor piggy soom found & strap round his neck, and was
dragged into the backgronnd. Scott, watehing the retreat,
repeated with mock pathos the firet verse of an old paatoral
wong —

“ What will I do gin my hoggie die P
My joy, my prids, my hoggie |
My only beast, T had nae mae,
Arnd wow | but I wes vogiel ™
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The cheers were redoubled, and the sgaadron moved on. This
pig had taken, nobody eould tell how, a most sentimental
attachment to Scott, and was constently urging ite preten-
pion to be admitted a regular member of his fail, along with
the greyhounds and terriers; but indeed I remember him
suffering another summer under the same port of pertinacity
on the part of an affectionate hen. I leavs the explanation
for philosophera; but such wera the facte. T have too much
respect for the vulgarly ecalumniated donkey to name him in
the saine oategory of pets with the pig and the hen; but a
year or two after this time, my wife nsed to drive a conple of
these anizmals in a little garden chair, and whenever her father
appeared at the door of owr cottage, wo were sure to see
Hannah Moreand Lady Morgan (as Anne Seott had wickedly
christened them) trotiing from their pasture to Iay their
noses over the paling, and, as Washington Irving says of
the old white-haired hedger with the Parisien snuff-box, ‘to
have & plessant crack wi’ the laird." ™!

Carlyle, in his eriticiam on Scott—a criticism which
will hardly, T think, stand the test of criticism in ite
karn, 80 greatly does he overdo the reaction agninst the first
excensive apprecistion of his genius-—adds a contribution
of his own to this charming idyll, in reference to the
natural fageination which Secott seemed to exert over almost
all dumb creatures. A little Blenheim cocker, “one of the
smallest, beautifullest, and tiniest of lapdogs,” with which
Carlyle was well acquainted, and which was also one of
the ehyeet of dogs, that would crouch towards his mistress
and draw back “with angry timidity ” if any one did
bat look at him admiringly, once met in the strest “a
tall, singular, busy-looking man,” who haltad by. The
dog ran towards him and began *fawning, frieking,
kicking at his feet ;” and every fime he saw Hir Waltar

| Lockhart's Life of Scotd, vi. 208248,
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afterwarde, in Edinburgh, he repeated hisa demonstration
of delight. Thus discriminating was this fastidious Blen-
heim cocker even in the busy streets of Edinburgh,

And Scott’s attraction for dumb animals was only a
lesser form of his attraction for all who were in any
way dependent on him, especially his own servanta and
labourers. The story of his demeanour towarda them is’
one of the most touching ever written. * Bir Walter
speaka to every man as if they were blood-relations” was
the common formule in which thia demeanour was de-
scribed. Take thia illustration. There was a little
hunchbacked tailor, named William Goodfellow, living
on his property (but who at Abbotaford was termed Robin
Goodfellow). This tailor was employed to make the
curtains for the new library, and had been veory prond of
his work, but fell ill soon afterwards, and Sir Walter was
unremitting in his attention to him. %I ean never
forget,” says Mr. Lockhart, “the evening on which the
poor tailor died, When Scott enterad the hovel, he
found everything silent, and inferred from the looks of
the good women in atiendance that the patient had fallen
asleep, and that they feared his sleep was the final one,
He murmured some eyllables of kind regret: at the
sound of his voice the dying tailor unclosed his eyes,
and eagerly and wistfully sat up, clasping his hands with
an expression of rapturous gratefulness and devotion that,
in the midst of deformity, disease, pain, and wretched-
nees, was st once beautiful and sublime. He cried with
a loud voice, ‘The Lord blesz and reward you!' and
sxpired with the effort.”? Still more siriking is the
scoount of his relation with Tom Purdie, the wide-

1 Lockhart's Lifs of Sooti, vH, 218,
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monthed, under-gized, broad-shouldered, square-made, thin-
flanked woodsman, g0 well known afterwards by all Seott's
friends as he wuited for his maater in his green shooting
jacket, white hat, and drab trousers. Scott first made
Tom Purdie's scquaintance in his capacity as judge, the
man being brought before him for poaching, at the time
that Beott was living at Ashestiel, Tom gave so touching
an account of his circumstances—work scarce—wife and
children in want~—grouse abundant—and his account of
himself was a0 fresh and even humorous, thet Scott let
him off the penalty, and made him his shepherd. He
Qischarged these duties se faithfully that he came to be
his master's forester and factotum, and indeed one of his
beet friends, though a little disposed to tyrannize over
Scott in his own fashion. A visitor deacribea him as
unpacking & box of new importations for his master “as if
he had been sorting some toys for a restless child."” But
after Sir Walter had lost the bodily strength requisite
for riding, and waa too melancholy for ordinary conversa-
tion, Tom Furdie's shoulder was his great stay in wan-
dering through his woods, for with him he felt that he
might either speak or be eilent at his pleasure. *“ What
& blessing there is,” Scott wrote in his diary at that time,
“in a fellow like Tom, whom no familiarity ean wpoil,
whomn you may scold and praise and joke with, knowing
the quality of the man is unalterable in his love and
reverence to his master” After Beott's failare, Mr.
Lockhart writes ; * Before I leave this period, I must
note how greatly I admired the manner in which all his
dependenta appeared to have met the reverse of his for-
tunes—a reveres which inferred very considershle altera-
tion in the circumsatances of every ons of them. The butler,
Instead of being the easy chief of & latge establishment,
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was now dolng half the work of the honse at probably
half his former wages. Old Peter, who had been for five
and twenty years a dignified coachman, was now plough-
man in ordinary, only putting his horses to the carriage
upon high and rare occasions; and eo on with all the rest
that remained of the ancient train. And all, to my view,
scemed happier than they had ever dome before.”! The
{llustration of this true confidence between Beott and his
sarvants and labourers might be extended to almost any

length,

1 Lockhar's Idfs of Becti, ix. 170



8e SR WALTER BOOTT. [oman

CHAPTER IX, -
800TT'H PARTNERSHIPS WITH THE BALLANTYNEH,

Bxrors I make mention of Scott's grestest works, his
novels, I must say a few words of his relation to the
Ballantyne Brothers, who involved him, and were
involved by him, in s0 many trovbles, snd with
whosa name the story of his broken fortunes is inextri-
cably bound up. James Ballantyne, the elder brother,
waa a schoolfellow of Scott's at Kelso, and was the editor
and manager of the Kelso Mail, an anti-democratie journal,
which had a fair circnlation. Ballantyne was something
of an artist as regarded *type,” und Scott got him there-
fore to print his Minstrelsy of the Border, the excallent
workmanship of which atiracted much atiention in
London. In 1802, on Scoit's suggestion, Ballantyne
moved to Edinburgh; and to help him to move, Scoit,
who was already meditating some investment of his
little capital in business other than literary, lent him
6500, Between this and 1805, when Scott first hecame a
partner of Ballantyne's in the priniing business, he nsed
every exertion to gei legal and literary printing offered to
James Ballantyne, and, according to Mr, Lockhart, the
concern *grew and prospered.” At Whitsuntide, 1805,
when TV Lay had been published, bat before Scott had
the least idea of the prospects of gain which mere lte-
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rature would open to him, he furmally, though secretly,
Joined Ballantyne as a pariner In the printing business,
He explains his motives for this step, so far at least as he
then recalled them, in a leiter written after hia misfor-
tunen, in 1826. “ It is easy,” he eaid, * no doubt for any
friend to blame me for entfering into connexion with com-
mercial matters at all. But 1 wish to know what I conld
bave done better—excladod from the bar, and then from
all profits for six years, by my colleagne’= prolonged life.
Literature was not in those days what poor Constable has
made it; and with my little rapital I was too glad te
make commercially the means ot supporting my family.
I got but 6004, for The Lay of the Lasl Minstrel, and—it
was 5 price that made men’s hair stand on end— 10004, for
Marmion, 1 have been far from sutlering by James
Ballantyne. I owe it to him to say, that his difficulties,
aa well as his advantages, are vwing to me.”

This, though & true, wae probably a very imperfect ac.
oount of Scott’s motives, He ceased practising at the Lar,
I do not doubd, in great degree from & kind of hurt pride
at his ill-success, at & time when he felt during every
month more and more confilence in his own powers
He belisved, with some justice, that he understood some
of the secrets of popularity in literature, but he bad always,
till towards the end of his life, the greatest horror of rusting
on literatnre alone as his main resonrce ; and he was not a
man, nor was Lady Scott a woman, to pinch and live nar-
rowly. Woers il only for hie lavish genervsity, that kind
of life would have been intolerable to him, Hence, he
reflected, that if he could but use his literary inatinect to
feed some comnpercial undertaking, maunaged by a man
ke conld trust, he might gain a considerable percentage
on his little capital, without mo embarking in commerce
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as to oblige him either to give up his etatns as  sherldf,
or his official duties as a clerk of session, or his literary
undertakings. In his old schoolfellow, James Ballantyus,
he believed he had found just such an agent as he
wanted, the requisite link between literary genius like
his own, and the world which reads and buye books;
and he thought that, by feeling his way a litile, he might
secure, through this partnership, besides the then very
bare rewards of authomhip, at least a share in those
mere liberal rewards which commercial men managed to
equeszs for themselves out of successful authors. And,
further, he felt—and this was probably the greatest un-
conscious attmaction for him in thia acheme—that with
James Ballantyne for his pariner he ahould be the real
leader and chief, and rather in the position of a patron
and benefactor of hia colleague, than of one in any degree
dependent on the generosity or approval of othera. “If
I have a very strong passion in the world,” he once wrote
of himself—and the whole story of his life seema to con-
firm it—*“it g pride.”* In James Ballantyne he had
& faithful, but almost humbla friend, with whom he eould
deal much es he chose, and fear no wound to his pride.
He had himself helped Ballantyne to a higher line of
businezs than any hitherto aspired to by him, It wes
his own book which first got the Ballantyme press its
public credit. And if he could but create s great com-
mercial success upon this foundation, he felt that he shounld
be fairly entitled to share in the grina, which not merely
hia loan of capital, but his foresight and courage had
opened to Ballantyne.

And it {s quite possible that Bcott might have mue
poeded—or &t all events not soriously failed—if he had

! Lockhart’s I4fs of ScoHt, viii. 281.
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beon content to stick to the printing firm of James Bal-
lantyne and Co., and had not launched alse into the book.
gelling and publishing firm of John Ballantyne and Ce.,
or had never begun the wild and dangerons practice of
forestalling his gains, and spending wealth which hs had
not earnedl. But when by way of feeding the printing
press of Jamea Ballantyne and Co., he started in 1809
the bockselling and publishing firm of John Ballantyne
and Co., using ae his agent a man =s inferior in sterling
worth to James, as James wag inferior in general ability
to himself, he carefully dug a mine under his own feet,
of which we ean only say, that nothing except his genius
could have prevented il from exploding long before it
did. The truth was evidently that James Ballantyne's
respectful homage, and John’s humorous appreciation,
all but blinded Scott'’s eyes to the utier inadequacy of
sither of these men, especially the latter, to supply the
deficiencies of his own character for conducting business
of this kind with proper discretion, James Ballantyme,
who was pompous sand indolent, though thoroughly
honest, and not without some intellectual inmight, Scott
used to call Aldiborontiphoscophornio. John, who was
clever but frivolous, dissipated, and {rickey, he termed
Rigdumfunnidos, or his “little Picaroon.,” It is clear
from Mz. Lockhart’s account of the latter that Scott
not only did not respect, but deepised him, though he
cordially liked him, and that he passed over, in judging
him, vices which in a brother or aon of hia own he would
#everely have rebuked. I believe myself that his liking
for co-operation with both, was grestly founded om his
fecling that they were simply creatures of his, to whom he
oould pretty well dictate what he wanted,~—colleagues whose
infariority to himself unconscioualy flattered hia pride.
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He was evidently inclined to resent bitterly the patronage
of publishers. He aent word to Blackwood once with
great bauteur, sfier some suggestion from that house
had been made to him which appeared to him to interfare
with his independence as an authot, that he wase one
of % the Black Hussars™ of literature, who would not en-
dure that sort of treatment. Constable, who was really
very liberal, hurt his sepsitive pride through the Edin-
burgh Review, of which Jeffrey was editor. Thus the
Ballantynes' great deficieney—that neither of them had
any independent capacity for the publishing business, which
would in any way hamper his discretion—though this
is just what eommercial partners ought to have had, or
they were not worth their salt,—was, I believe, precisely
what induced thin Black Hussar of literature, in apite
of hie otherwise considerable sagacity and knowledge of
human pature, to select them for partners.

And yet it is strange that he not only chese them, but
chose the inferior and lighter-headed of the two for far the
most important and difficult of the two businesses, In the
printing concern there was at lsast this to be said, that
of part of the business—the melaction of type and the
superintendence of the executive part,—James Ballan-
tyne was & good judge. He was never apparenily a
good man of business, for he kept no strong hand over
the expenditure and accounts, which is the cors of success
in every concern. But he undersicod types; and his
customers were publishers, a wealthy and judicious class,
who were not likely all to fail together. But to eelect a
* Rigdumfunnidos,”-—a dissipated comic-song einger and
horse.fancier,—for the head of a publishing concern, was
indeed  kind of insanity. It ip told of John Ballantyme,
that after the succesaful negotistion with Constable for
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Rab Roy, and while * hopping ap and down in his gles,”
he exclaimed, **Is Rob's gun here, Mr. Scottt Would
you ohject to my trying the old barrel with a few de
Joy?' ‘Nay, Mr. Puff,y” eaid Scott, ‘it would burst
and blow you to the devil before your time."! ¢Joknny,
my man' gaid Constable, ‘what the mischief puts
drawing at sight into your head §* Beott laughed
beartily at this innuendo; and then observing that the
little man felt somewhat sore, called attention to the notes
of & bird in the adjoining shrubbery., ¢And by-the-bye,’
said he, as they continued listening, ¢'tis a long time,
Johnny, since we have had “ The Cobbler of Kelso.”*
Mr. Puff forthwith jumped up on & mass oi stone, and
seating himgelf in the proper attitude of ono working with
an awl, began w favourite interlnde, mimicking a certain
son of Crispin, at whose stall Seott and he had often
lingered when they were schoolboys, and & blackbird, the
only companion of his cell, that used to sing to him while
he talked and whistled to it all dey long. With this
performance Scolt was always delighted, Nothing conld be
richer than the contrast of the hird's wild, sweet notes,
some of which he imitated with wonderfu] gkill, and the ac-
companiment of the cobbler's hoarse, cracked voice, nttering
all manner of endearing epithets, which Johnoy multiplied
and varied in a style worthy of the old women in Rabelais
at the birth of Pantagruel.”' That passage gives pre-
cisely the kind of estimation in which John Ballantyna
waa held both by Seott and Constable, And yet it wus
to him that Scoit entrusted the dangercus and difficals
duty of setting up a new publishing house a3 a rival to
the beat publishers of the day., No doubt Seotl really

1 Lockhart’s Life of Beotd, v. 318,
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relisd on his own judgment for working the publishing
bhouse. But excapt where hin own books were concerned,
no judgment sould have been woree, In the first place he
was alwaye wanting to do literary jobe for a friend, and eo
advised the publishing of all acrts of unsaleabls books, be-
cause his friends desired o write them. In the next place,
he was & genuine historian, and one of the antiquarian
kind himself; he was himself really interested in all sorta
of historical and antiquarian isaves,—and very mistakenky
gave the public eredit for wishing to know what he him-
solf wished to know., I should add that Scott's good
nature and kindness of heart not only led him to help on
many booke which he knew in himself could never
answer, and some which, as he well knew, would be alto-
gether worthless, but that it greatly biassed his own
intellectual judgment., Nothing can be plainer than that
he really held hia intimate friend, Joanna Baillie, & very
great dramatic poet, a much greater post than himself, fox
instance ; one fit to be even mentioned aa following—at a
distance—in the track of Shakespeare. He supposes
Erskine to exhort him thus :—

“Or, if to tonoh srch okord be thine,
Reutore the ancient tragio line,
And emulate the notes that rang
From the wild harp whioh silent hung
By silver Avon’s holy shore,
"fill twice a hnudred years roil'd o’ar,—
When phe, the bold enchantresa, came
With fearloss hand and heart on flama,
From the pale willow snatch’d the traagure,
And swept it with » kindred measnre,
Till Avon's swans, while rung the grove
With Montfort's hate and Baafl’s love,
Awskening st the inspired strain,
Deem’d their own Bhakespears Lived agaln”
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Avon's swans must have been Avon’s goese, I think, if
they had deemed anything of the kind. Joanna Baillie's
dramaa are “nice,” and rather duil ; now and then she
can write a song with the ease and sweetness that suggest
Shakespearian echoes. But Scott’s judgment was ohvioualy
blinded by his just and warm regard for Joanna Baillie
herself.

Of course with such interfering causes fo bring unsale-
abls books to the honse-—of courss I do not mean that
John Ballantyne and Co. published for Joanna Bail-
lie, or that they would have lost by it if they bad—the
new firm published all sorta of booka which did not sell
at all; while John Ballantyne himself indulged in & great
many expenses and dissipations, for which John Ballan.
tyne and Co. had to pay. Nor was it very easy for a
partner who himself drew bills er the future—even
though he were the wellspring of all the paying business
the company had—fto be very severe on a fellow-partner
who supplied his pecuniary nesds in the same way.
At all events, there ia no question that all through 1813
and 1814 Scott waa kept In constant suspense and fear of
bankruptey, by the ill.succese of John Ballantyme and
Co., and the utter want of straightforwardness in John
Ballantyne himself as to the bills out, and which had
to ba provided againat. It waas the publication of Waver-
ley, and the comsequent opening up of the richeat vein
not only in Scott's own genius, but in his popularity with
the pablic, which slone ended these alarns; and the
many unsaleable works of John Ballaniyne and Co.
were then gradually disposed of to Constabla and others,
to their own great loss, a3 part of the conditions on which
they recelved a share in the copyright of the wonderful
novels which sold Uke wildfire, But though in this way
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the publishing bosinesa of John Ballantyne and Co.
wes saved, and ite affairs pretty decently wonnd up, the
printing firm remained saddled with some of their obligs-
tions ; while Constable’s business, on which Seott de-
pended for the means with which he was buying his
estate, bullding his castle, and setiling money on his
danghter-in-law, was seriously injured by the purchase of
all this unsaleable stock.

