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CHAPTER XXVII.

[nsanity ofHenry Weber— Letters on the Abdication ofNapo-

leon, fyc.— Publication of Scotfs Life and Edition of Swifl

— Essays for the Supplement to the Encyclopaedia Briton-

nica— Completion and Publication of Waverley.

1814.

I have to open the year 1814 with a melancholy

Btory. Mention has been made, more than once, of

Henry Weber, a poor German scholar, who escaping to

this country in 1804, from misfortunes in his own, ex-

cited Scott's compassion, and was thenceforth furnished,

through his means, with literary employment of various

sorts. Weber was a man of considerable learning ; but

Scott, as was his custom, appears to have formed an

exaggerated notion of his capacity, and certainly counte-

nanced him, to his own severe cost, in several most unfor-

tunate undertakings. When not engaged on things of a

more ambitious character, he had acted for ten years as

his protector's amanuensis, and when the family were in
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Edinburgh, he very often dined with them. There was

something very interesting in his appearance and man-

ners : he had a fair, open countenance, in which the

honesty and the enthusiasm of his nation were alike vis-

ible ; his demeanour was gentle and modest ; and he had

not only a stock of curious antiquarian knowledge, but

the reminiscences, which he detailed with amusing .sim-

plicity, of an early life chequered with many strange-

enough adventures. He was, in short, much a favourite

with Scott and all the household ; and was invited to dine

with them so frequently, chiefly because his friend was

aware that he had an unhappy propensity to drinking,

and was anxious to keep him away from places where he

might have been more likely to indulge it. This vice,

however, had been growing on him ; and of late Scott

had found it necessary to make some rather severe re-

monstrances about habits which were at once injuring

his health, and interrupting his literary industry.

They had, however, parted kindly when Scott left

Edinburgh at Christmas 1813,— and the day after his

return, Weber attended him as usual in his library, being

employed in transcribing extracts during several hours,

while his friend, seated over against him, continued work-

ing at the Life of Swift. The light beginning to fail,

Scott threw himself back in his chair, and was about to

ring for candles, when he observed the German's eyes

fixed upon him with an unusual solemnity of expression.

" Weber," said he, " what's the matter with you ? " " Mr.

Scott," said Weber, rising, " you have long insulted me,

and I can bear it no longer. I have brought a pair of

pistols with me, and must insist on your taking one of

.hem instantly ;
" and with that he produced the weapons,

which had been deposited under his chair, and laid one
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of ihem on Scott's manuscript "You are mistaken, I

think," said Scott, "in your way of setting about this

affair— but no matter. It can, however, be no part of

your object to annoy Mrs. Scott and the children ; there-

fore, if you please, we will put the pistols into the drawer

till after dinner, and then arrange to go out together like

gentlemen." Weber answered with equal coolness, "I

believe that will be better," and laid the second pistol

also on the table. Scott locked them both in his desk,

and said, " I am glad you have felt the propriety of what

I suggested— let me only request further, that nothing

may occur while we are at dinner to give my wife any

suspicion of what has been passing." Weber again as-

sented, and Scott withdrew to his dressing-room, from

which he immediately despatched a message to one of

Weber's intimate companions, — and then dinner was

served, and Weber joined the family circle as usual. He
conducted himself with perfect composure, and every-

thing seemed to go on in the ordinary way, until whisky

and hot water being produced, Scott, instead of inviting

his guest to help himself, mixed two moderate tumblers of

toddy, and handed one of them to Weber, who, upon that,

started up with a furious countenance, but instantly sat

down again, and when Mrs. Scott expressed her fear

that he was ill, answered placidly that he was liable to

spasms, but that the pain was gone. He then took the

glass, eagerly gulped down its contents, and pushed it

back to Scott. At this moment the friend who had been

sent for made his appearance, and Weber, on seeing him

enter the room, rushed past him and out of the house,

without stopping to put on his hat The friend, who
pursued instantly, came up with him at the end of the

street, and did all he could to soothe his agitation, but
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in vain. The same evening he was obliged to be put

into a strait-waistcoat; and though in a few days he

exhibited such symptoms of recovery that he was allowed

to go by himself to pay a visit in the North of England,

he there soon relapsed, and continued ever afterwards a

hopeless lunatic, being supported to the end of his life- in

June 1818, at Scott's expense, in an asylum at York.

The reader will now appreciate the gentle delicacy of

the following letter :
—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., Rokeby, Greta Bridge.

" Edinburgh, 7th January 1814.

" Many happy New-years to you and Mrs. Morritt.

" My Dear Morritt,— I have postponed writing a long while,

in hopes to send you the Life of Swift. But I have been de-

layed by an odd accident. Poor Weber, whom you may have

heard me mention as a sort of grinder of mine, who assisted

me in various ways, has fallen into a melancholy state. His

habits, like those of most German students, were always too

convivial— this, of course, 1 guarded against while he was in

my house, which was always once a-week at least ; but unfor-

tunately he undertook a long walk through the Highlands of

upwards of 2000 miles, and, I suppose, took potations pottle

deep to support him through the fatigue. His mind became

accordingly quite unsettled, and after some strange behaviour

here, he was fortunately prevailed upon to go to * * * *

who resides in Yorkshire. It is not unlikely, from something

that dropped from him, that he may take it into his head to

call at Rokeby, in which case you must parry any visit, upon

the score of Mrs. Morritt's health. If he were what he used

to be, you would be much pleased with him ; for besides a very

extensive general acquaintance with literature, he was particu-

larly deep in our old dramatic lore, a good modern linguist, a tol-

erable draughtsman and antiquary, and a most excellent hy-

drographer. I have not the least doubt that if he submits to th*
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proper regimen of abstinence and moderate exercise, lie will

be quite well in a few weeks or days— if not, it is miserable

to think what may happen. The being suddenly deprived of

his services in this melancholy way, has flung me back at least

a month with Swift, and left me no time to write to my frionds,

for all my memoranda, &c. were in his hands, and had to be

new-modelled, &c. &c.

" Our glorious prospects on the Continent called forth the

congratulations of the City of Edinburgh among others. The

Magistrates asked me to draw their address, which was pre-

sented by the Lord Provost in person, who happens to be a

gentleman of birth and fortune.* The Prince said some very

handsome things respecting the address, with which the Mag-
istrates were so much elated, that they have done the genteel

thing (as Winifred Jenkins says) by their literary adviser, and

presented me with the freedom of the city, and a handsome

piece of plate. I got the freedom at the same time with Lord

Dalhousie and Sir Thomas Graham, and the Provost gave a

very brilliant entertainment. About 150 gentlemen dined at

his own house, all as well served as if there had been a dozen.

So if one strikes a cuff on the one side from ill-will, there is a

pat on the other from kindness, and the shuttlecock is kept

flying. To poor Charlotte's great horror, I chose my plate in

the form of an old English tankard, an utensil for which I

have a particular respect, especially when charged with good

ale, cup, or any of these potables. I hope you will soon see

mine.f

" Your little friends, Sophia and Walter, were at a magnifi-

cent party on Twelfth Night at Dalkeith, where the Duke
and Duchess entertained all Edinburgh. I think they have

dreamed of nothing since but Aladdin's lamp and the palace

of Haroun Alraschid. I am uncertain what to do this spring.

I would fain go on the Continent for three or four weeks, if it

be then safe for non-combatants. If not, we will have a merry-

meeting in London, and, like Master Silence,

* The late Sir John Marjoribanks of Lees, Bart.

t The inscription for this tankard was penned by the late celebrated
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' Eat, drink, and make good cheer,

And praise heaven for the merry year.' *

I have much to say about Triermain. The fourth edition is at

press. The Empress-Dowager of Russia has expressed such

an interest in it, that it will be inscribed to her, in some dog-

grel sonnet or other, by the unknown author. This is funny

enough.— Love a thousand times to dear Mrs. Morritt, who,

I trust, keeps pretty well. Pray write soon— a modest re-

quest from Walter Scott."

The last of Weber's literary productions were the

analyses of the old German poems of the Helden Buck,

and the Nibelungen Lied, which appeared in a massive

quarto, entitled Illustrations of Northern Antiquities,

published in the summer of 1814, by his and Scott's

friend, Mr. Robert Jameson. Scott avowedly contrib-

uted to this collection an account of the Eyrbiggia Saga,

which has since been included in his Prose Miscellanies

(Vol. V., edition 1834) ; but any one who examines the

share of the work which goes under Weber's name, will

see that Scott had a considerable hand in that also. The

rhymed versions from the Nibelungen Lied came, I can

Dr. James Gregory, Professor of the Practice of Physic in the Univer-

lily of Edinburgh ; and I therefore transcribe it.

GUALTERUM SCOTT

DE ABBOTSFORD

VIRUM SUMMI INGENI1

SCRIPTOREM ELEGANTEM
POETARUM SUI SECULI FACILE PRINCIPEM

PATRIAE DECUS
OB VAKIA ERGA IPSAM MERITA
IN CIVIUM SUORUM NUMERUM

GRATA ADSCRIPSIT CIVITAS EDINBURGENSM
ET HOC CANTHARO DONAVIT

A. D. M.DCCC.XIII.

• 3d King Henry IV. Act V. Scene 3.
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have no doubt, from his pen ; but he never reclaimed

these, or any other similar benefactions, of which I have

traced not a few ; nor, highly curious and even beautiful

as many of them are, could they be intelligible, if sepa-

rated from the prose narrative on which Weber embroid-

ered them, in imitation of the style of Ellis's Specimens

of Metrical Romance.

The following letters, on the first abdication of Napo-

leon, are too characteristic to be omitted here. I need

not remind the reader how greatly Scott had calmed his

opinions, and softened his feelings, respecting the career

and fate of the most extraordinary man of our age, before

he undertook to write his history.

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., Portland Place, London.

" Abbotsford, 30th April 1814.

Ui Joy— joy in London now!'— and in Edinburgh, more-

over, my dear Morritt ; for never did you or I see, and never

again shall we see, according to all human prospects, a con-

summation so truly glorious, as now bids fair to conclude this

long and eventful war. It is startling to think that, but for

the preternatural presumption and hardness of heart displayed

by the arch-enemy of mankind, we should have had a hollow

and ominous truce with him, instead of a glorious and stable

peace with the country over which he tyrannized, and its law-

ful ruler. But Providence had its own wise purposes to an-

swer— and such was the deference of France to the ruling

power— so devoutly did they worship the Devil for possession

of his burning throne, that, it may be, nothing short of his

rejection of every fair and advantageous offer of peace could

have driven them to those acts of resistance which remem-

brance of former convulsions had rendered so fearful to them.

Thank God ! it is done at last : and— although I rather grudge

him even the mouthful of air which he may draw in the Isle

of Elba— yet I question whether the moral lesson would have
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been completed either by his perishing in battle, or being torn

to pieces (which I should greatly have preferred), like the De
Witts, by an infuriated crowd of conscripts and their parents.

Good God ! with what strange feelings must that man retire

from the most unbounded authority ever vested in the hands

of one man, to the seclusion of privacy and restraint ! We
have never heard of one good action which he did, at least for

which there was not some selfish or political reason ; and the

train of slaughter, pestilence, and famine and fire, which his

ambition has occasioned, would have outweighed five hundred-

fold the private virtues of a Titus. These are comfortable re-

flections to carry with one to privacy. If he writes his own

history, as he proposes, we may gain something ; but he must

send it here to be printed. Nothing less than a neck-or-noth-

ing London bookseller, like John Dunton of yore, will venture

to commit to the press his strange details uncastrated. I doubt

if he has stamina to undertake such a labour; and yet, in

youth, as I know from the brothers of Lauriston, who were

his school-companions, Buonaparte's habits were distinctly and

strongly literary. Spain, the Continental System, and the in-

vasion of Russia he may record as his three leading blunders

— an awful lesson to sovereigns that morality is not so indiffer-

ent to politics as Machiavelians will assert. Res nolunt diu

male administrari. Why can we not meet to talk over these

matters over a glass of claret ? and when shall that be ! Not

this spring, I fear, for time wears fast away, and I have re-

mained here nailed among my future oaks, which I measure

daily with a foot-rule. Those which were planted two years

ago, begin to look very gayly, and a venerable plantation of four

years old looks as bobbish as yours at the dairy by Greta side.

Besides, I am arranging this cottage a little more conveniently,

to put off" the plague and expense of building another year

;

and I assure you, I expect to spare Mrs. Morritt and you a

chamber in the wall, with a dressing-room and everything

handsome about you. You will not stipulate, of course, for

many square feet.— You would be surprised to hear how the

Continent is awakening from its iron sleep. The utmost ear
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gerness seems to prevail about English literature. I have had

several voluntary epistles from different parts of Germany,

from men of letters, who are eager to know what we have

been doing, while they were compelled to play at blind man's

buff with the ci-devant Empereur. The feeling of the French

officers, of whom we have many in our vicinity, is very curi-

ous, and yet natural.* Many of them, companions of Buona-

parte's victories, and who hitherto have marched with him

from conquest to conquest, disbelieve the change entirely.

This is all very stupid to write to you, who are in the centre

of these wonders ; but what else can I say, unless I should

send you the' measure of the future fathers of the forest ?

Mrs. Scott is with me here— the children in Edinburgh. Our

kindest love attends Mrs. Morritt. I hope to hear soon that

her health continues to gain ground.

" I have a letter from Southey, in high spirits on the glori-

ous news. What a pity this last battle f was fought. But I

am glad the rascals were beaten once more. Ever yours,

" Walter Scott."

" To Robert Southey, Esq., Keswick.

" Edinburgh, 17th June 1814.

"My Dear Southey,— I suspended writing to thank you

for vhe Carmen Triumphale— (a happy omen of what you

can do to immortalize our public story) — until the feverish

mood of expectation and anxiety should be over. And then,

as you truly say, there followed a stunning sort of listless

astonishment and complication of feeling, which, if it did not

lessen enjoyment, confused and confounded one's sense of it. I

remember the first time I happened to see a launch, I was

neither so much struck with the descent of the vessel, nor with

its majestic sweep to its moorings, as with the blank which was

suddenly made from the withdrawing so large an object, and

* A good many French officers, prisoners of war. had been living on

parole in Melrose, and the adjoining villages; and Mr. and Mrs. Scott

aad been particularly kind and hospitable to them

t The battle of Thoulouse.

vot.. iv. 2
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the prospect which was at once opened to the opposite side of

the dock crowded with spectators. Buonaparte's fall strikes

me something in the same way : the huge bulk of his power,

against which a thousand arms were hammering, was obviously

to sink when its main props were struck away— and yet noAV

— when it has disappeared— the vacancy which it leaves in

our minds and attention, marks its huge and preponderating

importance more strongly than even its presence. Yet I so

devoutly expected the termination, that in discussing the mat-

ter with Major Philips, who seemed to partake of the doubts

which prevailed during the feverish period preceding the cap-

ture of Paris, when he was expressing his apprehensions that

the capital of France would be defended to the last, I hazarded

a prophecy that a battle would be fought on the heights of

Mont Martre— (no great sagacity, since it was the point

where Marlborough proposed to attack, and for which Saxe

projected a scheme of defence)— and that if the allies were

successful, which I little doubted, the city would surrender,

and the Senate proclaim the dethronement of Buonaparte.

But I never thought nor imagined that he would have given in

as he has done. I always considered him as possessing the

genius and talents of an Eastern conqueror ; and although I

never supposed that he possessed, allowing for some difference

of education, the liberality of conduct and political views which

were sometimes exhibited by old Hyder Ally, yet I did think

he might have shown the same resolved and dogged spirit of

resolution which induced Tippoo Saib to die manfully upon the

breach of his capital city with his sabre clenched in his hand.

But this is a poor devil, and cannot play the tyrant so rarely

as Bottom the Weaver proposed to do. I think it is Strap in

Roderick Random, who seeing a highwayman that had lately

robbed him, disarmed and bound, fairly offers to box him for

a shilling. One has really the same feeling with respect to

Buonaparte, though if he go out of life after all in the usual

manner, it will be the strongest proof of his own 'insignificance,

and the liberality of the age we live in. Were I a son of

Palm or Hoffer, I should be tempted to take a long shot at
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him in his retreat to Elba. As for coaxing the French by

restoring all our conquests, it would be driving generosity into

extravagance : most of them have been colonized with British

subjects, and improved by British capital ; and surely we owe

no more to the French nation than any well-meaning individ-

ual might owe to a madman, whom— at the expense of a hard

struggle, black eyes, and bruises— he has at length overpow-

ered, knocked down, and by the wholesome discipline of a

bull's pizzle and strait jacket, brought to the handsome enjoy-

ment of his senses. I think with you, what we return to them

should be well paid for ; and they should have no Pondicherry

to be a nest of smugglers, nor Mauritius to nurse a hornet-

swarm of privateers. In short, draw teeth, and pare claws,

and leave them to fatten themselves in peace and quiet, whe&
they are deprived of the means of indulging their restless spirh

of enterprise.

" The above was written at Abbotsford last month, but

left in my portfolio there till my return some days ago ; and

now, when I look over what I have written, I am confirmed in

my opinion that we have given the rascals too good an oppor-

tunity to boast that they have got well off*. An intimate friend

of mine,* just returned from a long captivity in France, wit-

nessed the entry of the King, guarded by the Imperial Guards,

whose countenances betokened the most sullen and ferocious

discontent. The mob, and especially the women, pelted them

for refusing to cry 4 Vive le Eoi.' If Louis is well advised, he

will get rid of these fellows gradually, but as soon as possible.

4 Joy, joy in London now !

' What a scene has been going on

there ! I think you may see the Czar appear on the top of

one of your stages one morning. He is a fine fellow, and hag

fought the good fight. Yours affectionately,

"Walter Scott."

On the 1st of July 1814, Scott's Life and Edition of

* Sir Adam Fergusson, who had been taken prisoner in the cours

of the Duke of Wellington's retrea/ from Burgos.
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Swift, in nineteen volumes 8vo, at length issued from the

press. This adventure, undertaken by Constable in 1808
;

had been proceeded in during all the variety of their

personal relations, and now came forth when author and

publisher felt more warmly towards each other than per-

haps they had ever before done. The impression was

of 1250 copies ; and a reprint of similar extent was

called for in 1824. The Life of Swift has subsequently

been included in the author's Miscellanies, and has ob-

tained a very wide circulation.

By his industrious inquiries, in which, as the preface

gratefully acknowledges, he found many zealous assist-

ants, especially among the Irish literati,* Scott added to

this edition many admirable pieces, both in prose and

verse, which had never before been printed, and still

more which had escaped notice amidst old bundles of

pamphlets and broadsides. To the illustration of these

and of all the better known writings of the Dean, he

brought the same qualifications which had, by general

consent, distinguished his Dryden, " uniting," as the Edin-

burgh Review expresses it, " to the minute knowledge

and patient research of the Malones and Chalmerses, a

vigour of judgment and a vivacity of style to which they

had no pretensions." His biographical narrative, intro-

ductory essays, and notes on Swift, show, indeed, an in-

timacy of acquaintance with the obscurest details of the

political, social, and literary history of the period of

Queen Anne, which it is impossible to consider without

feeling a lively regret that he never accomplished a long-

* The names which he particularly mentions, are those of the late

Matthew Weld Hartstonge, Esq., of Dublin, Theophilus Swift, Esq
Major Tickell, Thomas Steele, Esq., Leonard Macnally, Esq., and tb«

Rev. M. Berwick.
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cherished purpose of preparing a Life and Edition of

Pope on a similar scale. It has been specially unfortu-

nate for that " true deacon of the craft," as Scott often

called Pope, that first Goldsmith, and then Scott, should

have taken up, only to abandon it, the project of writing

his life and editing his works.

The Edinburgh Reviewer thus characterises Scott's

Memoir of the Dean of St. Patrick's :
—

" It is not everywhere extremely well written, in a literary

point of view, but it is drawn up in substance with great intel-

ligence, liberality, and good feeling. It is quite fair and mod-

erate in politics ; and perhaps rather too indulgent and tender

towards individuals of all descriptions— more full, at least, of

kindness and veneration for genius and social virtue, than of

indignation at baseness and profligacy. Altogether, it is not

much like the production of a mere man of letters, or a fas-

tidious speculator in sentiment and morality ; but exhibits

throughout, and in a very pleasing form, the good sense and

large toleration of a man of the world, with much of that gen-

erous allowance for the

' Fears of the brave and follies of the wise,'

which genius too often requires, and should therefore always

be most forward to show. It is impossible, however, to avoid

noticing that Mr. Scott is by far too favourable to the personal

character of his author, whom we think it would really be in-

jurious to the cause of morality to allow to pass either as a

very dignified, or a very amiable person. The truth is, we
think, that he was extremely ambitious, arrogant, and selfish

;

of a morose, vindictive, and haughty temper ; and though ca-

pable of a sort of patronising generosity towards his depend-

ents, and of some attachment towards those who had long

known and flattered him, his general demeanour, both in pub-

lic and private life, appears to have been far from exemplary

;

destitute of temper and magnanimity, and we will add, of
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principle, in the former ; and in the latter, of tenderness, fidel-

ity, or compassion."— Edinburgh Review, vol. xvii. p. 9.

I have no desire to break a lance in this place in de-

fence of the personal character of Swift. It does not

appear to me that he stands at all distinguished among

politicians (least of all, among the politicians of his time)

for laxity of principle ; nor can I consent to charge his

private demeanour with the absence either of tenderness,

or fidelity, or compassion. But who ever dreamed—
most assuredly not Scott— of holding up the Dean of

St. Patrick's as on the whole an " exemplary character ?
"

The biographer felt, whatever his critic may have thought

on the subject, that a vein of morbid humour ran through

Swift's whole existence, both mental and physical, from

the beginning. " He early adopted," says Scott, " the

custom of observing his birthday, as a term not of joy

but of sorrow, and of reading, when it annually recurred,

the striking passage of Scripture in which Job laments

and execrates the day upon which it was said in his

father's house that a man-child was born ;
" and I should

have expected that any man who had considered the

black close of the career thus early clouded, and read the

entry of Swift's diary on the funeral of Stella, his epitaph

on himself, and the testament by which he disposed of his

fortune, would have been willing, like Scott, to dwell on

the splendour of his immortal genius, and the many traits

of manly generosity " which he unquestionably exhibit-

ed," rather than on the faults and foibles of nameless and

inscrutable disease, which tormented and embittered the

far greater part of his earthly being. What the critic

says of the practical and business-like style of Scott's

biography, appears very just— and I think the circum-

•*Hnee eminently characteristic ; nor, on the whole, could
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bis edition, as an edition, have been better dealt with than

In the Essay which I have quoted. It was, by the way,

written by Mr. Jeffrey, at Constable's particular request.

u It was, I think, the first time I ever asked such a thing

of him," the bookseller said to me ;
" and I assure you

the result was no encouragement to repeat such peti-

tions." Mr. Jeffrey attacked Swift's whole character at

great length, and with consummate dexterity ; and, in

Constable's opinion, his article threw such a cloud on the

Dean, as materially checked, for a time, the popularity

of his writings. Admirable as the paper is, in point of

ability, I think Mr. Constable may have considerably ex-

aggerated its effects ; but in those days it must have been

difficult for him to form an impartial opinion upon such a

question ; for, as Johnson said of Cave, that " he could

not spit over his window without thinking of The Gen-

tleman's Magazine," I believe Constable allowed nothing

to interrupt his paternal pride in the concerns of his

Review, until the Waverley Novels supplied him with

another periodical publication still more important to his

fortunes.

And this consummation was not long delayed : a con-

siderable addition having by that time been made to the

original fragment, there appeared in The Scots Maga-
zine, for February 1st, 1814, an announcement, that

"Waverley; or, 'tis Sixty Years Since, a novel, in 3

vols. 12mo," would be published in March. And before

Scott came into Edinburgh, at the close of the Christmas

vacation, on the 12th of January, Mr. Erskine had pe-

rused the greater part of the first volume, and expressed

his decided opinion that Waverley would prove the most

popular of all his friend's writings.* The MS. was forth-

* Entertaining one night a small party of frienda, Erskine read th«
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with copied by John Ballantyne, and sent to press* As
Boon as a volume was printed, Ballantyne conveyed it

to Constable, who did not for a moment doubt from what

pen it proceeded, but took a few days to consider of the

matter, and then offered £700 for the copyright. When
we recollect what the state of novel literature in those

days was, and that the only exceptions to its mediocrity,

the Irish Tales of Miss Edgeworth, however appreciated

in refined circles, had a circulation so limited that she had

never realized a tithe of £700 by the best of them— it

must be allowed that Constable's offer was a liberal one.

Scott's answer, however, transmitted through the same

channel, was, that £700 was too much, in case the novel

should not be successful, and too little in case it should.

He added, " If our fat friend had said £1000, I should

have been staggered." John did not forget to hint this

last circumstance to Constable, but the latter did not

choose to act upon it ; and he ultimately published the

work, on the footing of an equal division of profits be-

tween himself and the author. There was a considera-

ble pause between the finishing of the first volume and

the beginning of the second. Constable had, in 1812,

acquired the copyright of the Encyclopaedia Britannica,

and was now preparing to publish the valuable Supple-

merit to that work, which has since, with modifications,

been incorporated into its text. He earnestly requested

Scott to undertake a few articles for the Supplement ; he

proof sheets of this volume after supper, and was confirmed in his

opinion by the enthusiastic interest they excited in his highly intelli-

gent circle. Mr. James Simpson and Mr. Norman Hill, advocates,

were of this party, and from the way in which their host spoke, thej

both inferred that they were listening to the first effort of some un

known aspirant. They all pronounced the work one of the highest

classical merit. The sitting was protracted till daybreak. — [1839.

,
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agreed— and, anxious to gratify the generous bookseller,

at once laid aside his tale until he had finished two essays

— those on Chivalry and the Drama. They appear to

have been completed in the course of April and May,

and he received for each of them— (as he did subse-

quently for that on Romance) — £100.

The two next letters will give us, in more exact detail

than the author's own recollection could supply in 1830,

the history of the completion of Waverley. It was pub-

lished on the 7th of July ; and two days afterwards he

thus writes :
—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., London.

"Edinburgh, 9th July 1814

" My Dear Morritt,— I owe you many apologies for not

sooner answering your very entertaining letter upon your Pa-

risian journey. I heartily wish I had been of your party, for

you have seen what I trust will not be seen again in a hurry
;

since, to enjoy the delight of a restoration, there is a necessity

for a previous bouleversement of everything that is valuable in

morals and policy, which seems to have been the case in France

since 1790.* The Duke of Buccleuch told me yesterday of a

very good reply of Louis to some of his attendants, who pro-

posed shutting the doors of his apartments to keep out the

throng of people. ' Open the door,' he said, ' to John Bull

;

he has suffered a great deal in keeping the door open for

me.'

" Now, to go from one important subject to another, I must

account for my own laziness, which I do by referring you to a

tmall anonymous sort of a novel, in three volumes, Waverley,

which you will receive by the mail of this day. It was a very

* Mr. Morritt had, in the spring of this year, been present at the

lirst levee held at the Tu\!eries by Monsieur (afterwards Charles X.),

as representative of his brother Louis XVIII. Mr. M. has not been in

Yaris till that time since 1789.
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old attempt of mine to embody some traits of those characters

and manners peculiar to Scotland, the last remnants of which

vanished during my own youth, so that few or no traces now

remain. I had written great part of the first volume, and

sketched other passages, when I mislaid the MS., and only

found it by the merest accident as I was rummaging the draw-

ers of an old cabinet ; and I took the fancy of finishing it,

which I did so fast, that the last two volumes were written in

three weeks. I had a great deal of fun in the accomplish-

ment of this task, though I do not expect that it will be popu-

lar in the south, as much of the humour, if there be any, is

local, and some of it even professional. You, however, who
are an adopted Scotchman, will find some amusement in it.

It has made a very strong impression here, and the good peo-

ple of Edinburgh are busied in tracing the author, and in find-

ing out originals for the portraits it contains. In the first case,

they will probably find it difficult to convict the guilty author,

although he is far from escaping suspicion. Jeffrey has offered

to make oath that it is mine, and another great critic has ten-

dered his affidavit ex contrario ; so that these authorities have

divided the Gude Town. However, the thing has succeeded

very well, and is thought highly of. I don't know if it has got

to London yet. I intend to maintain my incognito. Let me
know your opinion about it. I should be most happy if I could

think it would amuse a painful thought at this anxious mo-

ment. I was in hopes Mrs. Morritt was getting so much
better, that this relapse affects me very much. Ever yours

truly, W. Scott.

" P. S.— As your conscience has very few things to answer

for, you must still burthen it with the secret of the Bridal. It

is spreading very rapidly, and I have one or two little fairy

romances, which will make a second volume, and which I would

wish published, but not with my name. The truth is, that thij

sort of muddling work amuses me, and I am something in the

condition of Joseph Surface, who was embarrassed by getting

himself too good a reputation ; for many things may pleas*
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people well enough anonymously, which, if they have me in

the title-page, would just give me that sort of ill name which

precedes hanging— and that would be in many respects incon-

venient if I thought of again trying a grande opus"

This statement of the foregoing letter (repeated still

more precisely in the following one), as to the time occu-

pied in the composition of the second and third volumes

of Waverley, recalls to my memory a trifling anecdote,

which, as connected with a dear friend of my youth,

whom I have not seen for many years, and may very

probably never see again in this world, I shall here set

down, in the hope of affording him a momentary, though

not an unmixed pleasure, when he may chance to read

this compilation on a distant shore— and also in the hope

that my humble record may impart to some active mind

in the rising generation a shadow of the influence which

the reality certainly exerted upon his. Happening to

pass through Edinburgh in June 1814, I dined one day

with the gentleman in question (now the Honourable

William Menzies, one of the Supreme Judges at the

Cape of Good Hope), whose residence was then in George

Street, situated very near to, and at right angles with,

North Castle Street. It was a party of very young per-

sons, most of them, like Menzies and myself, destined for

the Bar of Scotland, all gay and thoughtless, enjoying

the first flush of manhood, with little remembrance of the

yesterday, or care of the morrow. When my compan-

ion's worthy father and uncle, after seeing two or three

bottles go round, left the. juveniles to themselves, the

weather being hot, we adjourned to a library which had

one large window looking northwards. After carousing

here for an hour or more, I observed that a shade had

come over the aspect of my friend, who happened to bo
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placed immediately opposite to myself, and said some-

thing that intimated a fear of his being unwell. " No,"

said he, " I shall be well enough presently, if you will

only let me sit where you are, and take my chair ; for

there is a confounded hand in sight of me here, which

has often bothered me before, and now it won't let me

fill my glass with a good will.
,,

I rose to change places

with him accordingly, and he pointed out to me this hand

which, like the writing on Belshazzar's wall, disturbed

his hour of hilarity. " Since we sat down," he said, " I

have been watching it— it fascinates my eye— it never

stops— page after page is finished and thrown on that

heap of MS., and still it goes on unwearied— and so it

will be till candles are brought in, and God knows how

long after that. It is the same every night— I can't

stand a sight of it when I am not at my books."—
" Some stupid, dogged, engrossing clerk, probably," ex-

claimed myself, or some other giddy youth in our society.

" No, boys," said our host, " I well know what hand it is

— 'tis Walter Scott's." This was the hand that, in the

evenings of three summer weeks, wrote the two last vol-

umes of Waverley. "Would that all who that night

watched it, had profited by its example of diligence as

largely as William Menzies

!

In the next of these letters Scott enclosed to Mr. Mor-

ritt the Prospectus of a new edition of the old poems of

the Bruce and the Wallace, undertaken by the learned

lexicographer, Dr. John Jamieson ; and he announces his

departure on a sailing excursion round the north of Scot-

land. It will be observed, that when Scott began his let-

ter, he had only had Mr. Morritt's opinion of the first

volume of Waverley, and that before he closed it, he had

received his friend's honest criticism on the work as &
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whole, with the expression of an earnest hope that he

would drop his incognito on the title-page of a second

edition.

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M.P., Portland Place, London.

" Abbotsford, July 24, 1814.

" My Dear Morritt,— I am going to say my vales to you for

some weeks, having accepted an invitation from a committee

of the Commissioners for the Northern Lights (I don't mean

the Edinburgh Reviewers, but the bondjide Commissioners for

the Beacons), to accompany them upon a nautical tour round

Scotland, visiting all that is curious on continent and isle. The

party are three gentlemen with whom I am very well ac-

quainted, William Erskine being one. We have a stout cut-

ter, well fitted up and manned for the service by Government

;

and to make assurance double sure, the admiral has sent a

sloop of war to cruise in the dangerous points of our tour, and

sweep the sea of the Yankee privateers, which sometimes annoy

our northern latitudes. I shall visit the Clephanes in their

solitude— and let you know all that I see that is rare and

entertaining, which, as we are masters of our time and vessel,

should add much to my stock of knowledge.

" As to Waverley, I will play Sir Fretful for once, and

assure you that I left the story to flag in the first volume on

purpose ; the second and third have rather more bustle than

interest. I wished (with what success Heaven knows) to avoid

the ordinary error of novel writers, whose first volume is usually

their best. But since it has served to amuse Mrs. Morritt and

you usque ab initio, I have no doubt you will tolerate it even

unto the end. It may really boast to be a tolerably faithful

portrait of Scottish manners, and has been recognised as such

in Edinburgh. The first edition of a thousand instantly dis-

appeared, and the bookseller informs me that the second, of

double the quantity, will not supply the market long.— As I

shall be very anxious to know how Mrs. Morritt is, I hope to

have a few lines from you on my return, which will be about
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the end of August or beginning of September. I should hav€

mentioned that we have the celebrated engineer, Stevenson,

along with us. I delight in these professional men of talent

they always give you some new lights by the peculiarity of

their habits and studies, so different from the people who are

rounded, and smoothed, and ground down for conversation,

and who can say all that every other person says, and— noth

ing more.

" What a miserable thing it is that our royal family cannot

be quiet and decent at least, if not correct and moral in their

deportment. Old farmer George's manly simplicity, modesty

of expense, and domestic virtue, saved this country at its most

perilous crisis ; for it is inconceivable the number of persons

whom these qualities united in his behalf, who would have felt

but feebly the abstract duty of supporting a crown less wor-

thily worn.

"— I had just proceeded thus far when your kind favour

of the 21st reached Abbotsford. I am heartily glad you con-

tinued to like Waverley to the end. The hero is a sneaking

*)iece of imbecility ; and if he had married Flora, she would

have set him up upon the chimneypiece, as Count Borowlaski's

wife used to do with him * I am a bad hand at depicting a

hero properly so called, and have an unfortunate propensity

* Count Borowlaski was a Polish dwarf, who, after realizing some

money as an itinerant object of exhibition, settled, married, and died

(Sept. 5, 1837) at Durham. He was a well-bred creature, and much

noticed by the clergy and other gentry of that city. Indeed, even

when travelling the country as a show, he had always maintained a

Bort of dignity. I remember him as going from house to house, when

I was a child, in a sedan chair, with a servant in livery following him

whc took the fee— M. U Comte himself (dressed in a scarlet coat antf

»ag wig) being ushered into the room like any ordinary visitor.

The Count died in his 99th year

—

" A Spirit brave, yet gentle, has dwelt, as it appears,

Within three feet of flesh for near one hundred years
;

Which causes wo ider, like his constitution, strong,

That one so shor alive should be alive so long.'
'**

Bentley's Miscellany for November 1887



LETTER TO MR. MORRITT JOLT 1814. 31

for the dubious characters of borderers, buccaneers, Highland

robbers, and all others of a Robin-Hood description. I do not

know why it should be, as I am myself, like Hamlet, indifferent

honest ; but I suppose the blood of the old cattle-drivers of

Teviotdale continues to stir in my veins.

" I shall not own Waverley ; my chief reason is, that it

would prevent me of the pleasure of writing again. David

Hume, nephew of the historian, says the author must be of a

jacobite family and predilections, a yeoman-cavalry man, and

a Scottish lawyer, and desires me to guess in whom these

happy attributes are united. I shall not plead guilty, how-

ever ; and as such seems to be the fashion of the day, I hope

charitable people will believe my affidavit in contradiction to

all other evidence. The Edinburgh faith now is, that Waver-

ley is written by Jeffrey, having been composed to lighten the

tedium of his late transatlantic voyage. So you see the un-

known infant is like to come to preferment. In truth, I am
not sure it would be considered quite decorous for me as a

Clerk of Session, to write novels. Judges being monks, Clerks

are a sort of lay brethren, from whom some solemnity of walk

and conduct may be expected. So, whatever I may do of this

kind, 'I shall whistle it down the wind, and let it prey at

fortune.' * I will take care, in the next edition, to make the

corrections you recommend. The second is, I believe, nearly

through the press. It will hardly be printed faster than it was

written ; for though the first volume was begun long ago, and

actually lost for a time, yet the other two were begun and fin-

ished between the 4th June and the 1st July, during all which

I attended my duty in Court, and proceeded without loss of

time or hinderance of business.

" I wish, for poor auld Scotland's sake,f and for the manes

of Bruce and Wallace, and for the living comfort of a very

worthy and ingenious dissenting clergyman, who has collected

a library and medals of some value, and brought up, I believe,

rixteen or seventeen children (his wife's ambition extended to

* Othello, Act III. Scene 3.

t Burns— lines " On my early days."
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twenty) upon about £150 a-year— I say I wish, for all these

reasons, you could get me among your wealthy friends a name
or two for the enclosed proposals. The price is, I think, too

high ; but the booksellers fixed it two guineas above what I

proposed. I trust it will be yet lowered to five guineas, which

is a more come-at-able sum than six. The poems themselves

are great curiosities, both to the philologist and antiquary;

and that of Bruce is invaluable even to the historian. They

have been hitherto wretchedly edited.

" I am glad you are not to pay for this scrawl. Ever youre,

" Walter Scott.

" P. S. — I do not see how my silence can be considered as

imposing on the public. If I give my name to a book without

writing it, unquestionably that would be a trick. But, unless

in the case of his averring facts which he may be called upon to

defend or justify, I think an author may use his own discre-

tion in giving or withholding his name. Harry Mackenzie

never put his name in a title-page till the last edition of his

works ; and Swift only owned one out of his thousand-and-one

publications. In point of emolument, everybody knows that I

sacrifice much money by withholding my name ; and what

should I gain by it, that any human being has a right to con-

sider as an unfair advantage ? In fact, only the freedom of

writing trifles with less personal responsibility, and perhaps

more frequently than I otherwise might do. W. S."

I am not able to give the exact date of the following

reply to one of John Ballantyne's expostulations on th>

subject of the secret:—
" No, John, I will not own the book—

I won't, you Piccaroon.

When next I try St. Grubby's brook,

The A. of Wa— shall bait the hook—
And flat-fish bite as soon,

As if before them they had got

The worn-out wriggler

"Walter Scott.'*
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

Voyage to the Shetland Isles, fyc.— Scoffs Diary kept on board

the Lighthouse Yacht.

JULY AND AUGUST 1814.

The gallant composure with which Scott, when he

had dismissed a work from his desk, awaited the decision

of the public— and the healthy elasticity of spirit with

which he could meanwhile turn his whole zeal upon new
or different objects— are among the features in his char-

acter which will always, I believe, strike the student of

literary history as most remarkable. We have now seen

him before the fate of Waverley had been determined

— before he had heard a word about its reception in

England, except from one partial confidant— preparing

to start on a voyage to the northern isles, which was

likely to occupy the best part of two months, and in the

course of which he could hardly expect to receive any

intelligence from his friends in Edinburgh. The diary

which he kept during this expedition, is— thanks to the

leisure of a landsman on board— a very full one ; and,

written without the least notion probably that it would

ever be perused except in his own family circle, it affords

Buch a complete and artless portraiture of the man, as he

vas in himself, and as he mingled with his friends and

companions, at one of the most interesting periods of his

VOL. iv 3
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life, that I am persuaded every reader will be pleased to

see it printed in its original state. A few extracts from

it were published by himself, in one of the Edinburgh

Annual Registers— he also drew from it some of the

notes to his Lord of the Isles, and the substance of sev-

eral others for his romance of the Pirate. But the

recurrence of these detached passages will not be com-

plained of— expounded and illustrated as the reader will

find them by the personal details of the context.