I do not think that any ona who looks inte the compli-
cated controversy between the representatives of the Bal-
lantynes and Mr. Lockhart, coneerning these matters, can
be content with Mr. Lockhart's—no doubt perfectly sincere
—judgment on the case. It is obwvious that amidst thess
intricate aecounts, he fell into one or two serions blunders
—blunders very unjust to James Ballantyne, And without
pretending to have myself formmed any minute judgment
on the details, T think the following points clear t—
(1.) That James Ballantyne was very severely judged by
Mr. Lockhart, on grounds which were never alieged by
Scott against him at sll,—indeed on grounds on which
he was expressly exempted from sll blame by Sir Walter.
(2.) That SBir Walter Scott was very severely judged by
the reprosentatives of the PBallantynes, on grounds on
which James Ballantyne himself never brought any charge
against him ; on the contrary, he declared that he had ne
charge to bring, (3.) That both Scott and his part-
ners invited ruin by freely spending gains which they
only expected to earn, and that In this Scott certainly set
an example which he could hardly expect feobler men not
to follow. On the whole, I think the troubles with the
Ballantyne brothers brought to light not only that eager
gambling epiri{ in him, which his grandfather indulged
with better snccess and more moderation when he bought
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the hunter with money deetined for a flock of sheap, and
then gave up gambling for ever, but a tendency still more
dangerous, and in some respects involving an even greater
moral defect,—I mean a tendency, chiefly duse, I think,
to a very deep-seated pride,—to prefer inferior men as
working colleagnes in business. And yeb it is clear that if
Beott were to dabble ip publishing st all, he reaily needed
the check of men of larger experience, and less literary
turn of mind, The great majority of consumers of popular
literature are not, and indeed will hardly ever be, literary
men ; and that is precisely why s publisher who is not, in
the wain, literary,~—who looks on authors' MSS. for the
most part with distrast and suspicion, much as a rich man
looks at & begging-letter, or & sober and judicious fish at
an angler's fly,—is so much Jess likely to run aground
than such a man as Scott, The untried author should be
regarded by a wise publisher as a natural enemy,~—an
enexay indeed of a class, rare specimens whereof will
always be his best friends, and who, therefore, should not
be needlessly afironted—but alse es one of a clasa of
whom nineteen out of every twenty will dangle before the
publisher'’s ayes wiles and hopes and expectations of the
most dangerous and illusory character,—which constitute
indeed the very perils that it is his trme fznction in life
gkilfully to evade. The Ballantymes were quite unfit for
this function ; first, they had not the axperience requisite
for it ; next, they were altogether foo much under Scott’s
influence. No wonder that the partmership came to no
good, and left behind it the germa of calamity even more
gerlous still.
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CHAYTER X,
THE WAVERLEY NOVEIA

In the summer of 1814, Scott took up again and com-
pleted—almost at a single heat,—s fragment of a Jacohibe
story, begun in 1805 and then laid aside, It was pub-
lished snonymously, and ite astomishing success turned
back again the scalea of Scott’s fortunes, alreedy inclining
ominously towards a catastrophe. This story was Waver
ley. Mr. Carlyle has praised Waverley above ite fellowa.
“On the whole, contrasting Waverley, which wus care-
fully written, with most of Its followers which were
written extempors, one may regret the extempore method.”
Thie is, however, a very unfortunate judgment. Not one
of the whole series of novels appears to have been writton
more completely extempore than the great bulk of Waver-
ley, ineluding almoet everything that made it either popular
with the million or fascinating to the fastidious; and it
is even likely that this is one of the causes of its excel.
lence.

“The last {wo volumes,” says Scott, In & letter to Mr,
Moxritt, * were written in three weeks.” And here is
Mr, Lockhart's description of the effect which Seott's in-
oeasant toil during the eomposition, produced on a friend
whose window happensd to command the novelists
study .—
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# Heppening to pass throngh Edinburgh in June, 1814, 1
dined one day with the gentlemsn in question (now the
Honocurable William Menwies, one of the Snpreme Judges at
the Cape of Good Hope), whose residence waa then in George
Btreet, situated very near to, and st right angles with,
North Castle Strest. I{ was a party of very young persons,
most of them, like Menzies and myself, destined for the
Bar of Scotland, all guy and thoughtless, enjoying the first
flush of manhood, with little remembrance of the yesterday,
or care of the morrow. When my companion’s worthy father
and uncle, after sesing two or three bottles go ronnd, left the
joveniles to themselves, the weather being bot, we adjourned
to a library which had one large window looking northwards.
After caronsing here for an hour or more, I observed that a
shade had come over the aspect of my friend, who hap-
pened to be placed immediately opposite to myself, and said
something that intimated a fear of his being nnwell. *No,’
said he, * I shall be well enough preseutly, if you will only
lot me git where you are, and take my chair; for there in a
oonfounded hand in sight of me here, which has often
bothered me DLefors, and now it won't let me fill my glass
with a good will.” I rose to change places with him accord-
ingly, and he pointed cnt to me this hand, which, like the
writing on Belshazzar's wall, disturbed his hour of hilarity.
* Bince we sat down,’ he maid, 'l have been watching it—
it fascinates my eye—it never stops—page after page is
finished, and thrown on that heap of MS., and stili it goes on
unwearied ; and so it will be till candles are brought in, and
God knows how long after that. It is the spame every night
—1 can't stand a sight of it when I am not at my books.’
‘Bome stupid, dogged engroesing colerk, probably,’ ex-
elaimed myself, ‘ or some other giddy yonth in cur society.’
‘No, boys,’ said our howt; *I well know what hand it is—
“is Walter Bcott’s, "t

If that is not extempore writing, it ls difficult to say
what extempore writing is. Bui in truth there is no
} Lockhact's Lifs of Seott, iv. 171-3.
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avidence that any one of the novels was laboured, or even
#0 much as carefully composed. Scott's method of com-
position was always the same; and, when writing an
imaginative work, the rete of progrees eeems to have
been pretty even, depending much more on the absence of
disterbing engagements, than on any mental irregulerity.
The morning was always his brightest time ; but moreing
or evening, in country or in town, well or ill, writing
with his own pen or dictating fo an amanuensis in the
intervals of screaming-fits due to the toriure of eramp in
the stomach, Scott spun away at his imaginative web
almoet 28 evenly a2 a silkworm spins at its golden eocoon.
Nor can ¥ detect the slightest trace of any difference in
quality between the stories, such a8 can be reasonably
sscribed to comparative care or haste. There are diffe-
rences, and even great differences, of course, ascribable to
the less or greater emitability of the subject chosen to
Scott’s genius, but I can find no trace of the sort of
cause to which Mr. Carlyle refers, Thus, few, I supposs,
would hesitate to eay that while Old Morfalily ia very
near, if not quite, the finest of Bceott’s works, The
Black Duwarf is not far from the other end of the scale.
Yet the two were writlen in immediate succession (Z%he
Black Droarf being the first of the two), snd were pub-
lished together, as the first series of Tales of my Land-
Ivrd, in 1816. Nor do I think that any competent critie
would find any clear deterioration of quality in the novels
of the later years,—excepling of course the two written
after the atroke of paralysis. It is true, of course, that
gome of the subjects which most powerfully stirred his
fmagination were among his cerlier themes, and that
he could not effectually use the eame subject twice,
thoogh he now and then tried it. Bui making allowance
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for this consideration, the imaginative power of the
novals is as astonishingly even aa the rate of composition
itealf. For my own part, I greatly prefar The Fortunes of
Nigel (which was written in 1822) to Waverley which
was begun in 1805, and finished in 1814, and though
very many better critics would probably decidedly dis-
agres, I do not think that any of them would consider
this preference grotesque or purely capricions. Indeed,
though Anne of Geierstein,—the last composed before
Scott’s atroke,—would bardly seem to any eareful judge
the equal of Waverley, I do not much doubt that if it
had appeared in place of Waverley, it would have excited
very nearly as much interest and admiratior; por that
had Waverley appeared in 1829, in place of Anne of
Gelersiein, it would have {failed to excite very much more.
In these fourtesn most effective years of Scott’s literary life,
during which he wrote twenty-three novels besides
shorter tales, the beet stories appear to have been on the
whole the most rapidly written, probably because they
took the etrongeat hold of the author's imagination.

Till pear the close of hia career as an aulhor, Scotd
never avowed his responsibility for any of these series of
novels, and even took some pains to mystify the publie
aa to the identity between the author of Waverley and
the author of Tules of my Lundlord, The care with
which the secret was kept is imputed by Mr, Lockhart in
some degree to the habit of mystery which had grown
upon Scott during his secret partnership with the Ballan-
tynea; but in this he seems to be confounding two very
different phases of Scoif’s character. No doubt he was,
aa a professional man, a little ashamed of his commercial
epeculation, and unwilling to betray it. But he was fur
from amshamed of hia literary enterprise, though it seems

=
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that he was at first very anxious leet m comparative
failure, or aven a mere moderate success, in s less am-
bitious aphere than that of poetry, shonld endanger the
great reputation he had grined as a poet. That was
spparently the first reason for secrecy. But, over and
shove this, it iz clear that the mystery stimulated Scott's
imagination and saved him frouble as well. He was
obviously more free under the veil-—free from the linbility
of having to answer for the views of life or history
puggested in hin stories ; but besides this, what was of
more importance to him, the slight disguise stimulated his
sense of humour, and gratified the whimsical, boyish
plessure ‘which he always had in acting an imaginary
character, He used to talk of himself as & sort of Abon
Hassan—a private man one day, and acting the part of a
monarch the next—with the kind of gles which indieated
a real delight in the change of parts, and I have little
doubt that he threw himself with the more pusto into
characters very different from his own, in consequence of
the plessure it gave him to conceive his frienda hopelesaly
misled by this display of traits, with which he supposed
that they could not have credited him even in imagination.
Thus begides relieving him: of 8 host of compliments which
he did not enjoy, and enabling him the better to evade
an ill-bred euriosity, the disguise no doubt was the same
eort of fillip to the fancy which a mask and domine or a
faney dress are to that of their wearers. Even in a disguise
a man cannot cease to be himself; but he can get rid of
his improperly © imputed * righteousness—often the
greatest burden he has to bear—and of all the expactationa
formed on the sirength, as Mr, Clough says,—

# Of having been what oce has been,
‘What ons thinks one is, or thinks that othere szppose one.”
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To some men the freedom of this disguise is a real
danger and temptation. It never could have been 0 to
8eott, who was in the main one of the simplest as well as
the boldest and proundest of men. And as most men
perhape would admit that a good deal of even the best part
of their nature is rather snppressed than expressed by the
name by which they are known in the world, Scott must
have felt this in a far higher degree, and probably re-
garded the manifold characters under which he was known
to society, as representing him in some respects inore
justly than any individuzl name could have dome. His
wind ranged hither and thither over a wide field—far
beyond that of his sctual sxperience,—and probably
ranged over it all the more easily for not being absolutaly
tethered to s single class of sssociations by any pablic
confession of his authorship. Afler all, when it became
universally known that Scott was the only euthor of all
theas tales, it may be doubted whether the public thought
as adequately of the imaginative efforts which had created
them, as they did while they remained in some doubt
whether there wae a multiplicity of agencies at work, or
only one. The uncertainty helped them to reslize the
many lives which were really led by the author of all
these tales, more completely than any confession of the
individual authorship could have done. The shrinking
of activity in public curiosity and wonder which follows
the final determination of such ambiguities, is very apt to
result rather in a dwindiing of the imaginative effort to
enter into the genius which gave rise to them, than in an
increase of respect for a0 manifold & creative power.

‘When Beott wrobe, such fertility as his in the produe
tion of novels was regarded with amazement approzching
to abaclute incredulity. Yet he was in this respect only
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the sdvanced-gnard of a not Inoonsiderable class of men
and women who bave a special gift for pouring out story
after story, containing a great variety of fignres, while ze-
taining a ecertain even level of merit. There is more than
one novelist of the present day who has far emrpassed
Beott in the number of his tales, and one st least of very
high repute, who has, T believe, produced more even
within the same time. But though to our larger expe-
rience, Scott’s achievement, in respect of mere fertility, is
by no means the miracle which it once seemed, I do not
think ome of his successors can compare with him for a
moment in the ease and trafh with which he painted,
not meraly the life of his own tire and country—seldom
fndeed that of precissly hia own time—bnt that of daye
long past, and often too of scenes far distant. The most
powerful of all his stories, Old Mortalify, wes the story of a
perioed more than a century and a quarter before he wrote;
and others,—which though inferior to this in foree, are
nevertheless, when eompared with the so-called historical
romances of any other English writer, what sunlight is to
moonlight, if yon can say ss much for the latter as to
admit even that comparison,—go back to the peried of the
Tudors, that is, two centuries and a half Quentin
Durward, which i3 sll but amongst the best, runs back
farther still, far into the previous century, while Jeanhos
and The Talisman, though not emong the greatest of
Bcott's works, carry us back more than five hundred years,
The pew class of extempore novel writems, though more
considerablo than, sixty years sgo, any one could have
expected ever to see it, is still limited, and on any high
lovel of merit will probably always be limited, to the
delineation of the times of which the narrator has personal
experience. Scolt scemed to have had something very
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like personal experience of a fow centuries at least, judging
by the ease and freshness with which he poured out his
storica of these centuries, and though no one ean pretend
that even he could deseribe the period of the Tudors aa
Miss Austen described the country parsons and squires of
George the Third’s reign, or as Mr. Trollope describes the
politicians and hunting-men of Queen Victoria's, it is never-
theless the evidence of a greater imagination to make us live
o familiarly a8 Scott does amidst the political and religiona
controversies of two or three centuries’ duration, to be the
actusl witnesses, as it wers, of Margaret of Anjou's throes
of vain ambition, and Mary Stuart’s fascinating remorse,
and Elizabeth’s domineering and jealous halancings of
nobis against noble, of James the First's shrowd pedantries,
and the Regent Murray’s large forsthought, of the politie
craft of Argyle, the courtly ruthlesaness of Claverhouse,
and the high-bred clemency of Monmouth, than to reflect
in gountless modifications the freaks, figures, and fashions
of our own time.

The most striking feature of Scott’s romances ie thai,
for the most part, they are pivotad on public rather than
mere private intorests and passions. With but few excep-
tions—(The Antiguary, St. Ronun's Well, and Guy Man-
rering are the most important)—Scott’s novela give ua an
imaginative view, not of mere Dulividuals, but of indi-
viduala as they are affected by the public strifes and social
divisions of the age. .And thia it ia which gives his booka
80 large an interest for old and youug, eoldiers and states-
men, the world of society and the recluse, alike. ¥oun can
hardly read any novel of Scott’s and not become botter
sware what publie life and political issues mean. And
yet there iz no artificiality, no elaborate attitudinizing
before the antique mirrora of the past, like Bulwer's, no



108 SIE WALTER 8O00TT. [cmar.

dresaing out of clothes-horees like G. P. E. Jamas. The
boldnees and freshness of the present are carried back into
the past, and youn see Papists and Puritans, Cavaliers and
Roundheads, Jews, Jacobiles, aud freebooters, preachers,
schoolmaster, mercenary soldiers, gipsies, and beggars, all
living the sort of life which the reader feels that in their
circumstances and under the same conditions of time and
place and parentage, he might have lived too. Indeed,
no man can read Scoft without being more of & publie
men, whereas the ordinary novel tends to make its readers
rather less of one than before,

Next, though most of these stories are rightly called
romanced, no ons can avoid observing that they give that
side of life which is unromantic, guite se vigorously as the
romantic side, This waa not true of Scott’s poems, which
only expressed one-half of his nature, and were almost pure
romances. But in the novels the business of life is even
better portrayed then ite sentiments. Ar. Bagehot, one of
the ablest of Scott’s eritics, has pointed out this admirably
in his essay on The Waverley Novels,  * Many historical
novelists,” he says, * especialy those who with care and
paina have read up the detail, are often evidently in
& gtrait how to pase from their history to their sentiment
The fancy of Sir Walter could not help connecting the
two. If he had given us the English side of the race to
Derby, he would have deseribed the Bank of England
paying in sixpences, and also the loves of the cashier.”
No ocne who knows the novels well can question this.
Fergus MacIlvor's ways and means, his careful arrange-
menta for receiving subsidies in black mail, are as care
fully recorded as his lsvish kighland hospitelities ; and
when he eends his silver ecup to the Guelic bard whe
chaunts his greatness, the faithfol historien does not for
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got to lot os know that the cup 1s his last, and that he is
hard-preesod for the generositiea of the future. So too
the habitnal thievishnesa of the highlanders is presssd
upon us quite ag vividly as their gallantry and supersti-
tions. And so careful is Bir Waller to paint the petty
pedantries of the Scotch traditional comservatism, that he
will not spare even Charles Edward—of whom he draws
20 graceful a picture—the humiliation of submitting to
old Bradwardine’s “solemn act of homage,” but makes him
go through the absurd ceremony of placing his foot on a
coshion to bhave its brogme urlatched by the dry old
enthusiast of heraldic lore. Indeed it was because Scott
so much enjoyed the contrast between the high sentiment
of life and its dry and often ahsurd detail, that his imegi-
nation found so much freer a vent in the historical
romance, than it ever found in the romantic poem.
Yot he clearly needed the romantic excitement of pictu-
resque scemes and historical interests, too. I do not
think he would ever have gained any brilliant success in
the narrower region of the domestic novel. He said him-
self, in expressing his admiration of Miss Austen, * The big
bow-wow atrain T can do myself, like any now going, but
the exquisite touch which renders ordinary commonplace
things and characters interesting, from the truth of the
deacription and the sentiment, is denied to me.” Indeed
be tried it to eome extent in 8¢, Ronan’s Well, and so far
as he tried it, ¥ think he failed. Scott needed a certain
lergeneas of type, m strongly-marked classlife, and, where
it waa posaible, s free, out-of-doors lite, for hie delines-
tions. No one could paint heggars and gipsies, and wan-
dering fiddlers, and mercenary soldiers, and peasants and
farmers and lawyers, and magistrates, and preachers, and
courtiers, and stateamen, and beat of all perhaps queens
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and kings, with anything like his ability, But when it
came to describing the small differences of manner, diffe-
rencea not due to external habits, so much aa to internal
sentiment or education, or mere domestic circumstence,
he was beyond bis proper field. In the sketch of the 5t.
Ronan's Spa and the company at the table-dhile, he in
of course somewhere near the mark —he was too ablea
man to fall far short of success in anything be really gave
to the world; but it is not interesting. Miss Austen
would have made Lady Penelope Penfeather a hundred
times as amusing. We turn to Meg Dods and Touch-
wood, and Cargill, and Captain Jekyl, end Sir Bingo
Binks, and to Clara Mowhbray,—i. e. fo the livea really
moulded by large and epecitic causes, for enjoyment, and
leave the emall gossip of the company at the Wells as,
relatively at least, a failure, And it is well for all the world
that it was so. The domestic novel, when really of the
highest kind, ia no doubi a perfect work of art, and an
unfailing source of amusement ; but it has nothing of the
tonic influence, the large inatrmetiveness, the stimulating
intellectoal air, of Scotl’s historic tales. Even when Scott
is farthest from reality— as in Frawhoe or The Monos
tery—ho makes you open your eyes to all sorts of histo-
rical conditions to which you would otherwise be blind.
The domestic novel, even when ite art is perfect, givea
little but pleasure at the best; at the worst it is gimply
scandal idealized.

Scott often confessed his contempt for his own herocea
Ho said of Edward Waverley, for instance, that he
wng “a sneaking piece of imbecility,” and that *if he
had married Flors, she would bave est him up upon the
chimney-piece as Count Borowlaski's wife used to do
with him. I am & bad hand at depicting a hero, pro.
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perly so called, and have an unfortunate propensity for
the dubicus characters of borderers, buccaneers, highland
robbers, and all others of a Robin-Hood description.”* In
another lstter he says, * My rogue always, in despite of
me, turns cut my hero,”* And it seema very likaly that
in mosat of the eituations Scott describes o well, his own
course would have besn that of his wilder impulses,
and not that of hia reason. Assuredly he would never
have stopped hesitating on the line between opposite
courses aa his Waverleys, his Mortons, his (sbaldistones
do. Whenever he was really involved in a party strife,
be flung prudence and impartinlity to the winds, and
went in like the hearty partisan which his sirong im-
pulses made of him. But granting this, I do not agree
with his condemnation of all his own colourless heroes.
However much they differed in nature from Secott himself,
the even balance of their reason against their sympathies
ia certainly well conceived, is in itself natural, and is an
sdmirable expedient for effecting that which was pro-
bably ite real use to Scotf,—the affording an opportunity
for the delineation of all the pros and cons of the case, so
that the characters on both sides of the struggle should
be properly undemstood. Scott’s imagination was clearly
far wider—waa far more permeated with the fixed air of
sound judgment—than his practical impulses. He needed
a machinery for displaying his insight into both sides of a
public qunarrel, and his colourless heroes gave him the
instrument he needed. Both in Morton’s case (in Old
Mortality), and in Waverley’s, the hesitation is eertainly
well deseribed. Indeed in relation to the controversy
batweon Covenanters and Royalista, while his polities)

! Lockhart's Life of Scott, iv. 176-8.
1 Lookhart's Lifs of Seold, iv. 46,
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and martial prepossessions went with Clsverhouse, his
resson and educated moral feeling certainly were clearly
identified with Morton.

It is, however, obyvionaly true that Seoti's herces are
mostly created for the sake of the facility they give in de-
lineating the other characters, and not the other characters
for the sake of the heroes. They are the imaginative
neutral ground, as it were, on which opposing influencea
are brought to play ; and what Scott best loved to peint
was those who, whether by nature, by inheritance, or by
thoice, had become umique and characteristic types of
one-sided feeling, not those who were merely in process of
growth, and had not ranged themselves at all, Mr,
Carlyle, who, as I have aaid hefore, places Scott’s romances
far below their real lovel, maintains that these great
types of his are drawn from the outaide, and not made
actually to live.  His Bailie Jarvies, Dinmonts, Dal-
gettys (for their name is legion), do look and talk like
what they give themselves out for; they are, if not
oreaisd and made poetically alive, yot deceptively enacted
a8 agood player might do them. 'What more is wanted,
theni For the reader lying on a sofa, nothing more ; yet
for another sort of reader much. It were a long chapter to
unfeld the difference in drawing a character between a
Scott and a Shakeapeare or Gosthe. Yet it is a differencs
literally immense ; they are of & different species; the
value of the one is not to ba counted in the ¢oin of the
other. 'We might say in a short word, which covers along
watter, that your Shakespeare fashions his characters from
the heart outwards; your Scott fashions them from the
skin inwards, never getting near the heart of them. The
one pet become living men snud women ; the other amount
fo little more than mechanical cases, deceptively painted
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anfomatons,®? And then he goes on to contraat Fenella in
Peveril of the Peak with Goethe's Mignon. Mr. Car
lyle could hardly have chosen a less fair comparison. If
Goethe is to be judged by his women, lot Scott be judged
by his men. Bo judged, I think Scott will, as a painter
of character~~of course, I am not now speaking of him asa
puet,—come out far above Goethe. Excepting the hero
of hin first drama (GOtz of the iron hand), which by the
way was 80 much in Scott's line that kis first easay in
poeiry was to translate it~—not very well—I doubt if
Goethe was ever succeasful with his pictures of men.
Withelm Moister is, se Niebuhr truly eaid, “a ména-
gerie of tame animals,” Doubtless Gosthe's women—-cer-
tainly his women of eultnre—are more truly and inwardly
conceived and created than Scott’s. Except Jeanie
Deans and Madge Wildfire, and perhaps Lucy Ashton,
Scott’s women are apt to be uninteresting, sither pink and
white foys, or hardish women of the world. But then mo
one can compars the men of the two writers, and not see
Scott’s vast pre-eminence on that eide.

I think the deficiency of his pictures of women, odd wa
it seems to say so, shonld be greatly attributad to his natural
chivalry. His conception of women of hie own or & higher
clasa wae always foo romantic. He hardly ventured, as it
weore, in his tenderness for them, to look deeply into their
littla weakneeses and intricacies of character, With women
of un inferior class, he had not this feeling. Nothing
can be more perfect than the manner in which he blends
the dairy-woman and woman of business in Jeanie Deans,
with the lover and the sister. But once make a women
beautiful, or in any way an object of homage to him, and

L Oarlyle’s Miscellaneous Ersays, iv. 174.5.
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Bcott bowed so low hefore the image of her, that he could
not go deep into her heart. He could no more have ana-
lysed such a woman, as Thackeray analyzed Lady Castle-
wood, or Amelia, or Becky, or as George Eliot analysed
Rossmond Vincy, than he could have vivisected Camp or
Maida. To some exient, therefors, Scoit's pictures of women
remain something in the style of the miniatures of the
laat age—bright and heautiful beings without any special
character in them. He was dazzled by a fair heroine. He
could not fake them up into hie imagination as real heings
88 he did men. PBut then how living are his men, whether
coarss or noble! "What a picture, for instance, is that in
A Legend of Montrose of the conceited, pragmatie, but
prompt and dauntless soldier of fortune, rejecting Argyle'a
attempts to tamper with him, in the dungeon at Inverary,
snddenly throwing himself on the disguised Duke sv soon
a8 he detects him by his voice, and wresting from him the
means of hia own liberation! Who could read that acene
and say for s moment that Dalgetty is painted #from the
ekin inwards ”§ It wae just Seott himself breathing his own
life through the habifa of a good specimen of the mercenary
soldier—realixing where the apirit of hire would end, and
the sense of honour would begin—and preferring, even ina
dungeon, the sudacicus policy of a sudden atinck to that
of crafty negotiation. 'What a picture {and a very different
one) again is that in Redgountlet of I'eter Peebles, the
mad litigant, with face emaciated by poverty and anxiety,
and rendered wild by * en insane lightness about the eyea,”
dashing into the English magistrate’s court for s warrani
againat his fugitive counsel.  Or, to take a third instance,
s different as poasible from either, how powerfully son-
eeived is the situation in Old Mortalify, where Balfonr of
Burley, in his fanatic fury at the defeat of hie plan for a
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mew rebellion, pushes the oak-free, which oconnecta his
wild retreat with the outer world, into the etream, and
tries to slay Morton for opposing him. In such scence
snd & hundred othere—for these are mere random axamples
—~B8eott undoubledly painted his masculine figures from aa
deep and inward a conception of the character of the
giteation aa Goethe ever attained, even in drawing Mignon,
or Klirchen, or Gretchen, The distinection has no resl
existence. Gosthe’s pictures of women were no doubt the
intnitiona of genius ; and a0 are Seoti’s of men—and here
and there of hia women too. Professional women he can
always paint with power, Meg Dods, the innkeeper, Meg
Merrilies, the gipsy, Mause Headrigr, the Covenanter,
Elgpeth, the old fishwife in 7he Anfiquary, and the old
erones employed to nurse and watch, and lay out the
corpse, in The Brida of Lammermoor, are all in their way
impressive figurea,

And even in relation to women of a rank more fagei-
nating to Scott, and whose inner character waa perhaps on
that acconnt,lesa familiar fo his imagination, grant him but
& few hints from history, and he draws a picture which,
for vividneas and hrilliancy, may almost compare with
Shakespeara’s own studies in English history. Had
Shakespears painted the scene in The Abbot, in which
Mary Stuart commsnds one of her Mary’s in waiting to
tell her at what bridal she last danced, and Mary Fleming
blorts out the reference to the marriage of SBebastian at
Holyrood, would any one hesitate to regard it as a siroke
of genius worthy of the great dramatist? This pieture
of the Queen’s mind suddenly thrown off its balance, and
betraying, in the agony of the moment, the fear and
remorse which every association with Darnley conjured
up, is painted “ from the heart outwards,” not * from the
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skin inwards,” if ever there were such a painting in the
world. Bceott hardly ever failed in painting kings or
peasants, queens or peasant-women, There was something
In the well-marked type of both to catch his imagina
tion, which can always hit off the grander features of
royalty, and the homelier festurea of laborious humility.
Is there any aketch traced in lines of more swesping gran-
deur and more impressive force than the following of Mary
Btuart's lucid interval of remorse—lucid compared with her
ordinary mood, though it was of a remorse that was almost
delirious-—which breaks in upon her hour of fascinating
condescension —

“: Are they zot a lovely coupls, my Fleming P and is it not
beart-rending to think that I must be their ruin B’

“*Not sy, raid Roland Grmme, ‘it is wa, gracioue sove-
reign, who will be your deliverers.” 'Er oribus parvu-
lorum !’ raid the queen, looking upward; “if it ie by the
month of these children that heaven calls me to resume the
stately thoughts which become my birth and my rights, thon
wilt, grant them thy protection, and to me the power of
rewarding their zeal’ Then tuwrning to Fleming, she in-
stantly added, ‘ Thon knowest, my friend, whether to make
those who have served me happy. was not ever Mary's
favourite pastime. When I have been rebuked by the stern
preachers of the Calvinistic heresy—whea I kave setn the
tierce oonntenmnces of my mnbles averied from ine, has it
wot been becanse I mixed in the barmless pleasures of the
yoang and gay, and rather for the sake of their happiness
than my own, have mingled in the maaque, the song or
the dance, with the youth of my honsehold # Well, I repent
not of it—though Knox termed it sin, and Morton degrada-
tion—1 waes bhappy because I saw happiness sround me:
and woe betide the wretched jealousy thut can extract guilt
out of the overflowings of an unguarded gaiety !—Fleming,
if we are restored to our throne, shall we not have one
blithesome day at a blithesome bridal, of which we must
uow name neither the bride nor the bridegroom P But that
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bridegroom shall have the barony of Blairgowrie, a fair
gift even for & queen to give, and that bride's chaplet shall
be twined with the fairest pearld that ever were found in the
depths of Lochlomond; and thon thyeelf, Mary Fleming,
the beet dresser of tires that ever bmsked the tresses of a
queen, and who wonld acorn to touch those of any woman
of lower rank—thou thyrelf shalt for my love twine them
into the bride’s tresses.—Look, my Fleming, suppose then
such clustered locke as these of onr Catherine, they wonld
not put shame mpon thy skill.” So saying she pussed her
hand fondly over the head of her youthful favourite, while
her more aged attendant replied despondently, 'Alas,
madam, your thonghts stray far from home.” *They do,
my Fleming,' eaid the queen, ‘but in it well or kind in
you to call them back P—God knows they have kept the
perch this night but too closely.—Come, I will recall the
gay vieion, were it but to purish them. Yes, st that
blithesome bridal, Mery herself shall forget the weight of
sorrows, and the toil of atate, and heraelf once more lead a
measure.—At whose wedding was it that we last danced,
my Fleming # I think care has troubled my memory—yet
eomething of it T shonld remember, cgnst thou not aid meF
I know thou canst.” ¢Alas, madam,” replied the lady.
f What,’ said Mary, * wilt thon not help us sc far P thia ia
& peevish adhersnce to thine own graver opinion which holda
our talk as folly. Bnt thou art court-bred and wilt well
understand me when I say the queen commands Lady
Fleming to tell her wheu she led the last branls’ Witha
face deadly pale and & mien as if she were about to sink
into the earth, the court-bred dame, no lenger daring to
refuse obedience, faltered out, * Gracious lady—if my
memory err nob—it wag at & masque in Holyrood—at the
marringe of Sebastian.' The unhappy queen, who had
hitherte listened with & melancholy smile, provoked by the
reluctance with which the Lady Fleming brought out ber
story, at this ill-fated word interrupted her with a shriek
so wild and loud that the vaulted apartment rang, and
both Roland end Catherine #prung to their feet in the
utmogt terror end alarm. Meantime, Mary seomed, by the
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trmin of horrible ideas thus suddenly excited, surprised mot
only beyond self-command, but for the moment beyond the
verge of reason. * Traitress,’she said to the Lady Fleming,
*thon wouldet slay thy sovereign. Call my French gnarda--
3 moi / & mot ! mes Franpais /=1 am beset with traitors in
mine own palace—they heve murdered my husband—
Rescue! Rescunal for the Queen of Scotland !’ She startad
ap from her chair—her featurea late so exquisitely lovely
in their paleness, now inflamed with the fury of frenzy, and
rosembling those of a Bellona. * We will take the field our-
golf, she paid; *warn the city—warn Lothian and Fife—
saddle our Spanich barb, and bid French Paris see our
petronel be charged. Better to die ai the head of onr brave
Scotsmen, like our grandfather at Flodden, than of a
broken heart like our ill-starred father.'! ‘Be patient—be
composed, dearest sovereign,” eaid Catherine; aud then
addressing Lady Fleming angrily, ehe added, *How counld
yon say sught that reminded her of her hueband?’ The
word reached the ear of the unhappy princess who canght
it up, speaking with great rapidity, ' Husband l—what
bhueband ? Not his most Christian Majesty—he is il at
esse—he cannot mount on horseback—not him of the
Leunox—but it was the Duke of Orkney thon wouldst say P
‘For God's love, madam, be patient!” said the Lady
Fleming. DBut the queen’s exciled imagination conld by ne
entreaty be diverted from its conrse. *Bid him come hither
to onr aid,’ she said, * and bring with him his lamba, as he
calls them—Bowion, Hay of Talla, Black Ormiston and
hie kinsman Hob-—Fis, how swart they are, and how
smell of sulphur! What! closeted with MortonP Nay, if
the Donglas and the Hepburn hatch the complot together,
the bird when it breaks the ghell will scare Scotland, will
it not, my Fleming P’ *Bhe growe wilder and wilder,” said
Fleming. *We have too meny hearers for thess strange
words.’ 'Roland,” said Catherine, *in the mame of God
begone '—you cannot sid us here—leave us to deal with hex
alone—away-—awny 1"

And equally fine in the scens in Kentlwort: in whieh
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Elizabetk undertakes the recomcilistion of the haughty
rivals, Sussex and Laeicester, unaware that in the course
of the andience she herself will have o bear a great strain
on her gelf-command, both in her feelings as a queen and
her feelinge s a lover. Her grand rebukes to both, her
ill-concealed preference for Lsicestar, her whispared ridi-
cole of Bussex, the unpulses of tenderness which she
gtifles, the flashes of resentment to which she gives way,
the triumph of policy over private feeling, her imperious
impatience when she ia baffled, her jealousy as she grows
puspiciona of a personal rival, her gratified pride and
vanity when the suspicion is exchanged for the clear evi-
dence, as ahe supposes, of Leicestor's love, and her peremp-
tory conclusion of the eudience, bring before the mind a
series of pictures far more vivid and impressive than
the greatest of historical painters could fix on canvas,
even at the cost of the labour of years, Even more
brilliant, though not so sustasined and difficult an effort
of genius, is the later scems in the same story, in which
Elizabeth drags the unhappy Countess of Lsicester from
her concealment in one of the grottoes of Kenilworth
Castle, and etrides off with her, in a fit of vindictive
humilistion and Amazonian fury, to confront her with
her husband, But this last scene no doubt is more in
Scott's way. He can always paint women in thefr more
masculine moods. ‘Where he frequently fails is in the
aitempt to indicate the finer shades of women's nature.
In Amy Robaeart herself, for example, he is by no meana
generally succeseful, though in an early scene her childish
delight in the wvaricus orders and decorations of her
busband is painted with much freshness and delicacy.
But wherever, as in the cass of queens, SBcott can get a
telling hint from sctual history, he can always wo unse it
H
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as to meke history itself sgem dim to the equivalent for
it which ke gives us.