I have been often told by one of the companions of this

voyage, that heartily as Scott entered throughout into

their social enjoyments, they all perceived him, when

inspecting for the first time scenes of remarkable gran-

deur, to be in such an abstracted and excited mood, that

they felt it would be the kindest and discreetest plan to

leave him to himself. " I often/' said Lord Kinnedder,

" on coming up from the cabin at night, found him pacing

the deck rapidly, muttering to himself— and went to the

forecastle, lest my presence should disturb him. I re-

member, that at Loch Corriskin, in particular, he seemed

quite overwhelmed with his feelings ; and we all saw it,

and retiring unnoticed, left him to roam and gaze about

by himself, until it was time to muster the party and be

gone." Scott used to mention the surprise with which

he himself witnessed Erskine's emotion on first entering

the Cave of Staffa. " Would you believe it ? " he said

— " my poor Willie sat down and wept like a woman !
"

Yet his own sensibilities, though betrayed in a more mas-

culine and sterner guise, were perhaps as keen as well aa

deeper than his amiable friend's.

The poet's Diary, contained in five little paper-books,

'* as follows :
—
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"VACATION, 1814.

rt Voyage in the Lighthouse Yacht to Nova Zembla, and the

Lord knows where.

" July 29$, 1814.— Sailed from Leith about one o'clock on

board the Lighthouse Yacht, conveying six guns, and ten men,

commanded by Mr. Wilson. The company :— Commissioners

of the Northern Lights ; Robert Hamilton, Sheriff of Lanark-

shire ; William Erskine, Sheriff of Orkney and Zetland ; Adam
Duff, Sheriff of Forfarshire. Non-commissioners— Ipse Ego

;

Mr. David Marjoribanks, son to John Marjoribanks, Provost

of Edinburgh, a young gentleman ; Rev. Mr. Turnbull, min-

ister of Tingwall, in the presbytery of Shetland. But the

official chief of the expedition is Mr. Stevenson, the Surveyor-

Viceroy over the Commissioners— a most gentleman-like and

modest man, and well known by his scientific skill.

" Reached the Isle of May in the evening ; went ashore, and

saw the light— an old tower, and much in the form of a bor-

der-keep, with a beacon-grate on the top. It is to be abolished

for an oil revolving-light, the grate-fire only being ignited upon

the leeward side when the wind is very high. Quaere— Might

not the grate revolve ? The isle had once a cell or two upon

it. The vestiges of the chapel are still visible. Mr. Steven-

son proposed demolishing the old tower, and I recommended

ruining it a la picturesque— i. e. demolishing it partially. The
island might be made a delightful residence for sea-bathers.

" On board again in the evening : watched the progress of

the ship round Fifeness, and the revolving motion of the now
distant Bell-Rock light until the wind grew rough, and the

landsmen sick. To bed at eleven, and slept sound.

" 30th July.— Waked at six by the steward : summoned to

visit the Bell-Rock, where the beacon is well worthy attention

Its dimensions are well known; but no description can give

the idea of this slight, solitary, round tower, trembling amid

the billows, and fifteen miles from Arbroath, the nearest shore.

The fitting up within is not only handsome, but elegant. All

work of wood (almost) is wainscot ; all hammer-work brass ; in
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short, exquisitely fitted up. You enter by a ladder of rope,

with wooden steps, about thirty feet from the bottom, where

the mason-work ceases to be solid, and admits of round apart-

ments. The lowest is a storehouse for the people's provisions,

water, &c. ; above that a storehouse for the lights, of oil, &c.

;

then the kitchen of the people, three in number ; then their

sleeping chamber; then the saloon or parlour, a neat little

room ; above all, the lighthouse ; all communicating by oaken

ladders, with brass rails, most handsomely and conveniently

executed. Breakfasted in the parlour.* On board again at

nine, and run down, through a rough sea, to Aberbrothock,

vulgarly called Arbroath. All sick, even Mr. Stevenson.

God grant this occur seldom ! Landed and dined at Arbroath,

where we were to take up Adam Duff. We visited the ap-

pointments of the lighthouse establishment — a handsome

tower, with two wings. These contain the lodgings of the

keepers of the light— very handsome, indeed, and very clean.

They might be thought too handsome, were it not of conse-

quence to give those men, intrusted with a duty so laborious

and slavish, a consequence in the eyes of the public and in

their own. The central part of the building forms a single

tower, corresponding with the lighthouse. As the keepers

families live here, they are apprised each morning by a signal

that all is well. If this signal be not made, a tender sails for

the rock directly. I visited the abbey church for the third

time, the first being— eheu ! f— the second with T. Thomson.

Dined at Arbroath, and came on board at night, where I made

* On being requested, while at breakfast, to inscribe his name in the

ilbum of the tower, Scott penned immediately the following lines: —
" Pharos Loquitur.

" Far in the bosom of the deep,

O'er these wild shelves my watch I keep
;

A ruddy gem of changeful light,

Bound on the dusky brow of night,

The seaman bids my lustre hail,

And scorns to strike his timorous sail."

t This is, without doubt, an allusion to some happy day's excursion

irhen hisfirst love was of the party.
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ap this foolish journal, and now beg for wine and water. So

the vessel is once more in motion.

" 31st July.— Waked at seven ; vessel off Fowlsheugh and

Dunnottar. Fair wind, and delightful day; glide enchant-

ingly along the coast of Kincardineshire, and open the bay of

Nigg about ten. At eleven, off Aberdeen ; the gentlemen go

ashore to Girdle-Ness, a projecting point of rock to the east

of the harbour of Fort-Dee. There the magistrates of Aber-

deen wish to have a fort and beacon-light. The Oscar, whaler,

was lost here last year, with all her hands, excepting two;

about forty perished. Dreadful, to be wrecked so near a large

and populous town ! The view of Old and New Aberdeen

from the sea is quite beautiful. About noon, proceed along

the coast of Aberdeenshire, which, to the northwards, changes

from a bold and rocky to a low and sandy character. Along

the bay of Belhelvie, a whole parish was swallowed up by the

shifting sands, and is still a desolate waste. It belonged to

the Earls of Errol, and was rented at £500 a-year at the time.

When these sands are past, the land is all arable. Not a tree

to be seen ; nor a grazing cow, or sheep, or even a labour-

horse at grass, though this be Sunday. The next remarkable

object was a fragment of the old castle of Slains, on a precipi-

tous bank, overlooking the sea. The fortress was destroyed

when James VI. marched north [a. d. 1594], after the battle

of Glenlivat, to reduce Huntly and Errol to obedience. The

family then removed to their present mean habitation, for such

it seems, a collection of low houses forming a quadrangle, one

side of which is built on the very verge of the precipice that

overhangs the ocean. What seems odd, there are no stairs

down to the beach. Imprudence, or ill fortune as fatal as the

sands of Belhelvie, has swallowed up the estate of Errol, ex-

cepting this dreary mansion-house, and a farm or two adjoin-

ing. We took to the boat, and running along the coast, had

some delightful sea-views to the northward of the castle. The

coast is here very rocky ; but the rocks, being rather soft, are

wasted and corroded by the constant action of the waves,—
%nd the fragments which remain, where the softer parts have
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been washed away, assume the appearance of old Gothic ruins.

There are open arches, towers, steeples, and so forth. One

part of this scaur is called Dun Buy, being coloured yellow by

the dung of the sea-fowls, who build there in the most surpris-

ing numbers. We caught three young gulls. But the most

curious object was the celebrated Buller of Buchan, a huge

rocky cauldron, into which the sea rushes through a natural

arch of rock. I walked round the top ; in one place the path

is only about two feet wide, and a monstrous precipice on either

side. We then rowed into the cauldron or buller from beneath

,

and saw nothing around us but a regular wall of black rock,

and nothing above but the blue sky. A fishing hamlet had

sent out its inhabitants, who, gazing from the brink, looked

like sylphs looking down upon gnomes. In the side of the

cauldron opens a deep black cavern. Johnson says it might

be a retreat from storms, which is nonsense. In a high gale

the waves rush in with incredible violence. An old fisher said

he had seen them flying over the natural wall of the buller,

which cannot be less than 200 feet high. Same old man says

Slains is now inhabited by a Mr. Bowles, who comes so far

from the southward that naebody kens whare he comes frae.

' Was he frae the Indies ?
'— * Na ; he did not think he came

that road. He was far frae the southland. Naebody ever

heard the name of the place ; but he had brought more guid

out o* Peterhead than a' the Lords he had seen in Slains, and

he had seen three.' About half-past five we left this interest-

ing spot, and after a hard pull, reached the yacht. Weather

falls hazy, and rather calm ; but at sea we observe vessels en-

joying more wind. Pass Peterhead, dimly distinguishing two

steeples, and a good many masts. Mormounthill said to re-

semble a coffin— a likeness of which we could not judge, Mor-

mount being for the present invisible. Pass Kattray-Head

:

near this cape are dangerous shelves, called the Bridge of Rat-

tray. Here the wreck of the Doris merchant vessel came on

shore, lost last year with a number of passengers for Shetland

We lie off all night.

** 1st August.— Off Fraserburgh— a neat little town. Mi
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Stevenson and the Commissioners go on shore to look at a light

maintained there upon an old castle, on a cape called Kin-

naird's Head. The morning being rainy, and no object of

curiosity ashore, I remain on board, to make up my journal,

and write home.

" The old castle, now bearing the light, is a picturesque ob-

ject from the sea. It was the baronial mansion of the Frasers,

now Lords Saltoun— an old square tower with a minor forti

fication towards the landing-place on the sea-side. About

eleven, the Commissioners came off, and we leave this town,

the extreme point of the Moray Firth, to stretch for Shetland

— salute the castle with three guns, and stretch out with a

merry gale. See Mormount, a long flattish-topped hill near to

the West Trouphead, and another bold cliff promontory pro-

jecting into the frith. Our gale soon failed, and we are now

all but becalmed ; songs, ballads, recitations, backgammon, and

piquet, for the rest of the day. Noble sunset and moon rising

we are now out of sight of land.

" 2d August.— At sea in the mouth of the Moray Frith.

This day almost a blank— light baffling airs, which do us ver}-

little good ; most of the landsmen sick, more or less
;
piquet,

backgammon, and chess, the only resources.—P.M. A breeze,

and we begin to think we have passed the Fair Isle, lying be-

tween Shetland and Orkney, at which it was our intention to

have touched. In short, like one of Sinbad's adventures, we
have run on till neither captain nor pilot know exactly where

we are. The breeze increases— weather may be called rough

;

worse and worse after we are in our berths, nothing but boom-

ing, trampling, and whizzing of waves about our ears, and

ever and anon, as we fall asleep, our ribs come in contact with

those of the vessel ; hail Duff and the Udaller * in the after-

cabin, but they are too sick to answer. Towards morning,

calm (comparative), and a nap.

"3d August.— At sea as before; no appearance of land;

proposed that the Sheriff of Zetland do issue a meditatione

fugce warrant against his territories, which seem to fly from

* Erskine— Sheriff of Shetland and Orkney.
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us. Pass two whalers ; speak the nearest, who had come otrt

of Lerwick, which is about twenty miles distant ; stand on with

a fine breeze. About nine at night, with moonlight and strong

twilight, we weather the point of Bardhead, and enter a chan-

nel about three-quarters of a mile broad, which forms the

southern entrance to the harbour of Lerwick, where we cast

anchor about half-past ten, and put Mr. Turnbull on shore.

"4$ August.— Harbour of Lerwick. Admire the excel-

lence of this harbour of the metropolis of Shetland. It is a

most beautiful place, screened on all sides from the wind by

hills of a gentle elevation. The town, a fishing village built

irregularly upon a hill ascending from the shore, has a pictu-

resque appearance. On the left is Fort Charlotte, garrisoned

of late by two companies of veterans. The Greenlandmen, of

which nine fine vessels are lying in the harbour, add much to

the liveliness of the scene. Mr. Duncan, sheriff-substitute,

came off to pay his respects to his principal ; he is married to *

daughter of my early acquaintance, Walter Scott of ScotshalL

We go ashore. Lerwick, a poor-looking place, the streets

flagged instead of being causewayed, for there are no wheel-

carriages. The streets full of drunken riotous sailors, from the

whale-vessels. It seems these ships take about 1000 sailors

from Zetland every year, and return them as they come back

from the fishery. Each sailor may gain from £20 to £30,

which is paid by the merchants of Lerwick, who have agencies

from the owners of the whalers in England. The whole re-

turn may be between £25,000 and £30,000. These Zet-

landers, as they get a part of this pay on landing, make a

point of tr3ating their English messmates, who get drunk of

course, an I are very riotous. The Zetlanders themselves dc

not g3t drunk, but go straight home to their houses, and re-

serve their hilarity for the winter season, when they spend

their wages in dancing and drinking. Erskine finds employ-

ment as Sheriff, for the neighbourhood of the fort enables him

to make main forte, and secure a number of the rioters. We
visit F. Charlotte, which is a neat little fort mounting ten

heavy guns to the sea, but only one to the land. Major F tho
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Governor, showed us the fort ; it commands both entrances of

the harbour: the north entrance is not very good, but the

south capital. The water in the harbour is very deep, as

frigates of the smaller class lie almost close to the shore. Take

a walk with Captain M'Diarmid, a gentlemanlike and intelli-

gent officer of the garrison ; we visit a small fresh-water loch

called Cleik-him-in ; it borders on the sea, from which it is cnly

divided by a sort of beach, apparently artificial : though the

sea lashes the outside of this beach, the water of the lake is not

brackish. In this lake are the remains of a Picts' castle, but

ruinous. The people think the castle has not been built on a

natural island, but on an artificial one formed by a heap of

stones. These Duns or Picts' castles are so small, it is impos-

sible to conceive what effectual purpose they could serve ex-

cepting a temporary refuge for the chief.— Leave Cleik-him-in,

and proceed along the coast. The ground is dreadfully encum-

bered with stones ; the patches which have been sown with oats

and barley, bear very good crops, but they are mere patches,

the cattle and ponies feeding amongst them, and secured by

tethers. The houses most wretched, worse than the worst

herd's house I ever saw. It would be easy to form a good farm

by enclosing the ground with Galloway dykes, which would

answer the purpose of clearing it at the same time of stones

;

and as there is plenty of limeshell, marie, and alga-marina,

manure could not be wanting. But there are several obstacles

to improvement, chiefly the undivided state of the properties,

which lie run-rig ; then the claims of Lord Dundas, the lord

of the country, and above all, perhaps, the state of the com-

mon people, who, dividing their attention between the fishery

and the cultivation, are not much interested in the latter, and

are often absent at the proper times of labour. Their ground

is chiefly dug with the spade, and their ploughs are beyond

description awkward. An odd custom prevails :— any person,

without exception (if I understand rightly) who wishes to raise

a few kail, fixes upon any spot he pleases, encloses it with a

dry stone wall, uses it as a kail-yard till he works out the soil,

then deserts it and makes another. Some dozen of these little



42 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

enclosures, about twenty or thirty feet square, are in sight at

once. They are called planty-cruives ; and the Zetlanders are

bo far from reckoning this an invasion, or a favour on the part

of the proprietor, that their most exaggerated description of an

avaricious person is one who would refuse liberty for a planty-

cruive ; or to infer the greatest contempt of another, they will

say, they would not hold a planty-cruive of him. It is needless

to notice how much this licence must interfere with cultiva-

tion.

" Leaving the cultivated land, we turn more inland, and pass

two or three small lakes. The muirs are mossy and sterile in

the highest degree; the hills are clad with stunted heather,

intermixed with huge great stones ; much of an astringent root

with a yellow flower, called Tormentil, used by the islanders

in dressing leather in lieu of the oak bark. We climbed a hill,

about three miles from Lerwick, to a cairn which presents a

fine view of the indented coast of the island, and the distant

isles of Mousa and others. Unfortunately the day is rather

hazy— return by a circuitous route, through the same sterile

country. These muirs are used as a commonty by the pro-

prietors of the parishes in which they lie, and each, without

any regard to the extent of his peculiar property, puts as much

stock upon them as he chooses. The sheep are miserable look-

ing, hairy-legged creatures, of all colours, even to sky-blue. I

often wondered where Jacob got speckled lambs ; I think now

they must have been of the Shetland stock. In our return,

pass the upper end of the little lake of Cleik-him-in, which is

divided by a rude causeway from another small loch, com-

municating with it, however, by a sluice, for the purpose of

driving a mill. But such a mill! The wheel is horizontal,

with the cogs turned diagonally to the water ; the beam stands

upright, and is inserted in a stone-quern of the old-fashioned

construction. This simple machine is enclosed in a hovei

about the size of a pig-stye— and there is the mill ! * There

are about 500 such mills in Shetland, each incapable of grind*

ing more than a sack at a time.

* Here occurs a rude scratch of drawing.
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M I cannot get a distinct account of the nature of the land

rights. The Udal proprietors have ceased to exist, yet proper

feudal tenures seem ill understood. Districts of ground are in

many instances understood to belong to Townships or Commu-

nities, possessing what may be arable by patches, and what is

muir as a commonty, pro indiviso. But then individuals of

such a Township often take it upon them to grant feus of par-

ticular parts of the property thus possessed pro indiviso. The

town of Lerwick is built upon a part of the commonty of

Sound, the proprietors of the houses having feu-rights from

different heritors of that Township, but why from one rather

than another, or how even the whole Township combining

(which has not yet been attempted) could grant such a right

upon principle, seems altogether uncertain. In the mean time

the chief stress is laid upon occupance. I should have sup-

posed, upon principle, that Lord Dundas, as superior, possessed

the dominium eminens, and ought to be resorted to as the

source of land rights. But it is not so. It has been found that

the heritors of each Township hold directly of the Crown, only

paying the Scat, or Norwegian land-tax, and other duties to

his lordship, used and wont. Besides, he has what are called

property lands in every Township, or in most, which he lets to

his tenants. Lord Dundas is now trying to introduce the sys-

tem of leases and a better kind of agriculture.* Return home

and dine at Sinclair's, a decent inn— Captain M'Diarmid and

other gentlemen dine with us.— Sleep at the inn on a straw

couch.

" 5th August 1814.— Hazy disagreeable morning ;— Erskine

trying the rioters— notwithstanding which, a great deal of

rioting still in the town. The Greenlanders, however, only

quarrelled among themselves, and the Zetland sailors seemed

to exert themselves in keeping peace. They are, like all the

other Zetlanders I have seen, a strong, clear-complexioned,

handsome race, and the women are very pretty. The females

we rather slavishly employed, however, and I saw more than

* Lord Dundas was created Earl of Zetland in 1838, and died in

February 1839.
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one carrying home the heavy sea-chests of their husbands,

brothers, or lovers, discharged from on board the Greenland-

ers. The Zetlanders are, however, so far provident, that when

they enter the navy they make liberal allowance of their pay

for their wives and families. Not less than £15,000 a-year has

been lately paid by the Admiralty on this account
;
yet this

influx of money, with that from the Greenland fishery, seems

rather to give the means of procuring useless indulgences, than

of augmenting the stock of productive labour. Mr. Collector

Ross tells me, that from the King's books it appears that the

quantity of spirits, tea, coffee, tobacco, snuff, and sugar, im-

ported annually into Lerwick for the consumption of Zetland,

averages at sale price, £20,000 yearly, at the least. Now the

inhabitants of Zetland, men, women, and children, do not ex-

ceed 22,000 in all, and the proportion of foreign luxuries seems

monstrous, unless we allow for the habits contracted by the

seamen in their foreign trips. Tea, in particular, is used by

all ranks, and porridge quite exploded.

" We parade Lerwick. The most remarkable thing is, that

the main street being flagged, and all the others very narrow

lanes descending the hill by steps, anything like a cart, of the

most ordinary and rude construction, seems not only out of

question when the town was built, but in its present state quite

excluded. A road of five miles in length, on the line between

Lerwick and Scalloway, has been already made— upon a very

awkward and expensive plan, and ill-lined as may be supposed.

But it is proposed to extend this road by degrees : carts will

then be introduced, and by crossing the breed of their ponies

judiciously, they will have Galloways to draw them. The

streets of Lerwick (as one blunder perpetrates another) will

then be a bar to improvement, for till the present houses are

greatly altered, no cart can approach the quay. In the gar-

den of Captain Nicolson, R.N., which is rather in a flourish-

ing state, he has tried various trees, almost all of which have

died except the willow. But the plants seem to me to be in-

jured in their passage ; seeds would perhaps do better. We
lire visited by several of th*1 notables of the island, particularly
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Mr. Mowat, a considerable proprietor, who claims acquaintance

with me as the friend of my father, and remembers me as a

boy. The day clearing up, Duff and I walk with this good

old gentleman to Cleik-him-in, and with some trouble drag a

boat off the beach into the fresh-water loch, and go to visit the

Picts' castle. It is of considerable size, and consists of three

circular walls, of huge natural stones admirably combined

without cement. The outer circuit seems to have been simply

a bounding wall or bulwark ; the second or interior defence

contains lodgements such as I shall describe. This inner cir-

cuit is surrounded by a wall of about sixteen or eighteen feet

thick, composed, as I said, of huge massive stones placed in

Layers with great art, but without mortar or cement. The

wall is not perpendicular, but the circle lessens gradually

towards the top, as an old-fashioned pigeon-house. Up the

interior of this wall there proceeds a circular winding gallery

ascending in the form of an inclined plane, so as to gain tne

top by circling round like a cork-screw within the walls. This

is enlightened by little apertures (about two feet by three)

into the inside, and also, it is said, by small slits— of which I

saw none. It is said there are marks of galleries within the

circuit, running parallel to the horizon ; these I saw no re-

pains of; and the interior gallery, with its apertures, is so

extremely low and narrow, being only about three feet square,

that it is difficult to conceive how it could serve the purpose of

communication. At any rate, the size fully justifies the tradi-

tion prevalent here as well as in the south of Scotland, that

the Picts were a diminutive race. More of this when we see

the more perfect specimen of a Pict castle in Mousa, which we
resolve to examine, if it be possible. Certainly I am deeply

"urious to see what must be one of the most ancient houses in

the world, built by a people who, while they seem to have be-

stowed much pains on their habitations, knew neither the art

of cement, of arches, or of stairs. The situation is wild, dreary,

ind impressive. On the land side are huge sheets and frag-

ments of rocks, interspersed with a stinted vegetation of grasa

and heath, which bears no proportion to the rocks and stones.
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From the top of his tower the Pictish Monarch might look

out upon a stormy sea, washing a succession of rocky capes,

reaches, and headlands, and immediately around him was the

deep fresh-water loch on which his fortress was constructed.

It communicates with the land by a sort of causeway, formed,

like the artificial islet itself, by heaping together stones till the

pile reached the surface of the water. This is usually passa-

ble, but at present overflooded. — Return and dine with Mr.

Duncan, Sheriff-substitute— are introduced to Dr. Edmon-

Btone, author of a History of Shetland, who proposes to accom-

pany us to-morrow to see the Cradle of Noss. I should have

mentioned that Mr. Stevenson sailed this morning with the

yacht to survey some isles to the northward ; he returns on

Saturday, it is hoped.

" 6th August.— Hire a six-oared boat, whaler-built, with a

taper point at each end, so that the rudder can be hooked on

either at pleasure. These vessels look very frail, but are ad-

mirably adapted to the stormy seas, where they live when a

ship's boat stiffly and compactly built must necessarily perish.

They owe this to their elasticity and lightness. Some of the

rowers wear a sort of coats of dressed sheep leather, sewed

together with thongs. We sailed out at the southern inlet of

the harbour, rounding successively the capes of the Hammer,

Kirkubus, the Ving, and others, consisting of bold cliffs, hol-

lowed into caverns, or divided into pillars and arches of fan-

tastic appearance^ by the constant action of the waves. Aa

we passed the most northerly of these capes, called, I think,

the Ord, and turned into the open sea, the scenes became yet

more tremendously sublime. Rocks upwards of three or four

hundred feet in height, presented themselves in gigantic suc-

cession, sinking perpendicularly into the main, which is very

deep even within a few fathoms of their base. One of these

capes is called the Bard-head ; a huge projecting arch ii

flamed the Giant's Leg.

4 Here the lone sea-bird wakes its wildest cry.' *

* Campbell— Pleasures ofHope. •
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Not lone, however, in one sense, for their numbers and the

variety of their tribes are immense, though I think they do not

quite equal those of Dunbuy, on the coast of Buchan. Stand-

ing across a little bay, we reached the Isle of Noss, having

hitherto coasted the shore of Bressay. Here we see a detached

and precipitous rock, or island, being a portion rent by a nar-

row sound from the rest of the cliff, and called the Holm.

This detached rock is wholly inaccessible, unless by a pass of

peril, entitled the Cradle of Noss, which is a sort of wooden

chair, travelling from precipice to precipice on rings, which

run upon two cables stretched across over the gulf. We
viewed this extraordinary contrivance from beneath, at the

distance of perhaps one hundred fathoms at least. The boat-

men made light of the risk of crossing it, but it must be tre-

mendous to a brain disposed to be giddy. Seen from beneath,

a man in the basket would resemble a large crow or raven

floating between rock and rock. The purpose of this strange

contrivance is to give the tenant the benefit of putting a few

sheep upon the Holm, the top of which is level, and affords

good pasture. The animals are transported in the cradle by

one at a time, a shepherd holding them upon his knees. The
channel between the Holm and the isle is passable by boats in

calm weather, but not at the time when we saw it. Rowing
on through a heavy tide, and nearer the breakers than any but

Zetlanders would have ventured, we rounded another im-

mensely high cape, called by the islanders the Noup of Noss,

out by sailors Hang-cliff, from its having a projecting appear-

ance. This was the highest rock we had yet seen, though not

quite perpendicular. Its height has never been measured : I

should judge it exceeds 600 feet ; it has been conjectured to

measure 800 and upwards. Our steersman had often descended

this precipitous rock, having only the occasional assistance of a

rope, one end of which he secured from time to time round

some projecting cliff. The collecting sea-fowl for their feath-

Brs was the object, and he might gain five or six dozen, worth
eight or ten shillings, by such an adventure. These huge
orecipices abound with caverns, many of which run mum far*
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ther into the rock than any one has ventured to explore. We
entered (with much hazard to our boat) one called the Ork-

ney-man's Harbour, because an Orkney vessel run in there

some years since to escape a French privateer. The entrance

was lofty enough to admit us without striking the mast, but a

sudden turn in the direction of the cave would have consigned

us to utter darkness if we had gone in farther. The dropping

of the sea-fowl and cormorants into the water from the sides

of the cavern, when disturbed by our approach, had something

in it wild and terrible.

" After passing the Noup, the precipices become lower, and

sink into a rocky shore with deep indentations, called by the

natives, Gios. Here we would fain have landed to visit the

Cradle from the top of the cliff, but the surf rendered it im-

possible. We therefore rowed on like Thalaba in ' Allah's

name,' around the Isle of Noss, and landed upon the opposite

side of the small sound which divides it from Bressay. Noss

exactly resembles in shape Salisbury crags, supposing the sea

to flow down the valley called the Hunter's bog, and round the

foot of the precipice. The eastern part of the isle is fine

smooth pasture, the best I have seen in these isles, sloping

upwards to the verge of the tremendous rocks which form its

western front.

" As we are to dine at Gardie-House (the seat of young Mr.

Mowat), on the Isle of Bressay, Duff and I— who went to-

gether on this occasion— resolve to walk across the island,

about three miles, being by this time thoroughly wet. Brea-

say is a black and heathy isle, full of little lochs and bogs.

Through storm and shade, and dense and dry, we find our way

10 Gardie, and have then to encounter the sublunary difficul-

ties of wanting the keys of our portmanteaus, &c, the servants

having absconded to see the Cradle. These being overcome,

we are most hospitably treated at Gardie. Young Mr. Mowat,

son of my old friend, is an improver, and a moderate one. He
has got a ploughman from Scotland, who acts as grieve, but aa

yet with the prejudices and inconveniences which usually attach

themselves, to the most salutary experiments. The ploughman
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complains that the Zetlanders work as if a spade or hoe burned

their fingers, and that though they only get a shilling a-day,

yet the labour of three of them does not exceed what one good

hand in Berwickshire would do for 2s. 6d. The islanders re-

tort, that a man can do no more than he can ; that they are

not used to be taxed to their work so severely ; that they will

work as their fathers did, and not otherwise ; and at first the

landlord found difficulty in getting hands to work under his

Caledonian task-master. Besides, they find fault with his ho,

and gee, and wo, when ploughing. ' He speaks to the horse,'

they say, ' and they gang— and there's something no canny

about the man.' In short, between the prejudices of laziness

and superstition, the ploughman leads a sorry life of it ;— yet

these prejudices are daily abating, under the steady and indul-

gent management of the proprietor. Indeed, nowhere is im-

provement in agriculture more necessary. An old-fashioned

Zetland plough is a real curiosity. It had but one handle, or

stilt, and a coulter, but no sock ; it ripped the furrow, there-

fore, but did not throw it aside. When this precious machine

was in motion, it was dragged by four little bullocks yoked

abreast, and as many ponies harnessed, or rather strung, to

the plough by ropes and thongs of raw hide. One man went

before, walking backward, with his face to the bullocks, and

pulling them forward by main strength. Another held down

the plough by its single handle, and made a sort of slit in the

earth, which two women, who closed the procession, converted

into a furrow, by throwing the earth aside with shovels. An
antiquary might be of opinion that this was the very model of

the original plough invented by Triptolemus ; and it is but jus-

tice to Zetland to say, that these relics of ancient agricultural

art will soon have all the interest attached to rarity. We could

only hear of one of these ploughs within three miles of Ler-

wick.

" This and many other barbarous habits to which the Zet-

landers were formerly wedded, seem only to have subsisted

because their amphibious character o^ fishers and farmers in-

duced them to neglect agricultural arts. A Zetland farmer

VOL. iv. 4
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looks to the sea to pay his rent ;— if the land finds him a little

meal and kail, and (if he be a very clever fellow) a few pota-

toes, it is very well. The more intelligent part of the land-

holders are sensible of all this, but argue like men of good

sense and humanity on the subject. To have good farming,

you must have a considerable farm, upon which capital may
be laid out to advantage. But to introduce this change sud-

denly would turn adrift perhaps twenty families, who now

occupy small farms pro indiviso, cultivating by patches, or run-

dale and rwirig, what part of the property is arable, and stock-

ing the pasture as a common upon which each family turns out

such stock as they can rear, without observing any proportion

as to the number which it can support. In this way many

townships, as they are called, subsist indeed, but in a preca-

rious and indigent manner. Fishing villages seem the natural

resource for this excess of population ; but, besides the expense

of erecting them, the habits of the people are to be considered,

who, with ' one foot on land and one on sea,' would be with

equal reluctance confined to either element. The remedy

seems to be, that the larger proprietors should gradually set

the example of better cultivation, and introduce better imple-

ments. They will, by degrees, be imitated by the inferior pro-

prietors, and by their tenants ; and, as turnips and hay crops

become more general, a better and heavier class of stock will

naturally be introduced.

'• The sheep in particular might be improved into a valuable

stock, and would no doubt thrive, since the winters are very

temperate. But I should be sorry that extensive pasture

farms were introduced, as it would tend to diminish a popula-

tion invaluable for the supply of our navy. The improvement

of the arable land, on the contrary, would soon set them be-

yond the terrors of famine with which the islanders are at

present occasionally visited ; and, combined with fisheries, car-

vied on not by farmers, but by real fishers, would amply supply

the inhabitants, without diminishing the export of dried fish.

This separation of trades will in time take place, and then the

prosperous days of Zetland will begin. The proprietors are



DIARY SHETLAND SUPERSTITIONS. 51

already upon the alert, studying the means of gradual improve-

ment, and no humane person would wish them to drive it on

too rapidly, to the distress and perhaps destruction of the nu-

merous tenants who have been bred under a different system.

" I have gleaned something of the peculiar superstitions of

the Zetlanders, which are numerous and potent. Witches,

fairies, &c, are as numerous as ever they were in Teviotdale.

The latter are called Trows, probably from the Norwegian

Dwdrg (or dwarf) the D being readily converted into T. The
dwarfs are the prime agents in the machinery of Norwegian

superstition. The trows do not differ from the fairies of the

Lowlands, or Sighean of the Highlanders. They steal chil-

dren, dwell within the interior of green hills, and often carry

mortals into their recesses. Some, yet alive, pretend to have

been carried off in this way, and obtain credit for the marvels

they tell of the subterranean habitations of the trows. Some-

times, when a person becomes melancholy and low-spirited, the

trows are supposed to have stolen the real being, and left a

moving phantom to represent him. Sometimes they are said

to steal only the heart— like Lancashire witches. There are

cures in each case. The party's friends resort to a cunning

man or woman, who hangs about the neck a triangular stone

in the shape of a heart, or conjures back the lost individual,

by retiring to the hills and employing the necessary spells. A
common receipt, when a child appears consumptive and puny,

is, that the conjurer places a bowl of water on the patient's

head, and pours melted lead into it through the wards of a

key. The metal assumes of course a variety of shapes, from

which he selects a portion, after due consideration, which is

sewn into the shirt of the patient. Sometimes no part of the

lead suits the seer's fancy. Then the operation is recom-

menced, until he obtains a fragment of such a configuration as

suits his mystical purpose. Mr. Duncan told us he had been

treated in this way when a boy.

" A worse and most horrid opinion prevails, or did prevail,

among the fishers— namely, that he who saves a drowning

man will receive at his hands some deep wrong or injury,



52 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

Several instances were quoted to-day in company, in which

the utmost violence had been found necessary to compel the

fishers to violate this inhuman prejudice. It is conjectured to

have arisen as an apology for rendering no assistance to the

mariners as they escaped from a shipwrecked vessel, for these

isles are infamous for plundering wrecks. A story is told of

the crew of a stranded vessel who were warping themselves

ashore by means of a hawser which they had fixed to the land.

The islanders (of Unst, as I believe) watched their motions in

silence, till an old man reminded them that if they suffered

these sailors to come ashore, they would consume all their win-

ter stock of provisions. A Zetlander cut the hawser, and the

poor wretches, twenty in number, were all swept away. Thig

is a tale of former times— the cruelty would not now be ac-

tive; but I fear that even yet the drowning mariner would in

some places receive no assistance in his exertions, and cer-

tainly he would in most be plundered to the skin upon his

landing. The gentlemen do their utmost to prevent this infa-

mous practice. It may seem strange that the natives should

be so little affected by a distress to which they are themselves

so constantly exposed. But habitual exposure to danger hard-

ens the heart against its consequences, whether to ourselves or

others. There is yet living a man— if he can be called so—
to whom the following story belongs :— He was engaged in

catching sea-fowl upon one of the cliffs, with his father and

brother. All three were suspended by a cord, according to

custom, and overhanging the ocean, at the height of some hun-

dred feet. This man being uppermost on the cord, observed

that it was giving way, as unable to support their united

weight. He called out to his brother who was next to him—<

1 Cut away a nail below, Willie,' meaning he should cut the

rope beneath, and let his father drop. Willie refused, and bid

him cut himself, if he pleased. He did so, and his brother and

father were precipitated into the sea. He never thought of

concealing or denying the adventure in all its parts. We left

Gardie-Houso late ; being on the side of the Isle of Bressay

opposite to Lerwick, we were soon rowed across the bay. A
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laugh with Hamilton,* whose gout keeps him stationary at

Lerwick, but whose good-humour defies gout and every other

provocation, concludes the evening.

" 1th August, 1814.— Being Sunday, Duff, Erskine, and I,

rode to Tingwall upon Zetland ponies, to breakfast with our

friend Parson Turnbull, who had come over in our yacht. An
ill-conducted and worse-made road served us four miles on our

journey. This Via Flaminia of Thule terminates, like its

prototype, in a bog. It is, however, the only road in these

isles, except about half a mile made by Mr. Turnbull. The

land in the interior much resembles the Peel-heights, near

Ashestiel ; but, as you approach the other side of the island,

becomes better. Tingwall is rather a fertile valley, up which

winds a loch of about two miles in length. The kirk and

manse stand at the head of the loch, and command a view

down the valley to another lake beyond the first, and thence

over another reach of land, to the ocean, indented by capes

and studded with isles ; among which, that of St. Ninian's, ab-

ruptly divided from the mainland by a deep chasm, is the most

conspicuous. Mr. Turnbull is a Jedburgh man by birth, but a

Zetlander by settlement and inclination. I have reason to be

proud of my countryman ;— he is doing his best, with great

patience and judgment, to set a good example both in tempo-

rals and spirituals, and is generally beloved and respected

among all classes. His glebe is in far the best order of any

ground I have seen in Zetland. It is enclosed chiefly with

* Kobert Hamilton, Sheriff of Lanarkshire, and afterwards one of

the Clerks of Session, was a particular favourite of Scott— first, among
many other good reasons, because he had been a soldier in his youth,

had fought gallantly and been wounded severely in the American war,

and was a very Uncle Toby in military enthusiasm ; 2dly, because he

was a brother antiquary of the genuine Monkbarns breed ; 3dly (last not

least), because he was, in spite of the example of the head of his name
and race, a steady Tory. Mr. Hamilton sent for Scott when upon his

death-bed in 1831, and desired him to choose aad zaxry off as a parting

memorial, any article he liked in his collection of arms. Sir Walter

Iby that time sorely shattered in his own nealth) selected the sword

Vith which his good friend had been begirt at Bunker's Hill.
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dry-stone, instead of the useless turf-dikes ; and he has sown

grass, and has a hay-stack, and a second crop of clover, and

may claim well-dressed fields of potatoes, barley, and oats.

The people around him are obviously affected by his example.

He gave us an excellent discourse and remarkably good

prayers, which are seldom the excellence of the Presbyterian

worship.* The congregation were numerous, decent, clean,

and well-dressed. The men have all the air of seamen, and are

a good-looking hardy race. Some of the old fellows had got

faces much resembling Tritons ; if they had had conchs to

blow, it would have completed them. After church, ride down
the loch to Scalloway— the country wild but pleasant, with

sloping hills of good pasturage, and patches of cultivation

on the lower ground. Pass a huge standing stone or pillar.

Here, it is said, the son of an old Earl of the Orkneys met his

fate. He had rebelled against his father, and fortified himself

in Zetland. The Earl sent a party to dislodge him, who, not

caring to proceed to violence against his person, failed in the

attempt. The Earl then sent a stronger force, with orders to

take him dead or alive. The young Absalom's castle was

stormed— he himself fled across the loch, and was overtaken

and slain at this pillar. The Earl afterwards executed the

perpetrators of this slaughter, though they had only fulfilled

his own mandate.

" We reach Scalloway, and visit the ruins of an old castle,

composed of a double tower or keep, with turrets at the cor-

ners. It is the principal, if not the only ruin of Gothic times

in Zetland, and is of very recent date, being built in 1600. It

was built by Patrick Stewart, Earl of Orkney, afterwards de-

servedly executed at Edinburgh for many acts of tyranny and

oppression. It was this, rapacious Lord who imposed many of

those heavy duties still levied from the Zetlanders by Lord

Dundas. The exactions by which he accomplished this erec-

* During the winter of 1837-8, this worthy clergyman's wife, hia

daughter, and a servant, perished within sight of the manse, from a

flaw in the ice on the loch— which they were crossing as the nearea/

way home. — [1839.]
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tion were represented as grievous. He was so dreaded, that

upon his trial one Zetland witness refused to say a word till he

was assured that there was no chance of the Earl returning to

Scalloway. Over the entrance of the castle are his arms,

much defaced, with the unicorns of Scotland for supporters,

the assumption of which was one of the articles of indictment

There is a Scriptural inscription also above the door, in Latin,

now much defaced—
'PATEICIUS OBCHADI^E ET ZETLANDI^E COMES. A. D. 1600.

CUJUS FUNDAMEN SAXUM EST, DOMUS ILLA MANEBIT
STABILIS: E CONTRA, SI SIT ABENA, PEBIT.'

" This is said to have been furnished to Earl Patrick by a

Presbyterian divine, who slily couched under it an allusion to

the evil practices by which the Earl had established his power.

He perhaps trusted that the language might disguise the im-

port from the Earl.* If so, the Scottish nobility are improved

in literature, for the Duke of Gordon pointed out an error in

the Latinky.