And yet, as every one knows, Scolt was exceasively
frec in his manipulations of history for the purposes of
romance. In Kentlworth he reprepents Shakespeare's
plays as already in the mouths of courtiers and statesmen,
though he laye the scens in the eighteenth year of Eliza-
beth, when Shukespeare waa herdly old snough to rob an
orchard. In Woodstock, on the contrary, he insists, if
you compare Sir Henry Lee's dates with the facts, that
Shakespeare died twenty years at least before he actually
died. The historieal basis, again, of Woodstock and of
RBedgauntlet ia thoroughly untrustworthy, and about all the
minuter details of history,—unless so far as they were
characteristic of the age,~—I do not suppose that Seott
in his romances ever troubled himself at all. Apd yet
fow historians—mnot even Scott himself when he exchanged
romance for history—ever drew the great figures of history
with so powerful & hand. In writing history and bio-
graphy Scott has little or no advantage over very inferior
men, His pictures of Swift, of Dryden, of Napolson, are
in no way very vivid. Ii is only where he is working
from the pure imagination,—though imagination stirred
by historic study,—that he paints a picture which followe
ws about, as if with living eyes, instead of creating for us
8 mere geries of lines and colours, Indeed, whether Scott
draws truly or falsely, he draws with such genius that
his pictures of Richard and Saladin, of Louniz XT, and
Charles the Bold, of Margaret of Anjou and René of
Provence, of Mary Stoart and Elizabeth Tudor, of Sussex
and of Leicester, of James and Charles and Buckingham,
of the two Dukes of Argyle—the Argyle of the time
of the revointion, and the Argyle of George II —
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of Queen Caroline;, of Claverhouss, and Monmouth,
and of Rob Roy, will live in English literaturs beside
Shakespeare’s pictures—probably less faithful if morse
imaginative—of John and Richard and the later Henries,
and all the great figures by whom they were surrounded.
No historical portrait that we possess will take proce-
dence—as a mere portrait—of Scott’s brilliant etudy
of James L in The Fortunes of Nigel, Take this illus-
tration for instance, whers George Heriot the goldsmith
(Jingling Geordie, as the king familiarly cafls him) has
just been ppeaking of Lord Huntinglen, ag ““a man of tha
old rough world that will drink and swear :"—

%10 Geordie!’ exclaimed the king, * these are auld-warld
frailties, of whilk we dare not pronounce even ourssives
abaolntely free. But the warld grows worse from day to day,
(Geordie. The juveniles of this age may wouvi say with the
poet,—

¢ Atad parentam pejor Avid tmalit
Noe neguiorvs- -

Thie Dalgarno does not drink so much, aye or swear so much,
a3 his father, bat he wenches, Geordie, and he breaks his
word and oath baith. As to what ye say of the leddy and
the ministers, we are alt fallible creatures, Geordie, priesta
nnd kings as weel as others; and wha kens but what that
may account for the differemee between this Dalgarno and
hia father ? The earl is the vers eoul of honour, and carea
nae mair for warld's gear than & nobls hound for the guest
of a foulmart; but as for hie scn, he was like to brazen us
all out—ourselves, Steenie. Baby Churles, and our Couneil,
till he heard of the tocher, and thea by my kingly crown he
iap like a cock ata grossart! These are discrepancies be-
twirt parent and son not to be accounted for natarally,
according to Baptista Porta, Michael Scott de secretis, and
others. Ah, Jingling Geordie, if your clonting the caldron,
and jingling on pots, pans, and veshels of all manner of
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metal, hadna jingled g’ your grammar out of your head, 1
could have touched om that matter to you st mair length.
« « « « Heriot inquired whether Lord Delgarne had consented
to do the Lady Hermione justice, *Troth, man, I have
emall doubt that he will,' quoth the king, ‘I gave him the
schedale of her worldly substance, which yon delivered to ns
in the council, and we aillowed bhim half an honr to chew
the ecnd npon that, It is rare rending for bringing him to
reagon. 1 left Baby Charles and Bteenie laying his duty
before him, aud if he can regist doing what fley desire
him, why 1 wish he would teach me the gate of it.
0O Geordie, Jingling Geordie, it was grand 1o hear Baby
Charlea laying down the gnilt of dissimulation, sud Steenie
lecturing «n the turpitnde of incontinence.” ‘1 am afraid,’
said George Heriot, more hastily then prudently, ‘T might
have thought of the old proverb of Satan reproving
gin,' *‘Deil bae our saul, neighbour,’ said the king, redden-
ing, ‘but ye are not blatel I gie ye licence to speak freely,
and by our eaul, ye do not let the privilege become lost, nen
wtendo—it will puffer wo negative preseription in your
hands. Is it fit, think ye, that Baby Charlea should let
hie thoughts be publicly seen? No, no, prunces' thonghts
are arcand imperii: gqui sescit dissimulare, nescit regnare.
Every liege subject is bound $o speak the whole truth to the
king, but there is nae reciprocity of obligation—and for
Steenie having been whiles a dike-louper at a tims, is it
for yon, who are bhis goldsmith, and to whom, I doubt, he
awgs an uncomatable saie, to cast thet up to him ?*

Asguredly there iz no undue favouring of Stuarta in
such s picture as that.

Beott’s humour is, I think, of very differont qualitiea in
relation to different smbjects. Certainly he wss at times
capable of considerable heaviness of hand,—of the Scotch
“wut” which has been so firreverently treated by
English critica, His mther elaborate jocular introductlons,
under the name of Jededivh Cleishbotham, are clearly
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laborions at times. And even his own letters to hia
danghterin-law, which Mr, Lockhart seema to regard as
models of tender pluyfulness and pleasantry, seem to me
decidedly elephantine. Not enfrequently, too, his stereo-
typed jokes weary. Dalgetty bores you almost as much as
he would do in real life, —which is a great fault inart. Brad:
wardine becomes a nuisance, and as for Sir Piercie Shafton,
he is beyond endurance. Like some other Scotchmen of
geniua, Scott twanged away at any effoctive chord till it
more than lost its expressiveness. But in dry humour,
apd in that higher humour which skilfully blends the
ludicrous and the pathetic, so that it is hardly possible to
separate between amilea and tears, Scott is a master. His
canny innkeeper, who, baving sunt away all the peascee
meal to the camp of the Covenanters, and all the oatmrea]
{with desp professions of duty) to the castle amd its
cavaliers, in complianee with the requisitiona sent to
him on each side, admita with a sigh to his daughter
that *they maun gar wheat flour serve themsule for a
blink,"—his firm of solicitors, Greenhorn and Grinder-
aon, whose senior partner writes respectfully to elients in
prosperity, and whose junior partner writes familiarly to
those in adversity,—his arbitrary nabob who asks how the
devil any one should be able to mix spices so well *as
one who has been where they grow ;"—his little ragamuffin
who indignantly denies that he has broken his promise
not to gamble away his sixpences at pitch-and-toss because
he has gambled them away at * neevie-neavie-nick-nack,"—
and similar figurea sbound in bis tales,—are all creations
which make one laugh inwardly as we read. But he has
a much higher humour still, that imimitable power of
shading off ignorance into knowledge and simplicity into
wisdom, which makes his picture of Jeanie Deans, for
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Inatancs, s0 humorous as well as so affeciing. When
Jeanie reunites her father to her husband by reminding the
former how it would sometimes happen that fwa precions
saints might pu' sundrywise like twa cows riving at the
same hayband,” she gives us au admirable instance of
Beott’s higher humour. Or take Jeanie Deans’s letter to
her father communicating te him the pardon of his
daughter and her own interview with the Queen :—

“DEAREST AND TRULY HONOURED Farmer.-—This comes
with my duty to inform you, that it has pleased God to
redeem that eaptivitie of my poor sister, in vespect the
Queen's blessed Majesty, for whom we are ever bound to
pray, hath redeemed her aonl from the slayer, granting the
ranaom of her, whilk is ane pardon or reprieve. .And I spoke
with the Queen face to face, and yet live; for ehe is not
muckle ditfering from other grand leddies, saving that she
has & stately presence, and eeu like a blue huntin' hawk's,
whilk gaed throu’ and throu' me like a Highland durk—And
all this gocd was, alway under the Great Giver, to whom all
are but instruments, wrought for us by the Duk of Argile,
wha is ane uative true-hearted Scotsman, and not pridefn’,
iike other folk we ken of—and likewise skeely enow in bestial,
whereof he has promised to gie me twa Devonshire kye, of
which he is enamoured, nlthough 1 do still hand by the real
hawkit Airshire breed—and I have promised him & cheese;
and I wad wusas ye, if Gowans, the brockit cow, has a quey,
that ehe suld suck her fill of milk, as I am given to nnder-
stand he has none of that breed, and is not scornfu’ but will
take s thing fras a puir body, that it may lighten their heart
of the loading of debt that they awe him. Aleo his honour
the Duke will accept ane of our Dunlop cheeses, and it sall
be my faot if & better was ever yearued in Lowden."--[Hers
follow some obeervations respecting the breed of cattle, and
the produce of the dairy, which it is our intention to forward
to the Board of Agricnlture,}—* Nevertheleas, these are but
matters of the after-harvest, in respect of the great good
which Providence hath gifted us with—and, in especisl, poor
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Effie’s lifs. And oh, my dear father, since it hath pleased
God to bs merciful to her, let her not want your free pardon,
whilk will make her meet to Ls ane vessel of grace, and also
s comfort to your ain graie hairs. Denr Father, will yo let
the Laird ken that we have had friends atrangely raised up
to 18, and that the talent whilk he lent me will be thankfully
repaid. I hae some of it to the fore; and the rest of it is
not Imotted up in ane purse or napkin, but in ane wee bit
paper, a8 is the faghion heir, whilk I am assured is gnde for
the siller. And, lear father, throngh Mr. Butler's means 1
hae gude friendship with the Duke, for there had been kind-
ness between their forbeara in the anld troublesome time
byepast. And Mra. Glass has besn kind like my very
mother. Sho has a braw house here, and lives bien and
warm, wi' twa servant lasees, and a mnn and a callant in the
shop. And she is to gend yon doun s pound of her Lie
dried, and some other tobaka, and we mann think of some
propine for her, gince her kindness hath been grest. And
the Duk is to send the pardon doun by an expresa mes-
wenger, in reapect that T canna travel sae fast; and I am i
oome donn wi’' twa of his Honour's servanta—that in, John
Archibald, a decent elderly gentleman, that sayas he has seen
you lang ayne, when ye were buying beasts in the weat frae
the Laird of Anghtermuggitie—~but mayby ye winna mind
him—ony way, he’s a civil man—and Mra. Dolly Datton,
that is to be dairy-maid at Inverara: and they bring me on
as far ae Glasge’, whilk will make it nae pinch to win hame,
whilk T desire of all things. May the Giver of all good
things keep ye in your outgauus and incomingas, whereof
devoutly prayeth yoor loving danter,
“ Jean Deans.”

This contains an exampls of Scott's rather heavy joou-
larity as well as giving us a fine illustration of his highest
and deepest and sunniest humour. Coming where it
does, the joke inserted about the Board of Agriculture ia
rather like the gambol of a rhinoceros trying to imitate
the curvettings of a thorcughbred horse,
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Bome of the finest touches of his humour are no doubt
much heightened by hie perfect command of the geniua
aa well as the dialect of a peasantry, in whom a frue
enlture of mind and sometimes also of heart is found in
the closest possible contact with the humblest pursnite
and the quaintest enthusinsm for them. DBut Scott, with
all his turn for irony—-and Mr, Lockhart eays that even on
his death-bed he used towards his children the same sort
of good-humonred irony to which he had always aceus
tomed them in his life—certainly never gives ua apy
example of that highest irony which is found so frequently
in Bhakespears, which touches the paradoxes of the
gpiritunl life of the children of earth, and which reached
its highest point in [saiah. Now and then in his latest
diaries—the diuries written in his deep saffliction—
he comes near the edge of it. Once, for instance, he
says, © What a strange scene if the surge of converastion
could muddenly ebb like the tide, snd show us the atate of
people’s real minds !

¢ ¥u eyes the rocks discover
Which lurk beneath the deep.!

Life could not be endured were it seen in reality.”
But this is net irony, only the eort of meditation which,
in & mind inclined to thrust deep into the secreta of life's
paradoxes, is apt to lead to irony. Seott, however, does
not thrust deep in this direction, He met the cold atesl
which inflicts the deepest interior wounds, like a soldier,
and never seems to have meditated on the higher paradoxes
of life till rerson reeled. The irony of Hamlet is far from
Scott, Ilis imagination was essentially ome of distinct
embodiment. He never even seemed so much a8 to con-
template that sundering of substance and form, that rending
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away of outward garments, that unclothing of the soul, in
order that if might be more effectually clothed npon, which
is at the heart of anything that may be called spiritual
irony, The constant abiding of his mind within the
well-defined forms of some one or other of the conditions of
outward life and manners, among the scores of different
spheres of human habit, was, no doubt, one of the secrsta
of his genina ; but it was also its greatest limitation.
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CHAPTER XL
MORALITY AND BRELIGION,

Tae very eame canses which limited Scott’s humonr and
irony to the commoner fields of experience, and prevented
him from ever introducing into his stories characters of
the higheat type of moral thoughtfulness, gave to his own
morality and religion, which were, I think, trne to the
cwre 5o far as they went, a shade of distinct conven-
tionality. It is no doubt quite trne, as he himself tells
us, that he took more interest in his mercenaries and
moss-troopers, outlaws, gipsies, and heggams, than he
did in the fine ladies snd gentlemen under a cloud
whom he adopted as heroines and heroes. But that was
the very sign of his conventionalism. Though he inte-
rested himself more in these irregular persons, he hardly
sver vontured {o paint their inner lifs 8o as to show how
little there waa to chomse between the sins of those who
are at war with society and the sins of those who bend to
the yoke of society. Ho widened rather than narrowed
the chasm between the outlaw and the respectable citizen,
even while he did mot disguise hi» own romantic intereet
in the former. He extenusted, no doubt, the sina of all
brave and violent defiers of the law, as distingnished from
the ging of erafty and cunning sbusera of the law, Bus
the leening ke had to the former was, as he wse willing to
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sdmit, what ho regarded as a “ nanghty ” leaning. Hedid
not attempt for & moment to balance accounts between
them and society. He paid his tribute as a matter of
course {o the established morality, and only put in & word
or two by way of atternpt to diminish the severity of the
sentence on the bold transgressor. .And then, where what
is called the “law of honour” comes In to traverse the law
of religion, he had no scruple in seiting aside the latter
in favour of the customs of genilemen, without any
sttempt to justify that ecourse. Yet it i evident from
various passages in his wriiings that he held Christian
duty inconsistent with duelling, and that he held himself
a gincers Christian, In spite of this, when he wus fifty-
six, and under no coneeivable hurry or perturbation of
feeling, but only concerned to defend his own conduet
—which was indeed plainly right—as to a political dis-
closure which he had made in his lfe of Napoleon, hs
asked his old friend William Clerk to be his second, if the
expected challenge from (Gemneral Gourgaud should come,
and declared his firm intention of accepting it. On the
strengih of official evidence he had exposed some eonduct
of General Gourgand’s at Bt. Helena, which appeared to
bo far from honourable, and be thought it his duty on
that account to enbmit to be shot at by General Gourgaud,
if General Gourgand had wished it. In writing to William
Clerk to ask him to be his eecond, he says, “Like a
man who finda himseif in a serape, General Gourgand may
wish to fight himeelf out of it, and if the gquarrel should
be throst on we, why, I will not baull him, Jackie. He
shall not dishonour the country through my sides, I can
aasure him.” In other words, Beott acted just ae he hed
mads Waverlsy and others of his heroes act, on a code of
honour which he knew to be false, and he must have felt
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in this case to be something worse, Mo thought himself
st that time under the most stringent obligations both to
his ereditors and his children, to do all in his power to
redeem himself and his estate from debt. Nay, more, he
held that his life was a trust from his Creator, which he
had no right to throw away merely because a man whom
he had not really injured, was indulging a strong wish to
injure him ; but he could so little brook the imputation of
physical cowardice, that he was moral coward enough to
resolve to meet General Gourgaud, if General Gourgaund
lnsted after a shot at him. Nor is there any trace pre-
served of a0 much as a moral acruple in his own mind on
the suhjects, and this though there are clear traces in hia
other writings as to what he thought Christian morality
required. But the Border chivalry was so strong in Secott
that, on eubjects of this kind af least, his morality was
the conventional morality of a day rapidly passing
away.

He showed the same conventional feeling in his severity
towarda one of his own brothers who had been guilty of
cowardice. Daniel Scott was the black aheep of the
family, He got into diffienltics in business, formed s bad
connexion with an artful woman, and was sent to iry his
fortunes in the West Indies. There he was employed in
some service against a body of refractory negroes—we do
not know its exact nature—and apparently showsed the
white feather, Mr. Lockbart saye that “he returned to
Seotland a dishonoured man; and thongh he found shelter
and compassion from his mother, his brother would never
see him agsin, Nay, when, soon after, his health,
shattered by dissolute indulgenes, . . . gave way altogether,
and he died, as yet a young man, the poet refused either
to attend his foneral or to wear mourning for him, like the
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rest of hia family.”* Indeed he always spoke of him as
bis “relative,” mot as his brother. Here again Socott’s
severity was due %0 his brother's failure a3 a * man of
honour,” i, e. in courage. He was forbearing enough with
vlces of a different kind ; made John Ballantyne's diseipa-
fion the objoct rather of his jokes than of his indignation ;
and not only mourned for him, bat really grieved for him
when he died. It is only fair to eay, however, that for
thia conventional acorn of & weakness rather than a xin,
Socott sorrowed sincerely later in life, and that in sketching
the physical cowardica of Connochar in The Fair Maid of
Perth, he deliberstely made an attempt to atone for this
hardness towards his brother by showing how frequently
the foundation of cowardice may be laid in perfectly
involuntary physical temperament, and pointing out with
what noble elemenis of disposition it may be ecombined.
But till reflection on many forma of human charaeter had
enlarged Scott’s charity, and perhaps also the range of his
speculative ethics, he remained a conventional moralist,
and one, moreover, the type of whoss conventional code
wag borrowed more from that of honour then from that of
religious principle. There is ome curious passage in his
diary, written very near the end of his lifs, in which
Scott even sesms to declare that conventional standards of
conduct are better, or at least safer, than religious standards
of conduct. He says in his diary for the 15th April,
1828,—* Dined with Bir Robert Inglis, and met Bir
Thomas Acland, my old and kind friend. Iwas happy to
see him. He may be considered now a3 the head of the
religious party in the House of Commons—a powerful
body which Wilberforce long commanded. It iaa difficult
situation, for the adaptation of religious motives to earthly

! Lockhart’s Life of Beo, il 168-9.
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policy I apt—among the infinite delusions of the hursan
heari—to be & mare”! His letiers to his eldeat son,
the young cevalry officer, on his firat start in life, are
much admired by Mr., Lockhart, but to me they read
& little hard, a little worldly, and extremely conven-
tional. Conventionality was certainly to his mind almost
a virtue.

Ofenthusiasmin religion Beott always spoke veryseverely,
both in his novels and in his letters and private diary.
In writing to Lord Montague, he speaks of such enthusiasm
a8 was then prevalent at Oxford, and which makes, he aays,
“religion a motive and a pretext for particular linea of
thinking in politics and in temporal affairs ” [as if it could
help doing that!] as #teaching a new way of going to the
devil for God’s sake,” and this expreasly, hecause when
the young are infected with it, it disunites families, and
sets ¢ children in opposition to their parents."* Ha gives
us, however, one reason for his dread of anything like en-
thosiasm, which iz not conventional ;—that it interferes
with the submissive and tranquil mood which is the only
true religious mood. Speaking in his diary of a weakness
and fluttering at the hearf, from which he had euffered, ho
says, “ It is an awful sensation, and wonld have made an
enthuaiast of me, had I indulged my bmagination on reli-
gious subjects. I have been alwaya careful to place my
mind in the most tranquil posture which it can assume,
during my private exercises of devotion.”*® And in this
avcidance of indulging the imagination on religious, or
even spiritual subjects, Scott goes far beyond Shakespeare.
I do not think thers is a single study in all his romances

} Lockhart's Life of Scobi, ix. 281
* Ihid., vii, 855-8, $ Ibid., viii. 298
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of what may be fuirly calied a preeminently spiritual
chamcter an guch, though Jeanie Deans approaches nearest
to it. The same may be said of Shakespears. Bui
Shakespears, though he has never drawn s pre-eminently
spiritual character, often enough indulged his imagination
while meditating on spiritual themee.
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CHAPTER XIL
DISTRACTIONS AKD AMUSEMENTS AT AEBOTEPORD.

Berwuen 1814 and the end of 1825, Scott’s lMierary
lsbour was interrupted only by one serious illness, and
hardly interrupted by that,—by a few journeys,—one to
Paris after the battle of Waterloo, and several to London,
~and by the worry of & constant stream of intrusive viai-
tore. Of his journeys he has left some records; but I
cannot gay that I think Seott would ever have reached, as
s mere observer and recorder, at all the high point which
he reached directly his imagination went to work to create
a story. That imagination was, indeed, far leas subaer-
vient $o0 his mere perceptions than to his constructive
powera. Pauls Letters to his Kinafolkh—tha records of hia
Pariz journey after Waterloo—for inetance, are not at all
above the mark of a good apecial correspondent, His
imagination wae less the imagination of insight, than
the imagination of one whose mind was a great kaleido-
scope of human life and fortunes. But far more interrupt-
ing than either illneas or travel, was the lon-hunting of
which Boott became the object, directly after the publica-
tion of the earlier novels, In great measure, no doubt, on
account of the mystery a» to his authorship, his fame
became something oppressive, At one fime as many as
#ixtfeen partice of vieitors applied to see Abbotaford in a
single day, Strangers,—eapecially the American travel-
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lere of that day, who were much less reticent and more
irrepressibie than the American travellers of this,— wonld
come fo him withont introductions, facetionely ery out
“ Prodigious! ” in imitation of Dominje Sampson, what-
over they were shown, inquire whether the new house
was called Tullyveolan or Tillytudlem, cross-examine,
with open note-books, as to Scott'x age, and the age of his
wife, and appear to be taken quite by surprise when they
were bowed out without being asked to dine.! In those
daya of high postage Scott’s bill for lstters * seldom enme
under 150L a year,” and “ as to coach parcels, they wore s
perfect ruination.” On one oecasion a mighty packapge
came by post from the United States, for which Seott had
to pay five pounds sterling. It comtained a MS. play
called The Cherokes Lovers, by a young lady of New York,
who begged Scott to read and correct it, write a prologue
end epilogue, get it put on the stage at Drury Lane, and
negotiate with Constable or Murray for the copyright. In
about a fortnight another packet not less formidable
arrived, charged with a similar postage, which Scott, not
grown cautions through experience, recklessly opened ; out
jumped a duplicate copy of Thse Chervkes Lovers, with a
second letter from the authoress, stating that as the wea-
ther had been stormy, and she feared that something
might have happened to her former M3, ahe had thought
it prudent to send him a duplicate Of coumse, when
fame reached such s point as this, it became both a worry
and o serious waste of money, and what was far more
valuable than money, of time, privacy, and tranquillity of
mind, And though no man ever bore such worries with
the equanimity of Scott, no man ever received lesa plaa-
1 Lockhart's Iffe of Soolt, v, 857,
? Lookbart's Lifs of Seoft, v. 882,
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pure from the adulation of unknown snd often vulgar and
Ignorant admirers, His real amusements were hia irees
and his friends, *Planting and pruning trees,” he said,
« T gonld work ab from morning to night. There is & eort
of self-congratulation, a little tickling self-flattery, in the
ides that while you are pleasing and amusing youmsel,
you are geriously contributing to the future welfare of
the country, and that your very acorn may send ifs foture
ribs of oak to future victories like Trafalgar,”'—for the
dey of iron ships was not yet. And again, at a later
stayc of his planting :—*You can have no idea of the
exquisite delight of a planter,—he is like & painter laying
on hia colours,—at every moment he sees his effects coming
out. There ix no art or cceupation comparahle to this; it
ie full of past, present, and future enjoyment. I lock
back to the time when there was not a tree here, only bare
heath ; I look round and see thousands of frees growing up,
all of which, I may say almost each of which, have received
my personal attention, I remember, five years ago, lock-
ing forward with the most delighted expectation to this
very hour, and es each yoar has passed, the expectation
has gone on inereasing. I do the same now, T anticipate
what this plantation and that one will presently he, if only
taken care of, and there is not & spot of which I do not
watch the progress. TUulike building, or even painting, or
indeed any other kind of pursuii, this has nmo end, and
is mever interrupted ; but goes on from day o day, and
from year to year, with a perpetually augmenting interest.
Farming I hate,. "What have I to do with fattening
and killing bessts, or raising corn, only to ent it down,
and to wrangle with farmers about prices, and to be con-
stantly at the mercy of the scasons? There can be no
! Lockhaxt's Lyfs of Scok, iii. 358.
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such dissppointments or annoyancee in planting trees.”?
Beott indeed regarded planting as a mode of 8o moulding
the form and colour of the ontward world, that nature herself
became indebted to him for finer outlines, richer masses of
colonr, end deeper shadows, as well as for more fartile and
sheltered soile, Aund he was as ekilful in producing the
last rosult, as he waa in the artistic effects of his plant-
ing. In the essay on the planting of waste lands, he
mentions a story,—drawn from his own experience,—of a
planter, who having scooped out the lowest part of his
land for enclosures, and * planted the wood round them in
masses enlarged or contractad as the natural lying of the
ground eeemed to dictale,” mel, six years after these
changes, his former tenant on the ground, and eaid to him,
“I suppose, Mr. R » You will say I have ruined your
farm by laying half of it into woodland3* *I should have
expected it, sir,” answered Mr. R ———, “if you had told
me beforehand what you were going to do ; but I am now
of a very different opinion; and aa I amy looking for land
at present, if you are inclined to taks for the remaining
slxty acrea the same rent which I formerly gave for s hun-
dred and twenty, I will give you an offer to that amount.
I consider the benefit of the enclosing, and the complete
shelter afforded to the fields, as an advantage which fairly
counterbalances the loss of one-half of the land.”*

And 8ecoft was not omly thoughtful in his own
planting, but induced his neighbours to become se too.
8o great was their rogard for him, that many of them
planted their estates aa much with reference to the effect
which their plantations would have on the view from
Abbotsford, as with reference to the effect they would

t Lockhart's Life of Scolt, vii. 287-8.
3 Boott's Miscelloneous Pross Works, xxi. 22.8.
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have on the view from their own grounds, Many wae
the consultation which he and hia neighbours, Scott of
Gala, for instence, and Mr. Henderson of Eildon Hall, had
togother on the effect which would be produced on the
view from their respective housss, of the planting going on
upon the lande of each. The reciprocity of feeling wae
such that the various proprietors acted more like brothers
in this matter, than like the jealous and exclusive creatures
which Iandowners, as such, so often are.

Next to his interest in the mansgement and growth
of bia owp little estate was Scott's interest in the manage-
ment and growth of the Duke of Buccleuch’s. To the
Duke he locked up a8 the head of his clan, with eome-
thing almost more then a feudal attachment, greatly
enbanced of course by the persomal friendship which
he had formed for him in early life as the Earl of
Dalkeith. This mixturs of foudal and personal feeling
towards the Duke and Duchesa of Buccleuch continued
during their livea, Soott was away on s yachting towr
to the Shetlands and Orkneys in July and August; 1814,
and it was during this ebsence that the Duchesa of
Buccleuch died. Scott, who was in no anxiety about
her, employed himself in writing an amunsing deseriptive
epistle to the Duke in rough werse, chronicling bis
voyage, and coutaining expressions of the proioundest
reverence for the goodness and charity of the Duchess,
a letter which did not reach its destingtion till after the
Duchess’s death. Scott himeelf heard of her desth by
chance when they landed for a few hours on the coast of
Ireland ; he was quite overpowered by the news, and went
{0 bed only to drop into short nightmare sleeps, and to
wake with the dim memory of some heavy weight at his
heart, The Duke himself died five years later, leaving
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s son only thirteen years of age (the present Duke), over
whose interests, both as regarded his education and his
vstates, Scott watched as jealously as if they had been
thoee of his own son. Many were the anxioua letters he
wroto to Lord Montague as to hia  young chief’s » affairs,
as he called them, and great his pride in waiching the
promise of his youth. Nothing can be clearer than that
to Seott the feudal principle was something far beyond a
name ; that he had at least as much pride in his devotion
to his chief, a8 he had in founding & house which he
believed would increass the influence—both territorial
and personnl—of the clan of Scotts, The unafferted
severence which he felt for the Duke, though mingled
with warm personal affection, ahowed that Seott’s feudal
feeling had something real and substantial in it, whick
did not vanish even when it came into close contact with
strong personal feelings. This reverence is curiously
marked in his letters. He epeaks of “the distinction of
rank ” being ignored by both sides, as of something quite
exceptional, but it was never really ignored by him, for
though he continued to write to the Duke aa an intimate
friend, it was with a mingling of awe, very different indeed
from that which he ever adopted te Ellis or Erskine, It
in necessary to remember this, not only in estimating the
strengih of the fesling which made him so anxioua
become himsslf the founder of & house within & honse,—
of a new branch of the clun of Seotts,—but in estimating
the loyalty which Scoit zlways displayed to one of the
least respectable of English sovereigns, George IV.,—&
matter of which I most now say a few words, not ouly
becauss it led to Scott’s receiving the baronetey, but
becauss it forms to my mind the most grotesque of all
the threads fn the lot of this alxong and proud man.
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CHAPTER XIIL
BOCTT AND GEORGE IV.

Tag first relatione of Scott with the Court were, oddly
enough, furmed with the Prineees, not with the Frince of
Wales. In 1806 Scott dined with the Prineess of Wales at
Blackheath, and spoke of his invitation as a great honour.
He wrote a tribute to her father, the Duke of Brunswick,
in the introduction to one of the cantos of Murmion, and
received from the Princess a silver vase in acknowledgment
of this passage in the poem. Seott’s relations with the
Prince Regent seem to have begun in an offer to Scott of
the Laurcateship in the summer of 1813, an offer which
Beott would have found it very difficult to accept, mo
strongly did his pride revolt at the idea of having to
commemorate in verse, as an official duty, all conspicuvus
incidents affecting the throme, But he was at the time
of the offer in the thick of his first difficulties on account
of Messrs, John Ballantyne and Co., and it was only the
Duke of Buccleuch’s guarantee of 40001.—a guarantee sub.
sequently cancelled by Scoft's paying the sum for which it
w6a a aecurity-that enabled him at this time to decline
what, after Southey had accepted it, he eompared in a
letter to Southey to the herring for which the poor Scotch
clergyman gave thanke in a grace wherein le deseribod
it ss “ oven this, the very least of Providence's mercies.”
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In March, 1815, Seott being then in London, the Prince
Regent asked him to dinner, addressed him uniformly as
‘Walter, and struek up a friendehip with him which seems
to have lasted their lives, and which certainly did much
mors honour to George than to Bir Walter Scoft. It i
impossible not to think rather better of George IV. for
thus valuing, and doing hiz best in every way to show his
value for, Scotf. It is equally impossible not to think
rather worss of Scott for thos valuing, and in every way
doing his beat o express his value for, this very worthleas,
though by ne mesns incapable king. The consequences
were soon seen in the indignstion with which Seott hegan
to speak of the Princess of Walew's sins, In 1808, in the
sguib he wrote on Lord Maelville’s acquittal, when im-
peached for corruption by the Liberal Government, he
had written thus of the Princess Caroline :—

% Oor King, too—our Princeas,—-1 dare not sy mors, sir,—
May Providence watch them with merey and might!
While there’s one Seottiah hand that can wag » olaymore, sir,
They shall ne'er want & friend to atard np for their right.
Be damn’d bhe that dare not—

For my part I'll apare not
To beauty afflicted a tributa to give;
Fill it up steadily,
Drink it off readily,
Here's to the Princess, and long may che live,”

But whoever “stood up ” for the Princeas’ right, certainly
Beott did not do so after his intimacy with the Prince
Regent began. He mentioned her only with severity,
end in one letter at least, written to his brother, with
something much coarser than severity ;' but the king's
similar vices did not at all alienate him from what at

I Lookhart's Life of Scolt, vi. 22830,
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least had all the appearance of a desp personal devotion to
his sovereign. The first baronet whom George IV. made
on succeeding to the throne, after his long Regeney, waa
8cott, who not only accepted the homour gratefully, bat
dwelt with extreme pride on the fact that it was offerod to
him by the king himself, and wes in no way dune to the
prompting of any minister’s advice, He wrote to Joanna
Baillie on hearing of the Regent’s intention—for the offer
was made by the Regent at the end of 1818, though it
was not actually conferred till after George's accession,
namely, on the 30th March, 1820,—“The Duke of
Tucelonch and Secott of Harden, who, as the heads of
my clan and the sources of my gentry, are good judges
of what I ought to do, have both given me their earncat
opinion o accept of an hononr directly derived from the
source of honour, and neither begged mor bought, ae I8
the usual fashion. Beveral of my ancestors bore the title
in the sevenicenth century, and, were it of cousequencs,
T bave no reason to be ashamed of the decent and reapect-
able persons who connect me with that period when they
catried into the field, like Madoo,

*The Crescent at whose gleam the Cambrian oft,
Ouruing his perilous tenure, wonnd hig horn™

so thai, e a gentloman, I may stand on as good & footing
a4 other new creations.”? Why the honour was any
greater for coming from such a king as George, than it
would have been if it had been sugpested by Lord Sid-
mouth, or even Lord Liverpool,—or haif as great as if
Mr, Canning had proposed it, it is not easy to conceive.
George was a fair judge of literary merit, but not one te

v Lockhart's I{fs of Scoft, vi. 18, 14
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be compared for & moment with that great orator and wit;
and ae to his heing the fountain of honour, there was so
much dishonour of which the king was certainly tha
fountain too, that I do not think it was very easy for two
fountaine both springing from such a person o have fiowed
quite unmingled. George justly prided himself on Sir
Walter Seott’s having been the firat creation of his reigm,
and T think the event showed that the poet was the foun-
tain of much more honour for the king, than the king was
for the poet.

When (eorge came to Edinburgh in 1822, it was Sir
Walter who acted virtually as the master of the cere-
monies, and to whom it was chiefly due that the visit was
80 puccessful. It was then tlat George clad hia subatantial
person for the first time in the Highland costume—to wit,
in the Stenart Tartans— and was so much anneyed fo find
himself cutvied by a wealthy alderman, Sir William
Curtis, who had gone and done likewise, and, in his equally
grand Steuart Tartans, seemed a kind of parody of
the king. The day on which the king arrived, Tuesday,
14th of August, 1822, was also the day on which Scoit's
most intimate friend, William Erekine, then Lord Kin-
nedder, died. Yet Scott weunt on board the royal yachi,
was most graciously received by George, had his health
drunk by the king in & botile of Hiyhland whiskey, aud
with a proper show of devoted loyalty entreated fo be
allowed to retain the glasa ont of which his Majeaty had
just drunk his health. The request was graciously acceded
to, but let it be pleaded on Scutt’s behalf, that on reaching
home and finding there his friznd Crabbe the poet, he sat
down on the roysl gift, and orushed it to stoms. Omne
would hope that he was really thinking more even of
Crablbe, and much more of Emkins, than of the royal
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favour for which he had appeared, and donbtless had
really believed himaelf, so grateful. Sir Walter retained
hin regard for the king, anch as it was, {o the last, and even
persuaded himself that George’s death would be a great
political calamity for the nativn. And really I cannot help
thinking that Scott believed more in the king, than he did
in his friend George Canning. Assuredly, greatly as he
admired Canning, he condemned him more and more as
Canning grew more liberal, and sometimes apeaks of hia
veerings in that direction with positive asperity. George,
on the other hand, who believed more in number one than
in any other number, however large, became much more
conservative after he became Regent than he wae before,
and as he grew rore comservative Scott grew more con-
servative likewise, till he came to think this particalar
kinz almost & pillar of the Constitution. I suppose we
ought to explain this little bit of fetish-worship in Scott
much as we should the quaint practical adhesion to duelling
which he gave a2 an old man, who had had all his life
much more to do with the pen than the eword—that is, as
an evidence of the tendency of an improved type to recur
to that of the old wild stock on which it had been grafied.
But certainly no feudal devotivn of his ancestors to their
chief wae ever lesa justifisd by moral qualities than Scott’s
loyal devotion to the fuuntain of honour as embodied in
“our fat friend.” The whole relation to George wes a
grotesque thread in Scott's life ; and I cannot quite forgive
him for the utterly conventional severity with which he
threw over hia first patron, the Queen, for sine which
were certainly not grosser, if they were not much leas
groes, than those of his second patron, the husband who
had set her the example which she faithfully, thongh at a
distance, followed.
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CHAPTER XIV,
BUOTT AB 4 POLITICLAN.