" Scalloway has a beautiful and very safe harbour, but as it

is somewhat difficult of access, from a complication of small

islands, it is inferior to Lerwick. Hence, though still nominally

the capital of Zetland, for all edictal citations are made at

Scalloway, it has sunk into a small fishing hamlet. The Nor-

* In his reviewal of Pitcairn's Trials (1831), Scott says— " In erect-

ing this Earl's Castle of Scalloway, and other expensive edifices, the

King's tenanto were forced to work in quarries, transport stone, dig,

delve, climb, and build, and submit to all possible sorts of servile and
painful labour, without either meat, drink, hire, or recompense of any
kind. ' My father,' said Earl Patrick, ' built his house at Sumburgh
on the sand, and it has given way already ; this of mine on the rock

shall abide and endure.' He did not or would not understand that the

oppression, rapacity and cruelty, by means of which the house arose,

were what the clergyman really pointed to in his recommendation of a

motto. Accordingly, the huge tower remains wild and desolate— its

chambers filled with sand, and its rifted walls and dismantled battle-

ments giving unrestrained access to the roaring sea blast."— For more

of Earl Patrick, see Scott's Miscellaneous Prase Works, vol. xxi. pp
J30, 233; vol. xxiii. pp. 327, 329, (Edin. Ed.)
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wegians made their original settlement in this parish of Ting-

wall. At the head of this loch, and just below the manse, is a

Bmall round islet accessible by stepping-stones, where they held

their courts ; hence the islet is called Law-ting— Ting, or

Thing, answering to our word business, exactly like the Latin

negotium. It seems odd that in Dumfries-shire, and even in

the Isle of Man, where the race and laws were surely Celtic,

we have this Gothic word Ting and Tingwald applied in the

same way. We dined with Mr. Scott of Scalloway, who, like

several families of this name in Shetland, is derived from the

house of Scotstarvet. They are very clannish, marry much
among themselves, and are proud of their descent. Two
young ladies, daughters of Mr. Scott's, dined with us— they

were both Mrs. Scotts, having married brothers— the husband

of one was lost in the unfortunate Doris. They were pleasant,

intelligent women, and exceedingly obliging. Old Mr. Scott

seems a good country gentleman. He is negotiating an ex-

change with Lord Dundas, which will give him the Castle of

Scalloway and two or three neighbouring islands: the rest

of the archipelago (seven I think in number) are«already his

own. He will thus have command of the whole fishing and

harbour, for which he parts with an estate of more immediate

value, lying on the other side of the mainland. I found my
name made me very popular in this family, and there were

many inquiries after the state of the Buccleuch family, in

which they seemed to take much interest. I found them pos-

sessed of the remarkable circumstances attending the late pro-

jected sale of Ancrum, and the death of Sir John Scott, and

thought it strange that, settled for three generations in a

country so distant, they should still take an interest in those

matters. I was loaded with shells and little curiosities for my
young people.

" There was a report (January was two years) of a kraken

or some monstrous fish being seen off Scalloway. The object

was visible for a fortnight, but nobody dared approach it,

although I should have thought the Zetlanders would not have

beared the devil if he came by water. They pretended thai
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the suction, when they came within a certain distance, was so

great as to endanger their boats. The object was described as

resembling a vessel with her keel turned upmost in the sea, or

a small ridge of rock or island. Mr. Scott thinks it might

have been a vessel overset, or a large whale : if the latter, it

seems odd they should not have known it, as whales are the

intimate acquaintances of all Zetland sailors. Whatever it

was, it disappeared after a heavy gale of wind, which seems to

favour the idea that it was the wreck of a vessel. Mr. Scott

seems to think Pontopiddan's narrations and descriptions are

much more accurate than we inland men suppose ; and I find

most Zetlanders of the same opinion. Mr. Turnbull, who is

not credulous upon these subjects, tells me that this year a

parishioner of his, a well-informed and veracious person, saw

an animal, which, if his description was correct, must have

been of the species of sea-snake, driven ashore on one of the

Orkneys two or three years ago. It was very long, and seemed

about the thickness of a Norway log, and swam on the top of

the waves, occasionally lifting and bending its head. Mr. T.

says he has no doubt of the veracity of the narrator, but still

thinks it possible it may have been a mere log, or beam of

wood, and that the spectator may have been deceived by the

motion of the waves, joined to the force of imagination. This

for the Duke of Buccleuch.

" At Scalloway my curiosity was gratified by an account of

the sword-dance, now almost lost, but still practised in the

Island of Papa, belonging to Mr. Scott. There are eight per

formers, seven of whom represent the Seven Champions of

Christendom, who enter one by one with their swords drawn

and are presented to the eighth personage, who is not named
Some rude couplets are spoken (in English, not Norse,) con-

taining a sort of panegyric upon each champion as he is pre-

sented. They then dance a sort of cotillion, as the ladies

described it, going through a number of evolutions with their

swords. One of my three Mrs. Scotts readily promised to pro-

cure me the lines, the rhymes, and the form of the dance. I

regret much that young Mr. Scott was absent during this
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visit ; he is described as a reader and an enthusiast in poetry.

Probably I might have interested him in preserving the dance,

by causing young persons to learn it. A few years since, a

party of Papa-men came to dance the sword-dance at Lerwick

as a public exhibition with great applause. The warlike dances

of the northern people, of which I conceive this to be the only

remnant in the British dominions,* are repeatedly alluded to

by their poets and historians. The introduction of the Seven

Champions savours of a later period, and was probably in-

grafted upon the dance when mysteries and moralities (the first

scenic representations) came into fashion. In a stall pamphlet,

called the history of Buckshaven, it is said those fishers sprung

from Danes, and brought with them their war-dance or sword-

dance, and a rude wooden cut of it is given. We resist the

hospitality of our entertainers, and return to Lerwick despite

a most downright fall of rain. My pony stumbles coming down

hill; saddle sways round, having but one girth and that too

long, and lays me on my back. N. B. The bogs in Zetland as

soft as those in Liddesdale. Get to Lerwick about ten at

night. No yacht has appeared.

" 8th August.— No yacht, and a rainy morning; bring up

my journal. Day clears up, and we go to pay our farewell

visits of thanks to the hospitable Lerwegians, and at the Fort.

Visit kind old Mr. Mowat, and walk with him and Collector

Ross to the point of Quaggers, or Twaggers, which forms one

arm of the southern entrance to the sound of Bressay. From

the eminence a delightful sea view, with several of those nar-

row capes and deep reaches or inlets of the sea, which indent

the shores of that land. On the right hand a narrow bay,

bounded by the isthmus of Sound, with a house upon it re-

sembling an old castle. In the indenture of the bay, and

divided from the sea by a slight causeway, the lake of Cleih-

* Mr. W. S. Rose informs me, that when he was at school at Win-

chester, the morris-dancers there used to exhibit a sword-dance re-

sembling that described at Camacho's wedding in Don Quixote ; and

Mr. Morritt adds, that similar dances are even yet performed in th«

•ullages about Rokeby every Christmas.
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Mm-in, with its Pictish castle. Beyond this the bay opens

another yet ; and, behind all, a succession of capes, headlands,

and islands, as far as the cape called Sumburgh-head, which is

the furthest point of Zetland in that direction. Inland, craggy,

and sable muirs, with cairns, among which we distinguish the

Wart or Ward of Wick, to which we walked on the 4th. On
the left the island of Bressay, with its peaked hill called the

Wart of Bressay. Over Bressay see the top of Hang-cliff.

Admire the Bay of Lerwick, with its shipping, widening ou

to the northwards, and then again contracted into a narrow

sound, through which the infamous Bothwell was pursued by

Kirkaldy of Grange, until he escaped through the dexterity of

his pilot, who sailed close along a sunken rock, upon which

Kirkaldy, keeping the weather-gage, struck, and sustained

damage. The rock is visible at low water, and is still called

ihe Unicorn, from the name of Kirkaldy's vessel. Admire Mr.

Mowat's little farm, of about thirty acres, bought about twenty

years since for £ 75, and redeemed from the miserable state of

the surrounding country, so that it now bears excellent corn
;

here also was a hay crop. With Mr. Turnbull's it makes two.

Visit Mr. Ross, collector of the customs, who presents me with

the most superb collection of the stone axes (or adzes, or what-

ever they are), called celts. The Zetlanders call them thunder-

bolts, and keep them in their houses as a receipt against thun-

der ; but the Collector has succeeded in obtaining several. We
are now to dress for dinner with the Notables of Lerwick, who
give us an entertainment in their Town-hall. Oho

!

" Just as we were going to dinner, the yacht appeared, and

Mr Stevenson landed. He gives a most favourable account

of the isles to the northward, particularly Unst. I believe Ler-

wick is the worst part of Shetland. Are hospitably received

and entertained by the Lerwick gentlemen. They are a quick

intelligent race— chiefly of Scottish birth, as appears from

their names Mowat, Gifford, Scott, and so forth. These are

the chief proprietors. The Norwegian or Danish surnames,

though of course the more ancient, belong, with some excep-

tions, to the lower ranks. The Veteran Corps expects to be
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disbanded, and the officers and Lerwegians seem to part with

regret. Some of the officers talk of settling here. The price

of everything is moderate, and the style of living unexpensive.

Against these conveniences are to be placed a total separation

from public life, news, and literature ; and a \ ariable and in*

hospitable climate. Lerwick will suffer mas4
, severely if the

Fort is not occupied by some force or other ; for, between

whiskey and frolic, the Greenland sailors will certainly burn

the little town. We have seen a good deal, and heard much
more, of the pranks of these unruly guests. A gentleman of

Lerwick, who had company to dine with him, observed be-

neath his window a party of sailors eating a leg of roast mut-

ton, which he witnessed with philanthropic satisfaction, till he

received the melancholy information, that that individual leg

of mutton, being the very sheet-anchor of his own entertain-

ment, had been violently carried off from his kitchen, spit and

all, by these honest gentlemen, who were now devouring it.

Two others having carried off a sheep, were apprehended, and

brought before a Justice of the Peace, who questioned them

respecting the fact. The first denied he had taken the sheep,

but said he had seen it taken away by a fellow with a red nose

and a black wig— (this was the Justice's description) —
1 Don't you think he was like his honour, Tom ?

' he added,

appealing to his comrade. ' By G—, Jack,' answered Tom,
' I believe it was the very man !

' Erskine has been busy

with these facetious gentlemen, and has sent several to prison,

but nothing could have been done without the soldiery. We
leave Lerwick at eight o'clock, and sleep on board the

/acht.

" 9$ August 1814.— Waked at seven, and find the vessel

has left Lerwick harbour, and is on the point of entering the

Bound which divides the small island of Mousa (or Queen's

island) from Coningsburgh, a very wild part of the main island

so called. Went ashore, and see the very ancient castle of

Mousa, which stands close on the sea-shore. It is a Pictish

fortress, the most entire pobably in the world. In form it re-

sembles a dice-box, for the truncated cone is continued only tc
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\ certain height, after which it begins to rise perpendicularly,

or rather with a tendency to expand outwards. The building

is round, and has been surrounded with an outer-wall, of which

hardly the slightest vestiges now remain. It is composed of a

layer of stones, without cement ; they are not of large size, but

rather small and thin. To give a vulgar comparison, it re-

sembles an old ruinous pigeon-house. Mr. Stevenson took the

dimensions of this curious fort, which are as follows :— Outside

diameter at the base is fifty-two feet ; at the top thirty-eight

feet. The diameter of the interior at the base is nineteen feet

Bix inches ; at the top twenty-one feet ; the curve in the inside

being the reverse of the outside, or nearly so. The thickness

of the walls at the base seventeen feet ; at the top eight feet

six inches. The height outside forty-two feet ; the inside

thirty-four feet. The door or entrance faces the sea, and the

interior is partly filled with rubbish. When you enter you

see, in the inner wall, a succession of small openings like win-

dows, directly one above another, with broad flat stones, serv-

ing for lintels ; these are about nine inches thick. The whole

resembles a ladder. There were four of these perpendicular

rows of windows or apertures, the situation of which corre-

sponds with the cardinal points of the compass. You enter

the galleries contained in the thickness of the wall by two of

these apertures, which have been broken down. These in-

terior spaces are of two descriptions : one consists of a wind-

ing ascent, not quite an inclined plane, yet not by any means

a regular stair ; but the edges of the stones, being suffered to

project irregularly, serve for rude steps— or a kind of as-

sistance. Through this narrow staircase, which winds round

the building, you creep up to the top of the castle, which is

partly ruinous. But besides the staircase, there branch off at

irregular intervals horizontal galleries, which go round the

whole building, and receive air from the holes I formerly men-

tioned. These apertures vary in size, diminishing as they run,

from about thirty inches in width by eighteen in height, till

they are only about a foot square. The lower galleries are

full man height, but narrow. They diminish both in height
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and width as they ascend, and as the thickness of the wall in

which they are enclosed diminishes. The uppermost gallery

is so narrow and low, that it was with great difficulty I crept

through it. The walls are built very irregularly, the sweep of

the cone being different on the different sides.

"It is said by Torfaeus that this fort was repaired and

strengthened by Erlind, who, having forcibly carried off the

mother of Harold Earl of the Orkneys, resolved to defend him-

self to extremity in this place against the insulted Earl. How
a castle could be defended which had no opening to the out-

side for shooting arrows, and which was of a capacity to be

pulled to pieces by the assailants, who could advance without

annoyance to the bottom of the wall (unless it were battle-

mented upon the top), does not easily appear. But to Erlind's

operations the castle of Mousa possibly owes the upper and

perpendicular, or rather overhanging, part of its elevation, and

also its rude staircase. In these two particulars it seems to

differ from all other Picts' castles, which are ascended by an

inclined plane, and generally, I believe, terminate in a trun-

cated cone, without that strange counterpart of the perpendi-

cular or projecting part of the upper wall. Opposite to the

castle of Mousa are the ruins of another Pictish fort : indeed,

they all communicate with each other through the isles. The
island of Mousa is the property of a Mr. Piper, who has im-

proved it considerably, and values his castle. I advised him

to clear out the interior, as he tells us there are three or four

galleries beneath those now accessible, and the difference of

height between the exterior and interior warrants his asser-

tion.

" we get on board, and in time, for the wind freshens, and

becomes contrary. We beat down to Sumburgh-head, through

rough weather. This is the extreme south-eastern point of

Zetland; and as the Atlantic and German oceans unite at

this point, a frightful tide runs here, called Sumburgh-rost

The breeze, contending with the tide, flings the breakers in

great style upon the high broken cliffs of Sumburgh-head.

They are all one white foam, ascending to a great height
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We wished to double this point, and lie by in a bay between

that and the northern or north-western cape, called Fitful-

head, and which seems higher than Sumburgh itself— and

tacked repeatedly with this view ; but a confounded islet,

called The Horse, always baffled us, and, after three heats,

fairly distanced us. So we run into a roadstead, called Quen-

dal Bay, on the south-eastern side, and there anchor for the

night. We go ashore with various purposes,— Stevenson to

see the site of a proposed lighthouse on this tremendous cape

— Marjoribanks to shoot rabbits— and Duff and I to look

about us.

" I ascended the head by myself, which is lofty, and com-

mands a wild sea-view. Zetland stretches away, with all its

projecting capes and inlets, to the north-eastward. Many of

those inlets approach each other very nearly ; indeed, the two

opposite bays at Sumburgh-head seem on the point of joining,

and rendering that cape an island. The two creeks from those

east and western seas are only divided by a low isthmus of

blowing sand, and similar to that which wastes part of the east

coast of Scotland. It has here blown like the deserts of Ara-

bia, and destroyed some houses, formerly the occasional resi-

dences of the Earls of Orkney. The steep and rocky side of

the cape, which faces the west, does not seem much more du-

rable. These lofty cliffs are all of sand-flag, a very loose and

perishable kind of rock, which slides down in immense masses,

like avalanches, after every storm. The rest lies so loose, that,

on the very brow of the loftiest crag, I had no difficulty in

sending down a fragment as large as myself: he thundered

down in tremendous style, but splitting upon a projecting cliff,

descended into the ocean like a shower of shrapnel shot. The

sea beneath rages incessantly among a thousand of the frag-

ments which have fallen from the peaks, and which assume an

lundred strange shapes. It would have been a fine situation

wO compose an ode to the Genius of Sumburgh-head, or an

Elegy upon a Cormorant— or to have written and spoken

madness of any kind in prose or poetry. But I gave vent to

iny excited feelings in a more simple way ; and sitting gently
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down on the steep green slope which led to the beach, I e'e*

slid down a few hundred feet, and found the exercise quite an

adequate vent to my enthusiasm. I recommend this exercise

(time and place suiting) to all my brother scribblers, and I

have no doubt it will save much effusion of Christian ink.

Those slopes are covered with beautiful short herbage. At

the foot of the ascent, and towards the isthmus, is the old house

of Sumburgh, in appearance a most dreary mansion. I found,

on my arrival at the beach, that the hospitality of the inhabi-

tants had entrapped my companions. I walked back to meet

them, but escaped the gin and water. On board about nine

o'clock at night. A little schooner lies between us and the

shore, which we had seen all day buffeting the tide and breeze

like ourselves. The wind increases, and the ship is made SNUG
— a sure sign the passengers will not be so.

" 10th August 1814.— The omen was but too true— a ter-

rible combustion on board, among plates, dishes, glasses, writ-

ing-desks, &c. &c. ; not a wink of sleep. We weigh and stand

out into that delightful current called Sumhurgh-rost, or rust.

This tide certainly owes us a grudge, for it drove us to the

eastward about thirty miles on the night of the first, and occa-

sioned our missing the Fair Isle, and now it has caught us on

our return. All the landsmen sicker than sick, and our Vice-

roy, Stevenson, qualmish. This is the only time that I have

felt more than temporary inconvenience, but this morning I

have headache and nausea ; these are trifles, and in a well-

found vessel, with a good pilot, we have none of that mixture

of danger which gives dignity to the traveller. But he must

have a stouter heart than mine, who can contemplate without

horror the situation of a vessel of an inferior description caught

among these headlands and reefs of rocks, in the long and

dark winter nights of these regions. Accordingly, wrecks are

frequent. It is proposed to have a light on Sumburgh-head,

which is the first land made by vessels coming from the east-

ward; Fitful-head is higher, but is to the west, from which

quarter few vessel come.
u We are now clear of Zetland, and about ten o'clock reach
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the Fair Isle ;
* one of their boats comes off, a strange-looking

thing without an entire plank in it, excepting one on each

side, upon the strength of which the whole depends, the rest

being patched and joined. This trumpery skiff the men man-

age with the most astonishing dexterity, and row with remark-

able speed ; they have two banks, that is, two rowers on each

bench, and use very short paddles. The wildness of their ap-

pearance, with long elf-locks, striped worsted caps, and shoes

of raw hide— the fragility of their boat— and their extreme

curiosity about us and our cutter, give them a title to be distin-

guished as natives. One of our people told their steersman, by

way of jeer, that he must have great confidence in Providence

to go to sea in such a vehicle ; the man very sensibly replied,

that without the same confidence he would not go to sea in the

best tool in England. We take to our boat, and row for about

three miles round the coast, in order to land at the inhabited

part of the island. This coast abounds with grand views of

rocks and bays. One immense portion of rock is (like the

Holm of Noss) separated by a chasm from the mainland. As

it is covered with herbage on the top, though a literal preci-

pice all round, the natives contrive to ascend the rock by a

place which would make a goat dizzy, and then drag the sheep

up by ropes, though they sometimes carry a sheep up on their

shoulders. The captain of a sloop of war, being ashore while

they were at this work, turned giddy and sick while looking at

them. This immense precipice is several hundred feet high,

and is perforated below by some extraordinary apertures,

through which a boat might pass ; the light shines distinctly

through these hideous chasms.

" After passing a square bay called the North-haven, ten-

anted by sea-fowl and seals (the first we have yet seen), we
come in view of the small harbour. Land, and breakfast, for

which, till now, none of us felt inclination. In front of the

little harbour is the house of the tacksman, Mr. Strong, and

* This is a solitary island, lyiruj about half-way between Orkney
and Zetland.

vol.. iv. 5
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in view are three small assemblages of miserable huts, where

the inhabitants of the isle live. There are about thirty fami-

lies and 250 inhabitants upon the Fair Isle. It merits its

name, as the plain upon which the hamlets are situated, bears

excellent barley, oats, and potatoes, and the rest of the isle is

beautiful pasture, excepting to the eastward, where there is a

moss, equally essential to the comfort of the inhabitants, since

it supplies them with peats for fuel. The Fair Isle is about

three miles long and a mile and a half broad. Mr. Strong

received us very courteously. He lives here, like Robinson

Crusoe, in absolute solitude as to society, unless by a chance

visit from the officers of a man-of-war. There is a signal-post

maintained on the island by Government, under this gentle-

man's inspection ; when any ship appears that cannot answer his

signals, he sends off to Lerwick and Kirkwall to give the alarm.

Rogers * was off here last year, and nearly cut off one of Mr.

Strong's express-boats, but the active islanders outstripped his

people by speed of rowing. The inhabitants pay Mr. Strong

for the possessions which they occupy under him as sub-ten-

ants, and cultivate the isle in their own way, i. e. by digging

instead of ploughing (though the ground is quite open and free

from rocks, and they have several scores of ponies), and by

raising alternate crops of barley, oats, and potatoes ; the first

and last are admirably good. They rather over-manure their

crops ; the possessions lie runrig, that is, by alternate ridges,

and the outfield or pasture ground is possessed as common to

all their cows and ponies. The islanders fish for Mr. Strong

at certain fixed rates, and the fish is his property, which he

sends to Kirkwall, Lerwick, or elsewhere, in a little schooner,

the same which we left in Quendal bay, and about the arrival

of which we found them anxious. An equal space of rich

land on the Fair Isle, situated in an inland county of Scot-

land, would rent for £3000 a-year at the very least. To be

sure it would not be burdened with the population of 250 souls,

whose bodies (fertile as it is) it cannot maintain in bread, they

being supplied chiefly from the mainland. Fish they havt

* An American Commodore.
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plenty, and are even nice in their choice. Skate they will not

touch; dog-fish they say is only food for Orkney-men, and

when they catch them, they make a point of tormenting the

poor fish for eating off their baits from the hook, stealing the

haddocks from their lines, and other enormities. These people,

being about half-way between Shetland and Orkney, have

unfrequent connexion with either archipelago, and live and

marry entirely among themselves. One lad told me, only five

persons had left the island since his remembrance, and of those,

three were pressed for the navy. They seldom go to Green-

land ; but this year five or six of their young men were on

board the whalers. They seemed extremely solicitous about

their return, and repeatedly questioned us about the names of

the whalers which were at Lerwick, a point on which we could

give little information.

" The manners of these islanders seem primitive and simple,

and they are sober, good-humoured, and friendly— but jimp

honest. Their comforts are, of course, much dependent on

their master's pleasure ; for so they call Mr. Strong. But they

gave him the highest character for kindness and liberality, and

prayed to God he might long be their ruler. After mounting

the signal-post hill, or Malcolm's Head, which is faced by a

most tremendous cliff, we separated on our different routes.

The Sheriff went to rectify the only enormity on the island,

which existed in the person of a drunken schoolmaster ; Mar-

chie * went to shoot sea-fowl, or rather to frighten them, as his

calumniators allege. Stevenson and Duff went to inspect the

remains or vestiges of a Danish lighthouse upon a distant hill,

called, as usual, the Ward, or Ward-hill, and returned with

specimens of copper ore. Hamilton went down to cater fish

for our dinner, and see it properly cooked— and I to see two

remarkable indentures in the coast called Rivas, perhaps from

their being rifted or riven. They are exactly like the Buller

of Buchan, the sea rolling into a large open basin within the

land through a natural archway. These places are close to

each other : one is oblong, and it is easy to descend into it by

* Mr. Marjoribanks.



8 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

a rude path ; the other gulf is inaccessible from the land, un-

less to a crags-man, as these venturous climbers call themselves.

I sat for about an hour upon the verge, like the cormorants

around me, hanging my legs over the precipice ; but I could

not get free of two or three well-meaning islanders, who held me
fast by the skirts all the time— for it must be conceived, that

our numbers and appointments had drawn out the whole pop-

ulation to admire and attend us. After we separated, each,

like the nucleus of a comet, had his own distinct train of at-

tendants.— Visit the capital town, a wretched assemblage of

the basest huts, dirty without, and still dirtier within
;

pigs,

fowls, cows, men, women, and children, all living promiscu-

ously under the same roof, and in the same room— the brood-

sow making (among the more opulent) a distinguished inhab-

itant of the mansion. The compost, a liquid mass of utter

abomination, is kept in a square pond of seven feet deep;

when I censured it, they allowed it might be dangerous to the

bairns; but appeared unconscious of any other objection. I

cannot wonder they want meal, for assuredly they waste it.

A great bowie or wooden vessel of porridge is made in the

morning ; a child comes and sups a few spoonfuls ; then Mrs.

Sow takes her share ; then the rest of the children or the par-

ents, and all at pleasure; then come the poultry when the

mess is more cool ; the rest is flung upon the dunghill— and

the goodwife wonders and complains when she wants meal in

winter. They are a long-lived race, notwithstanding utter and

inconceivable dirt and sluttery. A man of sixty told me his

father died only last year, aged ninety-eight ; nor was this con-

sidered as very unusual.

" The clergyman of Dunrossness, in Zetland, visits these

poor people once a-year, for a week or two during summer.

In winter this is impossible, and even the summer visit is occa-

sionally interrupted for two years. Marriages and baptisms

are performed, as one of the Isles-men told me, by the slump,

and one of the children was old enough to tell the clergyman

who sprinkled him with water, ' Deil be in your fingers.' Last

time, four couple were married ; sixteen children baptized



DIARY THE FAIR ISLE. 69

The schoolmaster reads a portion of Scripture in the church

each Sunday, when the clergyman is absent ; but the present

man is unfit for this part of his duty. The women knit worsted

stockings, night-caps, and similar trifles, which they exchange

with any merchant vessels that approach their lonely isle. In

these respects they greatly regret the American war; and

mention with unction the happy days when they could get

from an American trader a bottle of peach-brandy or rum in

exchange for a pair of worsted-stockings or a dozen of eggs.

The humanity of their master interferes much with the favour*

ite but dangerous occupation of the islanders, which is fowl-

ing, that is, taking the young sea-fowl from their nests among

these tremendous crags. About a fortnight before we arrived,

a fine boy of fourteen had dropped from the cliff, while in

prosecution of this amusement, into a roaring surf, by which

he was instantly swallowed up. The unfortunate mother was

labouring at the peat-moss at a little distance. These acci-

dents do not, however, strike terror into the survivors. They

regard the death of an individual engaged in these desperate

exploits, as we do the fate of a brave relation who falls in bat-

tle, when the honour of his death furnishes a balm to our

sorrow. It therefore requires all the tacksman's authority to

prevent a practice so pregnant with danger. Like all other

precarious and dangerous employments, the occupation of the

crags-men renders them unwilling to labour at employments

of a more steady description. The Fair Isle inhabitants are

a good-looking race, more like Zetlanders than Orkneymen.

Evenson, and other names of a Norwegian or Danish deriva-

tion, attest their Scandinavian descent. Return and dine at

Mr. Strong's, having sent our cookery ashore, not to overbur-

then his hospitality. In this place, and perhaps in the very

cottage now inhabited by Mr. Strong, the Duke of Medina

Sidonia, Commander-in-Chief of the Invincible Armada, win-

tered, after losing his vessel to the eastward of the island. It

was not till he had spent some weeks in this miserable abode,

that he got off to Norway. Independently of the moral con-

sideration, that, from the pitch of power in which he stood a
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few days before, the proudest peer of the proudest nation in

Europe found himself dependent on the jealous and scanty

charity of these secluded islanders, it is scarce possible not to

reflect with compassion on the change of situation from the

palaces of Estremadura to the hamlet of the Fair Isle—
1 Dost thou wish for thy deserts, Son of Hodeirah?

Dost tbou long for the gales of Arabia? ' *

"Mr. Strong gave me a curious old chair belonging to

Quendale, a former proprietor of the Fair Isle, and which a

more zealous antiquary would have dubbed ' the Duke's chair.'

I will have it refitted for Abbotsford, however. About eight

o'clock we take boat, amid the cheers of the inhabitants, whose

minds, subdued by our splendour, had been secured by our

munificence, which consisted in a moderate benefaction of

whisky and tobacco, and a few shillings laid out on their staple

commodities. They agreed no such day had been seen in the

isle. The signal-post displayed its flags, and to recompense

these distinguished marks of honour, we hung out our colours,

stood into the bay, and saluted with three guns.

1 Echoing from a thousand caves,'

and then bear away for Orkney, leaving, if our vanity does

not deceive us, a very favourable impression on the mind of

the inhabitants of the Fair Isle. The tradition of the Fair

Isle is unfavourable to those shipwrecked strangers, who are

said to have committed several acts of violence^ to extort the

Bupplies of provision, given them sparingly and with reluc-

tance by the islanders, who were probably themselves very far

from being well supplied.

" I omitted to say we were attended in the morning by

two very sportive whales, but of a kind, as some of our crew

who had been on board Greenland-men assured us, which it

was very dangerous to attack. There were two Gravesend

smacks fishing off the isle. Lord, what a long draught Londoe

gaakes!

* Thalaba, Book VIII.
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" 11th August 1814.— After a sound sleep to make amend*

"or last night, we find, at awaking, the vessel off the Start oi

Sanda, the first land in the Orkneys which we could make.

There a lighthouse has been erected lately upon the best con-

struction. Landed and surveyed it. All in excellent order,

and the establishment of the keepers in the same style of com-

fort and respectability as elsewhere, far better than the house

of the master of the Fair Isle, and rivalling my own baronial

mansion of Abbotsford. Go to the top of the tower and survey

the island, which, as the name implies, is level, flat, and sandy
?

quite the reverse of those in Zetland : it is intersected by

creeks and small lakes, and, though it abounds with shell

marie, seems barren. There is one dreadful inconvenience of

an island life, of which we had here an instance. The keeper's

wife had an infant in her arms— her first-born, too, of which

the poor woman had been delivered without assistance. Ers-

kine told us of a horrid instance of malice which had been

practised in this island of Sanda. A decent tenant, during

the course of three or four successive years, lost to the

number of twenty-five cattle, stabbed as they lay in their

fold by some abominable wretch. What made the matter

8tranger was, that the poor man could not recollect any

reason why he should have had the ill-will of a single being,

only that in taking up names for the militia, a duty imposed

upon him by the Justices, he thought he might possibly have

given some unknown offence. The villain was never dis-

covered.

" The wrecks on this coast were numerous before the erec-

ton of the lighthouse. It was not uncommon to see five or six

vessels on shore at once. The goods and chattels of the in-

habitants are all said to savour of Flotsome and Jetsome, as the

floating wreck and that which is driven ashore are severally

called. Mr. Stevenson happened to observe that the boat of a

Sanda farmer had bad sails— ' If it had been His (i. e. God's)

will that you hadna built sae many lighthouses hereabout '—
answered the Orcadian, with great composure— ' I would

have had new sails last winter.' Thus do they talk and think
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upon these subjects ; and so talking and thinking, I fear the

poor mariner has little chance of any very anxious attempt to

assist him. There is one wreck, a Danish vessel, now aground

under our lee. These Danes are the stupidest seamen, by all

accounts, that sail the sea. When this light upon the Start of

Sanda was established, the Commissioners, with laudable anxi-

ety to extend its utility, had its description and bearings trans-

lated into Danish and sent to Copenhagen. But they never

attend to such trifles. The Norwegians are much better liked,

as a clever, hardy, sensible people. I forgot to notice there

was a Norwegian prize lying in the Sound of Lerwick, sent in

by one of our cruisers. This was a queer-looking, half-decked

vessel, all tattered and torn, and shaken to pieces, looking like

Coleridge's Spectre Ship. It was pitiable to see such a prize.

Our servants went aboard, and got one of their loaves, and

gave a dreadful account of its composition. I got and cut a

crust of it ; it was rye-bread, with a slight mixture of pine-fir

bark or sawings of deal. It was not good, but (as Charles

XII. said) might be eaten. But after all, if the people can be

satisfied with such bread as this, it seems hard to interdict it tc

them. What would a Londoner say if, instead of his roll and

muffins, this black bread, relishing of tar and turpentine, were

presented for his breakfast ? I would to God there could be a

Jehovah-jireh, ' a ram caught in the thicket/ to prevent the

sacrifice of that people.

" The few friends who may see this Journal are much in-

debted for these pathetic remarks to the situation under which

they are recorded; for since we left the lighthouse we have

been struggling with adverse wind (pretty high too), and a

very strong tide, called the Host of the Start, which, like Sum-

burgh Host, bodes no good to our roast and boiled. The worst

m that this struggle carries us past a most curious spectacle,

being no less than the carcasses of two hundred and sixty-five

whales, which have been driven ashore in Taftsness bay, now

lying close under us. With all the iaclination in the world, il

is impossible to stand in close enough to verify this massacre

df Leviathans with our own eyes, as we do not care to run the
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risk uf being drawn ashore ourselves among the party. In

fact, this species of spectacle has been of late years very com-

mon among the isles. Mr. Stevenson saw upwards of a hun-

dred and fifty whales lying upon the shore in a bay at Unst,

in his northward trip. They are not large, but are decided

whales, measuring perhaps from fifteen to twenty-five feet.

They are easily mastered, for the first that is wounded among

the sounds and straits so common in the isles, usually runs

ashore. The rest follow the blood, and, urged on by the boats

behind, run ashore also. A cut with one of the long whaling

knives under the back-fin is usually fatal to these huge ani-

mals. The two hundred and sixty-five whales, now lying

within two or three miles of us, were driven ashore by seven

boats only.

" Five o'clock. —We are out of the Host (I detest that

word), and driving fast through a long sound among low

green islands, which hardly lift themselves above the sea—
not a cliff or hill to be seen— what a contrast to the land we

have left \ We are standing for some creek or harbour, called

Lingholm-bay, to lie to or anchor for the night ; for to pursue

our course by night, and that a thick one, among these isles,

and islets, and sand-banks, is out of the question— clear moon-

light might do. Our sea is now moderate. But, oh gods and

men ! what misfortunes have travellers to record ! Just as the

quiet of the elements had reconciled us to the thought of

dinner, we learn that an unlucky sea has found its way into

the galley during the last infernal combustion, when the lee-

side and bolt-sprit were constantly under water ; so our soup

is poisoned with salt water— our cod and haddocks, which

€bst ninepence this blessed morning, and would have been

worth a couple of guineas in London, are soused in their

primitive element— the curry is undone— and all gone to

the devil. We all apply ourselves to comfort our Lord High

Admiral Hamilton, whose despair for himself and the public

might edify a patriot. His good-humour— which has hitherto

defied every incident, aggravated even by the gout— sup*

ported by a few bad puns, and a great many fair promises on
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the part of the steward and cook, fortunately restores his

equilibrium.

" Eight o'clock.— Our supplemental dinner proved excel-

lent, and we have glided into an admirable roadstead or har-

bour, called Lingholm-bay, formed by the small island of Ling-

holm embracing a small basin dividing that islet from the

larger isle of Stronsay. Both, as well as Sanda, Eda, and

others which we have passed, are low, green, and sandy. I

have seen nothing to-day worth marking, except the sporting

of a very large whale at some distance, and H.'s face at the

news of the disaster in the cook-room. We are to weigh at

two in the morning, and hope to reach Kirkwall, the capital

of Orkney, by breakfast to-morrow. I trust there are no rusts

or rosts in the road. I shall detest that word even when used

to signify verd-antique or patina in the one sense, or roast

venison in the other. Orkney shall begin a new volume of

these exquisite memoranda.

" Omission.— At Lerwick the Dutch fishers had again ap-

peared on their old haunts. A very interesting meeting took

place between them and the Lerwegians, most of them being

old acquaintances. They seemed very poor, and talked of

having been pillaged of everything by the French, and ex-

pected to have found Lerwick ruined by the war. They have

all the careful, quiet, and economical habits of their country,

and go on board their busses with the utmost haste so soon as

they see the Greenland sailors, who usually insult and pick

quarrels with them. The great amusement of the Dutch

sailors is to hire the little ponies, and ride up and down upon

hem. On one occasion, a good many years ago, an English

sailor interrupted this cavalcade, frightened the horses, and one

or two Dutchmen got tumbles. Incensed at this beyond their

usual moderation, they pursued the cause of their overthrow,

and wounded him with one of their knives. The wounded

man went on board his vessel, the crew of which, about fifty

strong, came ashore with their long flinching knives with which

nhey cut up the whales, and falling upon the Dutchmen, though
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twice their numbers, drove them all into the sea, where such

as could not swim were in some risk of being drowned. The

instance of aggression, or rather violent retaliation, on their

part, is almost solitary. In general they are extremely quiet,

and employ themselves in bartering their little merchandise of

gin and gingerbread for Zetland hose and night-caps.."
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CHAPTER XXIX.

Diary on Board the Lighthouse Yacht continued— The Orkney

t

— Kirkwall— Hoy— The Standing Stones of Stennis, fyc.

august 1814.

" 12th August 1814.— With a good breeze and calm sea we
weighed at two in the morning, and worked by short tacks up

to Kirkwall bay, and find ourselves in that fine basin upon

rising in the morning. The town looks well from the sea, but

is chiefly indebted to the huge old cathedral that rises out of

the centre. Upon landing we find it but a poor and dirty

place, especially towards the harbour. Farther up the town

are seen some decent old-fashioned houses, and the Sheriff's

interest secures us good lodgings. Marchie goes to hunt for a

pointer. The morning, which was rainy, clears up pleasantly,

and Hamilton, Erskine, Duff, and I, walk to Malcolm Laing's

who has a pleasant house about half-a-mile from the town.

Our old acquaintance, though an invalid, received us kindly •,

he looks very poorly, and cannot walk without assistance, but

Beems to retain all the quick, earnest, and vivacious intel-

ligence of his character and manner. After this, visit the

antiquities of the place, viz. the Bishop's palace, the Earl of

Orkney's castle, and the cathedral, all situated within a. stone-

cast of each other. The two former are ruinous. The most

prominent part of the ruins of the Bishop's palace is a large

round tower, similar to that of Bothwell in architecture, but

not equal to it in size. This was built by Bishop Reid, tem-

pore Jacobi V., and there is a rude statue of him in a mche ic

.he front. At the north-east corner of the building is a square
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tower of greater antiquity, called the Mense or Mass Tower;

but, as well as a second and smaller round tower, it is quite

ruinous. A suite of apartments of different sizes fills up the

space between these towers, all now ruinous. The building is

said to have been of great antiquity, but was certainly in a

great measure re-edified in the sixteenth century.

" Fronting this castle or palace of the Bishop, and about a

gun-shot distant, is that of the Earl of Orkney. The Earl's

palace was built by Patrick Stewart, Earl of Orkney, the same

who erected that of Scalloway, in Shetland. It is an elegant

structure, partaking at once of the character of a palace and

castle. The building forms three sides of an oblong square,

but one of the sides extends considerably beyond the others.

The great hall must have been remarkably handsome, opening

into two or three huge rounds or turrets, the lower part of

which is divided by stone shafts into three windows. It has

two immense chimneys, the arches or lintels of which are

formed by a flat arch, as at Crichton Castle. There is another

very handsome apartment communicating with the hall like a

modern drawing-room, and which has, like the former, its pro-

jecting turrets. The hall is lighted by a fine Gothic-shafted

window at one end, and by others on the sides. It is ap-

proached by a spacious and elegant staircase of three flights of

steps. The dimensions may be sixty feet long, twenty broad,

and fourteen high, but doubtless an arched roof sprung from

the side walls, so that fourteen feet was only the height from

the ground to the arches. Any modern architect, wishing to

emulate the real Gothic architecture, and apply it to the pur-

poses of modern splendour, might derive excellent hints from

this room. The exterior ornaments are also extremely elegant.

The ruins, once the residence of this haughty and oppressive

Earl, are now so disgustingly nasty, that it required all the

zeal of an antiquary to prosecute the above investigation.

Architecture seems to have been Earl Patrick's prevailing

taste. Besides this castle and that of Scalloway, he added to

W enlarged the old castle of Bressay. To accomplish these

objects, he oppressed the people with severities unheard-of
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oven in that oppressive age, drew down on himself a shameful

though deserved punishment, and left these dishonoured ruina

to hand down to poster/ ty the tale of his crimes and of his fall.

We may adopt, though in another sense, his own presumptuous

motto— Sic Fuit, Est, et Erit.

"We visit the cathedral, dedicated to St. Magnus, which

greeted the Sheriff's approach with a merry peal. Like that

of Glasgow, this church has escaped the blind fury of Refor-

mation. It was founded in 1138, by Ronald, Earl of Orkney,

nephew of the Saint. It is of great size, being 260 feet long,

or thereabout, and supported by twenty-eight Saxon pillars,

of good workmanship. The round arch predominates in the

building, but I think not exclusively. The steeple (once a

very high spire) rises upon four pillars of great strength, which

occupy each angle of the nave. Being destroyed by lightning,

it was rebuilt upon a low and curtailed plan. The appearance

of the building is rather massive and gloomy than elegant, and

many of the exterior ornaments, carving around the door-

ways, &c, have been injured by time. We entered the cathe-

dral, the whole of which is kept locked, swept, and in good

order, although only the eastern end is used for divine worship.