Scorr ueually profeased great ignorance of politics, and did
what he could to hold aloof from a world in which his
feelinpgs were very sasily heated, while his knowledge was
apt to be very imperfoct, But now and again, and notably
towards the close of hia life, he got himself mixed up in
politics, and 1 need hardly say that it waa always on the
Tory, and generally on the red-hot Tory, side. Hin firat
hasty intervention in politica was the song I have juss
referred to on Lord Melville's scquittal, during the short
Whig administration of 1806. In fact Scott's comparative
abstinence from politics wes due, I believe, chiefly to the
fact that during almost the whole of his literary life,
Tories and not Whigs were in power. No sooner was any
reform proposed, any abuse threatened, than Sceott's eager
Conservative epirit flashed mp. Proposals were made in
1806 for changes—and, a= it was thought, reforms—in the
Scotch Courtsof Law, and Seott immediately ssw something
like national calamity in the prospect. The mild proposals
in question wers discussed at a meeting of the Faculty of
Advocates, when Beott made a speech longer than he had
ever before delivered, and animated by a““flow and energy
of eloquence "’ for which thoese who were accustomed to
hear his debating spesches were quite woprepared. He
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walked home betwean two of the reformers, Mr, Jeffray
and another, when his companions began to compliment
him on his eloquence, and to speak playfully of ita
subject. But Scott was in mo mood for playfulness,
“ No, no,”" he exclaimed, “'tin no laughing matter ; little
by little, whatever your wishes may be, you will destroy
and undermine, until nothing of what makes Scotland
Beotland shall remain 1" “ And sv saying,” adde Mr. Lock-
bart, “he turned round ¢o eoncoal hin agitation, but not
until Mr. Jeffrey saw tears gushing down his cheek,—rest-
ing his head, until he recovered himself, on the wall of the
Mound.”! It was the aame strong feeling for old Scotch
institutions which broke ont so quaintly in the midst of hia
own worst troubles in 1826, on behalf of the Secotch bank-
ing-system, when he a0 eloyuently defended, in the lettera
of Malachi Malagrowther, whai would now be called
Home-Rule for Scotland, and indewd really defeated the
attempt of his friends the Tories, who were the innovators
this time, to encroach on those sacred institutions—the
Scotch one-pound note, and the private-note circulation of
the Scotch banks. But when I apeak of Scott as a Home-
Ruler, T should add that had not Scotland been for gene-
rations governed to a great extent, and, as he thought
suceesgfully, by Home-Rule, he was far too good a Conser-
vative to have apologized for it at all. Tho basis of his
Conservatism was always tha danger of undermining a
system which had answered a0 well. In the concluding
passages of the letters to which I have just referred, he
contrasta “ Theory, a seroll in her hand, full of deep and
raystorious combinations of figures, the least failure in
any one of which may alter the reeult entirely,” with

* Lookhart's Life of Seott, ki 828
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g practical system successful for upwards of & century.”
His vehement and unquailing opposition to Reform in
almost the very last year of his life, when he had already
guffered more than one stroke of paralysis, was grounded
on precisely the same srgument. At Jedburgh, on the
218t March, 1831, he appearsd in the midst of an angry
population (who hooted and jeered at him till he turned
round fiercaly wpon them with the defiance, “I regard your
gabble no more than the geese on the green,") to urge the
very same protest. “ We in this district,” he said, ““are
proud, and with reason, that the first chain-bridge was the
work of a Scotchman, It etill hangs where he erected
it a pretty long time ago. The French heard of our
invention, and determined to introduce it, but with
grest improvemenis and embellishments. A friend of
my own saw the thing tried. It was on the Seine at
Marly. The French chain-bridge looked lighter and
airier than the prototype. Every Englishman present
waa disposed {0 confeas that we had been leaten at our
own trade. But by-and-by the getes were opened, and
the multitude were to pasa over. It began to swing
rather formidably beneath the pressure of the good com-
pany ; and by the time the architect, who led the proces-
sion in great pomp and glory, resched the middle, the
whole gave way, and he—worthy, patriotic artist—was
the first that got a ducking. They had forgot the middle
bolt,~—or rather this ingemious person had conceived that
to bs a clumnsy-looking feature, which might safoly be
dispensed with, while he put some invisible gimerack of
his own to supply its place”' It is sirange that Sir
Waller did not see that this kind of eriticism, so far as it

¥ Lookhert's Ifs of Scoth, x. 47.
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applied at all to such an experiment as the Reform Bill,
waa even more in point as a rebuke to the rashness of the
Seoteh reformer who hung the first auceessful chain-bridge,
than to the rashnesa of the French reformer of reform who
devised an mneuccessful variation on it. The audacity of
the firs{ experiment waa much the greater, though the com-
petence of the person who made it waa the greater also,
And as a matter of fact, the political structure against the
supposed insecurity of which Bir Walter was proteating,
with all the courage of that dauntless though dying nature,
was made by one who understood his work at least as well
as the Scotch architect. The tramp of the many mmulti-
tudes wlio have passed over it haa never yet made it to
“ gwing dangerously,”" and Lord Russell in the fulness of
his age was but yesterday rejoicing in what he had achieved,
and even in what those have achieved who have altered
his work in the same spirit in which he designed if.

But though Sir Walter persuaded himself that his
Conservatistn was all founded in legitimate distrust of
reckloss change, there is evidence, I think, that at timee
at least it was due to elements less moble, The least
creditable incident in the story of his politieal Life-—which
Mr, Lockbart, with his usual candour, did not conceal—
waa the bitterness with which he resented a most natural
and ressonable Parliamentary opposition to ap appoint-
ment which he had eecured for his favourite brother, Tom.
In 1810 Scott appointed his brother Tom, who had failed
ae & Writer to the Signet, to a placs vacant under himself
8 Clerk of Session, He had not given him the best place
vacant, because he thought it his duty to appoint an
official who had grown grey in the service, but he gave
Tom Beott this man’s place, which was worth about 2501,
s year. In the meantime Tom Scott's affaira did not
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render it convenient for him to be come-at-able, and hs
absented himself, while they were being eettled, in the
Isle of Man. Further, the Commission on the Scotch
gystem of judicature almost immediately reported that his
offico was one of supererogation, and ought to be abolished ;
but, to soften the blow, they proposed to allow him a
peneion of 130 per amnum. This propusal was dis-
cussed with some natural jealousy in the House of Lords,
Lord Lauderdale thought that when Tom Socott was
appointed. it must have been pretty evident that the
Comminreion would propose to abolish his office, and that
the appointmnent therefore should not have been made.
% Mr, Thomas Scott,” he said, “ would have 1301 for life
a8 an indemnity for au office the duties of which he never
had performed, while those clerks who had laboured for
twenty years had no adequate remuneration.” Lord Hol-
fand supported this very reasonable and moderate view of
the case; but of course the Ministry carriod their way,
and Tom SBceott got his unearned pension. Nevertheless,
Scott was furions with Yord Holland. ‘Writing soon after
to the happy recipient of this little pension, he says,
“ Lord Holland has been in Edinburgh, and we maet acci-
dentally at a public party. He made up to me, but I
remembered hia part in your affair, and ¢ué him with as
little remorse as an old pen.” Mr Lockhart szys, on
Lord Jeffrey’s anthority, that the seene was a vary painful
one. Lord Jeffrey himself declared that it was the only
rudeness of which he ever saw Scott gailty in the course
of a life-long familiarity, And it is pleasant to know that
he renewed his cordiality with Lord Holland in later years,
though, there is no evidence that he ever admitted that he
bad heen in the wrong. But the incident shows how
very doubtful Sir Walter ought to have falt as o the purity
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of his Conservatism. Tt is quite cortain that the
proposal to abolish Tom Scott's office without compen-
sation was not a recklesa experiment of & fundamental
kind. It wasz a mere attempt at diminishing the heavy
bardens laid on the people for the advantage of a emall
portion of the middle class, and yet Scott resented it with
sa mnch display of selfish passion—considering his
genuine nobility of breeding—as that with which the
rade working men of Jedburgh afterwards resented his
gallant protest against the Reform Bill, and, later again,
saluted the dauntless old man with the dastardly ery of
“ Burk Sir Walter !” Judged truly, I think Sir Walter’s
eomdtuct in cutting Lord Holland  with as little remorse
ag an old pen,” for simply doing his duty in the House of
Lords, was quite a8 ignoble in him as the bullying and
insolonce of the democratic party in 1831, when the dying
Lion made his last dash at what he regarded as the foea of
the Constitution. Doubtless he held that the mob, or,
8s we more decorously say, the residuym, were in gome
senge the enemies of true freedom. T eannot read in
history,” he writes once to Mr. Laidlaw, © of any free
Btate which hag been brought to elavery till the rascal
and uninstructed populace had bad their short hour of
anarchical government, which natarally leads to the stern
roposa of military despotism.” But he does not seem
over to have perceived thut educated men identify them-
selvos with * the rascal and uninstructed populace,” when-
over they indulge on behalf of the selfish interests
of their own class, passions such as he had indulged in
fighting for his brother’s pension. It is not the want of
imetruction, it is the rascaldom, i e. the violent espril de
corps of a selfish class, which “ naturally leads " to violent
wemedies. Such rascaldom exista in all classes, and not
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least in the class of the cultivated and refined. Generous
and msgnanimoue as Scott was, he was evidently by no
toeans free from the germs of it.

One more illustration of Scott's political Conservatism,
and I may leave his political life, which wus not indeed Lis
strong side, though, as with all sides of Scott’s nature, it
bad en energy and spirit all his own. On the subject of
Catholic Emancipation ha took a puculiar view. Aa he
justly said, he haled bigotry, and would have left tha
Catholics guite alone, but for the great claima of their
creed to interfere with pelitical life, And even so, when
the penal laws were once abolished, he would have
abolished also the representative disabilities, ae quite
useless, as well as very irritating when the iron systerm of
effective repression had ceased, DBut he disapproved of the
abolition of the political parte of the penal laws. Hoe
thought they would have stamped out Roman Catholicism ;
and whether that were just or unjunst, he thought it would
have bLeen & pgreat national service. “As for Catholic
Fmancipation,” he wrote to Southey in 1807, “I am not,
God knows, a higot in religious matters, nor a filend to
pomsecution ; but if a particular set of religionists are ipso
Jfacto connected with foreign politics, and placed under
the epiritual direction of a class of priests, whose unrivalled
dexterity and activity are increased by the rules which
detach them from the rest of the world—I humbly think
tLat we may be excused from enirusting to them those
ilaces in the Siate where the influence of such a clergy,
who act under the direction of a passive icol of our worst
foe, is likely to bo attended with the moeb fatal conse-
quences, If a gentleman chooses to walk about with a
couple of pounds of gunpowder in his pocket, if I give
him the shelter of my roof, I may at least be permitted

L
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to exclude him from the seat next to the fire.”* And in
relation to the year 1825, when Seott visited Ireland, My
Lockhart writes, * Ha on all oceasions expreesed manfully
his belief that the beat thing for Ireland would have been
never to relax the strictly political enactments of the penal
lawa, however harsh these might appear, Had they been
kopt in vigour for ancther half-century, it was his convie-
tion that Popery would have heen all but extinguished in
Treland. But be thought that after admitling Romanists
to the elective franchise, it was 8 vain notion that they
could be permanently or advantagecusly deterred from
asing that franchise in favour of those of their own per-
suasion.”

In his diary in 1829 he puta the same view atill more
strongly :— I cannot get myself to feel at all anxious
sbout the Catholic question, I cannot see the use of
fighting about the platter, when you have let them snateh
the meat off it. I hold@ Popery to be such a mean and
degrading superstition, $hat I sam not sure T could have
found myself liberal anoungh for voting the rapeal of the
penal laws as thoy existed befors 1780. They must and
would, in course of time, have amothered Popery ; and I
confess that I should have seen the old lady of Babylon's
wmouth stopped with pleasure. But now that you have
taken the plaster off her mouth, and given her free respi-
ration, I capnot see the sense of keeping up the irritation
sbout the claim to sit in Parliament, Unopposed, the
Catholic superstition may sink into dust, with all ite
absurd ritual and solemnities, Still it is ap awful risk,
The world is in fact as silly as ever, and & good compe-
teoes of monmense will alwaya find believers.,”? That i

! Lookhart’s Lifs of Seolt, fii. 84
* Thid., 1z. 905,
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the view of a strong and mther unscrupuloms politictan
—a moss-trooper in politica —which Seott ocertainly
wsa, He was thinking evidently very little of justice,
almost entirely of the moet effective means of keeping
the Kingdom, the Kingdom which he loved. Had he
understood—what none of the politicians of that day
understood—~the strength of the Church of Rome ae the
only consistent exponent of the principle of Authority
in religion, I believe his oppesition to Catholic eman-
cipation would have been as bitter aa his opposition
to Parliamentary reform. But he took for granted that
while only “silty ” persons believed in Rome, and only
“infidels " rejected an authoriiative creed altogether, it
was quite essy by the exerciss of common sense, fo find
the true compromise between resson and religions humility.
Had Scott lived throngh the religious controveraiea of our
own days, it ssems not unlikely that with his vivid imagi-
nation, his warm Conservatiam, and his rather inadequate
critical powers, he might himeelf have become s Roman
Catholie,
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CHAPTXR XYV.
8COTT IN ADVERSITY.

Wirn the year 1825 came a financial erisis, and Con-
gtable hegan to tremble for hia solvency. From the date
of his baroneley Sir Walter had launched out into a con-
siderable inerease of expenditure. He got plans on a
rather large scale in 1821 for the increase of Abbotsford,
which wers all carried out. To meet his expenses in this
and other waya he received Constable’s bills for “ four
unpamed works of fiction,” of which he had not written
s line, but which came to exist in time, and were called
Peveril of the Peak, Quentin Durward, St. Ronan’s Well,
and Bedgaunllst. Again, in the very year before the crash,
1825, he married his eldest eson, the heir to the title, to
a young lady who was herself an heiress, Mise Jobson
of Lochore, when Abbotsforl end its estates were
gettled, with the reserve of 10,0001, which Sir Walter
took power to charge on the property for purposes of
business, Immediately afterwards he purchased a cap-
tainey in the King's Hussare for his son, which cost him
86007, Nor were the obligations he incurred on his own
aocount, or that of hie family, the only ones by which he
was burdened, He was always incurring expenses, often
heavy expenses, for other people. Thus, when Mr, Terry,
the sctor, became joint lessce aud manager of the Adelphd
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Theatre, London, Scott besame his surety for 12501, while
James Ballantyne became his surety for 500, mors, and
both these sums had to be paid by Sir Walter after
Terry's failure in 1828, Such obligations as these, how-
over, would have boen nothing when compared with Sir
‘Walter's means, had all his bills on Constable been duly
honoured, and had not the printing firm of DBallantyne
and Co. been so deeply involved with Constuble's house
that it necessarily became insolvent when he stopped.
Taken altogether, I believe that Sir Walter eamied during
his own lifetime at least 140,000l by his literary work
alons, probably more; while even on his land and building
combined he did net apparently spend more than half
that sum, Then he had a ceriain income, about 10001 a
year, from his own and Lady Secoit’s private property, as
well as 13007, 5 your a3 Clerk of Session, and 300/ more
83 Sherifl of Selkirk. Thua &ven bis loss of the price
of several novels by Conatable’s failare would not
seriously have compromised Scott's position, but for his
share in the printing-houss which fell with Coustabls,
and the obligations of which amounted to 117,000,

Aa Scolt had always forestalled his income,—spend-
ing the purchass-money of his poems and novels before
they were written,—such a failure as this, at the age
of fifty-five, when all the freshnesa of his youth was
gone out of him, when he saw his son’s prospects blighted
28 well as his own, and knew perfectly that Jamea
Ballantyne, unassistad by him, could mever hope to pay
any fraction of the debt worth mentioning, would have
boen. paralysing, had he not been a man of iron nerve,
and of a pride and courage hardly ever equalled. Domes-
tic calamity, too, was not fur off. For fwo years he had
boen watching the fallure of his wife's health with in.
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creaging anxfety, and as ecalamities seldom eome single,
her illness took & most seriona form at the very time when
the blow fell, and she died within four months of the
failure, Nay, Beott was himself unwell st the critieal
moment, and was taking sodatives which dissomposed his
brain. Twelve days before the final failure,—~which was
announced to him on the 17th January, 1826,—ha enters
in hie diary, * Much alarmed. I had walked till twelve
with Skene gnd Russsll, and then sat down to my work.
To my horror and surprise I could neither write nor spell,
but put down one word for another, and wrote nonsense.
1 wae much overpowered at the same time and could not
conceive the reason, I fell aslesp, however, in my chair,
and slept for two hours, On my waking my head was
clearer, and I began to recollect that last might I had
taken the anodyne left for the purpose by Clarkeon, and
being disturbed in the course of the night, I had not
slept it off.” In fact the hyoscyamus had, combined
with his snxiefies, given bim a slight attack of what
is now celled aphasia, that brain disease the most
striking eymptom of which is that one word i mis-
taken for another. And thin waas Scott’s preparation
for his failure, and the bold resolve which followed
it, to work for his creditors as he had worked for
himself, and to pay off, if possible, the whole 117,000
by hig own literary exertions.

There is nothing in its way in the whole of English
biography more impressive than the stoical extracts from
Scott’s diary which note the descent of this blow., Her
is the anticipation of the previous day: “Fdinbargh,
January 16th.—Came through cold roads to as cold newa,
Hurst and Robinson have suffered a bill o come back upon
Conatable, which, I suppose, infers the ruin of both houses.
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Wo shall soon see. Dined with the Skenes.” And here
is the record iteelf: “January 17th.-Jamee Ballantyne
thie morning, good honest fellow, with = visage as black
as the erook, He hopes no aalvation ; has, indeed, taken
measures to stop. It is hard, after having fought such a
hattle, I have apologized for not attending the Royal
Bociety Club, who have a gaudegmus on this day, and
seemned fo count muck on my being the preses. My old
acquaintance Miss Elizabeth Clerk, sister of Willie, died
guddenly, I cannot choose but wish it had been Sir
W. £, and yet the feeling is vnmanly. I have Anne,
my ‘wife, and Charles to look after. I felt rather aneak-
ing a8 I came home from the Parliament-houss—Tfelt as if
I were liable monstrari digito in no very ploasant way.
But this muet be borne cum cwleriz ; and, thank Ged,
however uncomfortable, I do not feel despondent.”! On
the following day, the 18th January, the day after the
blow, ha records s bad night, & wish that the next twe
days were over, but that “the worst s over,” and on
the same day he set about maling notes for the magnum
opus, a8 he called it—the complete edition of all the
novels, with & new introduction and notes. On the 15th
January, two daye after the failure, he calmly resumed the
composition of Woodsfoek—the novel on which he was
then engaged—and completed, be says, “about twenty
printed pages of it ;" to which he adds that be had “a
painful scene after dinner and another afier supper,
endeavouring to convinece these poor creatures” [his wife
and daughter] “that they must not look for miracles, but
sonsider the misfortune as certain, and only te be lessened
by patience and labour,” On the 21lst January, after a

1 Lockhart's Life of Seott, viii, 187.
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number of business details, he quotes from Job, * Naked
we entered the world and naked we leave it; blessed be
the name of the Lord.” On the 22nd he says, “I feul
neither dishonoured nor broken down by the bad, now
truly bad, news I have received. I have walked my last
in the domains I have planted—sat the last time in the
halle I have built. But death would have taken them
from me, if misfortune had spared them. My poor people
whom I loved so well! There is just another die o turn
up against me in this run of ill-Inck, i. e, if I should break
my magic wand in the fall from this elephant, and lose
my popularity with my fortune. Then Woodsfock and
Boney" [his life of Napoleon] “may both go to the
paper-maker, and I may take to smoking eigars and
drinking grog, or turn devotee and intoxicate the brain
another way.”' He adde that when he sets to work
dogrredly, he is exactly the same man he ever wag, * neither
low-spirited nor disirait,” nay, that advemsity is to him
“3 tonic and bracer.”