We walked some time in the nave and western end, which is

left unoccupied, and has a very solemn effect as the avenue to

the place of worship. There were many tombstones on the floor

and elsewhere; some, doubtless, of high antiquity. One, 1

remarked, had the shield of arms hung by the corner, with a

helmet above it of a large proportion, such as I have seen on

the most ancient seals. But we had neither time nor skill to

decipher what noble Orcadian lay beneath. The church is as

well fitted up as could be expected ; much of the old carved

oak remains, but with a motley mixture of modern deal pews.

All, however, is neat and clean, and does great honour to the

kirk-session who maintain its decency. I remarked particu-

larly Earl Patrick's seat, adjoining to that of the magistrates,

but surmounting it and every other in the church ; it is sur-

rounded with a carved screen of oak, rather elegant, and bears

his arms and initials, and the motto I have noticed. He bears
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the royal arms without any mark of bastardy (his father was a

natural son of James V.) quarterly, with a lymphad or gal-

ley, the ancient arms of the county. This circumstance was

charged against him on his trial.* I understand the late Mr.

Gilbert Laing Meason left the interest of £1000 to keep up

this cathedral.

" There are in the street facing the cathedral the ruins of a

much more ancient castle ; a proper feudal fortress belonging

to the Earls of Orkney, but called the King's Castle. It ap-

pears to have been very strong, being situated near the har-

bour, and having, as appears from the fragments, very massive

walls. While the wicked Earl Patrick was in confinement,

one of his natural sons defended this castle to extremity against

the King's troops, and only surrendered when it was nearly a

heap of ruins, and then under condition he should not be

brought in evidence against his father.

" We dine at the inn, and drink the Prince Regent's health,

being that of the day— Mr. Baikie of Tankerness dines with

us.

"13^ August 1814.—A bad morning, but clears up. No
letters from Edinburgh. The country about Kirkwall is flat,

and tolerably cultivated. We see oxen generally wrought in

the small country carts, though they have a race of ponies, like

those of Shetland, but larger. Marchie goes to shoot on a hill

called Whiteford, which slopes away about two or three miles

* " This noted oppressor was finally brought to trial, and beheaded

*t the Cross of Edinburgh [6th February 1614.] It is said that the

King's mood was considerably heated against him by some ill-chosen

and worse written Latin inscriptions with which his father and himself

had been unlucky enough to decorate some of their insular palaces. In

one of these, Earl Robert, the father, had given his own designation

thus :
—

' Orcadian Comes Rex Jacobi Quinti Filius.' In this case he

was not, perhaps, guilty of anything worse than bad Latin. But

James VI., who had a keen nose for puzzling out treason, and with

whom an assault and battery upon Priscian ranked in nearly the same

degree of crime, had little doubt that the use of the nominative Rex,

instead of the genitive Regis, had a treasonable savour." — Scorr'a

Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xxiii. p. 232, (Edin. Ed.)
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from Kirkwall. The grouse is abundant, for the gentleman
who chaperons Marchie killed thirteen brace and a half, with

a snipe. There are no partridges nor hares. The soil of Ork-
ney is better, and its air more genial than Shetland ; but it ia

far less interesting, and possesses none of the wild and pecu-

liar character of the more northern archipelago. All vegeta-

bles grow here freely in the gardens, and there are one or two
attempts at trees where they are sheltered by walls. How ill

they succeed may be conjectured from our bringing with us a

quantity of brushwood, commissioned by Malcolm Laing from

Aberbrothock, to be sticks to his pease. This trash we brought

two hundred miles. I have little to add, except that the Ork-

ney people have some odd superstitions about a stone on which

they take oaths to Odin. Lovers often perforin this ceremony

in pledge of mutual faith, and are said to account it a sacred

engagement.— It is agreed that we go on board after dinner,

and sail with the next tide. The magistrates of Kirkwall pre-

sent us with the freedom of their ancient burgh ; and Erskine,

instead of being cumbered with drunken sailors, as at Lev-

wick, or a drunken schoolmaster, as at Fair Isle, is annoyed

by his own Substitute. This will occasion his remaining two

days at Kirkwall, during which time it is proposed we shall

visit the lighthouse upon the dangerous rocks called the Sker-

ries, in the Pentland Frith ; and then, returning to the eastern

side of Pomona, take up the counsellor at Stromuess. It ia

further settled that we leave Marchie with Erskine to get

another day's shooting. On board at ten o'clock, after a little

bustle in expediting our domestics, washerwomen, &c.

" 14th August 1814.— Sail about four, and in rounding the

mainland of Orkney, called Pomona, encounter a very heavy

sea ; about ten o'clock, get into the Sound of Holm or Ham, a

fine smooth current meandering away between two low green

islands, which have little to characterise them. On the right of

the Sound is the mainland, and a deep bay called Scalpa Flow

indents it up to within two miles of Kirkwall. A canal through

this neck of the island would be of great consequence to the

burgh. We see the steeple and church of Kirkwall across the
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island very distinctly. Getting out of the Sound of Holm, we

stand in to the harbour or roadstead of Widehall, where we

find seven pr eight foreign vessels bound for Ireland, and a

sloop belonging to the lighthouse service. These roadsteads

are common all through the Orkneys, and afford excellent

shelter for small vessels. The day is pleasant and sunny, but

the breeze is too high to permit landing at the Skerries.

Agree, therefore, to stand over for the mainland of Scotland.

and visit Thurso. Enter the Pentland Frith, so celebrated for

the strength and fury of its tides, which is boiling even in this

pleasant weather ; we see a large ship battling with this heavy

current, and though with all her canvas set and a breeze, get-

ting more and more involved. See the two Capes of Dungsby

or Duncansby, and Dunnethead, between which lies the cele-

brated John o'Groat's house, on the north-eastern extremity of

Scotland. The shores of Caithness rise bold and rocky before

us,— a contrast to the Orkneys, which are all low, excepting

the Island of Hoy. On Duncansby-head appear some remark-

able rocks, like towers, called the Stacks of Duncansby.

Near this shore runs the remarkable breaking tide called the

Merry Men of Mey, whence Mackenzie takes the scenery of

a poem—
4 Where the dancing Men of Mey,

Speed the current to the land.' *

Here, according to his locality, the Caithness man witnessed

the vision, in which was introduced the song, translated by

Gray, under the title of the Fatal Sisters. On this subject,

Mr. Baikie told me the following remarkable circumstance :
—

A clergyman told him, that while some remnants of the Norse

were yet spoken in North Ronaldsha, he carried thither the

translation of Mr. Gray, then newly published, and read it to

Borne of the old people as referring to the ancient history of

their islands. But so soon as he had proceeded a little way,

they exclaimed they knew it very well in the original, and had

* Henry Mackenzie's Introduction to " The Fatal Sisters."— Work$

1808, vol. viii. p. 63.

vol. rv. 6
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often sung it to himself when he asked them for an old Norse

song ; they called it The Enchantresses.— The breeze dies

away between two wicked little islands called Swona and

Stroma,— the latter belonging to Caithness, the former to Ork-

ney.— Nota Bene. The inhabitants of the rest of the Orcades

despise those of Swona for eating limpets, as being the last of

human meannesses. Every land has its fashions. The Fair-

Islesmen disdain Orkney-men for eating dog-fish. Both islands

have dangerous reefs and whirlpools, where, even in this fine

day, the tide rages furiously. Indeed, the large high unbroken

billows, which at every swell hide from our deck each distant

object, plainly intimate what a dreadful current this must be

when vexed by high or adverse winds. Finding ourselves

losing ground in the tide, and unwilling to waste time, we give

up Thurso— run back into the roadstead or bay of Long-

Hope, and anchor under the fort. The bay has four en-

trances and safe anchorage in most winds, and having become

a great rendezvous for shipping (there are nine vessels lying

here at present,) has been an object of attention with Govern-

ment.

" Went ashore after dinner, and visited the fort, which is

only partly completed : it is ajleche to the sea, with eight guns,

twenty-four pounders, but without any land defences ; the guns

are mounted en barbette, without embrasures, each upon a kind

of moveable stage, which stage wheeling upon a pivot in front,

and traversing by means of wheels behind, can be pointed in

any direction that may be thought necessary. Upon this

stage, the gun-carriage moves forward and recoils, and the

depth of the parapet shelters the men even better than an

embrasure. At a little distance from this battery they are

building a Martello tower, which is to cross the fire of the bat-

tery, and also that of another projected tower upon the oppo-

site point of the bay. The expedience of these towers seems

excessively problematical. Supposing them impregnable, or

nearly so, a garrison of fourteen or fifteen men may be always

blockaded by a very trifling number, while the enemy dispose

of all in the vicinity at their pleasure. In the case of Long
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Hope, for instance, a frigate might disembark 100 men, take,

the fort in the rear, where it is undefended even by a palisade,

destroy the magazines, spike and dismount the cannon, carry

off or cut out any vessels in the roadstead, and accomplish all

the purposes that could bring them to so remote a spot, in

spite of a Serjeant's party in the Martello tower, and without

troubling themselves about them at all. Meanwhile, Long-

Hope will one day turn out a flourishing place ; there will soon

be taverns and slop-shops, where sailors rendezvous in such

numbers ; then will come quays, docks, and warehouses ; and

then a thriving town. Amen, so be it. This is the first fine

day we have enjoyed to an end since Sunday, 31st ult. Rainy,

cold, and hazy, have been our voyages around these wild

islands ; I hope the weather begins to mend, though Mr. Wil-

son, our master, threatens a breeze to-morrow. We are to

attempt the Skerries, if possible ; if not, we will, I believe, go

to Stromness.

" 15th August 1814.— Fine morning. We get again into the

Pentland Frith, and with the aid of a pilot-boat belonging to

the lighthouse service, from South Ronaldsha, we attempt the

Skerries. Notwithstanding the fair weather, we have a speci-

men of the violence of the flood-tide, which forms whirlpools

on the shallow sunken rocks by the islands of Swona and

Stroma, and in the deep water makes strange, smooth, whirl-

ing, and swelling eddies, called by the sailors, wells. We
run through the wells of Tuftile in particular, which, in the

least stress of weather, wheel a large ship round and round,

without respect either to helm or sails. Hence the distinction

of wells and waves in Old English ; the well being that smooth,

glassy, oily-looking eddy, the force of which seems to the eye

almost resistless. The bursting of the waves in foam around

these strange eddies has a. bewildering and confused appear-

ance, which it is impossible to describe. Get off the Skerries

about ten o'clock, and land easily ; it is the first time a boat

"las got there for several days. The Skerries * is an island

* " A Skerrie means a flattish rock which the sea does not overflow.'

- Edmondstone 's View of the Zetlands.
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about sixty acres, of fine short herbage, belonging to Lord
Dundas ; it is surrounded by a reef of precipitous rocks, not

very high, but inaccessible, unless where the ocean has made
ravines among them, and where stairs have been cut down to

the water for the lighthouse service. Those inlets have a

romantic appearance, and have been christened by the sailors,

the Parliament House, the Seals' Lying-in-Hospital, &c. The
last inlet, after rushing through a deep chasm, which is open

overhead, is continued under ground, and then again opens to

the sky in the middle of the island ; in this hole the seals bring

out their whelps; when the tide is high, the waves rise up
through this aperture in the middle of the isle— like the blow-

ing of a whale in noise and appearance. There is another

round cauldron of solid rock, to which the waves Lave access

through a natural arch in the rock, having another and lesser

arch risingjust above it ; in hard weather, the waves rush through

both apertures with a horrid noise ; the workmen called it the

Carron Blast, and indeed, the variety of noises which issued

from the abyss, somewhat reminded me of that engine. Take
my rifle, and walk round the cliffs in search of seals, but see

none, and only disturb the digestion of certain aldermen-cor-

morants, who were sitting on the points of the crags after a

good fish breakfast ; only made one good shot out of four. The
lighthouse is too low, and on the old construction, yet it is of

the last importance. The keeper is an old man-of-war's-man,

of whom Mr. Stevenson observed that he was a great swearer

when he first came ; but after a year or two's residence in this

solitary abode, became a changed man. There are about fifty

head of cattle on the island ; they must be got in and off with

great danger and difficulty. There is no water upon the isle,

except what remains after rain in some pools ; these sometimes

dry in summer, and the cattle are reduced to great straits.

Leave the isle about me ; and the wind and tide being favour-

able, crowd all sail, and get on at the rate of fourteen miles an

hour. Soon reach our old anchorage at the Long-Hope, anc1

passing, stand to the north-westward, up the sound of Hoy

for Stromness.
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u I should have mentioned, that in going down the Pentland

Frith this morning, we saw Johnnie Groat's house, or rather

the place where it stood, now occupied by a storehouse. Our

pilot opines there was no such man as Johnnie Groat, for, he

says, he cannot hear that anybody ever saw him. This reason-

ing would put down most facts of antiquity. They gather

shells on the shore, called Johnnie Groafs buckies, but I can-

not procure any at present. I may also add, that the inter-

pretation given to wells may apply to the Wells of Slain,

in the fine ballad of Clerk Colvill ; such eddies in the ro-

mantic vicinity of Slains Castle would be a fine place for a

mermaid.*

" Our wind fails us, and what is worse, becomes westerly.

The Sound has now the appearance of a fine land-locked bay,

the passages between the several islands being scarce visible.

We have a superb view of Kirkwall Cathedral, with a strong

gleam of sunshine upon it. Gloomy weather begins to collect

around us, particularly on the island of Hoy, which, covered

with gloom and vapour, now assumes a majestic mountainous

character. On Pomona we pass the Hill of Orphir, which

reminds me of the clergyman of that parish, who was called

to account for some of his inaccuracies to the General Assem-

bly ; one charge he held particularly cheap, viz., that of drunk-

enness. ' Reverend Moderator,' said he, in reply, 1 1 do drink,

as other gentlemen do.' This Orphir of the north must not

be confounded with the Orphir of the south. From the latter

came gold, silver, and precious stones; the former seems to

produce little except peats. Yet these are precious commodi-

ties, which fwme of the Orkney Isles altogether want, and lay

waste and burn the turf of their land instead of importing coal

* Clerk Colvill falls a sacrifice to a meeting with " a fair Mermaid,"

tfhom he found washing her " Sark of Silk " on this romantic shore

He had been warned by his " gay lady " in these words: —
w promise me now, Clerk Colvill,

Or it will cost ye muckle strife,

Ride never by the Wells of Slane,

If ye wad live and brook your life."
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from Newcastle. The Orcadians seem by no means an alert

or active race ; they neglect the excellent fisheries which lie

under their very noses, and in their mode of managing their

boats, as well as in the general tone of urbanity and intelli-

gence, are excelled by the less favoured Zetlanders. I observe

they always crowd their boat with people in the bows, being

the ready way to send her down in any awkward circumstance.

There are remains of their Norwegian descent and language

in North Ronaldsha, an isle I regret we did not see. A mis'

wonary preacher came ashore there a year or two since, but

being a very little black-bearded unshaved man, the seniors of

the isle suspected him of being an ancient Pecht or Pict, and

no canny of course. The schoolmaster came down to entreat

our worthy Mr. Stevenson, then about to leave the island, to

come up and verify whether the preacher was an ancient Pecht,

yea or no. Finding apologies were in vain, he rode up to the

house where the unfortunate preacher, after three nights'

watching, had got to bed, little conceiving under what odious

suspicion he had fallen. As Mr. S. declined disturbing him,

his boots were produced, which being a little— little— very little

pair, confirmed, in the opinion of all the bystanders, the sus-

picion of Pechtism. Mr. S. therefore found it necessary to go

into the poor man's sleeping apartment, where he recognised

one Campbell, heretofore an ironmonger in Edinburgh, but

who had put his hand for some years to the missionary plough

;

of course he warranted his quondam acquaintance to be no

ancient Pecht. Mr. Stevenson carried the same schoolmaster

who figured in the adventure of the Pecht, to the mainland of

Scotland, to be examined for his office. He was extremely

desirous to see a tree; and, on seeing one, desired to know
what girss it was that grew at the top on't— the leaves appear-

ing to him to be grass. They still speak a little Norse, and

indeed I hear every day words of that language ; for instance,

Ja, kul, for « Yes, sir.' We creep slowly up Hoy Sound, work-

ing under the Pomona shore ; but there is no hope of reaching

Stromness till we have the assistance of the evening tide. The
channel now seems like a Highland loch ; not the least ripple
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on the waves. The passage is narrowed, and (to the eye)

blocked up by the interposition of the green and apparently

fertile isle of Grsemsay, the property of Lord Armadale.* Hoy
looks yet grander, from comparing its black and steep moun-

tains with this verdant isle. To add to the beauty of the

Sound, it is rendered lively 1 <y the successive appearance of

•even or eight whaling vessels from Davies' Straits; large

strong ships, which pass successively, with all their sails set,

enjoying the little wind that is. Many of these vessels display

the garland ; that is, a wreath of ribbons which the young fel-

lows on board have got from their sweethearts, or come by

otherwise, and which hangs between the foremast and main-

mast, surmounted sometimes by a small model of the vessel.

This garland is hung up upon the 1st of May, and remains till

they come into port. I believe we shall dodge here till the

tide makes about nine, and then get into Stromness : no boat-

man or sailor in Orkney thinks of the wind in comparison of

the tides and currents. We must not complain, though the

night gets rainy, and the Hill of Hoy is now completely in-

vested with vapour and mist. In the forepart of the day we
executed very cleverly a task of considerable difficulty and

even danger.

" 16^ August 1814.— Get into Stromness bay, and anchor

before the party are up. A most decided rain all night. The

bay is formed by a deep indentation in the mainland, or Po-

mona ; on one side of which stands Stromness— a fishing

village and harbour of call for the Davies' Straits whalers, as

Lerwick is for the Greenlanders. Betwixt the vessels we met

yesterday, seven or eight which passed us this morning, and

several others still lying in the bay, we have seen between

twenty and thirty of these large ships in this remote place.

The opposite side of Stromness bay is protected by Hoy, and

Graemsay lies between them ; so that the bay seems quite land-

locked, and the contrast between the mountains of Hoy, the

soft verdure of Grasmsay, and the swelling hill of Orphir on

* Sir William Honeyman, Bart.— a Judge of the Court of Session

by the title of Lord Armadale.
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the mainland, has a beautiful effect. The day clears up, and

Mr. Rae, Lord Armadale's factor, comes off from his house,

called Clestrom, upon the shore opposite to Stromness, to

breakfast with us. We go ashore with him. His farm is well

cultivated, and he has procured an excellent breed of horses

from Lanarkshire, of which county he is a native ; strong

hardy Galloways, fit for labour or hacks. By this we profited

as Mr. Rae mounted us all, and we set off to visit the Standing

Stones of Stenhouse or Stennis.

" At the upper end of the bay, about half way between

Clestrom and Stromness, there extends a loch of considerable

size, of fresh water, but communicating with the sea by aper-

tures left in a long bridge or causeway which divides them.

After riding about two miles along this lake, we open another

called the Loch of Harray, of about the same dimensions, and

communicating with the lower lake, as the former does with

the sea, by a stream, over which is constructed a causeway,

with openings to suffer the flow and reflux of the water, as

both lakes are affected by the tide. Upon the tongues of land

which, approaching each other, divide the lakes of Stennis and

Harray, are situated the Standing Stones. The isthmus on

the eastern side exhibits a semicircle of immensely large up-

right pillars of unhewn stone, surrounded by a mound of earth.

As the mound is discontinued, it does not seem that the circle

was ever completed. The flat or open part of the semicircle

look s up a plain, where, at a distance, is seen a large tumulus.

The highest of these stones may be about sixteen or seventeen

feet, and I think there are none so low as twelve feet. At

irregular distances are pointed out other unhewn pillars of the

same kind. One, a little to the westward, is perforated with a

round hole, perhaps to bind a victim ; or rather, I conjecture,

for the purpose of solemnly attesting the deity, which the

Scandinavians did by passing their head through a ring,—
vide Eyrbiggia Saga. Several barrows are scattered around

this strange monument. Upon the opposite isthmus is a com-

plete circle, of ninety-five paces in diameter, surrounded by

standing stones, less in size than the others, being only frore
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ten or twelve to fourteen feet in height, and four in breadth.

A deep trench is drawn around this circle on the outside of

the pillars, and four tumuli, or mounds of earth, are regularly

placed, two on each side.

" Stonehenge excels these monuments, but I fancy they are

otherwise unparalleled in Britain. The idea that such circles

were exclusively Druidical is now justly exploded. The

northern nations all used such erections to mark their places

of meeting, whether for religious purposes or civil policy

;

and there is repeated mention of them in the Sagas. See

the Eyrbiggia Saga,* for the establishment of the Helga-fels,

or holy mount, where the people held their Comitia, and

where sacrifices were offered to Thor and Woden. About

the centre of the semicircle is a broad flat stone, probably

once the altar on which human victims were sacrificed.— Mr.

Rae seems to think the common people have no tradition of

the purpose of these stones, but probably he has not in-

quired particularly. He admits they look upon them with

superstitious reverence ; and it is evident that those which

have fallen down (about half the original number) have been

wasted by time, and not demolished. The materials of these

monuments lay near, for the shores and bottom of the lake

are of the same kind of rock. How they were raised, trans-

ported, and placed upright, is a puzzling question. In our

ride back, noticed a round entrenchment, or tumulus, called

the Hollow of Tongue.

" The hospitality of Mrs. Rae detained us to an early dinner

at Clestrom. About four o'clock took our long-boat and rowed

down the bay to visit the Dwarfie Stone of Hoy. We have all

day been pleased with the romantic appearance of that island,

for though the Hill of Hoy is not very high, .perhaps about

1200 feet, yet rising perpendicularly (almost) from the sea,

and being very steep and furrowed with ravines, and catching

all the mists from the western ocean, it has a noble and pictu-

resque effect in every point of view. We land upon the island,

and proceed up a long and very swampy valley broken into

* Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. v. p. 355.

1



90 LIFE OP SIR WALTER SCOTT.

peatbogs. The one side of this valley is formed by the Mono*

tain of Hoy, the other by another steep hill, having at the top

a circular belt of rock ; upon the slope of this last hill, and just

where the principal mountain opens into a wide and precipitous

and circular corrie or hollow, lies the Dwarfie Stone. It is a

huge sandstone rock, of one solid stone, being about seven feet

high, twenty-two feet long, and seventeen feet broad. The

upper end of this stone is hewn into a sort of apartment con-

taining two beds of stone and a passage between them. The

uppermost and largest is five feet eight inches long, by two feet

broad, and is furnished with a stone pillow. The lower, sup-

posed for the Dwarf's Wife, is shorter, and rounded off, instead

of being square at the corners. The entrance may be about

three feet and a half square. Before it lies a huge stone, ap-

parently intended to serve the purpose of a door, and shaped

accordingly. In the top, over the passage which divides the

beds, there is a hole to serve for a window or chimney, which

was doubtless originally wrought square with irons, like the

rest of the work, but has been broken out by violence into a

shapeless hole. Opposite to this stone, and proceeding from it

in a line down the valley, are several small barrows, and there

is a very large one on the same line, at the spot where we
landed. This seems to indicate that the monument is of

heathen times, and probably was meant as the temple of some

northern edition of the Dii Manes. There are no symbols of

Christian devotion— and the door is to the westward ; it there-

fore does not seem to have been the abode of a hermit, as Dr.

Barry * has conjectured. The Orcadians have no tradition

on the subject, excepting that they believe it to be the work

of a dwarf, to whom, like their ancestors, they attribute super-

natural powers and malevolent disposition. They conceive he

may be seen sometimes sitting at the door of his abode, but he

vanishes on a nearer approach. Whoever inhabited this den

certainly enjoyed

' Pillow cold and sheets not warm.'

* History of the Orkney Islands, by the Rev. George Barry, D.D
4to. Edinburgh: 1805.
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+ Duff, Stevenson, and I, now walk along the skirts of the

Hill of Hoy, to rejoin Robert Hamilton, who in the meanwhile

had rode down to the clergyman's house, the wet and boggy

walk not suiting his gout. Arrive at the manse completely

wet, and drink tea there. The clergyman (Mr. Hamilton)

has procured some curious specimens of natural history for

Bullock's Museum, particularly a pair of fine eaglets. He
has just got another of the golden, or white kind, which he

intends to send him. The eagle, with every other ravenous

bird, abounds among the almost inaccessible precipices of Hoy,

which afford them shelter, while the moors, abounding with

grouse, and the small uninhabited islands and holms, where,

sheep and lambs are necessarily left unwatched, as well as th*

all-sustaining ocean, give these birds of prey the means of sup-

port. The clergyman told us, that a man was very lately

alive in the island of , who, when an infant, waa

transported from thence by an eagle over a broad sound, or

arm of the sea, to the bird's nest in Hoy. Pursuit being in-

stantly made, and the eagle's nest being known, the infant was

found there playing with the young eaglets. A more ludicrous

instance of transportation he himself witnessed. Walking in

the fields, he heard the squeaking of a pig for some time, with-

out being able to discern whence it proceeded, until looking

up, he beheld the unfortunate grunter in the talons of an

eagle, who soared away with him towards the summit of Hoy.

From this it may be conjectured, that the island is very thinly

inhabited ; in fact, we only saw two or three little wigwams.

After tea we walked a mile farther, to a point where the boat

was lying, in order to secure the advantage of the flood-tide.

We rowed with toil across one stream of tide, which set

strongly up between Graemsay and Hoy ; but, on turning the

point of Graemsay, the other branch of the same flood-tide

carried us with great velocity alongside our yacht, which

we reached about nine o'clock. Between riding, walking,

and running, we have spent a very active and entertaining

day.
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" Domestic Memoranda.— The eggs on Zetland and Orkney

are very indifferent, having an earthy taste, and being very

small. But the hogs are an excellent breed— queer wild-

looking creatures, with heads like wild-boars, but making

capital bacon."
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CHAPTER XXX.

Diary continued— Stromness— Bessy Millie's Charm— Cap*

Wrath— Cave of Smowe— The Hebrides— Scalpa, frc.

1814.

" Off Stromness, 17 th August 1814.— Went on shore after

breakfast, and found W. Erskine and Marjoribanks had been

in this town all last night, without our hearing of them or they

of us. No letters from Abbotsford or Edinburgh. Stromness

is a little dirty straggling town, which cannot be traversed by

a cart, or even by a horse, for there are stairs up and down,

even in the principal streets. We paraded its whole length

like turkeys in a string, I suppose to satisfy ourselves that

there was a worse town in the Orkneys than the metropolis,

Kirkwall. We clomb, by steep and dirty lanes, an eminence

rising above the town, and commanding a fine view. An old

hag lives in a wretched cabin on this height, and subsists by

selling winds. Each captain of a merchantman, between jest

and earnest, gives the old woman sixpence, and she boils her

kettle to procure a favourable gale. She was a miserable

figure ; upwards of ninety, she told us, and dried up like a

mummy. A sort of clay-coloured cloak, folded over her head,

corresponded in colour to her corpselike complexion. Fine

light-blue eyes, and nose and chin that almost met, and a

ghastly expression of cunning, gave her quite the effect of

Hecate. She told us she remembered Gow the pirate, who
was born near the House of Clestrom, and afterwards com-

mented buccanier. He came to his native country about

1725, with a snow which he commanded, carried off two
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women from one of the islands, and committed other enormi-

ties. At length, while he was dining in a house in the island

of Eda, the islanders, headed by Malcolm Laing's grandfather,

made him prisoner, and sent him to London, where he was

hanged. While at Stromness, he made love to a Miss Gordon,

who pledged her faith to him by shaking 1 ands, an engage-

ment which, in her idea, could not be dissolved without her

going to London to seek back again her ' faith and troth,' by

shaking hands with him again after execution. We left our

Pythoness, who assured us there was nothing evil in the inter-

cession she was to make for us, but that we were only to have

a fair wind through the benefit of her prayers. She repeated

a sort of rigmarole which I suppose she had ready for such oc-

casions, and seemed greatly delighted and surprised with the

amount of our donation, as every body gave her a trifle, our

faithful Captain Wilson making the regular offering on behalf

of the ship. So much for buying a wind. Bessy Millie's habita-

tion is airy enough for .ZEolus himself, but if she is a special

favourite with that divinity, he has a strange choice. In her

house I remarked a quern, or hand-mill.— A cairn, a little

higher, commands a beautiful view of the bay, with its various

entrances and islets. Here we found the vestiges of a bonfire,

lighted in memory of the battle of Bannockburn, concerning

which every part of Scotland has its peculiar traditions. The

Orcadians say that a Norwegian prince, then their ruler, called

by them Harold, brought 1400 men of Orkney to the assistance

of Bruce, and that the King, at a critical period of the engage-

ment, touched him with his scabbard, saying, ' The day is

against us.'— ' I trust,' returned the Orcadian, ' your Grace

will venture again ; ' which has given rise to their motto, and

passed into a proverb. On board at half-past three, and find

Bessy Millie a woman of her word, for the expected breeze has

sprung up, if it but last us till we double Cape Wrath. Weigh

anchor (I hope) to bid farewell to Orkney.*

* Lord Teignmouth, in his recent " Sketches of the Coasts and

Islands of Scotland," says— " The publication of the Pirate satisfied

ihe natives of Orkney as to the authorship of the Waverley Nov el*
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u The land in Orkney is, generally speaking, excellent, and

what is not fitted for the plough, is admirably adapted for pas-

ture. But the cultivation is very bad, and the mode of using

these extensive commons, where they tear up, without remorse,

the turf of the finest pasture, in order to make fuel, is abso-

lutely execrable. The practice has already peeled and ex-

hausted much fine land, and must in the end ruin the country

entirely. In other respects, their mode of cultivation is to

manure for barley and oats, and then manure again, and this

without the least idea of fallow or green crops. Mr. Rae thinks

that his example— and he farms very well— has had no effect

upon the natives, except in the article of potatoes, which they

now cultivate a little more, but crops of turnips are unknown.

For this slovenly labour the Orcadians cannot, like the Shetland

men, plead the occupation of fishing, which is wholly neglected

by them, excepting that about this time of the year all the people

turn out for the dogfish, the liver of which affords oil, and the

bodies are a food as much valued here by the lower classes as

it is contemned in Shetland. We saw nineteen boats out at

this work. But cod, tusk, ling, haddocks, &c, which abound

round these isles, are totally neglected. Their inferiority in

husbandry is therefore to be ascribed to the prejudices of the

people, who are all peasants of the lowest order. On Lord

Armadale's estate, the number of tenantry amounts to 300,

and the average of rent is about seven pounds each. What
can be expected from such a distribution ? and how is the

necessary restriction to take place, without the greatest imme-

diate distress and hardship to these poor creatures ? It is the

hardest chapter in Economicks ; and if I were an Orcadian

aird, I feel I should shuffle on with the old useless creatures,

in contradiction to my better judgment. Stock is improved

in these islands, and the horses seem to be better bred than in

Shetland ; at least, I have seen more clever animals. The

It was remarked by those who nad accompanied Sir Walter Scott in

his excursions in these Islands, that the vivid descriptions which the

work contains were confined to those scenes which he visited." — Vsl
-r.28.
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good horses find a ready sale ; Mr. Rae gets twenty ejumeaa

readily for a colt of his rearing-*- to be sure, they are very

good.

" Six o'clock.— Our breeze has carried us through the

Mouth of Hoy, and so into the Atlantic. The north-western

face of the island forms a ledge of high perpendicular cliffs,

which might have surprised us more, had we not already

seen the Ord of Bressay, the Noup of Noss, and the precipices

of the Fair Isle. But these are formidable enough. One pro-

jecting cliff, from the peculiarities of its form, has acquired the

name of the Old Man of Hoy, and is well known to mariners

as marking the entrance to the Mouth. The other jaw of this

mouth is formed by a lower range of crags, called the Burgh

of Birsa. The access through this strait would be easy, were

it not for the Island of Graemsay, lying in the very throat of

the passage, and two other islands covering the entrance to

the harbour of Stromness. Graemsay is infamous for ship-

wrecks, and the chance of these God-sends, as they were im-

piously called, is said sometimes to have doubled the value of

the land. In Stromness, I saw many of the sad relics of ship-

wrecked vessels applied to very odd purposes, and indeed to

all sorts of occasions. The gates, or grinds, as they are here

called, are usually of ship planks and timbers, and so are their

bridges, &c. These casualties are now much less common
since the lights on the Skerries and the Start have been estab-

lished. Enough of memoranda for the present.— We have

hitherto kept our course pretty well ; and a King's ship about

eighteen guns or so, two miles upon our lee-boom, has short-

ened sail, apparently to take us under her wing, which may
not be altogether unnecessary in the latitude of Cape Wrath,

where several vessels have been taken by Yankee-Doodle.

The sloop-of-war looks as if she could bite hard, and is sup-

posed by our folks to be the Malay. If we can speak the cap-

tain, we will invite him to some grouse, or send him some, as

he likes best, for Marchie's campaign was very successful.

"18th August 1814.— Bessy Millie's charm has failed ua

After a rainy night, the wind has come round to the north
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west, and is getting almost contrary. We have weathered

Whitten-head, however, and Cape Wrath, the north-western

extremity of Britain, is now in sight. The weather gets rainy

and squally. Hamilton and Erskine keep their berths. Duff

and I sit upon deck, like two great bears, wrapt in watch-

cloaks, the sea flying over us every now and then. At length,

after a sound buffeting with the rain, the doubling Cape Wrath

with this wind is renounced as impracticable, and we stand

away for Loch Eribol, a lake running into the extensive coun-

try of Lord Keay. No sickness ; we begin to get hardy sailoi*

in that particular. The ground rises upon us very bold and

mountainous, especially a very high steep mountain, called

Ben-y-Hope, at the head of a lake called Loch Hope. The

weather begins to mitigate as we get under the lee of the land.

Loch Eribol opens, running up into a wild and barren scene

of crags and hills. The proper anchorage is said to be at the

head of the lake, but to go eight miles up so narrow an inlet

would expose us to be wind-bound. A pilot-boat comes off

from Mr. Anderson's house, a principal tacksman of Lord

Reay's. After some discussion we anchor within a reef of

sunken rocks, nearly opposite to Mr. Anderson's house of Bis-

pan ; the situation is not, we are given to understand, alto-

gether without danger if the wind should blow hard, but it is

now calm. In front of our anchorage a few shapeless patches

of land, not exceeding a few yards in diameter, have been pre-

pared for corn by the spade, and bear wretched crops. All

the rest of the view is utter barrenness ; the distant hills, we
are told, contain plenty of deer, being part of a forest belong-

ing to Lord Reay, who is proprietor of all the extensive range

of desolation now under our eye. The water has been kinder

than the land, for we hear of plenty of salmon, and haddocks,

and lobsters, and send our faithful minister of the interior,

John Peters, the steward, to procure some of those good things

rf this very indifferent land, and to invite Mr. Anderson to

dine with us. Four o'clock,— John has just returned, sue-

tessful in both commissions, and the evening concludes plea^

tntly.
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" 19^ August 1814, Loch Eribol, near Cape Wrath.— "Went

off before eight a. m. to breakfast with our friend Mr. Ander-

son. His house, invisible from the vessel at her moorings, and

indeed from any part of the entrance into Loch Eribol, is a

very comfortable one, lying obscured behind a craggy emi-

nence. A little creek, winding up behind the crag, and in

front of the house, forms a small harbour, and gives a romantic

air of concealment and snugness. There we found a ship upon

the stocks, built from the keel by a Highland carpenter, who
had magnanimously declined receiving assistance from any of

the ship-carpenters who happened to be here occasionally, lest

it should be said he could not have finished his task without

their aid. An ample Highland breakfast of excellent new-

taken herring, equal to those of Lochfine, fresh haddocks, fresh

eggs, and fresh butter, not forgetting the bottle of whisky, and

bannocks of barley, and oat-cakes, with the Lowland luxuries

of tea and coffee. After breakfast, took the long-boat, and

under Mr. Anderson's pilotage, row to see a remarkable nat-

ural curiosity, called Uamh Smowe, or the Largest Cave.

Stevenson, Marchie, and Duff, go by land. Take the fowling-

piece, and shoot some sea-fowl and a large hawk of an uncom-

mon appearance. Fire four shots, and kill three times. After

rowing about three miles to the westward of the entrance

from the sea to Loch Eribol, we enter a creek, between two

ledges of very high rocks, and landing, find ourselves in front

of the wonder we came to see. The exterior apartment of

the cavern opens under a tremendous rock, facing the cretk,

and occupies the full space of the ravine where we landed.

From the top of the rock to the base of the cavern, as we
afterwards discovered by plumb, is eighty feet, of which the

height of the arch is fifty-three feet ; the rest, being twenty-

seven feet, is occupied by the precipitous rock under which it

opens ; the width is fully in proportion to this great height,

being 110 feet. The depth of this exterior cavern is 200

feet, and it is apparently supported by an intermediate col-

umn of natural rock. Being open to daylight and the sea*

»ir, the cavern is perfectly clean and dry, and the sides are in-
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crusted with stalactites. This immense cavern is so well pro-

portioned, that I was not aware of its extraordinary height

and extent, till I saw our two friends, who had somewhat pre-

ceded us, having made the journey by land, appearing like

pigmies among its recesses. Afterwards, on entering the cave,

I climbed up a sloping rock at its extremity, and was much

struck with the prospect, looking outward from this magnifi-

cent arched cavern upon our boat and its crew, the view being

otherwise bounded by the ledge of rocks which formed each

side of the creek. We now propose to investigate the farther

wonders of the cave of Smowe. In the right or west side of

the cave opens an interior cavern of a different aspect. The

height of this second passage may be about twelve or fourteen

feet, and its breadth about six or eight, neatly formed into a

Gothic portal by the hand of nature. The lower part of this

porch is closed by a ledge of rock, rising to the height of be-

tween five and six feet, and which I can compare to nothing

but the hatch-door of a shop. Beneath this hatch a brook

finds its way out, forms a black deep pool before the Gothic

archway, and then escapes to the sea, and forms the creek in

which we landed. It is somewhat difficult to approach this

strange pass, so as to gain a view into the interior of the cav-

ern. By clambering along a broken and dangerous cliff, you

can, however, look into it ; but only so far as to see a twilight

space filled with dark-coloured water in great agitation, and

representing a subterranean lake, moved by some fearful con-

vulsion of nature. How this pond is supplied with water you

cannot see from even this point of vantage, but you are made

partly sensible of the truth by a sound like the dashing of a

sullen cataract within the bowels of the earth. Here the ad-

venture has usually been abandoned, and Mr. Anderson only

mentioned two travellers whose curiosity had led them farther.

We were resolved, however, to see the adventures of this new

cave of Montesinos to an end. Duff had already secured the

*se of a fisher's boat and its hands, our own long-boat being

too heavy and far too valuable to be ventured upon this Oocy-

tes. Accordingly the skiff was dragged up the brook to th«
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rocky ledge or hatch which barred up the interior cavern, and

there, by force of hands, our boat's crew and two or three

fishers first raised the boat's bow upon the ledge of rock, then

brought her to a level, being poised upon that narrow hatch,

and lastly launched her down into the dark and deep subter-

ranean lake within. The entrance was so narrow, and the

boat so clumsy, that we, who were all this while clinging to

the rock like sea-fowl, and with scarce more secure footing,

were greatly alarmed for the safety of our trusty sailors. At
the instant when the boat sloped inward to the cave, a High-

lander threw himself into it with great boldness and dexterity,

and, at the expense of some bruises, shared its precipitate fall

into the waters under the earth. This dangerous exploit was

to prevent the boat drifting away from us, but a cord at its

stern would have been a safer and surer expedient.

" When our enfant perdu had recovered breath and legs, he

brought the boat back to the entrance, and took us in. We
now found ourselves embarked on a deep black pond of an

irregular form, the rocks rising like a dome all around us, and

high over our heads. The light, a sort of dubious twilight, was

derived from two chasms in the roof of the vault, for that

offered by the entrance was but trifling. Down one of those

rents there poured from the height of eighty feet, in a sheet of

foam, the brook, which, after supplying the subterranean pond

with water, finds its way out beneath the ledge of rock that

blocks its entrance. The other skylight, if I may so term it,

looks out at the clear blue sky. It is impossible for description

to explain the impression made by so strange a place, to which

we had been conveyed with so much difficulty. The cave

itself, the pool, the cataract, would have been each separate

objects of wonder, but all united together, and affecting at

once the ear, the eye, and the imagination, their effect is in-

describable. The length of this pond, or loch as the people

here call it, is seventy feet over, the breadth about thirty at

the narrowest point, and it is of great depth.

" As we resolved to proceed, we directed the boat to )

natural arch on the right hand, or west side of the cataract
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This archway was double, a high arch being placed above a

very low one, as in a Roman aqueduct. The ledge of rock

which forms this lower arch is not above two feet and a half

high above the water, and under this we were to pass in the

boat; so that we were fain to pile ourselves flat upon each

other like a layer of herrings. By this judicious disposition we

were pushed in safety beneath this low-browed rock into a

region of utter darkness. For this, however, we were pro-

vided, for we had a tinder-box and lights. The view back

upon the twilight lake we had crossed, its sullen eddies wheel-

ing round and round, and its echoes resounding to the cease-

less thunder of the waterfall, seemed dismal enough, and was

aggravated by temporary darkness, and in some degree by a

sense of danger. The lights, however, dispelled the lattei

sensation, if it prevailed to any extent, and we now found our-

selves in a narrow cavern, sloping somewhat upward from the

water. We got out of the boat, proceeded along some slippery

places upon shelves of the rock, and gained the dry land. ]

cannot say dry, excepting comparatively. We were then in an

arched cave, twelve feet high in the roof, and about eight feet

in breadth, which went winding into the bowels of the earth

for about an hundred feet. The sides, being (like those of the

whole cavern) of limestone rock, were covered with stalactites,

and with small drops of water like dew, glancing like ten

thousand thousand sets of birthday diamonds under the glare

of our lights. In some places these stalactites branch out into

broad and curious ramifications, resembling coral and the foli-

age of submarine plants.

" When we reached the extremity of this passage, we found

it declined suddenly to a horrible ugly gulf, or well, filled with

dark water, and of great depth, over which the rock closed.

We threw in stones, which indicated great profundity by their

Bound ; and growing more familiar with the horrors of this den,

we sounded with an oar, and found about ten feet depth at the

entrance, but discovered in the same maimer, that the gulf

extended under the rock, deepening as it went, God knows

>ow far. Imagination can figure few deaths more horrible
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Jian to be sucked under these rocks into some unfathomable

abyss, where your corpse could never be found to give intima-

tion of your fate. A water kelpy, or an evil spirit of any

aquatic propensities, could not choose a fitter abode ; and, to

Bay the truth, I believe at our first entrance, and when all our

feelings were afloat at the novelty of the scene, the unexpected

plashing of a seal would have routed the whole dozen of us.

The mouth of this ugly gulf was all covered with slimy alluvi-

ous substances, which led Mr. Stevenson to observe, that it

could have no separate source, but must be fed from the waters

of the outer lake and brook, as it lay upon the same level, and

seemed to rise and fall with them, without having anything to

indicate a separate current of its own. Rounding this perilous

hole, or gulf, upon the aforesaid alluvious substances, which

formed its shores, we reached the extremity of the cavern,

which there ascends like a vent, or funnel, directly up a slop-

ing precipice, but hideously black and slippery from wet and

sea-weeds. One of our sailors, a Zetlander, climbed up a good

way, and by holding up a light, we could plainly perceive that

this vent closed after ascending to a considerable height ; and

here, therefore, closed the adventure of the cave of Smowe, for

it appeared utterly impossible to proceed farther in any direc-

tion whatever. There is a tradition, that the first Lord Reay

went through various subterranean abysses, and at length re-

turned, after ineffectually endeavouring to penetrate to the

extremity of the Smowe cave ; but this must be either fabu-

lous, or an exaggerated account of such a journey as we per-

formed. And under the latter supposition, it is a curious

instance how little the people in the neighbourhood of this

curiosity have cared to examine it.

" In returning, we endeavoured to familiarize ourselves with

the objects in detail, which, viewed together, had struck us

with so much wonder. The stalactites, or limy incrustations,

upon the walls of the cavern, are chiefly of a dark-brown

colour, and in this respect, Smowe is inferior, according to Mr.

Stevenson, to the celebrated cave of Macallister in the Isle of

Skye In returning, the men with the lights, and the varioui
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groups and attitudes of the party, gave a good deal of amuse-

ment. We now ventured to clamber along the side of the rock

above the subterranean water, and thus gained the upper

arch, and had the satisfaction to see our admirable and good-

humoured commodore, Hamilton, floated beneath the lower

arch into the second cavern. His goodly countenance being

illumined by a single candle, his recumbent posture, and the

appearance of a hard-favoured fellow guiding the boat, made
him the very picture of Bibo, in the catch, when he wakes in

Charon's boat:

1 When Bibo thought fit from this world to retreat,

As full of Champagne as an egg's full of meat,

He waked in the boat, and to Charon he said,

That he would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead.*

" Descending from our superior station on the upper arch,

we now again embarked, and spent some time in rowing about

and examining this second cave. We could see our dusky

entrance, into which daylight streamed faint, and at a con-

siderable distance ; and under the arch of the outer cavern

stood a sailor, with an oar in his hand, looking, in the perspec-

tive, like a fairy with his wand. We at length emerged un-

willingly from this extraordinary basin, and again enjoyed

ourselves in the large exterior cave. Our boat was hoisted

with some difficulty over the ledge, which appears the natural

barrier of the interior apartments, and restored in safety to the

fishers, who were properly gratified for the hazard which their

skiff, as well as one of themselves, had endured. After this

we resolved to ascend the rocks, and discover the opening by

which the cascade was discharged from above into the second

cave. Erskine and I, by some chance, took the wrong side of

the rocks, and, after some scrambling, got into the face of a

dangerous precipice, where Erskine, to my great alarm, turned

giddy, and declared he could not go farther. I clambered up

without much difficulty, and shouting to the people below, got

two of them to assist the Counsellor, who was brought into, by

Jie means which have sent many a good fellow out of, th«
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world— I mean a rope. We easily found the brook, and

traced its descent till it precipitates itself down a chasm of the

rock into the subterranean apartment, where we first made its

acquaintance. Divided by a natural arch of stone from the

chasm down which the cascade falls, there is another rent,

which serves as a skylight to the cavern, as I already noticed.

Standing on a natural foot-bridge, formed by the arch which

divides these two gulfs, you have a grand prospect into both.

The one is deep, black, and silent, only aflfbrding at the bottom

a glimpse of the dark and sullen pool which occupies the in-

terior of the cavern. The right-hand rent, down which the

stream discharges itself, seems to ring and reel with the un-

ceasing roar of the cataract which envelopes its side in mist

and foam. This part of the scene alone is worth a day's

journey. After heavy rains, the torrent is discharged into

this cavern with astonishing violence; and the size of the

chasm being inadequate to the reception of such a volume of

water, it is thrown up in spouts like the blowing of a whale.

But at such times the entrance of the cavern is inaccessible.

" Taking leave of this scene with regret, we rowed back to

Loch Eribol. Having yet an hour to spare before dinner, we
rowed across the mouth of the lake to its shore on the east

side. This rises into a steep and shattered stack of moulder-

ing calcareous rock and stone, called Whitten Head. It is

pierced with several caverns, the abode of seals and cormo-

rants. We entered one, where our guide promised to us a

grand sight, and so it certainly would have been to any who

had not just come from Smowe. In this last cave the sea en-

ters through a lofty arch, and penetrates to a great depth ; but

the weight of the tide made it dangerous to venture very far,

so we did not see the extremity of Friskin's Cavern, as it is

called. We shot several cormorants in the cave, the echoes

roaring like thunder at every discharge. We received, how-

ever, a proper rebuke from Hamilton, our commodore, for kill-

ing anything which was not fit for eating. It was in vain I

assured him that the Zetlanders made excellent hare-soup of

these sea-fowl. He will listen to no subordinate authority, an£
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rules us by the Almanach des Gourmands. Mr. Anderson

showed me the spot where the Norwegian monarch, Haco,

moored his fleet, after the discomfiture he received at Largs.

He caused all the cattle to be driven from the hills, and

houghed and slain upon a broad flat rock, for the refreshment

of his dispirited army. Mr. Anderson dines with us, and very

handsomely presents us with a stock of salmon, haddocks, and

so forth, which we requite by a small present of wine from cut

sea stores. This has been a fine day ; the first fair day here

for these eight weeks.

" 20th August 1814.— Sail by four in the morning, and by

half-past six are off Cape Wrath. All hands ashore by seven,

and no time allowed to breakfast, except on beef and biscuit.

On this dread Cape, so fatal to mariners, it is proposed to build

a lighthouse, and Mr. Stevenson has fixed on an advantageous

situation. It is a high promontory, with steep sides that go

sheer down to the breakers, which lash its feet. There is no

landing, except in a small creek about a mile and a half to the

eastward. There the foam of the sea plays at long bowls with

a huge collection of large stones, some of them a ton in weight,

but which these fearful billows chuck up and down as a child

tosses a ball. The walk from thence to the Cape was over

rough boggy ground, but good sheep pasture. Mr. Dun-

lop, brother of the laird of Dunlop, took from Lord Reay,

some years since, a large track of sheep-land, including the

territories of Cape Wrath, for about £300 a-year, for the

period of two-nineteen years and a liferent. It is needless to

say, that the tenant has an immense profit, for the value of past-

ure is now understood here. Lord Reay's estate, containing

150,000 square acres, and measuring eighty miles by sixty,

was, before commencement of the last leases, rented at £1200

a-year. It is now worth £5000, and Mr. Anderson says he

may let it this ensuing year fwhen the leases expire) for about

£15,000. But then he must resolve to part with his people,

for these rents can only be given upon *he supposition that

iheep are generally to be introduced on the property. In an

economical, and perhaps in a political point of view, it migh/
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be best that every part of a country were dedicated to that

sort of occupation for which nature has best fitted it. But to

effect this reform in the present instance, Lord Reay must

turn out several hundred families who have lived under him

and his fathers for many generations, and the swords of whose

fathers probably won the lands from which he is now expelling

them. He is a good-natured man, I suppose, for Mr. A. says

he is hesitating whether he shall not take a more moderate

rise (£ 7000 or £8000), and keep his Highland tenantry. This

last war (before the short peace), he levied a fine fencible

corps (the Reay fencibles), and might have doubled their

number. Wealth is no doubt strength in a country, while all

is quiet and governed by law, but on any altercation or inter-

nal commotion, it ceases to be strength, and is only the means

of tempting the strong to plunder the possessors. Much may
be said on both sides.*

" Cape Wrath is a striking point, both from the dignity of

its own appearance, and from the mental association of its

being the extreme cape of Scotland, with reference to the

north-west. There is no land in the direct line between this

point and America. I saw a pair of large eagles, and if I had

had the rifle-gun might have had a shot, for the birds, when I

first saw them, were perched on a rock within about sixty or

seventy yards. They are, I suppose, little disturbed here, for

they showed no great alarm. After the Commissioners and

Mr. Stevenson had examined the headland, with reference to

the site of a lighthouse, we strolled to our boat, and came on

board between ten and eleven. Get the boat up upon deck,

and set sail for the Lewis with fight winds and a great swell

of tide. Pass a rocky islet called Gousla. Here a fine vessel

was lately wrecked ; all her crew perished but one, who go*

upon the rocks from the boltsprit, and was afterwards brought

off. In front of Cape Wrath are some angry breakers, called

* The whole of the immense district called Lord Reay's country—
the habitation, as far back as history reaches, of the clan Mackay—
has passed, since Sir W. Scott's journal was written, into the handi

»f the noble family of Sutherland.
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fche Staggs ; the rocks which occasion them are visible at low

water. The country behind Cape Wrath swells in high sweep-

ing elevations, but without any picturesque or dignified moun

tainous scenery. But on sailing westward a few miles, partic-

ularly after doubling a headland called the Stour of Assint,

the coast assumes the true Highland character, being skirted

with a succession of picturesque mountains of every variety of

height and outline. These are the hills of Ross-shire— a

waste and thinly-peopled district at this extremity of the isl-

and. We would willingly have learned the names of the most

remarkable, but they are only laid down in the charts by the

cant names given them by mariners, from their appearance, as

the Sugar-loaf, and so forth. Our breeze now increases, and

seems steadily favourable, carrying us on with exhilarating

rapidity, at the rate of eight knots an hour, with the romantic

outline of the mainland under our lee-beam, and the dusky

shores of the Long Island beginning to appear ahead. We
remain on deck long after it is dark, watching the phosphoric

effects occasioned, or made visible, by the rapid motion of the

vessel, and enlightening her course with a continued succession

of sparks and even flashes of broad light, mingled with the

foam which she flings from her bows and head. A rizard

haddock and to bed. Charming weather all day.

" 2\$t August 1814.— Last night went out like a lamb, but

this morning came in like a lion, all roar and tumult. The

wind shifted and became squally; the mingled and confused

tides that run among the Hebrides got us among their eddies,

and gave the cutter such concussions, that, besides reeling at

every wave, she trembled from, head to stern, with a sort of

very uncomfortable and ominous vibration. Turned out about

three, and went on deck ; the prospect dreary enough, as we
are beating up a narrow channel between two dark and dis-

consolate-looking islands, in a gale of wind and rain, guided

only by the twinkling glimmer of the light on an island called

Elian Glas.— Go to bed and sleep soundly, notwithstanding

the rough rocking. Great bustle about four ; the light-keeper

Having seen our flag, comes off to be our pilot, as in duty
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bound. Asleep again till eight. When I went on deck, .1

found we had anchored in the little harbour of Scalpa, upon
the coast of Harris, a place dignified by the residence of

Charles Edward in his hazardous attempt to escape in 1746.

An old man, lately alive here, called Donald Macleod, was hia

host and temporary protector, and could not, until his dying

hour, mention the distresses of the adventurer without tears.

From this place, Charles attempted to go to Stornoway ; but

the people of the Lewis had taken arms to secure him, under

an idea that he was coming to plunder the country. And al-

though his faithful attendant, Donald Macleod, induced them

by fair words, to lay aside their purpose, yet they insisted upon

his leaving the island. So the unfortunate Prince was obliged

to return back to Scalpa. He afterwards escaped to South

Uist, but was chased in the passage by Captain Fergusson's

sloop of war. The harbour seems a little neat secure place of

anchorage. Within a small island, there seems more shelter

than where we are lying ; but it is crowded with vessels, part

of those whom we saw in the Long-Hope— so Mr. Wilson

chose to remain outside. The ground looks hilly and barren

in the extreme ; but I can say little for it, as an incessant rain

prevents my keeping the deck. Stevenson and Duff, accom-

panied by Marchie, go to examine the lighthouse on Ellau

Glas. Hamilton and Erskine keep their beds, having scarce

slept last night— and I bring up my journal. The day con-

tinues bad, with little intermission of rain. Our party return

with little advantage from their expedition, excepting some

fresh butter from the lighthouse. The harbour of Scalpa is

composed of a great number of little uninhabited islets. The

masts of the vessels at anchor behind them have a good effect

To bed early, to make amends for last night, with the purposf

of sailing for Dunvegan in the Isle of Skye with daylight."
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CHAPTER XXXL

Diary continued— Isle of Harris— Monuments of the Chiefs

ofMacleod— Isle of Skye—Dunvegan Castle— Loch Cor-

riskin— Macallister's Cave.

1814.

•* 22d August 1814.— Sailed early in the morning from

Scalpa Harbour, in order to cross the Minch, or Channel, for

Dunvegan ; but the breeze being contrary, we can only creep

along the Harris shore, until we shall gain the advantage of

the tide. The east coast of Harris, as we now see it, is of a

character which sets human industry at utter defiance, consist-

ing of high sterile hills, covered entirely with stones, with a

very slight sprinkling of stunted heather. Within, appear still

higher peaks of mountains. I have never seen anything more

unpropitious, excepting the southern side of Griban, on the

shores of Loch-na-Gaoil, in the Isle of Mull. We sail along

this desolate coast (which exhibits no mark of human habita-

tion) with the advantage of a pleasant day, and a brisk, though

not a favourable gale. Two o'clock— Row ashore to see the

little harbour and village of Eowdill, on the coast of Harris.

There is a decent three-storied house, belonging to the laird,

Mr. Macleod of the Harris,* where we were told two of his

female relations lived. A large vessel had been stranded last

year, and two or three carpenters were about repairing her,

but in such a style of Highland laziness that I suppose she may

* The Harris has recently passed into the possession of the Earl of

Dunmore.— [1839.]
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float next century. The harbour is neat enough, but wants a

little more cover to the eastward. The ground, on landing, does

not seem altogether so desolate as from the sea. In the former

point of view, we overlook all the retired glens and crevices,

which, by infinite address and labour, are rendered capable of

a little cultivation. But few and evil are the patches so culti-

vated in Harris, as far as we have seen. Above the house is

situated the ancient church of Rowdill. This pile was unfortu-

nately burned down by accident some years since, by fire

taking to a quantity of wood laid in for fitting it up. It is a

building in the form of a cross, with a rude tower at the

eastern end, like some old English churches. Upon this tower

are certain pieces of sculpture, of a kind the last which one

would have expected on a building dedicated to religious pur-

poses. Some have lately fallen in a storm, but enough remains

to astonish us at the grossness of the architect and the age.

" Within the church are two ancient monuments. The first,

on the right hand of the pulpit, presents the effigy of a warrior

completely armed in plate armour, with his hand on his two-

handed broadsword. His helmet is peaked, with a gorget or

upper corselet which seems to be made of mail. His figure lies

flat on the monument, and is in bas-relief, of the natural size.

The arch which surmounts this monument is curiously carved

with the figures of the apostles. In the flat space of the wall

beneath the arch, and above the tombstone, are a variety of

compartments, exhibiting the arms of the Macleods, being a

galley with the sails spread, a rude view of Dunvegan Castle,

some saints and religious emblems, and a Latin inscription, of

which our time (or skill) was inadequate to decipher the first

line ; but the others announced the tenant of the monument to

be Alexander, Jilius Willielmi MacLeod, de Dunvegan, Anno
Dni m.cccc.xxviii. A much older monument (said also to

represent a Laird of Macleod) lies in the transept, but without

any arch over it. It represents the grim figure of a Highland

chief, not in feudal armour like the former, but dressed in a

plaid— (or perhaps a shirt of mail)— reaching down below

the knees, with a broad sort of hem upon its lower extremity
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The figure wears a high-peaked open helmet, or skull-cap, with

a sort of tippet of mail attached to it, which falls over the

breast of the warrior, pretty much as women wear a handker-

chief or short shawl. This remarkable figure is bearded most

tyrannically, and has one hand on his long two-handed sword,

the other on his dirk, both of which hang at a broad belt.

Another weapon, probably his knife, seems to have been also

attached to the baldric. His feet rest on his two dogs en-

twined together, and a similar emblem is said to have sup-

ported his head, but is now defaced, as indeed the whole monu-

ment bears marks of the unfortunate fire. A lion is placed at

each end of the stone. Who the hero was, whom this martial

monument commemorated, we could not learn. Indeed, our

cicerone was but imperfect. He chanced to be a poor devil

of an excise-oflicer who had lately made a seizure of a still

upon a neighbouring island, after a desperate resistance. Upon
seeing our cutter, he mistook it, as has often happened to us,

for an armed vessel belonging to the revenue, which the ap-

pearance and equipment of the yacht, and the number of men,

make her resemble considerably. He was much disappointed

when he found we had nothing to do with the tribute to Caesar,

and begged us not to undeceive the natives, who were so much

irritated against him that he found it necessary to wear a

loaded pair of pistols in each pocket, which he showed to our

Master, Wilson, to convince him of the perilous state in which

he found himself while exercising so obnoxious a duty in the

midst of a fierce-tempered people, and at many miles distance

from any possible countenance or assistance. The village of

Rowdill consists of Highland huts of the common construction,

t. e. a low circular wall of large stones, without mortar, deeply

sunk in the ground, surmounted by a thatched roof secured by

ropes, without any chimney but a hole in the roof. There

may be forty such houses in the village. We heard that the

laird was procuring a schoolmaster— he of the parish being

ten miles distant— and there was a neatness about the large

house which seems to indicate that things are going on welL

Adjacent to the churchyard were two eminences, apparently
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artificial. Upon one was fixed a stone, seemingly the staff of

a cross ; upon another the head of a cross, with a sculpture of

the crucifixion. These monuments (which refer themselves to

Catholic times of course) are popularly called, The Croshlets—
crosslets, or little crosses.

" Get on board at five, and stand across the Sound for Skye

with the ebb-tide in our favour. The sunset being delightful

we enjoy it upon deck, admiring the Sound on each side

bounded by islands. That of Skye lies in the east, with some

very high mountains in the centre, and a bold rocky coast in

front, opening up into several lochs, or arms of the sea ;— that

of Loch Folliart, near the upper end of which Dunvegan is

situated, is opposite to us, but our breeze has failed us, and the

flood-tide will soon set in, which is likely to carry us to the

northward of this object of our curiosity until next morning.

To the west of us lies Harris, with its variegated ridges of

mountains, now clear, distinct, and free from clouds. The sun

is just setting behind the Island of Bernera, of which we see

one conical hill. North Uist and Benbecula continue from

Harris to the southerly line of what is called the Long Island.

They are as bold and mountainous, and probably as barren

as Harris— worse they cannot be. Unnumbered islets and

holms, each of which has its name and its history, skirt these

larger isles, and are visible in this clear evening as distinct and

separate objects, lying lone and quiet upon the face of the un-

disturbed and scarce-rippling sea. To our berths at ten, after

admiring the scenery for some time.

" 23d August 1814.— Wake under the Castle of Dunvegan,

in the Loch of Folliart. I had sent a card to the Laird of

Macleod in the morning, who came off before we were dressed,

and carried us to his castle to breakfast. A part of Dunvegan

is very old; 'its birth tradition notes not.' Another large

tower was built by the same Alaster Macleod whose burial-

place and monument we saw yesterday at Rowdill. He had a

Gaelic surname, signifying the Hump-backed. Roderick More

(knighted by James VI.) erected a long edifice combining

these two ancient towers : and other pieces of building^!form*
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ing a square, were accomplished at different times. The

whole castle occupies a precipitous mass of rock overhanging

the lake, divided by two or three islands in that place, which

form a snug little harbour under the walls. There is a court-

yard looking out upon the sea, protected by a battery, at least

a succession of embrasures, for only two guns are pointed, and

these unfit for service. The ancient entrance rose up a flight

of steps cut in the rock, and passed into this courtyard through

a portal, but this is now demolished. You land under the

castle, and walking round, find yourself in front of it. This

was originally inaccessible, for a brook coming down on the

one side, a chasm of the rocks on the other, and a ditch in

front, made it impervious. But the late Macleod built a bridge

over the stream, and the present laird is executing an entrance

suitable to the character of this remarkable fortalice, by mak-

ing a portal between two advanced towers and an outer court,

from which he proposes to throw a drawbridge over to the

high rock in front of the castle. This, if well executed, cannot

fail to have a good and characteristic effect. We were most

kindly and hospitably received by the chieftain, his lady, and

his sister ; * the two last are pretty and accomplished young

women, a sort of persons whom we have not seen for some

time ; and I was quite as much pleased with renewing my ac-

quaintance with them as with the sight of a good field of barley

just cut (the first harvest we have seen), not to mention an

extensive young plantation and some middle-aged trees, though

all had been strangers to mine eyes since I left Leith. In the

garden— or rather the orchard which was formerly the garden

.— is a pretty cascade, divided into two branches, and called

Rorie More's Nurse, because he loved to be lulled to sleep by

the sound of it. The day was rainy, or at least inconstant,

§o we could not walk far from the castle. Besides the assist-

ance of the laird himself, who was most politely and easily

attentive, we had that of an intelligent gentlemanlike clergy-

man, Mr. Suter, minister of Kilmore, to explain the carte-de-

pays. Within the castle we saw a remarkable drinking-cupy

* Miss Macleod, now Mrs. Spencer Perceval.
VOL. IV. 8
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with an inscription dated a.d. 993, which I have described pat«

fcicularly elsewhere.* I saw also a fairy flag, a pennon of silk,

with something like round red rowan-berries wrought upon it.

We also saw the drinking-horn of Rorie More, holding about

three pints English measure— an ox's horn tipped with silver,

not nearly so large as Watt of Harden's bugle. The rest of

i>he curiosities in the castle are chiefly Indian, excepting an old

dirk and the fragment of a two-handed sword. We learn that

most of the Highland superstitions, even that of the second-

light, are still in force. Gruagach, a sort of tutelary divinity,

often mentioned by Martin in his history of the Western

/slands, has still his place and credit, but is modernized into

a tall man, always a Lowlander, with a long coat and white

waistcoat. Passed a very pleasant day. I should have said

the fairy-flag had three properties : produced in battle, it

multiplied the numbers of the Macleods— spread on the

nuptial bed, it ensured fertility— and lastly, it brought her-

ring into the loch.f

* See Note, Lord of the Isles, Scott's Poetical Works, vol. x. p.

294, (Edin. Ed.)

t The following passage, from the last of Scott's Letters on Demon*,

ology (written in 1830), refers to the night of this 23d of August 1814-

He mentions that twice in his life he had experienced the sensation

which the Scotch call eerie : gives a night-piece of his early youth in

the castle of Glammis, which has already been quoted (ante, vol. i. p.

249), and proceeds thus: — "Amid such tales of ancient tradition, I

had from Macleod and his lady the courteous offer of the haunted

apartment of the castle, about which, as a stranger, I might be sup-

posed interested. Accordingly I took possession of it about the witch-

:«g hour. Except, perhaps, some tapestry hangings, and the extreme

thickness of the walls, which argued great antiquity, nothing could

have been more comfortable than the interior of the apartment ; but if

you looked from the windows, the view was such as to correspond with

the highest tone of superstition. An autumnal blast, sometimes clear,

sometimes driving mist before it, swept along the troubled billows of

the lake, which it occasionally concealed, and by fits disclosed. The

waves rushed in wild disorder on the shore, and covered with foam the

Bteep pile of rocks, which, rising from the sea in forms something

resembling the human figure, have obtained the name of Macleod's

Maidens, and, in such a night, seemed no bad representative of thr
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" 2tth August 1814. — This morning resist with difficulty

Macleod's kind and pressing entreaty to send round the ship,

and go to the cave at Airds by land ; but our party is too large

to be accommodated without inconvenience, and divisions are

always awkward. Walk and see Macleod's farm. The plan-

tations seem to thrive admirably, although I think he hazards

planting his trees greatly too tall. Macleod is a spirited and

judicious improver, and if he does not hurry too fast, cannot

fail to be of service to his people. He seems to think and act

much like a chief, without the fanfaronade of the character.

See a female school patronised by Mrs. M. There are about

twenty girls, who learn reading, writing, and spinning; and

being compelled to observe habits of cleanliness and neatness

when at school, will probably be the means of introducing

them by degrees at home. The roads around the castle are,

generally speaking, very good ; some are old, some made under

the operation of the late act. Macleod says almost all the

contractors for these last roads have failed, being tightly looked

after by Government, which I confess I think very right. If

Government is to give relief where a disadvantageous contract

has been engaged in, it is plain it cannot be refused in similar

Norwegian goddesses, called Choosers of the Slain, or Riders of the

Storm. There was something of the dignity of danger in the scene;

.br, on a platform beneath the windows, lay an ancient battery ol

cannon, which bad sometimes been used against privateers even of late

years. The distant scene was a view of that part of the Quillen moun-

tains which are called, from their form, Macleod's Dining-Tables. The
voice of an angry cascade, termed the Nurse of Rorie Mhor, because

that chief slept best in its vicinity, was heard from time to time min-

gling its notes with those of wind and wave. Such was the haunted

room at Dunvegan ; and, as such, it well deserved a less sleepy inhabi-

tant. In the language of Dr. Johnson, who has stamped his memory
t>.n this remote place,— ' I looked around me, and wondered that I was

not more affected; but the mind is not at all times equally ready to be

moved.' In a word, it is necessary to confess that, of all I heard or

saw, the most engaging spectacle was the comfortable bed in which I

Aoped to make amends for some rough nights on shipboard, and where

I slept accordingly without thinking of ghost or goblin, till I was

tailed by my servant in the morning."
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instances, so that all calculations of expenses in such operations

are at an end. The day being delightfully fair and warm, we
walk up to the Church of Kilmore. In a cottage, at no great

distance, we heard the women singing as they waulked the

cloth, by rubbing it with their hands and feet, and screaming

all the while in a sort of chorus. At a distance, the sound was

wild and sweet enough, but rather discordant when you ap

proached too near the performers. In the churchyard (other

wise not remarkable) was a pyramidical monument erected to

the father of the celebrated Simon, Lord Lovat, who was fos-

tered at Dunvegan. It is now nearly ruinous, and the inscrip-

tion has fallen down. Return to the castle, take our luncheon,

and go aboard at three— Macleod accompanying us in proper

Btyle with his piper. We take leave of the castle, where we
have been so kindly entertained, with a salute of seven guns.

The chiefreturns ashore, with his piper playing ' The Macleod's

Gathering,' heard to advantage along the calm and placid loch,

and dying as it retreated from us.

" The towers of Dunvegan, with the banner which floated

over them in honour of their guests, now showed to great

advantage. On the right were a succession of three remark-

able hills, with round flat tops, popularly called Macleod's

Dining-Tables. Far behind these, in the interior of the island,

arise the much higher and more romantic mountains, called

Quillen, or Cuillin, a name which they have been said to owe

to no less a person than Cuthullin, or Cuchullin, celebrated by

Ossian. I ought, I believe, to notice, that Macleod and Mr.

Suter have both heard a tacksman of Macleod's, called Grant,

•ecite the celebrated Address to the Sun ; and another person,

whom they named, repeat the description of Cuchullin's car.

But all agree as to the gross infidelity of Macpherson as a

translator and editor. It ends in the explanation of the Ad-

ventures in the cave of Montesinos, afforded to the Knight of

La Mancha, by the ape of Gines de Passamonte— some are

true and some are false. There is little poetical tradition in

this country, yet there should be a great deal, considering how

lately the bards and genealogists existed as a distinct order
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Macleod's hereditary piper is called MacCrimmon, but the

present holder of the office has risen above his profession. He
is an old man, a lieutenant in the army, and a most capital

piper, possessing about 200 tunes and pibrochs, most of which

will probably die with him, as he declines to have any of his

sons instructed in his art. He plays to Macleod and his lady,

but only in the same room, and maintains his minstrel privil^e

by putting on his bonnet so soon as he begins to play. These

MacCrimmons formerly kept a college in Skye for teaching

the pipe-music. Macleod's present piper is of the name, but

scarcely as yet a deacon of his craft. He played every day

at dinner.— After losing sight of the Castle of Dunvegan, we
open another branch of the loch on which it is situated, and

see a small village upon its distant bank. The mountains of

Quillen continue to form a background to the wild landscape

with their variegated and peaked outline. We approach

Dunvegan-head, a bold bluff cape, where the loch joins the

ocean. The weather, hitherto so beautiful that we had dined

on deck en seigneurs, becomes overcast and hazy, with little

or no wind. Laugh and lie down.

" 25th August 1814.— Rise about eight o'clock, the yacht

gliding delightfully along the coast of Skye with a fair wind

and excellent day. On the opposite side lie the islands of

Canna, Rum, and Muick, popularly Muck. On opening the

sound between Rum and Canna, see a steep circular rock,

.forming one side of the harbour, on the point of which we can

discern the remains of a tower of small dimensions, built, it is

said, by a King of the Isles to secure a wife of *vhom he was

jealous. But, as we kept the Skye side of the Sound, we saw

little of these islands but what our spy-glasses could show us.

The coast of Skye is highly romantic, and at the ^ame time

displayed a richness of vegetation on the lower grounds, to

which we have hitherto been strangers. We passed three

salt-water lochs, or deep embayments, called Loch Bracadale,

Loch Eynort, and Loch Britta— and about eleven o'clock

»pen Loch Scavig. We were now under the western termi-

nation of the high mountains of Quillen, whose weather-be ateo
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and serrated peaks we had admired at a distance from Dun-

vegan. They sunk here upon the sea, but with the same bold

and peremptory aspect which their distant appearance indi-

cated. They seemed to consist of precipitous sheets of naked

rock, down which the torrents were leaping in a hundred lined

of foam. The tops, apparently inaccessible to human foot,

w#e rent and split into the most tremendous pinnacles ; to-

wards the base of these bare and precipitous crags, the ground,

enriched by the soil washed away from them, is verdant and

productive. Having passed within the small isle of Soa, we
enter Loch Scavig under the shoulder of one of these grisly

mountains, and observe that the opposite side of the loch is of

a milder character softened down into steep green declivities.

From the depth of the bay advanced a headland of high rocks

which divided the lake into two recesses, from each of which

a brook seemed to issue. Here Macleod had intimated we
should find a fine romantic loch, but we were uncertain up

what inlet we should proceed in search of it. We chose,

against our better judgment, the southerly inlet, where we saw

a house which might afford us information. On manning our

boat and rowing ashore, we observed a hurry among the in-

habitants, owing to our being as usual suspected for king's men,

although, Heaven knows, we have nothing to do with the rev-

enue but to spend the part of it corresponding to our equip-

ment. We find that there is a lake adjoining to each branch

of the bay, and foolishly walk a couple of miles to see that

next the farm-house, merely because the honest man seemed

jealous of the honour of his own loch, though we were speedily

convinced it was not that which we had been recommended to

examine. It had no peculiar merit excepting from its neigh-

bourhood to a very high cliff or mountain of precipitous gran-

ite ; otherwise, the sheet of water does not equal even Cauld-

ghiels Loch. Returned and re-embarked in our boat, for our

guide shook his head at our proposal to climb over the penin-

sula which divides the two bays and the two lakes. In rowing

round the headland, surprised at the infinite number of sea-

fowl, then busy apparently with a shoal of fish ; at the deptf*
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&f the bay, find that the discharge from this second lake forma

a sort of waterfall or rather rapid ; round this place were

assembled hundreds of trout and salmon struggling to get

up into the fresh water; with a net we might have had

twenty salmon at a haul, and a sailor, with no better hook

than a crooked pin, caught a dish of trouts during our ab-

sence.

" Advancing up this huddling and riotous brook, we found

ourselves in a most extraordinary scene : we were surrounded

by hills of the boldest and most precipitous character, and on

the margin of a lake which seemed to have sustained the con-

stant ravages of torrents from these rude neighbours. The
shores consisted of huge layers of naked granite, here and

there intermixed with bogs, and heaps of gravel and sand

marking the course of torrents. Vegetation there was little or

none, and the mountains rose so perpendicularly from the

water's edge, that Borrowdale is a jest to them. We pro-

ceeded about one mile and a half up this deep, dark, and soli-

tary lake, which is about two miles long, half a mile broad,

and, as we learned, of extreme depth. The vapour which en-

veloped the mountain ridges obliged us by assuming a thou-

sand shapes, varying its veils in all sorts of forms, but sometimes

clearing off altogether. It is true, it made us pay the penalty

by some heavy and downright showers, from the frequency of

which, a Highland boy, whom we brought from the farm, told

us the lake was popularly called the Water Kettle. The
proper name is Loch Corriskin, from the deep corrie or hollow

in the mountains of Cuillin, which affords the basin for this

wonderful sheet of water. It is as exquisite as a savage scene,

as Loch Katrine is as a scene of stern beauty. After having

penetrated so far as distinctly to observe the termination of the

lake, under an immense mountain which rises abruptly from

the head of the waters, we returned, and often stopped to

admire the ravages which storms must have made in these

:ecesses when all human witnesses were driven to places of

laore shelter and security. Stones, or rather large massive

fragments of rock of a composite kind, perfectly different from
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the granite barriers of the lake, lay upon the rocky beach in

the strangest and most precarious situations, as if abandoned

by the torrents which had borne them down from above ; some

lay loose and tottering upon the ledges of the natural rock,

with so little security that the slightest push moved them,

though their weight exceeded many tons. These detached

rocks were chiefly what are called plum-pudding stones.

Those which formed the shore were granite. The opposite

side of the lake seemed quite pathless, as a huge mountain,

one of the detached ridges of the Quillen, sinks in a profound

and almost perpendicular precipice down to the water. On
the left-hand side, which we traversed, rose a higher and

equally inaccessible mountain, the top of which seemed to con-

tain the crater of an exhausted volcano. I never saw a spot

on which there was less appearance of vegetation of any kind

;

the eye rested on nothing but brown and naked crags,* and

* ' Rarely human eye has known
A scene so stern as that dread lake,

With its dark ledge of barren stone.

Seems that primeval earthquake's sway

Hath rent a strange and shatter'd way
Through the rude bosom of the hill;

And that each naked precipice,

Sable ravine and dark abyss,

Tells of the outrage still.

The wildest glen, but this, can show

Some touch of Nature's genial glow;

On high Benmore green mosses grow,

And heath-bells bud in deep Glencroe,

And copse on Cruchan-Ben

;

But here— above, around, below,

On mountain or in glen.

Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, nor flower,

Nor aught of vegetative power,

The weary eye may ken

;

For all is rocks at random thrown,

Black waves, bare crags, and banks of stone,

As if were here denied

The summer's sun, the spring's sweet dew,



DIARY MACALLISTER's CAVE. 121

the rocks on which we walked by the side of the loch were as

bare as the pavement of Cheapside. There are one or two

spots of islets in the loch which seem to bear juniper, or some

such low bushy shrub.

" Returned from our extraordinary walk and went on board.

During dinner, our vessel quitted Loch Scavig, and having

doubled its southern cape, opened the bay or salt-water Loch

of Sleapin. There went again on shore to visit the late dis-

covered and much celebrated cavern, called Macallister's Cave.

It opens at the end of a deep ravine running upward from the

sea, and the proprietor, Mr. Macallister of Strath Aird, find-

ing that visitors injured it, by breaking and carrying away the

stalactites with which it abounds, has secured this cavern by

an eight or nine feet wall, with a door. Upon inquiring for

the key, we found it was three miles up the loch at the laird's

house. It was now late, and to stay until a messenger had

gone and returned three miles, was not to be thought of, any

more than the alternative of going up the loch and lying there

all night. We therefore, with regret, resolved to scale the

wall, in which attempt, by the assistance of a rope and some

ancient acquaintance with orchard breaking, we easily suc-

ceeded. The first entrance to this celebrated cave is rude and

unpromising, but the light of the torches with which we were

provided, is soon reflected from roof, floor, and walls, which

seem as if they were sheeted with marble, partly smooth,

partly rough with frost-work and rustic ornaments, and partly

wrought into statuary. The floor forms a steep and difficult

ascent, and might be fancifully compared to a sheet of water,

which, while it rushed whitening and foaming down a decliv-

ity, had been suddenly arrested and consolidated by the spell

of an enchanter. Upon attaining the summit of this ascent,

the cave descends with equal rapidity to the brink of a pool

»f the most limpid water, about four or five yards broad.

That clothe with raajiy a varied hue

The bleakest mountain side.'

Lord of the Isles, in. 14.



122 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

There opens beyond this pool a portal arch, with beautiful

white chasing upon the sides, which promises a continuation

of the cave. One of our sailors swam across, for there was no

other mode of passing, and informed us (as indeed we partly

saw by the light he carried), that the enchantment of Macal-

lister's cave terminated with this portal, beyond which there

was only a rude ordinary cavern speedily choked with stones

and earth. But the pool, on the brink of which we stood, sur-

rounded by the most fanciful mouldings in a substance resem-

bling white marble, and distinguished by the depth and purity

of its waters, might be the bathing grotto of a Naiad. I think

a statuary might catch beautiful hints from the fanciful and

romantic disposition of the stalactites. There is scarce a form

or group that an active fancy may not trace among the gro-

tesque ornaments which have been gradually moulded in this

cavern by the dropping of the calcareous water, and its hard-

ening into petrifactions ; many of these have been destroyed

by the senseless rage of appropriation among recent tourists,

and the grotto has lost (I am informed), through the smoke

of torches, much of that vivid silver tint which was originally

one of its chief distinctions. But enough of beauty remains

to compensate for all that may be lost. As the easiest mode

of return, I slid down the polished sheet of marble which forms

the rising ascent, and thereby injured my pantaloons in a way
which my jacket is ill calculated to conceal. Our wearables,

after a month's hard service, begin to be frail, and there are

daily demands for repairs. Our eatables also begin to assume

a real nautical appearance— no soft bread— mjlk a rare com-

modity— and those gentlemen most in favour with John Pe-

ters, the steward, who prefer salt beef to fresh. To make
amends, we never hear of sea-sickness, and the good-humour

and harmony of the party continue uninterrupted. When we

left the cave we carried off two grandsons of Mr. Macallister's,

remarkably fine boys ; and Erskine, who may be called L'ami

des Enfans, treated them most ,kindly, and showed them all

the curiosities in the vessel, causing even the guns to be fired

for their amusement, besides filling their pockets with almonds
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and raisins. So that, with a handsome letter of apology, I

hope we may erase any evil impression Mr. Macallister may
adopt from our storming the exterior defences of his cavern.