The heaviest blow was, I think, the blow to his pride
Very early he begins to note painfully the different way in
which different friends greet him, to remark that some
smile as if to eay, “ think nothing about it, my lad, it is
quite out of our thoughts;” that others adopt an affected
gravity, “ such as one sees and despises at a funeral,” and
the best-bred “just shook hands and went on.” He writee
to Mr. Morritt with a proud indifference, clearly to some
extent pimulated :—* My womenkind will be the greater
sufferers, yet oven they look cheerily forward; and, for
myself, the blowing off of my hat on a stormy day has
given me more uneasiness.”* To Lady Davy he writes

! Lockhart's Life of Scott, viil. 208+4.
% Thid,, viil. 236,
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truly enongh :—“T beg my humblest complimenta to Sh
Humphrey, and tell him, I1 Luck, that direful chemist,
pever put into his erucible a more indissolubls piece of
stuff than your affectionate c¢ousin and sincere well-
wisher, Walter Scott,”' When his Leflrrs of Malachi
Malagrowther came out he writes:—*J am glad of this
bruilze, as far ag T am concerned ; propls will not dare
talk of me as an ohjeet of pity—mno more ° poor-manning.’
Who asks how many punds Scots the old champion had
in k.. pocket whan

‘ Ha sot » bugle to hia month,
And blew so lond and ghrill,
The trees in greenwood shook therent,
8ae loud rang every hill’

This sounde conceited emough, yet is not far from truth.”*
His dresd of pity is just the same when his wife dies :—
“'Will it be better,” he writes, “ when loft to my own
feelings, I see the whole world pipe and dance around
me} I think it will Their sympathy intrudes on my
present affliction.” Again, on returning for the first time
from Edinburgh to Abbotaford after Lady Scott's funeral: —
“1 again took possesgion of the family bedroom and my
widowed couch. This was a sore trial, but it was neces-
sary not to blink such a resolution. Indeed I do not like
to have it thought that there is sny way in which I can
be beaten.” And again:—*“I have a secret pride—I
fancy it will be so most truly termed—which impels me to
mix with my distresses strange anaiches of mirth, * whick
bave no mirth in them," ™

1 Lockhart’a Lifo of Soots, viii 288,
* wiii. 277. * viii., $47, 371, 88L.
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But though pride was part of Scott’s strength, pride
alone never enabled any man to struggle so vigoroualy and
#0 unremittingty as be did to meet the obligations he had
incurred. When he wag in Ireland in the previons year,
8 poor woman who had offered to sell him gooseberries,
but whose offer had not been accepted, remarked, on
soeing his daughter give some pence to a beggar, that they
might as well give her an alms ioo, a8 she was “an old
etruggler.” Sir Walter was struck with the expression,
and said that it deserved to become classical, as a name
for those who take arms against a sea of troubles, in-
avead of yialding to the waves. It was certainly a name
the full meaning of which he himself deserved. His
house in Edinhorgk was sold, and he had to go into
e certain Mrs, Brown's lodgings, when he was dis-
charging his duties es Clerk of Session. His wife was
dead. His estate was conveyed to trustees for the benefit
of his creditors till such time aa he should psy off
Ballantyne and Co's. debt, which of course in his lifetime
he never did. Yet between January, 1826, and January,
1828, he earned for his creditors very nearly 40,000L
Woodstock eold for 8238, “s matchless sale,” sz fir
Waelter remarked, ' for legs than three months' work."
The first two editions of The Life of Napoleon Bona-
parig, on which Mr. Lockhart says that Secott had spent
the unremitling labour of sbont two years—Ilabour in-
volving o far greater strain on eyes and brain than his
maginative work ever cansed him—eold for 18,0001,
Had Sir Walter's health lasted, he wonld have redeemed
hig obligations on behalf of Ballantyne and Co. within
eight or nine ycars at most from the time of his failure.
But what is more remarkable still, fa that after hia health
failed he struggled on with little more than half & brain,
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but 8 whole will, to work while it was yet day, though
the evening waa dropping fast. Cbuni Robert of Paris
and Oasile Dangerous were weally the ecompositions of a
paralytic patient,

It was in September, 1830, that the firat of these
tales was begun. As early as the 16th February of that
year he had had his first true paralytic seimure. He had
been discharging hin dutics as clerk of session as usual,
and received in the afternoon a visit from a Iady friend of
his, Miss Young, who was submitting to him some manu-~
seript memoirs of her father, when the stroke came. It
was bui slight. He struggled agsinst it with his usual
fron power of will, and actually managed to stagger ount of
the room where the lady was sitting with him, into the
drawing-roem where his daughter was, but there he full
his foll length on the floor, He was cupped, and folly
recoversd his epesch during the courae of the day, but
Mr, Lockhart thinks that never, after this attack, did his
atyle recover its full lucidity and terseness. A cloudiness
in words snd s cloudiness of arrangement began to be
visible. In the course of the year he retired from his
duties of clerk of aession, and his publishers hoped that,
by engaging him on the new and complete edition of his
workas, they might detach him from the attempt at imagi-
native ereation for which he was mow so much less fit.
But 8ir Walter's will survived his judgment. When,
in the previous yesr, Ballantyne had been disabled from
attending to business by his wife's illnesy (which ended in
her death), Beott had written in his diery, “It is his
{Ballautyne’s) nature to indulge apprehensions of the
woret which incapacitate him for labour. I cannot help
regarding this amiable weakness of the mind with some-
thing too nearly allied fo contempt,” and sssuredly he
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was guilty of no anch weakness himself. Not only did
he row mueh harder against the stream of fortune then he
had ever rowed with it, but, what reguired still more
resolution, he fought on agaimst the growing conviction
that his imagination wonld not kindle, as it nsed to do,
to its old heat.

When he dictated to Laidlaw,—for at thia time he could
hardiy write himself for rheumatism in the hand,—he
would frequently pause and lock round him, like a man
“ mocked with shadows.” Then he bestirred himself with
o great effort, rallied his force, and the style again flowed
clear and bright, but not for long. The clouds would
gather again, and the mental blank recur. This soon
became visible to his publishers, who wrote discouragingly
of the new novel-—to Beott's own great distress and irrita-
tion, The oddest feature in the matter was that his
letters to them were full of the old terseness, and foree,
and caunstic turng,. On business he was as clear and keen
as in his best days. It was only at hia highest task, the
task of creative work, that his cunning began to fail him.
Hers, for instance, are s fow gentences written to Cadell,
hie publisher, touching thia very point—the discourage-
ment which James Ballaniyne had been pouring on the
new novel. Ballantyne, he says, finds fanlt with the
subject, when what he really should have found fuult with
was the failing power of the suthor:—* James is, with
many other kindly critics, perhaps in the predieament of
an honest drunkard, when crop-sick the next morning,
who does mot ascribe the malady to the wine he has
drunk, but to having tasted some particular dish at dinner
which disagreed with his stomach, . . . . I bave lost, it
is plain, the power of interesting the couniry, and ocught,
In jostice to all partics, to retire whils I have some credit.
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But this {5 an important step, and I will not be ohetinate

about it if it bo neceasary. . . . . Frankly, T cannot think
of flinging aside the half-finished volume, aa if it were a
corked bottle of wine. . . . . I may, perhaps, take a trip

to the Continent for a year or two, if 1 find Othello’sa
occupation gone, or rather Othello’s repufation”! And
again, in a very able letter written on the 12th of De-
cember, 1830, to Cadell, he taken a view of the situation
with as much calmness and imperturbability asif be were
an outeide spectator. “There were many circumstances in
the matter which you and J. B. (James Dallantyne) could
not be aware of, and which, if you were aware of, might
have influenced your judgment, which had, and yet have,
a most powerful effect upon mine. The deuths of hoth
my father and mother have been preceded by a pamlytic
shock, My father survived it for nearly two years—a
melancholy respite, snd not to be desired. I was
alarmed with Miss Young's morning visit, when, as you
know, I lost my speech. The medical people said it
was from the stomach, which might be, but while
there is a doubt upon a point so alarming, you will not
wonder that the subject, ar to use Hare's lingo, the shof,
ghould be a little anxious” He relates how he had
followed all the strict medical régime preseribed to him
with scrupulons regularity, and then begun his work
again with as much attention as he could. *“And having
taken pains with my story, I find it iz not relished,
nor indeed tolerated, by those who have no interest in
condemning it, but a strong interest in putting even a
face™ (3force) *upon their conseicnces. Was not thia,
in the circomstances, s damper to an invalid already

1 Lookhart’'s Lyfs of Scott x. 1L 12,



168 8IE WALTEER S800TT. [cmaz.

afrald that the sharp edge might be taken off his in-
tellect, though he was not himself sensible of that$” Im
faot, no more masterly discussion of the question whether
his mind were failing or not, and what he cught to do in
the interval of doubt, can be conceived, than these lotters
give ms. At this time the debi of Ballantyne and Co. had
been reduced by repeated dividends—all the fruits of
Beott's literary work—more than one half On the 17th
of December, 1830, the liabilitiea stood at 54,0001,
having been reduced 63,0007, within five years. And Bir
Walter, encouraged by this great result of his labour,
resumed the suspended novel,

But with the beginning of 1831 came new alarma. On
January Oth Sir Walter enters in his diary,—* Very
indifferent, with more awkward feelings than I can well
bear up againat. My voice sunk and my head strangely
confosed.” Still he struggled on. On the 31st January
ke went alone to Edinburgh to eign his will, and stayed
at his bookseller’s (Cadell's) house in Athol Creacent.
A great enow-storm set in which kept him in Edin-
burgh and in Mr. Cadeli’s houss till the 9th February.
One day while the enow waa still falling heavily, Bal-
Ianiyne reminded him that a motto was wanting for
one of the chapters of Count Bobert of Paris, He
went to the window, locked out for a moment, and then
wroie,—

“ The storm increases ; 'tis no sunny shower,
Foster'd in the moist brewst of March or April,
Or soch as parchad eommer cools his lipa with,
Heaven's windows are Hung wids; the inmost despa
Call, in hoarse greeting, one opon another ;
On comes the flood, in all ite fouming horrors,
And where's the dike shall stop it P
The Delugs : & Foan”
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Clearly this failing imagination of Sir Walter's was atill
s great deal more vivid than that of most men, with
braing as sound as it ever pleased Providenes to make
them, But his troubles were not yet even numbered.
The *“storm increased,” and it was, as he said, “no sunny
shower.” His lame leg became so painful that he hsd to
get & mechanical apparatus to relieve him of some of the
burden of supporting it. Then, on the 21st March, he
was hissed at Jedburgh, as 1 have before said, for his
vehement opposition to Reform. In April he bad another
stroke of paralysis which he now himsslf recognized as
one. Still he stroggled on at his novel. Under the date
of May 6, 7, 8, he makes this entry in his diary :—* Here
is a precious job. I have aformal remonstrance from those
critical people, Ballantyne and Cadell, against the last
volume of Coun? Robert, which is within a sheet of being
finished. I suspect their opinion will be found to coincide
with that of the public; at least it is not very different
from my own. The blow is a stunning ome, I suppose,
for I searcely feel it It in mingular, but it comes with
we little purprise s if I had a remedy ready; yob God
knows I am at sea in the dark, and the vessel leaky, I
think, into the bargain. I cannot conceive that I have
tied a knot with my tongme which my testh cannot untie,
We shall see. I have suffered terribly, that is the truth,
tather in body than mind, and I often wish I could lie
down and sleep without waking, But I will fight it out
if T can®' The mudical men with one accord tried to
wake him give up his novel-writing. But he smiled and
put them by. He took uvp Count Bobert of Paris again,
wnd tried to recast it. On the 18th May he inuisted op

i Loekhart's Infe of Jcotd, x. 66-6
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attending the election for Roxburghshire, to be held at
Jedburgh, and in epite of the unmannerly reception he
had met with in March, no dissuasion wounld keep him ab
home, o was saluted in the town with groans and
blasphemies, and Sir Walier had to cacape from Jedburgh
by a back way to avoid personal violence, The cries
of * Burk Sir Walter,” with which he was saloted on thia
occasion, haunted him throughout his illzess and on his
dying bed. At the Solkirk election it was Sir Walter's
duty as Sheriff to preside, and his family therefore made
no attempt to dissuade him from his attendance. There
he was 8o well known and loved, that in spite of his Tory
views, ho was not insulted, end the only man who made
any aitempt to hustle the Tory electors, was seized by Six
Walter with his own hand, a8 he got oubt of bis carrage,
and committed to prison without resistance tifl the election
day was over,

A soton which had been ordered for his head, gave him
some relief, and of course the first result was that he
turned immediately 1o his novel-writing again, and began
Cantle Dungerous in July, 1831, the last July but one
which he was to see at all He oven made a little
journey in company with My, Lockbart, in order to see
the acene of the story he wished to teil, and on his return
set to work with all his old vigour to finish his tale,
and put the concluding touches to Count Robert of Paria,
But his temper was no longer what it had been. He
quarrelled with Ballantyne, partly for hin depreciatory
criticisme of Count Robert of Paris, partly for his growing
tendency to a mystic and strait-laced sort of dissent and
his incressing Liberalism. Even JMr, Laidlaw and Scott’s
children bad much to bear. Dut he struggled on even to
the end, and did not consent to try the experiment of &
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voyage and visit to Ttely till his Immediate work was done,
Well might Lord Chisf Baron Shepherd apply to Scotd
Cicero’s deacription of some contemporary of his own, whe
#had boras sdversity wisely, who had not been broken by
fortune, and who, amidet the buffets of fate, hed main-
tained his dignity,” There wae in Sir Walter, I think,
ab least a3 much of the Steic as the Chrislian, Bat
Btoic or Christian, he was & bero of the old, indomitakle
type. Even the laxt fragments of his imaginative power
were all tumed to acconnt by that wnconguersble will,
amidst the discouragement of friends, and the still more
fisheattening doubts of his own mind. Like the head-
iand stemming & rough eea, he was greduslly worn away,
bat never erushod
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CHAPTER XVL
THE LAST YEAR,

In the month of September, 1831, the disease of the
brain which had long been in existence must have made
s considerable step in advance. For the firat time the
Dllueion seemed to possess Bir Walter that he had paid
off all the debt for which he was liable, and that he was
once more free to give as his generosity prompted. Beott
sent Mr. Lockhart 50L to eave his grandchildren some
alight inconvenience, and told mnother of his oorre-
gpopdents thet he had “put his decayed fortune into es
good a condition as he could desire.” Tt was well, there-
fore, that be had at last consented to try the effoct of
travel on his heslth,—mot that he could hope to arrest
by it such & disease s his, but that it diverted him from
the wust painful of all efforts, that of trying anew the
epell which had at last failed him, and perceiving in the
disappointed eyes of his old admirers that the magic of
his imagination was a thing of the past. The last day
of real enjoyment at Abbotsford-—for when Sir Walter
returned to it to dis, it was but to catch once more the
outlines of ita walls, the rustle of ite woods, and the
gleam of its waters, through semsca already darkened to
all less familiar and lesa fascinating visions—was the
22nd Beptember, 1831. On the 21et, Wordsworth had
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some to bid his old friend adien, and on the 22nd—the last
day at home—thoy spent the morning together in a visit
to Newark. It wus a day to deepen alike in Scott and
in Wordsworth whatever of eympathy sither of them had
with ths very different genina of the other, and that it
had this result in Wordsworth’s case, we know from the
very beantiful poem,—** Yarrow Revisited,"—and thé som-
net which the occasion alsc produced. And even Scott,
who was so little of a Wordsworthian, who enjoyed
Johnson’s stately but formal verse, and Crabbe's vivid
Dutch painting, more than he enjoyed the poetry of the
transcendental school, must have recurred that day with
more than usual emotion to his favourite Wordsworthian
poem. 8oon after his wife's death, he had remarked in
hia diary how finely * the effect of grief upon persons who
like myuelf are highly susceptible of humour " had been
“ touched by Wordsworth in the charscter of the merry
village teacher, Matthew, whom Jeffrey profancly calls
s half erazy, sentimental person.”' .And long before this
time, during the brightest period of his life, Scott had
made the old Antiquary of his novel quote the samse
poem of Wordsworth's, in a passage where the period of
life at which he had now arrived is anticipated with
singular pathos and force. “It is at such moments as
these,” says Mr. Oldbuck, “that we feel the changes of
time. The same objects are before us—thoss inanimate
things which we have gazed on in waywerd infancy and
impetnone youth, in anxious and acheming manhood—they
sre permanent and the same; but when we look upon
them in cold, unfeeling old age, can we, changed in our
temper, our pursuits, our feelings,—changed in our form,
our limbe, and our strength,—can we be ourselves called the

1 Lookhart’s Iife of Scotd, ix. €3,
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sams t or do we not rather look back with a sort of wondez
upon our former selves aa beings ssparate and distinct from
what we now are? The philosopher who appealed from
Philip inflamed with wine to Philip in hisa houts of
sobriety, did not claim a judge sc different as if he had
appeeled from Philip in his youth to Philip in his old
age. I cannot but be tonched with the feeling so beanti-
fully expressed in & poem which I have heard repeated :—
¢ My oyen are dim with ohildish tears,
My heart in idly stirr'd,
For the same sonnd is in my ears
Which in thoge daye I heard.
Thug farey it still in our deeay,
And yet the wiser mind
Mourns less for what age takes awey
Than what it leaves behind.”  ?