After having sent them ashore in safety, stand out of the bay

with little or no wind, for the opposite island of Egg."
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CHAPTER XXXII.

Diary continued— Cave of Egg— Iona— Staffa— Dunstqff

nage— Dunluce Castle— Giants Causeway— Isle of Ar
ran, fyc.— Diary concluded.

AUGUST— SEPTEMBER, 1814.

"26th August 1814.— At seven this morning were in the

Sound which divides the Isle of Rum from that of Egg. Rum
is rude, barren, and mountainous ; Egg, although hilly and

rocky, and traversed by one remarkable ridge called Scuir-

Egg, has, in point of soil, a much more promising appearance.

Southward of both lies Muick, or Muck, a low and fertile

island, and though the least, yet probably the most valuable

of the three. Caverns being still the order of the day, we
man the boat and row along the shore of Egg, in quest of that

which was the memorable scene of a horrid feudal vengeance.

We had rounded more than half the island, admiring the en-

trance of many a bold natural cave which its rocks exhibit,

but without finding that which we sought, until we procured a

guide. This noted cave has a very narrow entrance, through

which one can hardly creep on knees and hands. It rises

steep and lofty within, and runs into the bowels of the rock to

the depth of 255 measured feet. The height at the entrance

may be about three feet, but rises to eighteen or twenty, and

the breadth may vary in the same proportion. The rude and

stony bottom of this cave is strewed with the bones of men,

women, and children, being the sad relics of the ancient in-

habitants of the island, 200 in number, who were slain on the
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following occasion :— The Macdonalds of the Isle of Egg, a

people dependent on Clanranald, had done some injury to the

Laird of Macleod. The tradition of the isle says, that it was

by a personal attack on the chieftain, in which his back was

broken ; but that of the other isles bears that the injury was

offered to two or three of the Macleods, who, landing upon

Egg and using some freedom with the young women, were

Beized by the islanders, bound hand and foot, and turned adrift

in a boat, which the winds and waves safely conducted to

Skye. To avenge the offence given, Macleod sailed with such

a body of men as rendered resistance hopeless. The natives,

fearing his vengeance, concealed themselves in this cavern, and

after strict search, the Macleods went on board their galleys,

after doing what mischief they could, concluding the inhabi-

tants had left the isle. But next morning they espied from

their vessel a man upon the island, and, immediately landing

again, they traced his retreat, by means of a light snow on the

ground, to this cavern. Macleod then summoned the subter-

raneous garrison, and demanded that the individuals who had

offended him, should be delivered up. This was peremptorily

refused. The chieftain thereupon caused his people to divert the

course of a rill of water, which, falling over the mouth of the

cave, would have prevented his purposed vengeance. He then

kindled at the entrance of the cavern a huge fire, and main-

tained it until all within were destroyed by suffocation. The

date of this dreadful deed must have been recent, if one can

judge from the fresh appearance of those relics. I brought

off, in spite of the prejudices of our sailors, a skull, which

Beems that of a young woman.
" Before re-embarking, we visit another cave opening to the

sea, but of a character widely different, being a large open

vault as high as that of a cathedral, and running back a great

way into the rock at the same height ; the height and width

of the opening give light to the whole. Here, after 1745,

when the Catholic priests were scarcely tolerated, the priest of

Egg used to perform the Bomish service. A huge ledge of

rock, almost half-way up one side of the vault, served for altar
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and pulpit ; and the appearance of a priest and Highland con*

gregation in such an extraordinary place of worship, might have

engaged the pencil of Salvator. Most of the inhabitants of

Egg are still Catholics, and laugh at their neighbours of Rum,
who, having been converted by the cane of their chieftain, are

called Protestants of the yellow stick. The Presbyterian min-

ister and Catholic priest live upon this little island on very

good terms. The people here were much irritated agains

the men of a revenue vessel who had seized all the stills, &c,

in the neighbouring Isle of Muck, with so much severity as to

take even the people's bedding. We had been mistaken for

some time for this obnoxious vessel. Got on board about two

o'clock, and agreed to stand over for Coll, and to be ruled by

the wind as to what was next to be done. Bring up my jour-

nal.

" 27th August 1814.— The wind, to which we resigned our-

selves, proves exceedingly tyrannical, and blows squally the

whole night, which, with the swell of the Atlantic, now un-

broken by any islands to windward, proves a means of great

combustion in the cabin. The dishes and glasses in the stew-

ard's cupboards become locomotive— portmanteaus and writ-

ing-desks are more active than necessary— it is scarce possible

to keep one's self within bed, and impossible to stand upright

if you rise. Having crept upon deck about four in the morn-

ing, I find we are beating to windward off the Isle of Tyree,

with the determination on the part of Mr. Stevenson that his

constituents should visit a reef of rocks called Skerry Vhor

where he thought it would be essential to have a lighthouse.

Loud remonstrances on the part of the Commissioners, who

one and all declare they will subscribe to his opinion, what-

ever it may be, rather than continue this infernal buffeting.

Quiet perseverance on the part of Mr. S., and great kicking,

bouncing, and squabbling upon that of the Yacht, who seems

to like the idea of Skerry Vhor as little as the Commissioners.

At length, by dint of exertion, come in sight of this long ridge

cf rocks (chiefly under water), on which the tide breaks in ^

most tremendous style. There appear a few low broad rocki
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at one end of the reef, which is about a mile in length. These

are never entirely under water, though the surf dashes

over them. To go through all the forms, Hamilton, Duff,

and I, resolve to land upon these bare rocks in company

with Mr. Stevenson. Pull through a very heavy swell with

great difficulty, and approach a tremendous surf dashing over

black pointed rocks. Our rowers, however, get the boat into

a quiet creek between two rocks, where we contrive to land

well wetted. I saw nothing remarkable in my way, excepting

several seals, which we might have shot, but, in the doubtful

circumstances of the landing, we did not care to bring guns.

We took possession of the rock in name of the Commissioners,

and generously bestowed our own great names on its crags and

creeks. The rock was carefully measured by Mr. S. It will

be a most desolate position for a lighthouse— the Bell Rock

and Eddystone a joke to it, for the nearest land is the wild

island of Tyree, at fourteen miles' distance. So much for the

Skerry Vhor.

" Came on board proud of our achievement ; and, to the

great delight of all parties, put the ship before the wind, and

run swimmingly down for Iona. See a large, square-rigged

vessel, supposed an American. Reach Iona about five o'clock.

The inhabitants of the Isle of Columba, understanding their

interest as well as if they had been Deal boatmen, charged

two guineas for pilotage, which Captain W. abridged into fif-

teen shillings, too much for ten minutes' work. We soon got

on shore, and landed in the bay of Martyrs, beautiful for its

white sandy beach. Here all dead bodies are still landed, and

laid for a time upon a small rocky eminence, called the Sweyne,

before they are interred. Iona, the last time I saw it, seemed

to me to contain the most wretched people I had anywhere

seen. But either they have got better since I was here, or my
eyes, familiarized with ''he wretchedness of Zetland and the

Harris, are less shocked with that of Iona. Certainly their

houses are better than either, and the appearance of the peo-

ple not worse. This little fertile isle contains upwards of 400

bhabitants, all living upon small farms, which they divide and
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subdivide as their families increase, so that the country is

greatly over-peopled, and in some danger of a famine in case

of a year of scarcity. Visit the nunnery and Reilig Oran, or

burial-place of St. Oran, but the night coming on we return

on board.

" 28th August 1814. Carry our breakfast ashore— take

that repast in the house of Mr. Maclean, the schoolmaster and

cicerone of the island— and resume our investigation of the

ruins of the cathedral and the cemetery. Of these monu-

ments, more than of any other, it may be said with propriety,

' You never tread upon them but you set

Your feet upon some ancient history.'

I do not mean to attempt a description of what is so well-

known as the ruins of Iona. Yet I think it has been as yet

inadequately performed, for the vast number of carved tombs

containing the reliques of the great, exceeds credibility. In

general, even in the most noble churches, the number of the

vulgar dead exceed in all proportion the few of eminence who

are deposited under monuments. Iona is in all respects the

reverse : until lately, the inhabitants of the isle did not pre-

sume to mix their vulgar dust with that of chiefs, reguli, and

abbots. The number, therefore, of carved and inscribed tomb-

stones, is quite marvellous, and I can easily credit the story

told by Sacheverell, who assures us that 300 inscriptions had

been collected, and were lost in the troubles of the 1 7th cen-

tury. Even now, many more might be deciphered than have

yet been made public, but the rustic step of the peasants and

of Sassenach visitants is fast destroying these faint memorials

of the valiant of the Isles. A skilful antiquary remaining here

a week, and having (or assuming) the power of raising the

half-sunk monuments, might make a curious collection. We
could only gaze and grieve

;
yet had the day not been Sunday,

we would have brought our seamen ashore, and endeavoured

to have raised some of these monuments. The celebrated

ridges called Jomaire na'n Righrean, or Graves of the Kings,

tan now scarce be said to exist, though their site is still
1
A»'^'.ed
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out. Undoubtedly, the thirst of spoil, and the frequent custom

of burying treasures with the ancient princes, occasioned their

early violation ; nor am I any sturdy believer in their being

regularly ticketed off by inscriptions into the tombs of the

Kings of Scotland, of Ireland, of Norway, and so forth. If

such inscriptions ever existed, I should deem them the work of

some crafty bishop or abbot, for the credit of his diocese or

convent. Macbeth is said to have been the last King of Scot-

land here buried ; sixty preceded him, all doubtless as power-

ful in their day, but now unknown— carent quia vate sacro.

A few weeks' labour of Shakspeare, an obscure player, has done

more for the memory of Macbeth than all the gifts, wealth, and

monuments of this cemetery of princes have been able to secure

to the rest of its inhabitants. It also occurred to me in Iona

(as it has on many similar occasions) that the traditional rec-

ollections concerning the monks themselves are wonderfully

faint, contrasted with the beautiful and interesting monuments

of architecture which they have left behind them. In Scot-

land particularly, the people have frequently traditions won-

derfully vivid of the persons and achievements of ancient

warriors, whose towers have long been levelled with the soil.

But of the monks of Melrose, Kelso, Aberbrothock, Iona, &c.

&c. &c, they can tell nothing but that such a race existed, and

inhabited the stately ruins of these monasteries. The quiet,

slow, and uniform life of those recluse beings, glided on, it may

be, like a dark and silent stream, fed from unknown resources,

and vanishing from the eye without leaving any marked trace

of its course. The life of the chieftain was a mountain torrent

thundering over rock and precipice, which, less deep and pro-

found in itself, leaves on the minds of the terrified spectators

those deep impressions of awe and wonder which are most

readily handed down to posterity.

" Among the various monuments exhibited at Iona, is one

where a Maclean lies in the same grave with one of the Mac-

fies or Maeduffies of Colonsay, with whom he had lived in

alternate friendship and enmity during their lives. ' He lies

ibove him during death,' said one of Maclean's followers, ai



130 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

his chief was interred, ' as he was above him during life.

There is a very ancient monument lying among those of the

Macleans, but perhaps more ancient than any of them ; it haa

a knight riding on horseback, and behind him a minstrel play-

ing on a harp : this is conjectured to be Reginald Macdonald

of the Isles, but there seems no reason for disjoining him from

his kindred who sleep in the cathedral. A supposed ancestor

of the Stewarts, called Paul Purser, or Paul the Purse-bearer

(treasurer to the King of Scotland), is said to lie under a stone

near the Lords of the Isles. Most of the monuments engraved

by Pennant are still in the same state of preservation, as are

the few ancient crosses which are left. What a sight Iona

must have been, when 360 crosses, of the same size and beauti-

ful workmanship, were ranked upon the little rocky ridge

of eminences which form the background to the cathedral

!

Part of the tower of the cathedral has fallen since I was

here. It would require a better architect than I am, to say

anything concerning the antiquity of these ruins, but I con-

ceive those of the nunnery and of the Reilig nan Oran, or

Oran's chapel, are decidedly the most ancient. Upon the

cathedral and buildings attached to it, there are marks of

repairs at different times, some of them of a late date, be-

ing obviously designed not to enlarge the buildings, but to

retrench them. We take a reluctant leave of Iona, and go

on board.

" The haze and dullness of the atmosphere seem to render it

dubious if we can proceed, as we intended, to Staffa to-day—
for mist among these islands is rather unpleasant. Erskine

reads prayers on deck to all hands, and introduces a very apt

allusion to our being now in sight of the first Christian Church

frcm which Revelation was diffused over Scotland and all its

islands. There is a very good form of prayer for the Light

house Service, composed by the Rev. Mr. Brunton.* A pleas-

ure vessel lies under our lee from Belfast, with an Irish party

related to Macneil of Colonsay. The haze is fast degenerating

* The Rev. Alexander Brunton, D.D., now (1836) Professor of Ori

wtal Languages in the University of Edinburgh.
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into downright rain, and that right heavy— verifying tha

words of Collins—
• And thither where beneath the showery west

The mighty Kings of three fair realms are laid.' *

After dinner, the weather being somewhat cleared, sailed fe*

StatTa, and took boat. The surf running heavy up between

the island and the adjacent rock, called Booshala, we landed

at a creek near the Cormorant's cave. The mist now returned

bo thick as to hide all view of Iona, which was our land-mark

;

and although Duff, Stevenson, and I, had been formerly on

the isle, we could not agree upon the proper road to the cave.

I engaged myself, with Duff and Erskine, in a clamber of great

toil and danger, and which at length brought me to the Can-

non-ball, as they call a round granite stone moved by the sea

up and down in a groove of rock, which it has worn for itself,

with a noise resembling thunder. Here I gave up my research,

and returned to my companions, who had not been more fortu-

nate. As night was now falling, we resolved to go aboard and

postpone the adventure of the enchanted cavern until next

day. The yacht came to an anchor with the purpose of re-

maining off the island all night, but the hardness of the

ground, and the weather becoming squally, obliged us to re-

turn to our safer mooring at Y-Columb-Kill.

"29$ August 1814.— Night squally and rainy— morning

ditto— we weigh, however, and return toward Staffa, and,

very happily, the day clears as we approach the isle. As we
ascertained the situation of the cave, I shall only make this

memorandum, that when the weather will serve, the best land-

ing is to the lee of Booshala, a little conical islet or rock, com-

posed of basaltic columns placed in an oblique or sloping posi-

tion. In this way, you land at once on the flat causeway,

formed by the heads of truncated pillars, which leads to the

cave. But if the state of tide renders it impossible to land

under Booshala, then take one of the adjacent creeks; in

which case, keeping to the left hand along the top cf the ledge

* Ode on the Superstitions of the Highlands.
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af rocks which girdles in the isle, you find a dangerous and

precipitous descent to the causeway aforesaid, from the table.

Here we were under the necessity of towing our Commodore,
Hamilton, whose gallant heart never fails him, whatever the

tenderness of his toes may do. He was successfully lowered

by a rope down the precipice, and proceeding along the flat

terrace or causeway already mentioned, we reached the cele-

brated cave. I am not sure whether I was not more affected

by this second, than by the first view of it. The stupendous

**«»lumnar side walls— the depth and strength of the ocean

with which the cavern is filled— the variety of tints formed by

stalactites dropping and petrifying between the pillars, and re-

sembling a sort of chasing of yellow or cream-coloured marble

filling the interstices of the roof— the corresponding variety

below, where the ocean rolls over a red, and in some places

a violet-coloured rock, the basis of the basaltic pillars— the

dreadful noise of those august billows so well corresponding

with the grandeur of the scene— are all circumstances else-

where unparalleled. We have now seen in our voyage the

three grandest caverns in Scotland, — Smowe, Macallister's

Cave, and Staffa : so that, like the Troglodytes of yore, we may
be supposed to know something of the matter. It is, however,

impossible to compare scenes of natures so different, nor, were

I compelled to assign a preference to any of the three, could

I do it but with reference to their distinct characters, which

might affect different individuals in different degrees. The

characteristic of the Smowe cave may in this case be called

the terrific, for the difficulties which oppose the stranger are

of a nature so uncommonly wild, as, for the first time at leasf,

convey an impression of terror— with which the scenes tc

which he is introduced fully correspond. On the other hand,

the dazzling whiteness of the incrustations in Macallister'i

cave, the elegance of the entablature, the beauty of its limpid

pool, and the graceful dignity of its arch, render its leading

features those of severe and chastened beauty. Staffa, the

third of these subterraneous wonders, may challenge sublimity

ftg its principal characteristic. Without the savage gloom of



DIARY TORLOISK. 133

the kmowe cave, and investigated with more apparent ease,

though, perhaps, with equal real danger, the stately regularity

of its columns forms a contrast to the grotesque imagery of

Macallister's cave, combining at once the sentiments of gran-

deur and beauty. The former is, however, predominant, as it

must necessarily be in any scene of the kind.

" We had scarce left Staffa when the wind and rain re-

turned. It was Erskine's object and mine to dine at Torloisk

on Loch Tua, the seat of my valued friend Mrs. Maclean Cle-

phane, and her accomplished daughters. But in going up

Loch Tua between Ulva and Mull with this purpose,

1 So thick was the mist on the ocean green,

Nor cape nor headland could be seen.' *

It was late before we came to anchor in a small hay presented

by the little island of Gometra, which may be regarded as a

continuation of Ulva. We therefore dine aboard, and after

dinner, Erskine and I take the boat and row across the loch

under a heavy rain. We could not see the house of Torloisk,

so very thick was the haze, and we were a good deal puzzled

how and where to achieve a landing ; at length, espying a cart-

road, we resolved to trust to its guidance, as we knew we must

be near the house. We therefore went ashore with our ser-

vants, a la bonne aventure, under a drizzling rain. This was

soon a matter of little consequence, for the necessity of cross-

ing a swollen brook wetted me considerably, and Erskine,

whose foot slipped, most completely. In wet and weary plight

we reached the house, after a walk of a mile, in darkness, dirt,

and rain, and it is hardly necessary to say, that the pleasure

of seeing our friends soon banished all recollection of our un-

pleasant voyage and journey.

"3CM August 1814.— The rest of our friends come ashore

by invitation, and breakfast with the ladies, whose kindness

*ould fain have delayed us for a few days, and at last conde*

* " So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky,

They cannot see the Sun on high."

Southey's IncJicape Rock.
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scended to ask for one day only— but even this could not be,

our time wearing short. Torloisk is finely situated upon the

coast of Mull, facing Staffa. It is a good comfortable house,

to which Mrs. Clephane has made some additions. The

grounds around have been dressed, so as to smooth their rug-

gedness, without destroying the irregular and wild character

peculiar to the scene and country. In this, much taste haa

been displayed. At Torloisk, as at Dunvegan, trees grow

freely and rapidly ; and the extensive plantations formed by

Mrs. C. serve to show that nothing but a little expense and

patience on the part of the proprietors, with attention to plant-

ing in proper places at first, and in keeping up fences after-

ward, are a-wanting to. remove the reproach of nakedness, so

often thrown upon the Western Isles. With planting comes

shelter, and the proper allotment and division of fields. With

all this Mrs. Clephane is busied, and, I trust, successfully ; I

am sure, actively and usefully. Take leave of my fair friends,

with regret that I cannot prolong my stay for a day or two.

When we come on board, we learn that Stafla-Macdonald is

just come to his house of Ulva : this is a sort of unpleasant

dilemma, for we cannot now go there without some neglect

towards Mrs. Maclean Clephane ; and, on the other hand,

from his habits with all of us, he may be justly displeased with

our quitting his very threshold without asking for him. How-

ever, upon the whole matter, and being already under weigh,

we judged it best to work out of the loch, and continue our

purpose of rounding the northern extremity of Mull, and then

running down the Sound between Mull and the mainland.

We had not long pursued our voyage before we found it was

like to be a very slow one. The wind fell away entirely, and

after repeated tacks we could hardly clear the extreme north-

western point of Mull by six o'clock— which must have

afforded amusement to the ladies whose hospitable entreaties

we had resisted, as we were almost all the while visible from

Torloisk. A. fine evening, but scarce a breath of wind.

"31st August 1814.— Went on deck between three and

four in the morning, and found the vessel almost moti^iless in
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% calm sea, scarce three miles advanced on her voyage. We
had, however, rounded the north-western side of Mull, and

were advancing between the north-eastern side and the rocky

and wild shores of Ardnamurchan on the mainland of Scot-

land. Astern were visible in bright moonlight the distant

mountains of Rum
;
yet nearer, the remarkable ridge in the

Isle of Egg, called Scuir-Egg ; and nearest of all, the low isle

of Muick. After enjoying this prospect for some time, re-

turned to my berth. Rise before eight— a delightful day, but

very calm, and the little wind there is, decidedly against us

Creeping on slowly, we observe, upon the shore of Ardnamur.

chan, a large old castle called Mingary. It appears to be sur-

rounded with a very high wall, forming a kind of polygon, in

order to adapt itself to the angles of a precipice overhanging

the sea, on which the castle is founded. Within or beyond the

wall, and probably forming part of an inner court, I observed

a steep roof and windows, probably of the 1 7th century. The

whole, as seen with a spy-glass, seems ruinous. As we proceed,

we open on the left hand Loch Sunart, running deep into the

mainland, crossed by distant ridges of rocks, and terminating

apparently among the high mountains above Strontian. On
the right hand we open the Sound of Mull, and pass the

Bloody Bay, which acquired that name from a desperate battle

fought between an ancient Lord of the Isles and his son. The

latter was assisted by the Macleans of Mull, then in the pleni-

tude of their power, but was defeated. This was a sea-fight

;

galleys being employed on each side. It has bequeathed a

name to a famous pibroch.

" Proceeding southward, we open the beautiful bay of To-

bermory, or Mary's Well. The mouth of this fine natural

roadstead is closed by an isle called Colvay, having two pas-

sages, of which only one, the northerly, is passable for ships.

The bay is surrounded by steep hills, covered with oopsewood,

through which several brooks seek the sea in a succession of

beautiful cascades. The village has been established as a fish-

ing station by the Society for British Fisheries. The houses

along the quay are two and three stories high, and well built

;
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the feuars paying to the Society sixpence per foot of their line

of front. On the top of a steep bank, rising above the first

town, runs another line of second-rate cottages, which pay

fourpence j er foot ; and behind are huts, much superior to the

ordinary sheds of the country, which pay only twopence per

foot. The town is all built upon a regular plan, laid down by

the Society. The new part is reasonably clean, and the old

not unreasonably dirty. We landed at an excellent quay,

which is not yet finished, and found the little place looked

thriving and active. The people were getting in their patches

of corn ; and the shrill voices of the children attending their

parents in the field, and loading the little ponies which are

used in transporting the grain, formed a chorus not disagree-

able to those whom it reminds of similar sounds at home. The
praise of comparative cleanliness does not extend to the lanes

around Tobermory, in one of which I had nearly been effect-

ually bogged. But the richness of the round steep green

knolls, clothed with copse, and glancing with cascades, and a

pleasant peep at a small fresh-water loch embosomed among
them— the view of the bay, surrounded and guarded by the

island of Colvay — the gliding of two or three vessels in the

more distant Sound— and the row of the gigantic Ardnamur-

chan mountains closing the scene to the north, almost justify

the eulogium of Sacheverell, who, in 1688, declared the bay of

Tobermory might equal any prospect in Italy. It is said that

Sacheverell made some money by weighing up the treasures

lost in the Florida, a vessel of the Spanish Armada, which was

wrecked ii the harbour. He himself affirms, that though the

use of the diving-bells was at first successful, yet the attempt

was afterwards disconcerted by bad weather.

" Tobermory takes its name from a spring dedicated to the

Virgin, which was graced by a chapel ; but no vestiges remain

of the chapel, and the spring rises in the middle of a swamp,

whose depth and dirt discouraged the nearer approach of

Protestant pilgrims. Mr. Stevenson, whose judgment is un-

questionable, thinks that the village should have been built on

^he island called Colvay, and united to the continent by a key
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or causeway, built along the southernmost channel, which is very

shallow. By this means the people would have been much

nearer the fishings, than retired into the depth of the bay.

" About three o'clock we get on board, and a brisk and

favourable breeze arises, which carries us smoothly down the

Sound. We soon pass Arros, with its fragment of a castle,

behind which is the house of Mr. Maxwell (an odd name for

this country), chamberlain to the Duke of Argyle, which

reminds me of much kindness and hospitality received from

him and Mr. Stewart, the sheriff-substitute, when I was for-

merly in Mull. On the shore of Morven, on the opposite side,

pass the ruins of a small fortalice, called Donagail, situated as

usual on a precipice overhanging the sea. The ' woody Mor-

ven,' though the quantity of shaggy diminutive copse, which

springs up where it obtains any shelter, still shows that it must

once have merited the epithet, is now, as visible from the Sound

of Mull, a bare country— of which the hills towards the sea

have a slope much resembling those in Selkirkshire, and ac-

cordingly afford excellent pasture, and around several farm-

houses well cultivated and improved fields. I think I observe

considerable improvement in husbandry, even since I was here

last : but there is a difference in coming from Oban and Cape

Wrath.— Open Loch Alline, a beautiful salt-water lake, with

a narrow outlet to the Sound. It is surrounded by round hills,

sweetly fringed with green copse below, and one of which

exhibits to the spy-glass ruins of a castle. There is great

promise of beauty in its interior, but we cannot see every-

thing. The land on the southern bank of the entrance slopes

away into a sort of promontory, at the extremity of which are

the very imperfect ruins of the Castle of Ardtornish, to which

the Lords of the Isles summoned parliaments, and from whence

one of them dated a treaty with the Crown of England as an

independent Prince. These ruins are seen to most advantage

from the south, where they are brought into a fine with one

high fragment towards the west predominating over the rest.

The shore of the promontory on the south side becomes rocky,

and when it slopes round to the west, rises into a very bold
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and high precipitous bank, skirting the bay on the westerj

side, partly cliffy, partly covered with brushwood, with various

streams dashing over it from a great height. Above the old

castle of Ardtornish, and about where the promontory joins

the land, stands the present mansion, a neat white-washed

house, with several well enclosed and well cultivated fields

surrounding it.

" The high and dignified character assumed by the shores of

Morven after leaving Ardtornish, continues till we open the

Loch Linnhe, the commencement of the great chain of inland

lakes running up to Fort William, and whiich it is proposed to

unite with Inverness by means of the Caledonian Canal. The

wisdom of the plan adopted in this national measure seems

very dubious. Had the canal been of more moderate depth,

and the burdens imposed upon passing vessels less expensive,

there can be no doubt that the coasters, sloops, and barks,

would have carried on a great trade by means of it. But the

expense and plague of lochs, &c. may prevent these humble

vessels from taking this abridged voyage, while ships above

twenty or thirty tons will hesitate to engage themselves in the

intricacies of a long lake navigation, exposed, without room

lor manoeuvring, to all the sudden squalls of the mountainous

country. Ahead of us, in the mouth of Loch Linnhe, lies the

low and fertile isle of Lismore, formerly the appanage of the

Bishops of the Isles, who, as usual, knew where to choose

church patrimony. The coast of the Mull, on the right hand

of the Sound, has a black, rugged, and unimproved character.

Above Scallister bay are symptoms of improvement. Moon-

light has arisen upon us as we pass Duart castle, now an indis-

tinct mass upon its projecting promontory. It was garrisoned

for Government so late as 1 780, but is now ruinous. We see,

at about a mile's distance, the fatal shelve on wh'^h Duart ex

posed the daughter of Argyle, on which Miss Bailie's play of

the Family Legend is founded, but now,

' Without either sign or sound of their shock,

The waves flowed over the Lady's rock.' *

* Southey's Inchcqpe Rock.
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The placid state of the sea is very different from what I have

een it, when six stout rowers could scarce give a boat head-

way through the conflicting tides. These fits of violence so

much surprised and offended a body of the Camerons, who

were bound upon some expedition to Mull, and had been ac-

customed to the quietness of lake-navigation, that they drew

their dirks, and began to stab the waves— from which popular

tale this run of tide is called the Men of Lochaber. The

weather being delightfully moderate, we agree to hover here-

about all night, or anchor under the Mull shore, should it be

necessary, in order to see Dunstaffnage to-morrow morning.

The isle of Kerrara is now in sight, forming the bay of Oban.

Beyond lie the varied and magnificent summits of the chain of

mountains bordering Loch Linnhe, as well as those between

Loch Awe and Loch Etive, over which the summit of Ben

Cruachan is proudly prominent. Walk on deck, admiring this

romantic prospect, until ten ; then below, and turn in.

" 1st September 1814.— Rise betwixt six and seven, and

having discreetly secured our breakfast, take boat for the old

castle of Dunstaffnage, situated upon a promontory on the side

of Loch Linnhe and near to Loch Etive. Nothing could ex-

ceed the beauty of the day and of the prospect. We coasted

the low, large, and fertile isle of Lismore, where a Catholic

Bishop, Chisholm, has established a seminary of young men
intended for priests, and what is a better thing, a valuable

lime-work. Report speaks well of the lime, but indifferently

of the progress of the students. Tacking to the shore of the

loch, we land at Dunstaffnage, once, it is said, the seat of the

Scottish monarchy, till success over the Picts and Saxons

transferred their throne to Scoone, Dunfermline, and at length

to Edinburgh. The castle is still the King's (nominally), and

the Duke of Argyle (nominally also), is hereditary keeper.

But the real right of property is in the family of the depute*

keeper, to which it was assigned as an appanage, the first

possessor being a natural son of an Earl of Argyle. The shell

of the castle, for little more now remains, bears marks of

•xtreme antiquity. It is square in form, with round towers at
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three of the angles, and is situated upon a lofty precipice,

carefully scarped on all sides to render it perpendicular. The

entrance is by a staircase, which conducts you to a wooden

landing-place in front of the portal-door. This landing-place

could formerly be raised at pleasure, being of the nature of a

drawbridge. When raised, the place was inaccessible. You
pass under an ancient arch, with a low vault (being the porter's

lodge) on the right hand, and flanked by loop-holes, for firing

upon any hostile guest who might force his passage thus far.

This admits you into the inner-court, which is about eighty

feet square. It contains two mean-looking buildings, about

6ixty or seventy years old ; the ancient castle having been

consumed by fire in 1715. It is said that the nephew of the

proprietor was the incendiary. We went into the apartments,

and found they did not exceed the promise of the exterior;

but they admitted us to walk upon the battlements of the old

castle, which displayed a most splendid prospect. Beneath,

and far projected in the loch, were seen the woods and

houses of Campbell of Lochnell. A little summer-house, upon

an eminence, belonging to this wooded bank, resembles an

ancient monument. On the right, Loch Etive, after pouring

its waters like a furious cataract over a strait called Connell-

ferry, comes between the castle and a round island belonging

to its demesne, and nearly insulates the situation. In front is

a low rocky eminence on the opposite side of the arm, through

which Loch Etive flows into Loch Linnhe. Here was situated

Beregenium, once, it is said, a British capital city ; and, as our

informant told us, the largest market-town in Scotland. Of
this splendour are no remains but a few trenches and excava-

tions, which the distance did not allow us to examine. The

ancient masonry of Dunstaffnage is mouldering fast under

time and neglect. The foundations are beginning to decay,

and exhibit gaps between the rock and the wall; and the

battlements are become ruinous. The inner court is encum

bered with ruins. A hundred pounds or two would put this

very ancient fortress in a state of preservation for ages, but I

fear this is not to be expected. The stumps of large trees,
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tfhich had once shaded the vicinity of the castle, gave symp-

toms of decay in the family of Dunstaffnage. We were told

of some ancient spurs and other curiosities preserved in the

castle, but they were locked up. In the vicinity of the castle

is a chapel which had once been elegant, but by the building

up of windows, &c. is now heavy enough. I have often ob-

served that the means adopted in Scotland for repairing old

buildings are generally as destructive of their grace and

beauty, as if that had been the express object. Unfortu-

nately, most churches, particularly, have gone through both

stages of destruction, having been first repaired by the build-

ing up of the beautiful shafted windows, and then the roof

being suffered to fall in, they became ruins indeed, but with-

out any touch of the picturesque farther than their massive

walls and columns may afford. Near the chapel of Dunstaff-

nage is a remarkable echo.

" Re-embarked, and, rowing about a mile and a half or bet-

ter along the shore of the lake, again landed under the ruins

of the old castle of Dunolly. This fortress, which, like that

of Dunstaffnage, forms a marked feature in this exquisite

landscape, is situated on a bold and precipitous promontory

overhanging the lake. The principal part of the ruins now
remaining is a square tower or keep of the ordinary size, which

had been the citadel of the castle ; but fragments of other

buildings, overgrown with ivy, show that Dunolly had once

been a place of considerable importance. These had enclosed

a court-yard, of which the keep probably formed one side, the

entrance being by a very steep ascent from the land side,

which had formerly been cut across by a deep moat, and de-

fended doubtless by outworks and a drawbridge. Beneath

the castle stands the modern house of Dunolly,— a decent

mansion, suited to the reduced state of the MacDougalls of

Lorn, who, from being Barons powerful enough to give battle

\o and defeat Robert Bruce, are now declined into private

gentlemen of moderate fortune

" This very ancient family is descended from Somerled,

Thane, or rather, under that name, King of Argyle and the
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Hebrides. He had two sons, to one of whom he left his msu-

.ar possessions— and he became founder of the dynasty of the

Lords of the Isles, who maintained a stirring independence

during the middle ages. The other was founder of the family

of the MacDougalls of Lorn. One of them being married to a

niece of the Red Cumming, in revenge of his slaughter at Dum-
fries, took a vigorous part against Robert Bruce in his struggles

to maintain the independence of Scotland. At length the King

turning his whole strength towards MacDougall, encountered

him at a pass near Loch Awe ; but the Highlanders, being pos-

sessed of the strong ground, compelled Bruce to retreat, and

again gave him battle at Dairy, near Tynedrum, where he had

concentrated his forces. Here he was again defeated ; and the

tradition of the MacDougall family bears, that in the conflict

the Lord of Lorn engaged hand to hand with Bruce, and was

struck down by that monarch. As they grappled together on

the ground, Bruce being uppermost, a vassal of MacDougall,

called MacKeoch, relieved his master by pulling Bruce from

him. In this close struggle the King left his mantle and

brooch in the hands of his enemies, and the latter trophy was

long preserved in the family, until it was lost in an accidental

fire. Barbour tells the same story, but I think with circum-

stances somewhat different. When Bruce had gained the

throne for which he fought so long, he displayed his resent-

ment against the MacDougalls of Lorn, by depriving them

of the greatest part of their domains, which were bestowed

chiefly upon the Steward of Scotland. Sir Colin Campbell,

Ihe Knight of Loch Awe, and the Knight of Glenurchy, Sir

Dugald Campbell, married daughters of the Steward, and re-

ceived with them great portion of the forfeiture of MacDou-
gall. Bruce even compelled or persuaded the Lord of the

Isles to divorce his wife, who was a daughter of MacDougall,

and take in marriage a relation of his own. The son of the

divorced lady was not permitted to succeed to the principality

of the Isles, on account of his connexion with the obnoxious

MacDougall. But a large appanage was allowed him udod

the Mainland, where he founded the family of Glengarry.
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u The family jf MacDougall suffered farther reduction dur-

ng the great civil war, in which they adhered to the Stewarts,

and in 1715 they forfeited the small estate of Dunolly, which

was then all that remained of what had once been a princi-

pality. The then representative of the family fled to France,

and his son (father of the present proprietor) would have

been without any means of education, but for the spirit of

clanship, which induced one of the name, in the humble situa-

tion of keeper of a public-house at Dumbarton, to take his

young chief to reside with him, and be at the expense of his

education and maintenance until his fifteenth or sixteenth

year. He proved a clever and intelligent man, and made

good use of the education he received. When the affair of

1 745 was in agitation, it was expected by the south-western

clans that Charles Edward would have landed near Oban, in-

stead of which he disembarked at Loch-nan-augh, in Arisaig.

Stuart of Appin sent information of his landing to MacDou-

gall, who gave orders to his brother to hold the clan in readi-

ness to rise, and went himself to consult with the chamberlain

of the Earl of Breadalbane, who was also in the secret. He
found this person indisposed to rise, alleging that Charles had

disappointed them both in the place of landing, and the sup-

port he had promised. MacDougall then resolved to play

cautious, and went to visit the Duke of Argyle, then residing

at Roseneath, probably without any determined purpose as to

his future proceedings. While he was waiting the Duke's

leisure, he saw a horseman arrive at full gallop, and shortly

lifter, the Duke entering the apartment where MacDougall

was, with a map in his hand, requested him, after friendly sal-

utations, to point out Loch-nan-augh on that map. MacDou-

gall instantly saw that the secret of Charles's landing had

transpired, and resolved to make a merit of being the first who
should give details. The persuasions of the Duke determined

him to remain quiet, and the reward was the restoration of the

little estate of Dunolly, lost by his father in 1715. This gen-

tleman lived to a very advanced stage of life, and was suc-

ceeded by Peter MacDougall, Esq. now of Dunolly. I had



144 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

these particulars respecting the restoration of the estate from

a near relation of the family, whom we met at Dunstaffnage.

" The modern house of Dunolly is on the neck of land under

the old castle, having on the one hand the lake with its islands

and mountains ; on the other, two romantic eminences tufted

with copeswood, of which the higher is called Barmore, and ia

now planted. I have seldom seen a more romantic and de-

lightful situation, to which the peculiar state of the family

• gave a sort of moral interest. Mrs. MacDougall, observing

strangers surveying the ruins, met us on our return, and most

politely insisted upon our accepting fruit and refreshments.

This was a compliment meant to absolute strangers, but when
our names became known to her, the good lady's entreaties

that we would stay till Mr. MacDougall returned from his ride,

became very pressing. She was in deep mourning for the loss

of an eldest son, who had fallen bravely in Spain and under

Wellington, a death well becoming the descendant of so famed

a race. The second son, a lieutenant in the navy, had, upon

this family misfortune, obtained leave to visit his parents for

the first time after many years' service, but had now returned

to his ship. Mrs. M. spoke with melancholy pride of the death

of her eldest son, with hope and animation of the prospects of

the survivor. A third is educated for the law. Declining the

hospitality offered us, Mrs. M. had the goodness to walk with

us along the shore towards Oban, as far as the property of

Dunolly extends, and showed us a fine spring, called Tobav

nan Gall, or the Well of the Stranger, where our sailors sup-

plied themselves with excellent water, which has been rather

j, scarce article with us, as it soon becomes past a landsman's

use on board ship. On the sea-shore, about a quarter of a

mile from the castle, is a huge fragment of the rock called

plum-pudding stone, which art or nature has formed into a

gigantic pillar. Here, it is said, Fion or Fingal tied his dog

Bran — here also the celebrated Lord of the Isles tied up his

Jogs when he came upon a visit to the Lords of Lorn. Hence
it is called Clach nan Con; i. e. the Dog's Stone. A tree

grew once on the top of this bare mass of composite stone, but
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rt was cut down by a curious damsel of the family, who was

desirous to see a treasure said to be deposited beneath it. En-

joyed a pleasant walk of a mile along the beach to Oban, a

town of some consequence, built in a semicircular form, around

a good harbour formed by the opposite isle of Kerrara, on

which Mrs. M. pointed out the place where Alexander II.

died, while, at the head of a powerful armament, he medi-

tated the reduction of the Hebrides. The field is still called

Dal-ry— the King's field.

" Having taken leave of Mrs. MacDougall, we soon satisfied

our curiosity concerning Oban, which owed its principal trade

to the industry of two brothers, Messrs. Stevenson, who dealt

in ship-building. One is now dead, the other almost retired

from business, and trade is dull in the place. Heard of an

active and industrious man, who had set up a nursery of young

trees, which ought to succeed, since at present, whoever wants

plants must send to Glasgow ; and how much the plants sufi'er

during a voyage of such length, any one may conceive. Go
on board after a day delightful for the serenity and clearness

of the weather, as well as for the objects we had visited. I

iorgot to say, that through Mr. MacDougall's absence we lost

an opportunity of seeing a bronze figure of one of his ancestors,

called Bacach, or the lame, armed and mounted as for a tour-

nament. The hero flourished in the twelfth century. After

a grand council of war, we determine, as we are so near the

coast of Ulster, that we will stand over and view the celebrated

Giant's Causeway ; and Captain Wilson receives directions ac-

cordingly.

" 2d September 1814.— Another most beautiful day. The

heat, for the first time since we sailed from Leith, is somewhat

incommodious ; so we spread a handsome awning to save our

complexions, God wot, and breakfast beneath it in style. The

breeze is gentle, and quite favourable. It has conducted us

from the extreme cape of Mull, called the Black Head of Mull,

into the Sound of Islay. We view in passing that large and

fertile island, the property of Campbell of Shawfield, who has

\ntroduced an admirable style of farming among his tenants

VOL. IV. 10



146 LIFE OF SIB WALTER SCOTT.

Still farther behind us retreats the Island of Jura, with the re-

markable mountains called the Paps of Jura, which form a

landmark at a gfreat distance. They are very high, but in our

eyes, so much accustomed of late to immense height, do not

excite much surprise. Still farther astern is the small isle of

Scarba, which, as we see it, seems to be a single hill. In the

passage or sound between Scarba and the extremity of Jura,

is a terrible run of tide, which, contending with the sunk rocks

and islets of that foul channel, occasions the succession of

whirlpools called the Gulf of Corrievreckan. Seen at this

distance, we cannot judge of its terrors. The sight of Cor-

rievreckan and of the low rocky isle of Colonsay, betwixt

which and Islay we are now passing, strongly recalls to my
mind poor John Leyden and his tale of the Mermaid and

MacPhail of Colonsay.* Probably the name of the hero

should have been MacFie, for to the MacDuffies (by abridg-

ment MacFies) Colonsay of old pertained. It is said the last

of these MacDuffies was executed as an oppressor by order of

the Lord of the Isles, and lies buried in the adjacent small

island of Oransay, where there is an old chapel with several

curious monuments, which, to avoid losing this favourable

breeze, we are compelled to leave unvisited. Colonsay now

belongs to a gentleman named MacNeil. On the right beyond

it, opens at a distance the western coast of Mull, which we

already visited in coming from the northward. We see the

promontory of Ross, which is terminated by Y-Columb-kill,

also now visible. The shores of Loch Tua and Ulva are in

the blue distance, with the little archipelago which lies around

Staffa. Still farther, the hills of Rum can just be distinguished

from the blue sky. We are now arrived at the extreme point

of Islay, termed, from the strong tides, the Runs of Islay. We
here only feel them as a large but soft swell of the sea, the

weather being delightfully clear and serene. In the course of

the evening we lose sight of the Hebrides, excepting Islay

having now attained the western side of that island.

" 3d September 1814. — In the morning early, we are off Ii>

* See Minstrelsy of the Border, vol. iv., pp. 285-306, (Edin. Ed.)
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nistulhan, an islet very like Inchkeith in size and appearance,

and, like Inchkeith, displaying a lighthouse. Messrs. Hamilton,

Duff, and Stevenson, go ashore to visit the Irish lighthouse and

compare notes. A fishing-boat comes off with four or five stout

Lads, without neckerchiefs or hats, and the best of whose joint

garments selected would hardly equip an Edinburgh beggar.

Buy from this specimen of Paddy in his native land some fine

John Dories for threepence each. The mainland of Ireland

adjoining to this island (being part of the county of Donegal)

resembles Scotland, and though hilly, seems well cultivated

upon the whole. A brisk breeze directly against us. We beat

to windward by assistance of a strong tide-stream, in order to

weather the head of Innishowen, which covers the entrance

of Lough Foyle, with the purpose of running up the loch to

f»ee Londonderry, so celebrated for its siege in 1689. But short

tacks and long tacks were in vain, and at dinner-time, having

lost our tide, we find ourselves at all disadvantage both against

wind and sea. Much combustion at our meal, and the manoeu-

vres by which we attempted to eat and drink remind me of the

enchanted drinking-cup in the old ballad,—
' Some shed it on their shoulder,

Some shed it on their thigh

;

And he that did not hit his mouth

Was sure to hit his eye.' *

In the evening, backgammon and cards are in great request.

We have had our guns shotted all this day for fear of the

Yankees— a privateer having been seen off Tyree Islands,

and taken some vessels— as is reported. — About nine o'clock

weather the Innishowen head, and enter the Lough, and fire a

gun as a signal for a pilot. The people here are great smug-

glers ; and at the report of the gun, we see several lights on

shore disappear.— About the middle of the day too, our ap-

pearance (much resembling a revenue cutter) occasioned a

smoke being made in the midst of a very rugged cliff on the

shore— a signal probably to any of the smugglers' craft that

* The Boy and the Mantle— Percy's Reliques, vol. iii. p. 10.
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might be at sea. Come to anchor in eight fathom water, ex-

pecting our pilot.

"4th September 1814.— Waked in the morning with good

hope of hearing service in Derry Cathedral, as we had felt

ourselves under weigh since daylight ; but these expectations

vanished when, going on deck, we found ourselves only half-

way up Lough Foyle, and at least ten miles from Derry.

Very little wind, and that against us ; and the navigation both

shoally and intricate . Called a council of war ; and after con-

sidering the difficulty of getting up to Derry, and the chance

of being wind-bound when we do get there, we resolve to

renounce our intended visit to that town. We had hardly put

the ship about, when the Irish iEolus shifted his trumpet, and

opposed our exit, as he had formerly been unfavourable to our

progress up the lake. At length, we are compelled to betake

ourselves to towing, the wind fading into an absolute calm.

This gives us time enough to admire the northern, or Donegal,

side of Lough Foyle— the other being hidden from us by haze

and distance. Nothing can be more favourable than this speci-

men of Ireland.— A beautiful variety of cultivated slopes, in-

termixed with banks of wood ;
— rocks skirted with a distant

ridge of heathy hills, watered by various brooks ; the glens or

banks being, in general, planted or covered with copse ; and

finally, studded by a succession of villas and gentlemen's seats,

good farm-houses, and neat white-washed cabins. Some of the

last are happily situated upon the verge of the sea, with banks

of copse or a rock or two rising behind them, and the white

eand in front. The land, in general, seems well cultivated and

enclosed— but in some places the enclosures seem too small,

and the ridges too crooked, for proper farming. We pass two

gentlemen's seats, called White Castle and Red Castle ; the

last a large good-looking mansion, with trees, and a pretty

vale sloping upwards from the sea. As we approach the

termination of the Lough, the ground becomes more rocky

and barren, and the cultivation interrupted by impracticable

patches, which have been necessarily abandoned. Come in

view of Green Castle, a large ruinous castle, said to have be



DIARY PORT RUSH. 149

longed to the MacWilliams. The remains are romantically

situated upon a green bank sloping down to the sea, and are

partly covered with ivy. From their extent, the place must

have been a chieftain's residence of the very first consequence.

Part of the ruins appear to be founded upon a high red rock,

which the eye at first blends with the masonry. To the east

of the ruins, upon a cliff overhanging the sea, are a modern

fortification and barrack-yard, and beneath, a large battery

for protection of the shipping which may enter the Lough ; the

guns are not yet mounted. The Custom-house boat boards us

and confirms the account that American cruisers are upon the

coast. Drift out of the Lough, and leave behind us this fine

country, all of which belongs in property to Lord Donegal

;

other possessors only having long leases, at sixty years, or so

forth. Red Castle, however, before distinguished as a very

good-looking house, is upon a perpetual lease. We discharge

our pilot — the gentlemen go ashore with him in the boat, in

order to put foot on Irish land. I shall defer that pleasure till

I can promise myself something to see. When our gentlemen

return, we read prayers on deck. After dinner go ashore at

the small fishing-village of Port Rush, pleasantly situated upon

a peninsula, which forms a little harbour. Here we are re-

ceived by Dr. Richardson, the inventor of the fiorin-grass (or

of some of its excellencies.) He cultivates this celebrated

vegetable on a very small scale, his whole farm not exceeding

four acres. Here I learn, with inexpressible surprise and dis-

tress, the death of one of the most valued of the few friends

whom these memoranda might interest.* She was, indeed, a

rare example of the soundest good sense, and the most ex-

quisite purity of moral feeling, united with the utmost grace

and elegance of personal beauty, and with manners becoming

the most dignified rank in British society. There was a femi-

nine softness in all her deportment, which won universal love,

js her firmness of mind and correctness of principle commanded

veneration. To her family her loss is inexpressibly great. 1

know not whether it was the purify of her mind, or the ethe-

* Harriet, Duchess of Buccleuch, died Aug- 24, 1814.
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real cast of her features and form, but I could never associate

in my mind her idea and that of mortality ; so that the shock

is the more heavy, as being totally unexpected. God grant

comfort to the afflicted survivor and his family

!

"5th September 1814.— Wake, or rather rise at six, for I

have waked the whole right, or fallen into broken sleeps only

to be hag-ridden by the nightmare. Go ashore with a heav)

heart, to see sights which I had much rather leave alone

Land under Dunluce, a ruined castle built by the MacGilli-

gans, or MacQuillens, but afterwards taken from them by a

Macdonnell, ancestor of the Earls of Antrim, and destroyed

by Sir John Perrot, Lord-Lieutenant in the reign of Queen

Elizabeth. This Macdonnell came from the Hebrides at the

head of a Scottish colony. The site of the castle much re-

sembles Dunnottar, but it is on a smaller scale. The ruins

occupy perhaps more than an acre of ground, being the level

top of a high rock advanced into the sea, by which it is sur-

rounded on three sides, and divided from the mainland by a

deep chasm. The access was by a narrow bridge, of which

there now remains but a single rib, or ledge, forming a doubt-

ful and a precarious access to the ruined castle. On the outer

side of the bridge are large remains of outworks, probably for

securing cattle, and for domestic offices— and the vestiges of

a chapel. Beyond the bridge are an outer and inner gate-

way, with their defences. The large gateway forms one an-

gle of the square enclosure of the fortress, and at the other

landward angle is built a large round tower. There are ves-

tiges of similar towers occupying the angles of the precipice

overhanging the sea. These towers were connected by a cur-

tain, on which artillery seems to have been mounted. Within

this circuit are the ruins of an establishment of feudal grandeur

on the large scale. The great hall, forming, it would seem,

one side of the inner court, is sixty paces long, lighted by win-

dows which appear to have been shafted with stone, but are

now ruined. Adjacent are the great kitchen and ovens, with

a variety of other buildings, but no square tower, or keep

The most remarkable part of Dunluce, however, is, that the



DIARY GIANT'S CAUSEWAY. 151

whole mass of plum-pudding rock on which the fort is built is

completely perforated by a cave sloping downwards from the

inside of the moat or dry-ditch beneath the bridge, and open-

ing to the sea on the other side. It might serve the purpose

of a small harbour, especially if they had, as is believed, a

descent to the cave from within the castle. It is difficult to

conceive the use of the aperture to the land, unless it was in

some way enclosed and defended. Above the ruinous castle

is a neat farm-house. Mrs. More, the good-wife, a Scoto»Hi-

bernian, received us with kindness and hospitality which did

honour to the nation of her birth, as well as of her origin, in

a house whose cleanliness and neatness might have rivalled

England. Her churn was put into immediate motion on our

behalf, and we were loaded with all manner of courtesy, as

well as good things. We heard here of an armed schooner

having been seen off the coast yesterday, which fired on a boat

that went off to board her, and would seem therefore to be a

privateer, or armed smuggler.

" Return on board for breakfast, and then again take boat

for the Giant's Causeway— having first shotted the guns, and

agreed on a signal, in case this alarming stranger should again

make his appearance. Visit two caves, both worth seeing, but

not equal to those we have seen : one, called Port Coon, opens

in a small cove, or bay— the outer reach opens into an inner

cave, and that again into the sea. The other, called Down
Kerry, is a sea-cave, like that on the eastern side of Loch

Eribol— a high arch up which the sea rolls :— the weather

being quiet, we sailed in very nearly to the upper end. We
then rowed on to the celebrated Causeway, a platform com-

posed of basaltic pillars, projecting into the sea like the pier

of a harbour. As I was tired, and had a violent headache, I

did not land, but could easily see that the regularity of the

columns was the same as at Staffa but that island contains a

Much more extensive and curious specimen of this curious

phenomenon.

" Row along the shores of this celebrated point, which are

txtremely striking as well as curious. They open into a sue-
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cession of little bays, each of which has precipitous banks

graced with long ranges of the basaltic pillars, sometimes

placed above each other, and divided by masses of interweav-

ing strata, or by green sloping banks of earth of extreme

steepness. These remarkable ranges, of columns are in some

places chequered by horizontal strata of a red rock or earth, of

the appearance of ochre ; so that the green of the grassy

banks, the dark-grey or black appearance of the columns, with

those red ssams and other varieties of the interposed strata,

have most uncommon and striking effects. The outline of

these cliffs is as singular as their colouring. In several places

the earth has wasted away from single columns, and left them

standing insulated and erect, like the ruined colonnade of an

ancient temple, upon the verge of the precipice. In other

places, the disposition of the basaltic ranges presents singular

appearances, to which the guides give names agreeable to the

images which they are supposed to represent. Each of the

little bays or inlets has also its appropriate name. One is

called the Spanish Bay, from one of the Spanish Armada
having been wrecked there. Thus our voyage has repeatedly

traced the memorable remnants of that celebrated squadron.

The general name of the cape adjacent to the Causeway, is

Bengore Head. To those who have seen Staffa, the peculiar

appearance of the Causeway itself will lose much of its effect

;

but the grandeur of the neighbouring scenery will still main-

tain the reputation of Bengore Head. The people ascribe all

these wonders to Fin MacCoul, whom they couple with a Scot-

tish giant called Ben-an something or other. The traveller is

plied by guides, who make their profit by selling pieces of

crystal, agate, or chalcedony, found in the interstices of the

rocks. Our party brought off* some curious joints of the col-

umns, and, had I been quite as I am wont to be, I would have

selected four to be capitals of a rustic porch at Abbotsford.

But, alas ! alas ! I am much out of love with vanity at this

moment. From what we hear at the Causeway, we have

every reason to think that the pretended privateer has been a

gentleman's pleasure-vessel. — Continue our voyage south-
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ward, and pass between the Main of Ireland and the Isle of

Rachrin, a rude healthy-looking island, once a place of refuge

to Robert Bruce. This is said, in ancient times, to have been

the abode of banditti, who plundered the neighbouring coast.

At present it is under a long lease to a Mr. Gage, who is said

to maintain excellent order among the islanders. Those of

bad character he expels to Ireland, and hence it is a phrase

among the people of Rachrin, when they wish ill to any one,

' May Ireland be his hinder end.' On the Main we see the

village of Ballintry, and a number of people collected, the re-

mains of an Irish fair. Close by is a small island, called Sheep

Island. We now take leave of the Irish coast, having heard

nothing of its popular complaints, excepting that the good

lady at Dunluce made a heavy moan against the tithes, which

had compelled her husband to throw his whole farm into pas-

ture. Stand over toward Scotland, and see the Mull of Can-

tyre light.

" 6th September 1814.— Under the lighthouse at the Mull

of Cantyre; situated on a desolate spot among rocks, like a

Chinese pagoda in Indian drawings. Duff* and Stevenson go

ashore at six. Hamilton follows, but is unable to land, the sea

having got up. The boat brings back letters, and I have the

great comfort to learn all are well at Abbotsford. About

eight the tide begins to run very strong, and the wind rising

at the same time, makes us somewhat apprehensive for our

boat, which had returned to attend D. and S. We observe

them set off along the hills on foot, to walk, as we understand,

to a bay called Carskey, five or six miles off, but the nearest

spot at which they can hope to re-embark in this state of the

weather. It now becomes very squally, and one of our jibsails

splits. We are rather awkwardly divided into three parties

— the pedestrians on shore, with whom we now observe Cap-

tain Wilson, mounted upon a pony— the boat with four sail-

ors, which is stealing along in-shore, unable to row, and scarce

renturing to carry any sail— and we in the yacht, tossing

* Adam Duff, Esq., afterwards and for many years Sheriff of tht

lounty of Edinburgh, died on 17th May 1840.
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about most exceedingly. At length we reach Carskey, a quiet-

looking bay, where the boat gets into shore, and fetches off oui

gentlemen.— After this the coast of Cantyre seems cultivated

and arable, but bleak and unenclosed, like many other parta

of Scotland. We then learn that we have been repeatedly in

the route of two American privateers, who have made many
captures in the Irish Channel, particularly at Innistruhul, at

the back of Islay, and on the Lewis. They are the Peacock,

of twenty-two guns, and 165 men, and a schooner of eighteen

guns, called the Prince of Neuchatel. These news, added to

the increasing inclemency of the weather, induce us to defer

a projected visit to the coast of Galloway ; and indeed it is

time one of us was home on many accounts. We therefore

resolve, after visiting the lighthouse at Pladda, to proceed for

Greenock. About four drop anchor off Pladda, a small islet

lying on the south side of Arran. Go ashore and visit the

establishment. When we return on board, the wind being

unfavourable for the mouth of Clyde, we resolve to weigh

anchor and go into Lamlash Bay.

" 1th September 1814.— We had amply room to repent last

night's resolution, for the wind, with its usual caprice, changed

so soon as we had weighed anchor, blew very hard, and almost

directly against us, so that we were beating up against it by

short tacks, which made a most disagreeable night ; as, between

the noise of the wind and the sea, the clattering of the ropes

and sails above, and of the moveables below, and the eternal

' ready about' which was repeated every ten minutes when the

vessel was about to tack, with the lurch and clamour which

succeeds, sleep was much out of the question. We are not

now in the least sick, but want of sleep is uncomfortable, and

I have no agreeable reflections to amuse waking hours, except-

ing the hope of again rejoining my family. About six o'clock

went on deck to see Lamlash Bay, which we have at length

"eached after a hard struggle. The morning is fine and the

wind abated, so that the coast of Arran looks extremely well.

rt is indented with two deep bays. That called Lamlash,

being covered by an island with an entrance at either enc^
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makes a secure roadstead. The other bay, which takes its

name from Brodick Castle, a seat of the Duke of Hamilton, is

open. The situation of the castle is very fine, among exten-

sive plantations, laid out with perhaps too much formality, but

pleasant to the eye, as the first tract of plantation we have

seen for a long time. One stripe, however, with singular want

of taste, runs straight up a finely rounded hill, and turning by

an obtuse angle, cuts down the opposite side with equal lack

of remorse. This vile habit of opposing the line of the plan-

tation to the natural line and bearing of the ground, is one of

the greatest practical errors of early planters. As to the rest,

the fields about Brodick, and the lowland of Arran in general,

seem rich, well enclosed, and in good cultivation. Behind and

around rise an amphitheatre of mountains, the principal a long

ridge with fine swelling serrated tops, called Goat-Fell. Our
wind now altogether dies away, while we want its assistance

to get to the mouth of the Firth of Clyde, now opening be-

tween the extremity of the large and fertile Isle of Bute, and

the lesser islands called the Cumbrays. The fertile coast of

Ayrshire trends away to the south-westward, displaying many
villages, and much appearance of beauty and cultivation. On
the north-eastward arises the bold and magnificent screen

formed by the mountains of Argyleshire and Dumbartonshire,

rising above each other in gigantic succession. About noon a

favourable breath of wind enables us to enter the mouth of

the Clyde, passing between the larger Cumbray and the ex-

tremity of Bute. As we advance beyond the Cumbray, and

open the opposite coast, see Largs, renowned for the final defeat

of the Norwegian invaders by Alexander III. [a. d. 1263.]

The ground of battle was a sloping, but rather gentle, ascent

from the sea, above the modern Kirk of Largs. Had Haco

gained the victory, it would have opened all the south-west of

Scotland to his arms. On Bute, a fine and well-improved

island, we open the Marquis of Bute's house of Mount Stew-

art, neither apparently large nor elegant in architecture, but

beautifully situated among well-grown trees, with an open and

Itraight avenue to the sea-shore. The whole isle is prettily
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varied by the rotation of crops : and the rocky ridges of Goat-

Fell and other mountains in Arran are now seen behind Bute

as a background. These ridges resemble much the romantic

and savage outline of the mountains of Cullin, in Skye. On
the southward of Largs is Kelburn, the seat of Lord Glasgow,

with extensive plantations ; on the northward Skelmorlie, an

ancient seat of the Montgomeries. The Firth, closed to ap-

pearance by Bute and the Cumbrays, now resembles a long

irregular inland lake, bordered on the one side by the low and

rich coast of Renfrewshire, studded with villages and seats, and

on the other by the Highland mountains. Our breeze dies

totally away, and leaves us to admire this prospect till sunset.

I learn incidentally, that, in the opinion of honest Captain

Wilson, I have been myself the cause of all this contradictory

weather. ' It is all/ says the Captain to Stevenson, ' owing to

the cave at the Isle of Egg/ — from which I had abstracted a

skull. Under this odium I may labour yet longer, for assuredly

the weather has been doggedly unfavourable. Night quiet and

serene, but dead calm— a fine contrast to the pitching, rolling,

and walloping of last night.

" 8th September.— Waked very much in the same situation

— a dead calm, but the weather very serene. With much
difficulty, and by the assistance of the tide, we advanced up

the Firth, and passing the village of Gourock at length reached

Greenock. Took an early dinner, and embarked in the steam-

boat for Glasgow. We took leave of our little yacht under

the repeated cheers of the sailors, who had been much pleased

with their erratic mode of travelling about, so different from

the tedium of a regular voyage. After we reached Glasgow

— a journey which we performed at the rate of about eight

miles an hour, and with a smoothness of motion which prob-

ably resembles flying— we supped together and prepared to

separate.— Erskine and I go to-morrow to the Advocate's at

Gllermont, and thence to Edinburgh. So closes my journal.

But I must not omit to say, that among five or six persons,

some of whom were doubtless different in tastes and pursuits,

there did not occur, during the close communication of men
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than six weeks aboard a small vessel, the slightest difference

of opinion. Each seemed anxious to submit his own wishes to

those of his friends. The consequence was, that by judicious

arrangement all were gratified in their turn, and frequently he

who made some sacrifices to the views of his companions, was

rewarded by some unexpected gratification calculated partic-

ularly for his own amusement. Thus ends my little excursion,

in which, bating one circumstance, which must have made me
miserable for the time wherever I had learned it, I have en-

joyed as much pleasure as in any six weeks of my life. We
had constant exertion, a succession of wild and uncommon
scenery, good humour on board, and objects of animation and

interest when we went ashore—
• Sed fiigit interea— fugit irrevocabile tempos.* n
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CHAPTER XXXIH.

Letter in Verse from Zetland and Orkney— Death of the

Duchess of Buccleuch— Correspondence with the Duke—
Altrive Lake— Negotiation concerning the Lord of the Isles

completed— Success of Waverley— Contemporaneous Criti-

cisms on the Novel— Letters to Scott from Mr. Morritt,

Mr. Lewis, and Miss Maclean Clephane — Letter from

James Ballantyne to Miss Edgeworth.

1814.

I question if any man ever drew his own character

more fully or more pleasingly than Scott has done in the

preceding diary of a six weeks' pleasure voyage. We
have before us, according to the scene and occasion, the

poet, the antiquary, the magistrate, the planter, and the

agriculturist; but everywhere the warm yet sagacious

philanthropist— everywhere the courtesy, based on the

unselfishness, of the thorough-bred gentleman ;— and

surely nevei was the tenderness of a manly heart por-

trayed more touchingly than in the closing pages. I

ought to mention that Erskine received the news of the

Duchess of Buccleuch's death on the day when the party

landed at DunstafFnage ; but, knowing how it would affect

Scott, took means to prevent its reaching him until the

expedition should be concluded. He heard the event
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casually mentioned by a stranger during dinner at Port

Rush, and was for the moment quite overpowered.

Of the letters which Scott wrote to his friends during

those happy six weeks, I have recovered only one, and it

is, thanks to the leisure of the yacht, in verse. The

strong and easy heroics of the first section prove, I think,

that Mr. Canning did not err when he told him that if

he chose he might emulate even Dryden's command of

that noble measure ; and the dancing anapaests of the

second, show that he could with equal facility have ri-

valled the gay graces of Cotton, Anstey, or Moore. This

epistle did not reach the Duke of Buccleuch till his

lovely duchess was no more ; and I shall annex to it

some communications relating to that affliction, which

afford a contrast, not less interesting than melancholy, to

the light-hearted glee reflected in the rhymes from the

region of Magnus Troil.

" To his Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, fyc. fyc. &fc.

"Lighthouse Yacht in the Sound of Lervick,

Zetland, 8th August 1814.

J-* Health to the chieftain frdm his clansman true

!

of From her true Minstrel, health to fair Buccleuch

!

, J*~
Health frdm the isles, where dewy Morning weaves

yf Her chaplet wifn the tints that Twilight leaves

;

/ Where late the sun scarce vanished from the sight,

jf And his bright pathway graced the short-lived night,

Though darker now as autumn's shades extend,

The north winds whistle and the mists ascend !
—

Health from the land where eddying whirlwinds toss

The storm-rocked cradle of the Cape of Noss

;

On outstretched cords the giddy engine slides,

His own strong arm the bold adventurer guides,

And he that lists such desperate feat to try,

May, like the sea-mew, skim 'twixt surf and sky,

And feel the mid-air gales around him blow,

And see the billows rage five hundred feet below.
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" Here by each stormy peak and desert shore,

The hardy islesman tugs the daring oar,

Practised alike his venturous course to keep,

Through the white breakers or the pathless deep
By ceaseless peril and by toil to gain

A wretched pittance from the niggard main.

And when the worn-out drudge old ocean leaves,

"What comfort greets him, and what hut receives?

Lady ! the worst your presence ere has cheered

(When want and sorrow fled as you appeared)

Were to a Zetlander as the high dome
Of proud Drumlanrig to my humble home.

Here rise no groves, and here no gardens blow,

Here even the hardy heath scarce dares to grow;
But rocks on rocks, in mist and storm arrayed,

Stretch far to sea their giant colonnade,

With many a cavern seam'd, the dreary haunt

Of the dun seal and swarthy cormorant.

Wild round their rifted brows with frequent cry,

As of lament, the gulls and gannets fly,

And from their sable base, with sullen sound,

In sheets of whitening foam the waves rebound.

u Yet even these coasts a touch of envy gain

From those whose land has known oppression's chain;

For here the industrious Dutchman comes once more
To moor his fishing craft by Bressay's shore;

Greets every former mate and brother tar,

Marvels how Lerwick 'scaped the rage of war,

Tells many a tale of Gallic outrage done.

And ends by blessing God and Wellington.

Here too the Greenland tar, a fiercer guest,

Claims a brief hour of riot, not of rest

;

Proves each wild frolic that in wine has birth,

And wakes the land with brawls and boisterous mirth.

A sadder sight on yon poor vessel's prow

The captive Norse-man sits in silent woe,

And eyes the flags of Britain as they flow.

Hard fate of war, which bade her terrors sway
His destined course, and seize so mean a prey

;

A bark with planks so warp'd and seams so riven,

She scarce might face the gentlest airs of heaven:

Pensive he sits, and questions oft if none
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Can list his speech and understand his moan

;

In vain— no islesman now can use the tongue

Of the bold Norse, from whom their lineage sprung.

Not thus of old the Norse-men hither came,

Won by the love of danger or of fame

;

On every storm-beat cape a shapeless tower

Tells of their wars, their conquests, and their power;

For ne'er for Grecia's vales, nor Latian land,

Was fiercer strife than for this barren strand;

A race severe — the isle and ocean lords,

Loved for its own delight the strife of swords

;

With scornful laugh the mortal pang defied,

And blest their gods that they in battle died.

u Such were the sires of Zetland's simple race,

And still the eye may faint resemblance trace

In the blue eye, tall form, proportion fair,

The limbs athletic, and the long light hair—
(Such was the mien, as Scald and Minstrel sings,

Of fair-haired Harold, first of Norway's Kings);

But their high deeds to scale these crags confined,

Their only warfare is with waves and wind.

•" Why should I talk of Mousa's castled coast?

Why of the horrors of the Sunburgh Rost ?

May not these bald disjointed lines suffice,

Penn'd while my comrades whirl the rattling dice—
While down the cabin skylight lessening shine

The rays, and eve is chased with mirth and wine?

Imagined, while down Mousa's desert bay

Our well-trimm'd vessel urged her nimble way,

While to the freshening breeze she leaned her side,

And bade her bowsprit kiss the foamy tide ?

*' Sucn are the lays that Zetland Isles supply;

Drenched with the drizzly spray and dropping sky,

Weary and wet, a sea-sick minstrel I. W. Scott."

" POSTSCRIPTUM.

" Kirkwall, Orkney, Aug. 13, 1814
u In respect that your Grace has commissioned a Kraken,

You will please be informed that they seldom are taken

;

VOL. IV. 11
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It is January two years, the Zetland folks say,

Since they saw the last Kraken in Scalloway bay;

He lay in the offing a fortnight or more,

But the devil a Zetlander put from the shore,

Though bold in the seas of the North to assail

The morse and the sea-horse, the grampus and whale.

If your Grace thinks I'm writing the thing that is not,

You may ask at a namesake of ours, Mr. Scott—
(He is not from our clan, though his merits deserve it,

But springs, I'm informed, from the Scotts of Scotstarvet;)*

He questioned the folks who beheld it with eyes,

But they differed confoundedly as to its size.

For instance, the modest and diffident swore

That it seemed like the keel of a ship, and no more—
Those of eyesight more clear, or of fancy more high,

Said it rose like an island 'twixt ocean and sky—
But all of the hulk had a steady opinion

That 'twas sure a live subject of Neptune's dominion—
And I think, my Lord Duke, your Grace hardly would wish

To cumber your house, such a kettle of fish.

Had your order related to nightcaps or hose,

Or mittens of worsted, there's plenty of those.

Or would you be pleased but to fancy a whale ?

And direct me to send it— by sea or by mail?

The season, I'm told, is nigh over, but still

I could get you one fit for the lake at Bowhill.

Indeed, as to whales, there's no need to be thrifty,

Since one day last fortnight two hundred and fifty,

Pursued by seven Orkneymen's boats and no more,

Betwixt Truffness and Luffness were drawn on the shore!

You'll ask if I saw this same wonderful sight;

I own that I did not, but easily might—
For this mighty shoal of leviathans lay

On our lee-beam a mile, in the loop of the bay,

And the islesmen of Sanda were all at the spoil.

And flinching (so term it) the blubber to boil;

(Ye spirits of lavender, drown the reflection

That awakes at the thoughts of this odorous dissection.)

To see this huge marvel full fain would we go,

But Wilson, the wind, and the current, said no.

* The Scotts of Scotstarvet, and other families of the name in Fifr

Mid elsewhere, claim no kindred with the great clan of the Border—
and their armorial bearings are different.



DEATH OF THE DUCHESS OF BUCCLEUCH. 163

We have now got to Kirkwall, and needs I must stare

When I think that in verse I have once called itfair;

'Tis a base little borough, both dirty and mean—
There is nothing to hear, and there's nought to be seen,

Save a church, where, of old times, a prelate harangued,

And a palace that's built by an earl that was hanged.

But farewell to Kirkwall— aboard we are going,

The anchor's a-peak and the breezes are blowing;

Our commodore calls all his band to their places,

And 'tis time to release you— good-night to your Graces !
"

" To His Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, §*c.

" Glasgow, Sept. 8, 1814.

"My Dear Lord Duke,— I take the earliest opportunity,

after landing, to discharge a task so distressing to me, that 1

find reluctance and fear even in making the attempt, and for

the first time address so kind and generous a friend without

either comfort and confidence in myself, or the power of offer-

ing a single word of consolation to his affliction. I learned the

late calamitous news (which indeed no preparation could have

greatly mitigated) quite unexpectedly, when upon the Irish

coast ; nor could the shock of an earthquake have affected me
in the same proportion. Since that time I have been detained

at sea, thinking of nothing but what has happened, and of the

painful duty I am now to perform^ If the deepest interest in

this inexpressible loss could qualify me for expressing myself

upon a subject so distressing, I know few whose attachment

*nd respect for the lamented object of our sorrows can, or

tught to exceed my own, for never was more attractive kind-

ness and condescension displayed by one of her sphere, or re-

turned with deeper and more heartfelt gratitude by one in

my own. But selfish regret and sorrow, while they claim a

painful and unavailing ascendance, cannot drown the recollec-

tion of the virtues lost to the world, just when their scene of

acting had opened wider, and to her family when the prospect

of their speedy entry upon life rendered her precept and ex-

ample peculiarly important. And such an example ! for of

\11 «rhom I have ever seen, in whatever rank, she possessed
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most the power of rendering virtue lovely— combining purity

of feeling and soundness of judgment with a sweetness and

affability which won the affections of all who had the happi-

ness of approaching her. And this is the partner of whom it

has been God's pleasure to deprive your Grace, and the friend

for whom I now sorrow, and shall sorrow while I can remem-

ber any thing. The recollection of her excellencies can but

add bitterness, at least in the first pangs of calamity, yet it is

impossible to forbear the topic ; it runs to my pen as to my
thoughts, till I almost call in question, for an instant, the

Eternal Wisdom which has so early summoned her from this

wretched world, where pain and grief and sorrow is our por-

tion, to join those to whom her virtues, while upon earth, gave

her so strong a resemblance. Would to God I could say, be

comforted; but I feel every common topic of consolation must

be, for the time at least, even an irritation to affliction. Grieve,

then, my dear Lord, or I should say my dear and much hon-

oured friend,— for sorrow for the time levels the highest dis-

tinctions of rank ; but do not grieve as those who have no

hope. I know the last earthly thoughts of the departed sharer

of your joys and sorrows must have been for your Grace and

the dear pledges she has left to your care. Do not, for their

sake, suffer grief to take that exclusive possession which dis-

claims care for the living, and is not only useless to the dead,

but is what their wishes would have most earnestly deprecated.

To time, and to God, whose are both time and eternity, be-

longs the office of future consolation ; it is enough to require

from the sufferer under such a dispensation to bear his burthen

of sorrow with fortitude, and to resist those feelings which

prompt us to believe that that which is galling and grievous is

therefore altogether beyond our strength to support. Most

bitterly do I regret some levity which I fear must have reached

you when your distress was most poignant, and most dearly

have I paid for venturing to anticipate the time which is not

ours, since I received these deplorable news at the very mo-

ment when I was collecting some trifles that I thought might

give satisfaction to the person whom I so highly honoured, and
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who, among her numerous excellencies, never failed to seem

pleased with what she knew was meant to afford her pleasure.

" But I must break off, and have perhaps already written

too much. I learn by a letter from Mrs. Scott, this day re-

ceived, that your Grace is at Bowhill— in the beginning of

next week I will be in the vicinity ; and when your Grace

can receive me without additional pain, I shall have the honour

of waiting upon you. I remain, with the deepest sympathy,

my Lord Duke, your Grace's truly distressed and most grate-

ful servant, Walter Scott."

The following letter was addressed to Scott by the

Duke of Buccleuch, before he received that which the

Poet penned on landing at Glasgow. I present it here,

because it will give a more exact notion of what Scott's

relations with his noble patron really were, than any

other single document which I could produce : and to set

that matter in its just light, is essential to the business of

this narrative. But I am not ashamed to confess that I

embrace with satisfaction the opportunity of thus offering

to the readers of the present time a most instructive les-

son. They will here see what pure and simple virtues

and humble piety may be cultivated as the only sources

of real comfort in this world and consolation in th* pros-

pect of futurity,— among circles which the giddy and

*nvious mob are apt to regard as intoxicated with the

pomps and vanities of wealth and rank ; which so many

of our popular writers represent systematically as sunk

in selfish indulgence— as viewing all below them with

apathy and indifference— and last, not least, as up-

holding, when they do uphold, the religious institu-

tions of their country, merely because they have been

taught to believe that their own hereditary privileges

and possessions derive security from the prevalence of
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Christian maxims and feelings among the mass of the

people.

" To Walter Scott, Esq., Post Office, Greenock.

" Bowhill, Sept. 3, 1814.

" My Dear Sir,— It is not with the view of distressing yoxj

with my griefs, in order to relieve my own feelings, that I ad-

dress you at this moment. But knowing your attachment to

myself, and more particularly the real affection which you

bore to my poor wife, I thought that a few lines from me
would be acceptable, both to explain the state of my mind at

present, and to mention a few circumstances connected with

that melancholy event.

" I am calm and resigned. The blow was so severe that it

stunned me, and I did not feel that agony of mind which

might have been expected. I now see the full extent of my
misfortune ; but that extended view of it has come gradually

upon me. I am fully aware how imperative it is upon me to

exert myself to the utmost on account of my children. I must

not depress their spirits by a display of my own melancholy

feelings. I have many new duties to perform,— or rather, per-

haps, I now feel more pressingly the obligation of duties which

the unceasing exertions of my poor wife rendered less neces-

sary, or induced me to attend to with less than sufficient accu-

racy. I have been taught a severe lesson ; it may and ought

to be a useful one. I feel that my lot, though a hard one, is

accompanied by many alleviations denied to others. I have a

numerous family, thank God, in health, and profiting, accord-

ing to their different ages, by the admirable lessons they have

been taught. My daughter, Anne, worthy of so excellent a

mother, exerts herself to the utmost to supply her place, And

has displayed a fortitude and strength of mind beyond her

years, and (as I had foolishly thought) beyond her powers. 1

have most kind friends willing and ready to afford-me every

assistance. These are my worldly comforts, and they are

numerous and great.
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•» Painful as it may be, I cannot reconcile it to myself to be

totally silent as to the last scene of this cruel tragedy. As she

had lived, so she died,— an example of every noble feeling—
of love, attachment, and the total want of everything selfish.

Endeavouring to the last to conceal her suffering, she evinced

a fortitude, a resignation, a Christian courage, beyond all

power of description. Her last injunction was to attend to

her poor people. It was a dreadful but instructive moment.

I have learned that the most truly heroic spirit may be lodged

in the tenderest and the gentlest breast. Need I tell you that

ehe expired in the full hope and expectation, nay, in the firm-

est certainty, of passing to a better world, through a steady

reliance on her Saviour. If ever there was a proof of the

efficacy of our religion in moments of the deepest affliction, and

in the hour of death, it was exemplified in her conduct. But I

will no longer dwell upon a subject which must be painful to

you. Knowing her sincere friendship for you, I have thought

it would give you pleasure, though a melancholy one, to hear

from me that her last moments were such as to be envied by

every lover of virtue, piety, and true and genuine religion.

a I will endeavour to do in all things what I know she

would wish. I have therefore determined to lay myself open

to all the comforts my friends can afford me. I shall be most

happy to cultivate their society as heretofore. I shall love

them more and more, because I know they loved her. When-
ever it suits your convenience I shall be happy to see you

here. I feel that it is particularly my duty not to make my
bouse the house of mourning to my children ; for I know it

was her decided opinion that it is most mischievous to give an

early impression of gloom to the mind.

" You will find me tranquil, and capable of going through

the common occupations of society Adieu for the present

Tours very sincerely, Buccleuch, &c."
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" To His Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, fyc. fyc. frc.

" Edinburgh, llth Sept. 1814.

" My Dear Lord Duke,— 1 received your letter (which had

missed me at Greenock) upon its being returned to this place,

and cannot sufficiently express my gratitude for the kindness

which, at such a moment, could undertake the task of writing

upon such a subject to relieve the feelings of a friend. De-

pend upon it, I am so far worthy of your Grace's kindness,

that, among many proofs of it, this affecting and most distress-

ing one can never be forgotten. It gives me great though mel-

ancholy satisfaction, to find that your Grace has had the manly

and Christian fortitude to adopt that resigned and patient

frame of spirit, which can extract from the most bitter calam-

ity a wholesome mental medicine. I trust in God, that, as so

many and such high duties are attached to your station, and

as he has blessed you with the disposition that draws pleasure

from the discharge of them, your Grace will find your first

exertions, however painful, rewarded with strength to perse-

vere, and finally with that comfort which attends perseverance

in that which is right. The happiness of hundreds depends

upon your Grace almost directly, and the effect of your ex-

ample in the country, and of your constancy in support of a

constitution daily undermined by the wicked and designing, is

almost incalculable. Justly, then, and well, has your Grace

resolved to sacrifice all that is selfish in the indulgence of grief,

to the duties of your social and public situation. Long may

You have health and strength to be to your dear and hopeful

family an example and guide in all that becomes their high

tank. It is enough that one light, and alas, what a light that

was !— has been recalled by the Divine Will to another and

a better sphere.

" I wrote a hasty and unconnected letter immediately on

landing. I am detained for two days in this place, but shall

wait upon your Grace immediately on my return to Abbots-

ford. If my society cannot, in the circumstances, give muclj

pleasure, it will, I trust, impose no restraint.
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" Mrs. Scott desires me to offer her deepest sympathy upon

ihis calamitous occasion. She has much reason, for she has

lost the countenance of a friend such as she cannot expect the

course of human life again to supply. I am ever, with much

and affectionate respect, your Grace's truly faithful humble

servant, Walter Scott."

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Worthing.

"Edinburgh, September 14, 1814.