Bir Walter's memory, which, in spite of the alight
failure of brain and the mild illusions to which, on the
subject of his own prospects, he was now lishle, had es yet
been little impaired—indeed, he conid still quote whole
pages from al his favourite authors—mnst have recurred
to those favourite Wordaworthian lines of his with sin-
gular force, as, with Wordsworth for his companion, he
gazed on the refuge of the last Minstrel of his imagination
for the last time, and felt in himself how much of joy in
the eight, age had taken ewsay, and how much, too, of
the habit of expecting it, it had unfortunately left behind,
‘Whether Sir Walter recalled this peem of Wordsworth's on
thie occarion or not—and if he recsiled it, his delight in
giving pleasure would assuredly have led him to let Words-
worth know that he recalled it—the mood it peinta was
unquestionably that in which his last dey at Abboteford

¥ The Anbiguary, obap, x.
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was pamed. In the evening, referring to the journey
which was to begin the next day, he remsrked thai
Fielding and Smollett had been driven abroad by declin-
ing health, and that they had never returned; while
Wordsworth—willing perhaps to bring ont a brighter
featnre jn the pressnt pictnre—regretted that the last daye
of those two great novelista had not been surrounded by
due marks of reepect. ‘'With Sir Walter, as he well Enew,
it waa different. The Libaral Government that he had so
bitterly opposed were preseing on him signa of the honour
in which he waa held, and a ship of his Majesty’s navy
had been placed at hie disposal to take him to the
Mediterranean, And Wordsworth himaself added his
own more durable token of reverence. As long as English
poetry lives, Enpglishmen will know something of thai
last day of the last Minstrel at Newark :—
“ (Grave thoughts ruled wide ¢n that sweet day,
Their dignity installing
In gentls bosome, while sere lonves
‘Were on the bough or falling ;
Hut breetes play’d, and sunshine gleam’d
The foreat to embolden,
Redden'd the fiery hues, and shot
Transparence throngh the golden.
* For busy thoughte the stream flow’d on
In foamy agitation ;
And glapt in many & crystal pool
For quist contemplation :
No public and no private oare
The free-born mind enthralling,
We made u day of bappy hours,
Our happy daya recalling.
] » * *
¥ And if, a8 Yarrow throngh the wooda
And down the meadow ranging,
Did meet ny with nnalter'd face,
Though we were ohanged and changing ;
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If thew mome natural shadow spread
Oar inward proepect over,

The soul's deap wvalley wea not alow
Iis brightness to recover.

* Eternal blessings on the Muse

And ber divine employment,

The blameleas Muse who trains her scns
For hope and oalm snjoyment;

Albeit sickness lingering yet
Haa o'er their pillow brooded,

And care waylays their steps—a sprite
Not: easily elnded.

* Nor deem that looalised Bomanos
Plays false with our affeotions
Unsanctifies onr tears—mede spors
For fanciful dejectionn :
Ah, no! the visions of the past
Sustain the heart in fesling
Life as abe is—our changeful Life
* Bear witnoss yo, whonse thonghts thai day
In Yarrow’s grovea were centred,
Who through the silent portal arch
Of mouldering Newark enter'd ;
And olomb ihe winding stair that cnoe
Too timidly waa mounted
By the lust Minstrel—not the last |—
Ere he his tale reoonnted.”

Thus did the meditative poetry, the day of whish waa
not yet, do hononr to itself in doing homage to the
Minstrel of romantic energy and martial enterprise, who,
with the achool of poetry he loved, waa passing sway.

On the 23rd September Scott left Abbotaford, spend-
fng five days on his journey to London; mor would he
silow any of the old objects of intereet to be passed with-
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out getiing out of the carriage to see them. He did not
leave London for Portamouth till the 23rd October, but
apent the intervening time in London, where he tock me-
dical advice, and with his old shrewdness wheeled his chair
into a dark corner during the physicians’ absence from the
room to consult, that he might read their faces clearly on
their return without their being able to read his, They
recognized traces of bmin disease, but Sir Walter was
relioved by their comparatively favenrable ¢pinion, for he
admitted that be had feared insanity, and therefore hud
“feared them.” On the 29th October he sailed for Malta,
and on the 20th November Sir Walter insisied on being
landed on a small voleanic island whigh had appeared four
months previonaly, and which disappeared again in a fow
days, and on clambering about ita crumbling lava, in spite
of sinking at nearly overy step almost up te hia knees, in
order that he might asnd a description of it to his old
friosnd Mr. Skene. On the 22nd November he reached
Malta, where he looked eagerly at the antiquities of the
place, for he still hoped to write a novel-—and, indeed,
actually wrote one at Naples, which was naver published,
called The Sisge of Malte~—on the subject of the Knighta
of Malta, who had interested him so much in his youth.
From Malia Scott went to Naplea, which he reschud
on the 17th December, and where he found much
pleasure in the society of Sir William Gell, an invalid
like himself, but not one who, like himself, struggled
against the admission of his infirmities, and refused
to be carried when his own legs would not eafely carry
him. Rir William Gell's dog defighted the old man; he
would pat it and call it “Poor boy!” and confide to
8ir William how he had at home * two very fine fevourite
dogs, 80 large that I am always afraid they look too large
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and too feudal for my diminished income.” In all his
letters home he gave some injunction to Mr. Laidlaw
sbout the poor people and the dogs.

On the 22nd of March, 1832, Gosthe died, an event
which made a great improssion on Scott, who had intended
to visit Weimar on his way back, on purpose o see
Goothe, ard this much increased his eager desire to
return home, Accordingly on the 16th of April, the last
day om which he made any enfry in his diary, he
quitted Naples for Rome, where he stayed long enough
only to let hin daughter see something of the place, and
hurtied off homewards on the 21at of May. In Venice
he was sfill strong enough to insist on serambling down
inte the dungeons adjoining the Dridge of Sighs; and at
Frankfort he entered a bookseller's shop, when the man
brought out a lithograph of Abbotaford, and Scott remark-
ing, “I know that already, gir,” left the shop unrecog-
nized, more than ever craving for home. At Nimeguen,
on the $th of June, while in a steamboat on the Rhine,
he bad his moet serious attack of spoplexy, but would not
discontinue his jowrney, was lifted into an English steam-
boat at Rotterdam on the 11th of June, and arrived in
London on the 13th, There he recognized his children,
and appeared to expect immediate death, as he gavs them
repeatedly his most solemn bleasing, but for the most part
ke lay st the St. James's Hotal, in Jermyn Stroet, without
any power to converse. There it was that Allam Cun-
ningham, on walking home one night, found a group of
working men at the corner of the atrest, who stopped him
end asked, * ae if there was but one death-bed in London,
‘Do you know, sir, if this is the street where he iu
lying1'" According to the usual irony of deatiny, it was
while the working men were doing him this hearty and
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unconscious homage, that Sir Walter, whenever disturbed
by the noisee of the street, imagined himself st the polling-
booth of Jedburgh, where the people had cried out, “ Burk
Bir Walter.” And it was while lying here,—only now
and then uttering a fow worda,—that Mr. Lockhart saye
of him, * He expreased his will as determinedly as ever,
and expreased it with the same apt and good-patured
irony that he was wont to use.”

Sir Walter’s great and urgent desire was to return to
Abboteford, and at last his physiciane yielded. On the
7th July he was lifted inio his carriage, followed by hia
trembling and weeping danghters, and so taken to a
steamboat, where the captain gave up his private cabin—
8 cabin on deck—for his nee. He remained unconacious
of any change fill after his arrival in Edinburgh, when,
on the 11th July, he was placed again in his carriage, and
remained in it quite unconscions during the first two
stages of the journey to Twoeedside. But an the ecarriage
entered the valley of the Gala, he began to look about him.
Prasently he murmored a pame or two, * Gala wster,
surely,— Buckholm,—Torwoodles.” When the outline
of the Eildon hills came in view, Scott'as excitement was
great, and when his eys canght the towers of Abbotaford,
he sprang up with & cry of delight, and while the towers
remained in sight it took his physician, his son-in-law,
and his servant, to keep him in the carriage. Mcr. Laidlaw
was waiting for him, and he met him with a cry, “Ha |
Willis Laidlaw! O, man, how often I have thought of
you!” His dogs came round his chair and begen to fawn
on him and lick his hands, while S8ir Walter amiled or
sobbed over them. The next morning he was whealed
sbout hia gerden, and on the following morning was out
in this way for a couple of hours ; within a day or two he
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fancied that he could write sgain, but on taking the pen into
his hand, his fingers could not clasp it, and he sank back
with tears rolling down his cheek. Later, when Laid-
law said in his hearing that 8ir Walter had had e littls
repose, he replied, “No, Willis; no repose for Sir Walter
but in the grave.” As the tears rushed from his eyes, his
old pride revived. * Friends,” he said, ¢ don’t let me ax-
pose mysslf—get me to bed,—that i the only place.”
After this Sir Walter never loft his room. Occaaionally
ha dropped off into delirium, and the old painful memory,—-
that cry of * Burk Sir Walter,"—might be again heard
on his lips. He lingered, however, till the 21st Sep-
tember,—more than two months from the day of his
reaching homs, and & year from the day of Wordeworth's
arrival at Abbotaford before his departure for the Me-
diterranean, with only one clear interval of conscious-
neas, oo Mondsy, the 17th September. On that, day Mr,
Lockhart was callad to Sir Walter's bedaide with the news
that he had awskened in a state of composure and con-
sciousness, and wished to see him. * °Lockhart,’ he said,
*I may have but a minute to speak to you My dear,
be s good man,—be virtuous,—be relizious, —be a good
man.  Nothing else will give you any comfort when you
oome to lie here’! He paused, and I eaid, * Shall I send
for Sophia and Annst ‘No,’ said he, *don’t disturb
them. Poor gouls! I kmow they were up all might.
God bleas you all!'” With this he sank into a very
tranquil sleep, and, indeed, he scarcely afterwarda gava
any sign of consciousness except for an instant on the
arrival of his sons. And so fuur days afterwards, on the
day of the antumnal equinox in 1832, at half-past one in
the afternoon, on e glorious sutumn day, with every
window wide open, and the ripple of the Tweed over ite
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pebbles distinetly audible in his room, he passed away,
and “his eldest pon kissed and cloead his eyee.” He died
s month after completing his eixty-first year, Nearly
seven years earlier, on the Tth December, 1825, he had
in his diary taken s survey of his own health in relation
to the age reached by kis father and other members of hia
family, and had stated as the result of his considerations,
“Bquare the odde and good night, Bir Waller, about sixty.
I care not if I leawe my name unstained and my family
property sottled, Saf est vizisse.® Thus he lived just a
yoar—but a year of gradual death—beyond his own
oaleulation.
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CHAPTER XVIL

THE END OF THE STEUGGLE.

Bm Warrer certainly left his “name unstasined,” unless
the serious mistakes natural to s sanguine temperament
such as his, are to be counted as stains upon his name;
end if they are, where among the sons of men would
you find many unstained names as noble as his with
such a etain upon it¥ He was not only sensitively
honourable in motive, but, when he found what evil his
senguine tempor had worked, he used his gigantic powere
to repair it, as Samson used his great strength to repair
the mischief he had inadvartently done to Israel. But with
all his exertions he had not, when death came upon him,
cleared off much more than half his oblipations. There
was etill 54,000L. to pay. But of this, 22,000 was
secured in an insurance on his life, and there were besides
a thousand pounds or two in the hands of the trustees,
which had not been applied to the axtinction of the debt.
Mr, Cadell, his publisher, accordingly advanced the
remaining 30,000L on the security of Sir Walter's copy-
rights, and on the 21st February, 1833, the general
eveditors were paid in foll, and Mr. Cadell remained the
only creditor of the estate. In Februsry, 1847, Sir
Walter's son, the sscond baronet, died childiess; and in
May, 1847, Mr. Cadall gave s discharge fn ful]l of all
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clslms, including the bond for 10,000l executed by Siz
Walter during the strugglee of Comnstable and Co. to
prevent e failure, on the transfer to him of all the copy-
righta of Sir Walter, including *the results of some
literary exertions of the sole surviving executor,” which
I copjecture to mean the copyright of the admirable
biography of Sir Walter Seott in ten volumes, to which [
have made snch & host of references—probably the most
pexrfoct apecimen of a biography rich in great materiala,
which our langunage contains. And thus, nearly fifteen
yearn after Sir Walter's death, the debt which, within six
yeary, he had more than half discharged, wus at last,
throngh the value of the copyrights he had left behind
him, finally extingaished, and the smsall estate of Abbots
ford left cleared.

Sir Walter’s effort to found a new house was hardly
more successful than the effort to endow it.  His eldest son
died childiess. In 1839 he went to Madras, as Lieutenant-
Colonel of the 15th Husears, and subesquently com-
manded that regiment. He was as much beloved by the
officars of hia regiment as his father had been by his own
friends, and was in every senae an accomplished soldier,
and one whose greatest anxiety it was to promote the welfare
of the privates as well as of the officers of hia regiment.
He took great pains in founding a library for the soldiers
of his corps, and his omly legacy out of his own family
was one of 1001 to this library. The cause of his death
was his having exposed himsell rashly to the sun in s
tiger-hant, in August, 1846 ; he never recovered from the
fever which was the immediate consequence. Ordered
home for his health, he died near the Cape of Good Hope,
on the 8th of February, 1847, His brother Charles died
befors him. He was rising rapidly in the diplomatic
sexrvice, and waa taken to Perxia by Sir John MacNeill, on
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a diplomatic mission, as attaché and private secretary,
But the climate etruck him down, and he disd at Teheran,
almogt immediately on his arrival, on the 28th Oectober,
1841, Both the eisters had died previously. Anne
Scoit, the younger of the two, whoae health had suffered
greatly during the prolonged anxiety of her father’s illness,
died on the Midewmnmer-day of the year following her
father's death ; and Scphia, Mrms. Lockhart, disd on the
17th May, 1837. Sir Walter's eldest grandehild, John
Hugh Lockhart, for whom the Talss of a Grandfather
were written, died before his grandfather; indeed Bir
‘Walter heard of the child’s death at Naplea. The second
son, Walter Scott Lockhart Scott, a lieutenant in the
army, died at Versailles, on the 10th January, 1853,
Charlotte Harriet Jane Lockhart, who was married in
1847 to Jamea Robert Hope-Scott, and sucoeeded to the
Abboteford estate, died at Edinburgh, on the 26th
October, 1868, leaving three children, of whom only one
survives. Walter Michasl and Margaret Anne Hope-
Scott both died in infaney, The only direct descendants,
therefors, of Sir Walter Scott, are Mary Monica Hope-
Beott who was bomm on the 2nd October 18582, the
grandchild of Mm Loockhart, and the great-grandehild
of the founder of Abbotsford, and her children, She
married on 2ist July 1874 the Honourable Joseph
Maxwell, third son of William Constable Maxwsll, in
whose favour the barony of Herries was revived, and by
him ehe has a son and several daughtera  Mr. Maxwell
of course assumed the name of Scoti,

There is something of irony in such w reeult of the
Herculean labours of Seott to found and endow a new
branch of the clan of Scott. When fifteen yeara after hia
death the eatato waa at length freed from debt, all his own
children and the eldest of his grandchildren were dead
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This only, was wanting to give something of the gran.
deur of tragedy to the end of Scott’s great entorprise, Ha
valned his worke litile compared with the house and
lands which they were to be the means of gaining for hia
descondante ; yet every end for which he struggled so
gallantly is all but lost, while his worka have gained more
of added lustre fromn the losing battle which he fought so
long, than they conld ever have gained from his sncoess.
‘What there was in him of troe grandeur could never
havs been seem, had the fifth act of his life been less
tragic than it was. Generons, large-hearted, and mag-
nanimons as Scott was, there was something in the days
of his proaperity that fell short of wha$ men need for their
highest idesl of s etrong man. Unbroken success, un-
rivalled popularity, imaginative effort Howing almost as
stoadily as the current of a stream,—thoss are charsc-
teristics, which, even when enhanced as they were in his
cass, by the power to defy physical pain, and to live in
his imaginative world when his body was writhing in
torture, fail to toueh the hercic point. Aud there was
nothing in Scott, while he ramainad prosperous, to relieve
adequately the glare of trinmphant prosperity, His
religions and moral feeling, though strong and sound, wss
purely regulative, and not always even regulative, where
his inward principle was not reflected in the opinions of
the society in which he lived. The finer apiritual ele-
ment in Scott wes yelatively deficient, and 8o the
strength of the natoral man was slmost too equal, com-
plete, and glaring.  Something that should * tame
the glaring white " of that broad sunshine, was needed ;
and in the years of reverse, when one gift after
snother was taken away, till at length what he called
sven his *magic wand” was broken, and the old tnan
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struggled on to the last, without bitbermees, withont
defiance, without murmuring, but net without such sud-
den fiashes of subduing aweotness as melted away the
anger of the teacher of his childhood,—that something
seemed to be supplied Till calamity came, Scott ap-
pearad to be a nearly complete natural man, and no
more. Then first was perceived in him something above
nature, something which could endure though every
end in life for which he had fought so boldly shouid
be defeated,-—something which conld endure and more
than endure, which could shoot a poft transparence of
its own through his years of darknees and decay, That
there was. nothing vory eleveted in Scott's personal or
moral, or political or literary ends,—-that ke never for a
moment thought of himself as one who waa bound to
leave the sarth better than ha found it,—thet he never
secwns to have ao much a8 contemplated a social or political
reform for which he ought to contend,—that he lived to
some extent like a child hlowing soap-bubblee, the brightest
and most gorgeous of which—the Abbotaford bubble—
vanished before his eyes, is not a takeoff from the
charm of his career, but adds to it the very speciality of
its fascination. For it was his entire unconsciousness of
moral or epiritual efforts, the simple siraightforward way
in which he laboured for ends of the most ordinary kind,
which made it clear how much greater the man was than
hia ends, how great was the mind and character which
proaperity failed to display, but which became visible at
once go soon as the storm came down and the night fell
Few men who battle avowedly for the right, battle for it
with the calm fortitude, the cheerful squanimity, with
which Scott battled to fulfil his engagements and to save
his family from ruin. He stood high smongst those—
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“ Who sver with a frolic welcome took
The thunder and the sunshine, snd oppused
Froo hearts, free foreheads,”

among those who have been able to display-—-

' * One equal temper of hercio hearts
Made weak by time and fate, but stroog In will,
To atrive, to seek, tu find, and oot to yield"

And it was becanee the man was so much greater than the
ends for which he strove, that there is a sort of grandeur
in the tragic fate which demied them to him, and yet
exhibited to all the world the infinite euperiority of the
striver himszelf {0 the toy he was thug passionately craving,
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