" My Dear Morritt,— ' At the end of my tour on the 22d

August ' ! ! ! Lord help us !— this comes of going to the Le-

vant and the Hellespont, and your Euxine, and so forth. A
poor devil who goes to Nova Zembla and Thule is treated as

if he had been only walking as far as Barnard Castle or

Cauldshiel's Loch.* I would have you to know I only re-

turned on the 10th current, and the most agreeable thing I

found was your letter. I am sure you must know I had need

of something pleasant, for the news of the death of the beau-

tiful, the kind, the affectionate, and generous Duchess of Buc-

cleuch gave me a shock, which, to speak God's truth, could not

* Lord Byron writes to Mr. Moore, August 3, 1814— " Oh ! I have

had the most amusing letter from Hogg, the Ettrick Minstrel and

Shepherd. I think very highly of him as a poet, but he and half of

these Scotch and Lake troubadours are spoilt by living in little circles

and petty coteries. London and the world is the only place to take

•he conceit out of a man— in the milling phrase. Scott, he says, ia

gone to the Orkneys in a gale of wind, during which wind, he affirms,

the said Scott he is sure is not at his ease, to say the least of it. Lord

!

Lord ! if these home-keeping minstrels had crossed your Atlantic or

my Mediterranean, and tasted a little open boating in a white squall —
or a gale in ' the Gut,'— or the Bay of Biscay, with no gale at all—
how it would enliven and introduce them to a few of the sensations!

— to say nothing of an illicit amour or two upon shore, in the way of

Essay upon the Passions, beginning" with simple adultery, and com-

pounding it as they went along." Life and Works, vol. iii. p. 102.

Lord Byron, by the way, had written on July the 24th to Mr. Murray,
4 Waverley is the best and most interesting navel I have redde since

- 1 don't know when," &c. — Ibid. p. 98.
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have been exceeded unless by my own family's sustaining a

similar deprivation. She was indeed a light set upon a hill,

and had all the grace which the most accomplished manners

and the most affable address could give to those virtues by

which she was raised still higher than by rank. As she al-

ways distinguished me by her regard and confidence, and as I

had many opportunities of seeing her in the active discharge

of duties in which she rather resembled a descended angel

than an earthly being, you will excuse my saying so much

about my own feelings on an occasion where sorrow has been

universal. But I will drop the subject. The survivor has dis-

played a strength and firmness of mind seldom equalled, where

the affection has been so strong and mutual, and amidst the

very high station and commanding fortune which so often ren-

der self-control more difficult, because so far from being habit-

ual. I trust, for his own sake, as well as for that of thousands

to whom his life is directly essential, and hundreds of thousands

to whom his example is important, that God, as he has given

him fortitude to bear this inexpressible shock, will add strength

of constitution to support him in the struggle. He has writ-

ten to me on the occasion in a style becoming a man and a

Christian, submissive to the will of God, and willing to avail

himself of the consolations which remain among his family and

friends. I am going to see him, and how we shall meet, God
knows ; but though ' an iron man of iron mould ' upon many
of the occasions of life in which I see people most affected,

and a peculiar contemner of the commonplace sorrow which 1

see paid to the departed, this is a case in which my stoicism

will not serve me. They both gave me reason to think they

loved me, and I returned their regard with the most sincere

attachment— the distinction of rank being, I think, set apart

on all sides. But God's will be done. I will dwell no longer

upon this subject. It is much to learn that Mrs. Morritt is so

much better, and that if I have sustained a severe wound from

a quarter so little expected, I may promise myself the happi-

ness of your dear wife's recovery.

" I will shortly mention the train of our voyage, reserving
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particulars till another day. We sailed from Leith, and skirted

the Scottish coast, visiting the Buller of Buchan and other re-

markable objects— went to Shetland— thence to Orkney—
from thence round Cape Wrath to the Hebrides, making de-

scents everywhere, where there was anything to be seen—
thence to Lewis and the Long Island— to Skye— to Iona—
and so forth, lingering among the Hebrides as long as we

could. Then we stood over to the coast of Ireland, and vis-

ited the Giant's Causeway and Port Rush, where Dr. Richard-

son, the inventor (discoverer, I would say) of the celebrated

fiorin-grass, resides. By the way, he is a chattering charlatan,

and his florin a mere humbug. But if he were Cicero, and

his invention were potatoes, or anything equally useful, I

should detest the recollection of the place and the man, for it

was there I learned the death of my friend. Adieu, my dear

Morritt ; kind compliments to your lady ; like poor Tom, ' I

cannot daub it farther.' When I hear where you are, and

what you tire doing, I will write you a more cheerful epistle.

Poor Mackenzie, too, is gone— the brother of our friend Lady

Hood— and another Mackenzie, son to the Man of Feeling.

So short time have I been absent, and such has been the har-

vest of mortality among those whom I regarded !

" I will attend to your corrections in Waverley. My prin-

cipal employment for the autumn will be reducing the knowl-

edge I have acquired of the localities of the islands into

scenery and stage-room for the ' Lord of the Isles,' of which

renowned romance I think I have repeated some portions to

you. It was elder born than Rokeby, though it gave place to

it in publishing.

" After all, scribbling is an odd propensity. I don't believe

there is any ointment, even that of the Edinburgh Review,

which can cure the infected. Once more yours entirely,

"Walter Scott."

Before I pass from the event which made August

(814 so black a month in Scott's calendar, I may be ex«
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eused for once more noticing the kind interest which the

Duchess of Buccleuch had always taken in the fortunes

of the Ettrick Shepherd, and introducing a most charac-

teristic epistle which she received from him a few months

before her death. The Duchess— " fearful " (as she

said) " of seeing herself in print "— did not answer the

Shepherd, but forwarded his letter to Scott, begging him

to explain that circumstances did not allow the Duke to

concede what he requested, but to assure him that they

both retained a strong wish to serve him whenever a

suitable opportunity should present itself. Hogg's letter

was as follows :
—

" To her Grace the Duchess of Buccleuch, Dalkeith Palace.

Favoured by Messrs. Grieve and Scott, hatters, Edinburgh*

"Ettrickbank, March 17, 1814.

" May it please your Grace,— I have often grieved you by

my applications for this and that. I am sensible of this, for I

have had many instances of your wishes to be of service to

me, could you have known what to do for that purpose. But

there are some eccentric characters in the world, of whom no

person can judge or know what will prove beneficial, or what

may prove their bane. I have again and again received

of your Grace's private bounty, and though it made me love

and respect you the more, I was nevertheless grieved at it. It

was never your Grace's money that I wanted, but the honour

of your countenance ; indeed my heart could never yield to

the hope of being patronised by any house save that of Buc-

cleuch, whom I deemed bound to cherish every plant that

indicated anything out of the common way on the Braes of

Ettrick and Yarrow.
" I know you will be thinking that this long prelude is ta

end with a request. No, Madam ! I have taken the resolu-

* Mr. Grieve was a man of cultivated mind and generous disposi

tion, and a most kind and zealous friend of the Shepherd.
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lion of never making another request. I will, however, tell

you a story, which is, I believe, founded on a fact :
—

" There is a small farm at the head of a water called * *

* * *
,
possessed by a mean fellow named * * * *.

A third of it has been taken off and laid into another farm—
the remainder is as yet unappropriated. Now, there is a cer-

tain poor bard, who has two old parents, each of them up-

wards of eighty-four years of age ; and that bard has no house

nor home to shelter those poor parents in, or cheer the eve-

ning of their lives. A single line from a certain very great

and very beautiful lady, to a certain Mr. Riddle,* would en-

sure that small pendicle to the bard at once. But she will

grant no such thing ! I appeal to your Grace if she is not

a very bad lady that ? I am your Grace's ever obliged and

grateful James Hogg,
"The Ettrick Shepherd."

Though the Duke of Buccleuch would not dismiss a

poor tenant merely because Hogg called him " a mean

fellow," he had told Scott that if he could find an unap-

propriated " pendicle," such as this letter referred to, he

would most willingly bestow it on the Shepherd. It so

happened, that when Scott paid his first visit at Bowhill

after the death of the Duchess, the Ettrick Shepherd was

mentioned :— " My friend," said the Duke, " I must now
consider this poor man's case as her legacy ;

" and to this

feeling Hogg owed, very soon afterwards, his, establish-

ment at Altrive, on his favourite braes of Yarrow.

As Scott passed through Edinburgh on his return from

his voyage, the negotiation as to the Lord of the Isles,

which had been protracted through several months, was

completed— Constable agreeing to give fifteen hundred

guineas for one half of the copyright, while the other

moiety was retained by the author. The sum mentioned

* Major Riddell, the Duke's Cnamberlain at Branksome Castle.
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had been offered by Constable at an early stage, of the

affair, but it was not until now accepted, in consequence

of the earnest wish of Scott and Ballantyne to saddle

the publisher of the new poem with part of their old

" quire stock,"— which, however, Constable ultimately

persisted in refusing. It may easily be believed that

John Ballantyne's management of money matters during

Scott's six weeks' absence had been such as to render it

doubly convenient for the Poet to have this matter settled

on his arrival in Edinburgh— and it may also be sup-

posed that the progress of Waverley during that interval

had tended to put the chief parties in good humour with

each other.

In returning to Waverley, I must observe most dis-

tinctly that nothing can be more unfounded than the

statement which has of late years been frequently re-

peated in memoirs of Scott's life, that the sale of the first

edition of this immortal Tale was slow. It appeared on

the 7th of July, and the whole impression (1000 copies)

had disappeared within five weeks ; an occurrence then

unprecedented in the case of an anonymous novel, put

forth, at what is called among publishers, the dead season.

A second edition, of 2000 copies, was at least projected

by the 24th of the same month ; *— that appeared before

the end of August, and it too had gone off so rapidly, that

when Scott passed through Edinburgh, on his way from

the Hebrides, he found Constable eager to treat, on the

same terms as before, for a third of 1000 copies. This

third edition was published in October, and when a fourth

of the like extent was called for in November, I find

Scott writing to John Ballantyne — "I suppose Con

stable won't quarrel with a work on which he has netted

* See letter to Mr. Morritt, ante.
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£612 in four months, with a certainty of making it £1000

before the year is out
;
" and, in fact, owing to the dimin-

ished expense of advertising, the profits of this fourth

edition were to each party £440. To avoid recurring

to these details, I may as well state at once, that a fifth

edition of 1000 copies appeared in January 1815 ; a sixth

of 1500 in June 1816 ; a seventh of 2000 in October

1817 ; an eighth of 2000 in April 1821 ; that in the col-

lective editions, prior to 1829, 11,000 were disposed of;

and that the sale of the current edition, with notes, begun

in 1829, has already reached 40,000 copies. Well might

Constable regret that he had not ventured to offer £1000

for the whole copyright of Waverley

!

I must now look back for a moment to the history of

the composition.— The letter of September 1810 was

not the only piece of discouragement which Scott had

received, during the progress of Waverley, from his first

confidant. James Ballantyne in his death-bed memo-

randum, says— " When Mr. Scott first questioned me as

to my hopes of him as a novelist, it somehow or other did

chance that they were not very high. He saw this, and

said— ' Well, I don't see why I should not succeed as

well as other people. At all events, faint heart never

won fair lady— 'tis only trying.' When the first volume

was completed, I still could not get myself to think much
of the Waverley-Honour scenes ; and in this I afterwards

found that I sympathized with many. But, to my utter

shame be it spoken, when I reached the exquisite descrip-

tions of scenes and manners at Tully-Veolan, what did I

do but pronounce them at once to be utterly vulgar !—
When the success of the work so entirely knocked me
down as a man of taste, all that the good-natured author

said was— ' Well, I really thought you were wrong
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about the Scotch. Why, Burns by his poetry had al-

ready attracted universal attention to everything Scot-

tish, and I confess I couldn't see why I should not be

able to keep the flame alive, merely because I wrote

Scotch in prose, and he in rhyme.' "— It is, I think,

very agreeable to have this manly avowal to compare

with the delicate allusion which Scott makes to the affair

in his Preface to the Novel.

The only other friends originally intrusted with his

secret appear to have been Mr. Erskine and Mr. Morritt.

I know not at what stage the former altered the opinion

which he formed on seeing the tiny fragment of 1805.

The latter did not, as we have seen, receive the book

until it was completed; but he anticipated, before he

closed the first volume, the station which public opinion

would ultimately assign to Waverley. " How the story

may continue," Mr. Morritt then wrote, " I am not able

to divine ; but, as far as I have read, pray let us thank

you for the Castle of Tully-Veolan, and the delightful

drinking-bout at Lucky Mac-Leary's, for the characters

of the Laird of Balmawhapple and the Baron of Brad-

wardine ; and no less for Davie Gelatly, whom I take to

be a transcript of William Rose's motley follower, com-

monly yclept Caliban.* If the completion be equal to

* This alludes to some mummery in which David Hinves, of merry

memory, wore a Caliban-like disguise. He lived more than forty years

in the service of Mr. W. S. Rose, and died in it last year. Mr. Rose

was of course extremely young when he first picked up Hinves— a

bookbinder by trade, and a preacher among the Methodists. A sermon

heard casually under a tree in the New Forest, had such touches of

good feeling and broad humour, that the young gentleman promoted

him to be his valet on the spot. He was treated latterly more like 3

friend than a servant, by his master, and by all his master's intimaU

friends. Scott presented him with a copy of all his works; and Cole-

ridge gave him a corrected (or rather an altered) copy of Christabelle



LETTERS ON WAVERLEY. 177

what we have just devoured, it deserves a place among

our standard works far better than its modest appearance

and anonymous title-page will at first gain it in these days

of prolific story-telling. Your manner of narrating is so

different from the slipshod sauntering verbiage of common

novels, and from the stiff, precise, and prim sententious-

ness of some of our female moralists, that I think it can't

fail to strike anybody who knows what style means ; but,

amongst the gentle class, who swallow every blue-backed

book in a circulating library for the sake of the story, I

should fear half the knowledge of nature it contains, and

all the real humour, may be thrown away. Sir Everard,

Mrs. Rachael, and the Baron, are, I think, in the first

rank of portraits for nature and character ; and I could

depone to their likeness in any court of taste. The ballad

of St. Swithin, and scraps of old songs, were measures of

danger if you meant to continue your concealment ; but,

in truth, you wear your disguise something after the man-

ner of Bottom the weaver ; and in spite of you the truth

will soon peep out." And next day he resumes,— " We
have finished Waverley, and were I to tell you all my
admiration, you would accuse me of complimenting. You

with this inscription on the fly-leaf: " Dear Hinves, — Till this book is

concluded, and with it ' Gundimore, a poem, by the same author,'

accept of this corrected copy of Christabelle as a small token of regard;

yet such a testimonial as I would not pay to any one I did not esteem,

though he were an emperor. Be assured I shall send you for your

private library, every work I have published (if there be any to be

had) and whatever I shall publish. Keep steady to the faith. If

the fountainhead be always full, the stream cannot be long empty.

Yours sincerely, S. T. Coleridge."

11th Nov. 1816 — Muddeford.

Mr. Rose imagines that the warning " keep steady to the faith,"

was g^en in allusion to Ugo Foscolo's " supposed licence in religioui

•pinions." Rhymes (Brighton, 1837) p. 92. [1839.]

vol. iv. 12
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have quite attained the point which your postscript-

preface mentions as your object— the discrimination of

Scottish character, which had hitherto been slurred over

with clumsy national daubing." He adds, a week or two

later— " After all, I need not much thank you for your

confidence. How could you have hoped that I should

not discover you ? I had heard you tell half the anec-

dotes before— some turns you owe to myself ; and no

doubt most of your friends must have the same sort of

thing to say."

Monk Lewis's letter on the subject is so short, that I

must give it as it stands:—
" To Walter Scott, Esq., AKbotsford.

" The Albany, Aug. 17, 1814.

" My Dear Scott,— I return some books of yours which you

lent me ' sixty years since '— and I hope they will reach you

safe. I write in great haste ; and yet I must mention, that

hearing ' Waverley ' ascribed to you, I bought it, and read it

with all impatience. I am now told it is not yours, but Wil-

liam Erskine's. If this is so, pray tell him from me that I

think it excellent in every respect, and that I believe every

word of it. Ever yours, M. G. Lewis."

Another friend (and he had, I think, none more dear),

the late Margaret Maclean Clephane of Torloisk, after-

wards Marchioness of Northampton, writes thus from

Kirkness, in Kinross-shire, on the 11th October :
—

" In this place I feel a sort of pleasure, not unallied to

pain, from the many recollections that every venerable tree,

and every sunny bank, and every honeysuckle bower, occa-

lions ; and I have found something here that speaks to me in

the voice of a valued friend— Waverley. The question that

rises, it is perhaps improper to give utterance to. If so, let it

pass as an exclamation.— Is it possible that Mr. Erskine can
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have written it ? The poetry, I think, would prove a differ-

ent descent in any court in Christendom. The turn of the

phrases in many places is so peculiarly yours, that I fancy I

hear your voice repeating them ; and there wants but verse to

make all Waverley an enchanting poem— varying to be sure

from grave to gay, but with so deepening an interest as to

leave an impression on the mind that few— very few poems—
could awaken. But, why did not the author allow me to be

his Gaelic Dragoman ? Oh ! Mr. , whoever you are, you

might have safely trusted— M. M. C."

There was one person with whom it would, of course,

have been more than vain to affect any concealment. On
the publication of the third edition, I find him writing

thus to his brother Thomas, who had by this time gone to

Canada as paymaster of the 70th regiment :
—

" Dear Tom, a novel here called Waverley, has had enor-

mous success. I sent you a copy, and will send you another,

with the Lord of the Isles, which will be out at Christmas.

The success which it has had, with some other circumstances,

has induced people

1 To lay the bantling at a certain door,

Where lying store of faults, they'd fain heap more.' *

You will guess for yourself how far such a report has credibil-

:ty; but by no means give the weight of your opinion to the

Transatlantic public ; for you must know there is also a coun-

ter-report, that you have written the said Waverley. Send

me a novel intermixing your exuberant and natural humour,

with any incidents and descriptions of scenery you may see—
particularly with characters and traits of manners. I will give

it all the cobbling that is necessary, and, if you do but exert

yourself, I have not the least doubt it will be worth £500

;

and, to encourage you, you may, when you send the MS.

iraw on me for £100, at fifty days' sight— so that your la

* Garrick'8 Epilogue to PoUy Honeycombe, 1760.
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bours will at any rate n )t be quite thrown away. You have

more fun and descriptive talent than most people ; and all

that you want— i. e. the mere practice of composition— I

can supply, or the devil's in it. Keep this matter a dead se-

cret, and look knowing when Waverley is spoken of. If you

are not Sir John Falstaff, you are as good a man as he, and

may therefore face Colville of the Dale. You may believe I

don't want to make you the author of a book you have never

seen ; but if people will, upon their own judgment, suppose

so, and also on their own judgment give you £500 to try your

hand on a novel, I don't see that you are a pin's-point the

worse. Mind that your MS. attends the draft. I am per-

fectly serious and confident, that in two or three months you

might clear the cobs. I beg my compliments to the hero who

is afraid of Jeffrey's scalping-knife."

In truth, no one of Scott's intimate friends ever had,

or could have had, the slightest doubt as to the parentage

of Waverley : nor, although he abstained from communi-

cating the fact formally to most of them, did he ever affect

any real concealment in the case of such persons ; nor,

when any circumstance arose which rendered the with-

holding of direct confidence on the subject incompat-

ible with perfect freedom of feeling on both sides, did

he hesitate to make the avowal.

Nor do I believe that the mystification ever answered

much purpose, among literary men of eminence beyond

the circle of his personal acquaintance. But it would

be difficult to suppose that he had ever wished that to be

otherwise ; it was sufficient for him to set the mob of

readers at gaze, and above all, to escape the annoyance

of having productions, actually known to be his, made

the daily and hourly topics of discussion in his presence.

Mr. Jeffrey had known Scott from his youth— and,

in reviewing Waverley, he was at no pains to conceal his
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conviction of its authorship. He quarrelled, as usual,

with carelessness of style, and some inartificialities of

plot, but rendered justice to the substantial merits of the

work, in language which I shall not mar by abridgment.

The Quarterly was far less favourable in its verdict. In-

deed, the articles on Waverley, and afterwards on Guy
Mannering, which appeared in that journal, will bear the

test of ultimate opinion as badly as any critical pieces

which our time has produced. They are written in a

captious, cavilling strain of quibble, which shows as com-

plete blindness to the essential interest of the narrative,

as the critic betrays on the subject of the Scottish dia-

logue, which forms its liveliest ornament, when he pro-

nounces that to be " a dark dialogue of Anglified Erse."

With this remarkable exception, the professional critics

were, on the whole, not slow to confess their belief, that,

under a hackneyed name and trivial form, there had at

last appeared a work of original creative genius, worthy

of being placed by the side of the very few real mas-

terpieces of prose fiction. Loftier romance was never

blended with easier, quainter humour, by Cervantes him-

self. In his familiar delineations, he had combined the

strength of Smollett with the native elegance and unaf-

fected pathos of Goldsmith ; in his darker scenes, he had

revived that real tragedy which appeared to have left our

stage with the age of Shakspeare ; and elements of in-

terest so diverse had been blended and interwoven with

that nameless grace, which, more surely perhaps than

even the highest perfection in the command of any one

strain of sentiment, marks the master-mind cast in Na-

uire's most felicitous mould.

Scott, with the consciousness (avowed long afterwards

m his General Preface) that he should never in all like-
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lihood have thought of a Scotch novel had he not read

Maria Edgeworth's exquisite pieces of Irish character,

desired James Ballantyne to send her a copy of Waver-

ley on its first appearance, inscribed " from the author."

Miss Edgeworth, whom Scott had never then seen, though

some literary correspondence had passed between them,

thanked the nameless novelist, under cover to Ballantyne,

with the cordial generosity of kindred genius ; and the

following answer, not from Scott, but from Ballantyne—
(who had kept a copy, now before me) — is not to be

omitted :
—

" To Miss Edgeworth, Edgeworthstown, Ireland.

" Edinburgh, 11th November 1814-

" Madam,— I am desired by the Author of Waverley to

acknowledge, in his name, the honour you have done him by

your most flattering approbation of his work— a distinction

which he receives as one of the highest that could be paid him,

and which he would have been proud to have himself stated

his sense of, only that being impersonal, he thought it more re-

spectful to require my assistance than to write an anonymous

letter.

" There are very few who have had the opportunities that

have been presented to me, of knowing how very elevated is

the admiration entertained by the Author of Waverley for the

genius of Miss Edgeworth. From the intercourse that took

place betwixt us while the work was going through my press,

/ know that the exquisite truth and power of your character*

operated on his mind at once to excite and subdue it. He felt

that the success of his book was to depend upon the characters,

much more than upon the story ; and he entertained so just

and so high an opinion of your eminence in the management
of both, as to have strong apprehensions of any comparison

which might be instituted betwixt his picture and story and

yours ; besides, that there is a richness and naivete' in Irish
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character and humour, in which the Scotch are certainly de-

fective, and which could hardly fail, as he thought, to render

his delineations cold and tame by the contrast. ' If I could

but hit Miss Edgeworth's wonderful power of vivifying all her

persons, and making them live as beings in your mind, I should

not be afraid
:

'— Often has the Author of Waverley used

uch language to me ; and I knew that I gratified him most

when I could say,— ' Positively this is equal to Miss Edge-

worth.' You will thus judge, Madam, how deeply he must

feel such praise as you have bestowed upon his efforts. I be-

lieve he himself thinks the Baron the best drawn character in

his book— I mean the Bailie— honest Bailie Macwheeble.

He protests it is the most true, though from many causes he

did not expect it to be the most popular. It appears to me,

that amongst so many splendid portraits, all drawn with such

strength and truth, it is more easy to say which is your favour-

ite, than which is best. Mr. Henry Mackenzie agrees with

you in your objection to the resemblance to Fielding. He
says, you should never be forced to recollect, maugre all its

internal evidence to the contrary, that such a work is a work

of fiction, and all its fine creations but of air. The character

of Rose is less finished than the author had at one period in-

tended ; but I believe the characters of humour grew upon his

liking, to the prejudice, in some degree, of those of a more

elevated and sentimental kind. Yet what can surpass Flora,

and her gallant brother ?

" I am not authorized to say— but I will not resist my im-

pulse to say to Miss Edgeworth, that another novel, descriptive

of more ancient manners still, may be expected ere long from

the Author of Waverley. But I request her to observe, that I

say this in strict confidence— not certainly meaning to exclude

from the knowledge of what will give them pleasure, her re-

spectable family.

" Mr. Scott's poem, the Lord of the Isles, promises fully to

equal the most admired of his productions. It is, I think,

equally powerful, and certainly more uniformly polished and
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sustained. I have seen three cantos. It will consist of

six.

** I have the honour to be, Madam, with the utmost admira-

tion and respect,

" Your most obedient

" and most humble servant,

" James Ballantyne."
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

Progress of the Lord of the Isles— Correspondence with Mr.

Joseph Train— Rapid completion of the Lord of the Isles—
" Six Weeks at Christmas "— " Refreshing the Machine "—
Publication of the Poem— and of Guy Mannering— Let-

ters to Morritt, Terry, and John Ballantyne— Anecdotes by

James Ballantyne— Visit to London— Meeting with Lord

Byron— Dinners at Carlton House.

1814-1815.

By the 11th of November, then, the Lord of the Isles

had made great progress, and Scott had also authorized

Ballantyne to negotiate among the booksellers for the

publication of a second novel. But before I go farther

into these transactions, I must introduce the circum-

stances of Scott's first connexion with an able and ami-

able man, whose services were of high importance to

him, at this time and ever after, in the prosecution of his

literary labours. Calling at Ballantyne's printing-office

while Waverley was in the press, he happened to take up

a proof-sheet of a volume entitled " Poems, with notes

illustrative of traditions in Galloway and Ayrshire, by

Joseph Train, Supervisor of Excise at Newton-Stewart."

The sheet contained a ballad on an Ayrshire tradition,

about a certain " Witch of Carrick," whose skill in the

black art was, it seems, instrumental in the destruction of
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one of the scattered vessels of the Spanish Armada.

The ballad begins :
—

" Why gallops the palfrey with Lady Dunore?
Who drives away Turnberry's kine from the shore?

Go tell it in Carrick, and tell it in Kyle—
Although the proud Dons are now passing the Moil,*

On this magic clew,

That in fairyland grew,

Old Elcine de Aggart has taken in hand
To wind up their lives ere they win to our strand."

Scott immediately wrote to the author, begging to be in-

cluded in his list of subscribers for a dozen copies, and

suggesting at the same time a verbal alteration in one of

the stanzas of this ballad. Mr. Train acknowledged his

letter with gratitude, and the little book reached him just

as he was about to embark in the Lighthouse yacht. He
took it with him on his voyage, and on returning home

again, wrote to Mr. Train, expressing the gratification he

had received from several of his metrical pieces, but still

more from his notes, and requesting him, as he seemed to

be enthusiastic about traditions and legends, to communi-

cate any matters of that order connected with Galloway

which he might not himself think of turning to account

;

" for," said Scott, " nothing interests me so much as local

anecdotes ; and, as the applications for charity usually

conclude, the smallest donation will be thankfully ac-

cepted."

Mr. Train, in a little narrative with which he has

favoured me, says, that for some years before this time

he had been engaged, in alliance with a friend of his, Mr.

Denniston, in collecting materials for a History of Gal-

loway; they had circulated lists of queries among the

* The Mull of Cantyre.
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clergy and parish schoolmasters, and had thus, and by

their own personal researches, accumulated "a great

variety of the most excellent materials for that purpose ;

"

but that, from the hour of his correspondence with Wal-

ter Scott, he " renounced every idea of authorship for

himself," resolving, " that thenceforth his chief pursuit

should be collecting whatever he thought would be most

interesting to him ; " and that Mr. Denniston was easily

persuaded to acquiesce in the abandonment of their orig-

inal design. " Upon receiving Mr. Scott's letter," says

Mr. Train, " I became still more zealous in the pursuit

of ancient lore, and being the first person who had at-

tempted to collect old stories in that quarter with any

view to publication, I became so noted, that even beggars,

in the hope of reward, came frequently from afar to New-
ton-Stewart, to recite old ballads and relate old stories to

me." Erelong, Mr. Train visited Scott both at Edin-

burgh and at Abbotsford ; a true affection continued ever

afterwards to be maintained between them ; and this gen-

erous ally was, as the prefaces to the Waverley Novels

signify, one of the earliest confidants of that series of

works, and certainly the most efficient of all the author's

friends in furnishing him with materials for their compo-

sition. Nor did he confine himself to literary services

:

whatever portable object of antiquarian curiosity met his

eye, this good man secured and treasured up with the

same destination ; and if ever a catalogue of the museum

at Abbotsford shall appear, no single contributor, most

assuredly, will fill so large a space in it as Mr. Train.

His first considerable communication, after he had

foimed the unselfish determination above mentioned, con-

sisted of a collection of anecdotes concerning the Gallo-

way gypsies, and " a local story of an astrologer, who
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calling at a farm-house at the moment when the goodwife

was in travail, had, it was said, predicted the future for-

tune of the child, almost in the words placed in the mouth

of John M'Kinlay, in the Introduction to Guy Manner-

ing." Scott told him, in reply, that the story of the

astrologer reminded him of " one he had heard in his

youth ;

" that is to say, as the Introduction explains, from

this M'Kinlay ; but Mr. Train has, since his friend's

death, recovered a rude Durham ballad, which in fact

contains a great deal more of the main fable of Guy
Mannering than either his own written, or M'Kinlay's

oral edition of the Gallovidian anecdote had conveyed

;

and,— possessing, as I do, numberless evidences of the

haste with which Scott drew up his beautiful Prefaces

and Introductions of 1829, 1830, and 1831,-1 am
strongly inclined to think that he must in his boyhood

have read the Durham Broadside or Chapbook itself

—

as well as heard the old serving-man's Scottish version

of it.

However this may have been, Scott's answer to Mr.

Train proceeded in these words:—

" I am now to solicit a favour, which I think your interest

in Scottish antiquities will induce you readily to comply with.

I am very desirous to have some account of the present state

jf Turriberry Castle— whether any Testiges of it remain—
what is the appearance of the ground— the names of the

neighbouring places— and above all, what are the traditions

of the place (if any) concerning its memorable surprise by

Bruce, upon his return from the coast of Ireland, in the com-

mencement of the brilliant part of his career. The purpose

of this is to furnish some hints for notes to a work in which ]

am now engaged, and I need not say I will have great pleiisure

in mentioning the source from which I derive my information
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I have only to add, with the modest importunity of a lazy cor-

respondent, that the sooner you oblige me with an answer (if

vou can assist m3 on the subject), the greater will the obliga-

tion be on me, who am already your obliged humble servant,

" W. Scott."

The recurrence of the word Tumberry, in the ballad

of Elcine de Aggart, had of course suggested this appli-

cation, which was dated on the 7th of November. " I

had often," says Mr. Train, " when a boy, climbed the

brown hills, and traversed the shores of Carrick, but I

could not sufficiently remember the exact places and dis-

tances as to which Mr. Scott inquired ; so, immediately

on receipt of his letter, I made a journey into Ayrshire

to collect all the information I possibly could, and for-

warded it to him on the 18th of the same month."

Among the particulars thus communicated, was the local

superstition, that on the anniversary of the night when

Bruce landed at Turnberry from Arran, the same mete-

oric gleam which had attended his voyage reappeared,

unfailingly, in the same quarter of the heavens. With

this circumstance Scott was much struck. " Your infor-

mation," he writes on the 22d November, " was particu-

larly interesting and acceptable, especially that which

relates to the supposed preternatural appearance of the

tire, &c, which I hope to make some use of." What use

he did make of it, if any reader has forgotten, will be

seen by reference to stanzas 7-17 of the 5th Canto of

the Poem ; and the notes to the same Canto embody,

with due acknowledgment, the more authentic results of

Mr. Train's pilgrimage to Carrick.

I shall recur presently to this communication from Mr.

Train ; but must pause for a moment to introduce two
?etters, both written in the same week with Scott's request
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as to the localities of Turnberry. They both give ua

amusing sketches of his buoyant spirits at this period of

gigantic exertion ;— and the first of them, which relates

chiefly to Maturin's Tragedy of Bertram, shows how he

could still contrive to steal time for attention to the affairs

of brother authors less energetic than himself.

" To Daniel Terry, Esq.

" Abbotsford, November 10, 1814.

" My Dear Terry,— I should have long since answered your

kind letter by our friend Young, but he would tell you of my
departure with our trusty and well-beloved Erskine, on a sort

of a voyage to Nova Zembla. Since my return, I have fallen

under the tyrannical dominion of a certain Lord of the Isles.

Those Lords were famous for oppression in the days of yore,

and if I can judge by the posthumous despotism exercised over

me, they have not improved by their demise. The peine forte

et dure is, you know, nothing in comparison to being obliged to

grind verses ; and so devilish repulsive is my disposition, that I

can never put my wheel into constant and regular motion, till

Ballantyne's devil claps in his proofs, like the hot cinder which

you Bath folks used to clap in beside an unexperienced turn-

spit, as a hint to be expeditious in his duty. O long life to the

old hermit of Prague, who never saw pen and ink !— much
happier in that negative circumstance than in his alliance with

the niece of King Gorboduc.

" To talk upon a blither subject, I wish you saw Abbotsford,

which begins this season to look the whimsical, gay, odd cabin,

that we had chalked out. I have been obliged to relinquish

Stark's plan, which was greatly too expensive. So I have

made the old farm-house my corps de logis, with some outlying

places for kitchen, laundry, and two spare bed-rooms, which

run along the east wall of the farm-court, not without some

picturesque effect. A perforated cross, the spoils of the old

kirk of Galashiels, decorates an advanced door, and looks vert
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well. This little sly bit of sacrilege has given our spare rooma

the name of the chapel. I earnestly invite you to a pew there,

which you will find as commodious for the purpose of a nap as

you have ever experienced when, under the guidance of old

Mrs. Smollett, you were led to St. George's, Edinburgh.

" I have been recommending to John Kemble (I daresay

without any chance of success) to peruse a MS. Tragedy of

Maturin's, (author of Montorio) : it is one of those things which

will either succeed greatly or be damned gloriously, for its

merits are marked, deep, and striking, and its faults of a

nature obnoxious to ridicule. He had our old friend Satan

(none of your sneaking St. John Street devils, but the arch-

fiend himself) brought on the stage bodily. I believe I have

exorcised the foul fiend— for, though in reading he was a

most terrible fellow, I feared for his reception in public. The
last act is ill contrived. He piddles (so to speak) through a

cullender, and divides the whole horrors of the catastrophe

(though God wot there are enough of them) into a kind of

drippity-droppity of four or five scenes, instead of inundating

the audience with them at once in the finale, with a grand
' gardez Veau.' With all this, which I should say had I writ-

ten the thing myself, it is grand and powerful : the language

most animated and poetical ; and the characters sketched with

a masterly enthusiasm. Many thanks for Captain Richard

Falconer.* To your kindness I owe the two books in the

* " The Voyages, Dangerous Adventures, and Imminent Escapes of

Capt. Rich. Falconer. Containing the Laws, Customs, and Manners

of the Indians in America; his shipwrecks; his marrying an Indian

wife ; his narrow escape from the Island of Dominico, &c. Intermixed

with the Voyages and Adventures of Thomas Randal, of Cork, Pilot;

with his Shipwreck in the Baltick, being the only man that escap'd.

His being taken by the Indians of Virginia, &c. And an Account of

tis Death. The Fourth Edition. London. Printed for J. Marshall,

It the Bible in Gracechurch Street. 1734."

On the fly-leaf is the following note, in Scott's handwriting:— " This

book I read in early youth. I am ignorant whether it is altogether

Sctitious and written upon De Foe's plan, which it greatly resembles,

ar whether it is only an exaggerated account of the adventures of a real
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world I most longed to see, not so much for their intrinsic

merits, as because they bring back with vivid associations the

sentiments of my childhood— I might almost say infancy

Nothing ever disturbed my feelings more than when, sitting by

the old oak table, my aunt, Lady Raeburn, used to read the

lamentable catastrophe of the ship's departing without Cap-

tain Falconer, in consequence of the whole party making free

with lime-punch on the eve of its being launched. This and

Captain Bingfield,* I much wished to read once more, and I

owe the possession of both to your kindness. Everybody that

I see talks highly of your steady interest with the public,

wherewith, as I never doubted of it, I am pleased but not sur-

prised. We are just now leaving this for the winter : the

children went yesterday. Tom Purdie, Finella, and the grey-

hounds, all in excellent health ; the latter have not been

hunted this season ! ! ! Can add nothing more to excite your

admiration. Mrs. Scott sends her kind compliments.

" W. Scott."

person. It is very scarce, for, endeavouring to add it to the other

favourites of my infancy, I think I looked for it ten years to no pur-

pose, and at last owed it to the active kindness of Mr. Terry. Yet

Richard Falconer's adventures seem to have passed through several

editions."

* " The Travels and Adventures of William Bingfield, Esq., contain-

ing, as surprizing a Fluctuation of Circumstances, both by Sea and

Land, as ever befel one man. With An Accurate Account of the

Shape, Nature, and Properties of that most furious, and amazing Ani-

mal, the Dog-Bird. Printed from his own Manuscript. With a beauti-

ful Frontispiece. 2 Vols. 12mo. London:— Printed for E. Withers, at

the Seven Stars, in Fleet Street. 1753." On the fly-leaf of the first

volume Scott has written as follows :— "I read this scarce little Voyage

Imaginaire when I was about ten years old, and long after sought for a

copy without being able to find a person who would so much as ac-

knowledge having heard of William Bingfield or his Dog-birds, until

the indefatigable kindness of my friend Mr. Terry, of the Hay Market

made me master of this copy. I am therefore induced to think th«

book is o' very rare occurrence." [In consequence of these Notes

both Falconer and Bingfield have been recently reprinted in London

- 1839.]
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The following, dated a day after, refers to some lines

nrhich Mr. Morritt had sent him from Worthing.

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq. M. P., Worthing.

" Abbotsford, Nov. 11, 1814.

" My Dear Morritt,— I had your kind letter with the beau-

tiful verses. May the muse meet you often on the verge of

the sea or among your own woods of Rokeby ! May you have

spirits to profit by her visits (and that implies all good wishes

for the continuance of Mrs. M.'s convalescence), and may 1

often, by the fruits of your inspiration, have my share of pleas-

ure ! My muse is a Tyranness, and not a Christian queen,

and compels me to attend to longs and shorts, and I know not

what, when, God wot, I had rather be planting evergreens by

my new old fountain. You must know that, like the com-

plaint of a fine young boy who was complimented by a stran-

ger on his being a smart fellow, * I am sair halded down by

the bubbly jock.' In other words, the turkey cock, at the head

of a family of some forty or fifty infidels, lays waste all my
shrubs. In vain I remonstrate with Charlotte upon these oc-

casions ; she is in league with the hen-wife, the natural pro-

tectress of these pirates ; and I have only the inhuman conso-

lation that I may one day, like a cannibal, eat up my enemies.

This is but dull fun, but what else have I to tell you about ?

It would be worse if, like Justice Shallow's Davy, I should

consult you upon sowing down the headland with wheat. My
literary tormentor is a certain Lord of the Isles, famed for his

tyranny of yore, and not unjustly. I am bothering some tale

if him I have had long by me into a sort of romance. I think

you will like it : it is Scottified up to the teeth, and somehow

I feel myself like the liberated chiefs of the Bolliad, ' who
boast their native philabeg restored.' I believe the frolics one

can cut in this loose garb are all set down by you Sassenachs

to the real agility of the wearer, and not the brave, free, and

independent character of his clothing. It is, in a word, the

real Highland fling, and no one is supposed able to dance it

VOL. IV. 13
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but a native. I always thought that epithet of Gallia Brae-

cata implied subjugation, and was never surprised at Caesar's

easy conquests, considering that his Labienus and all his

merry men wore, as we say, bottomless breeks. Ever yours,

Well might he describe himself as being hard at work

with his Lord of the Isles. The date of Ballantyne's

letter to Miss Edgeworth (November 11), in which he

mentions the third Canto as completed ; that of the com-

munication from Mr. Train (November 18), on which so

much of Canto fifth was grounded ; and that of a note from

Scott to Ballantyne (December 16, 1814), announcing

that he had sent the last stanza of the poem : these dates,

taken together, afford conclusive evidence of the fiery

rapidity with which the three last Cantos of the Lord of

the Isles were composed.

He writes, on the 25th December, to Constable that

he " had corrected the last proofs, and was setting out

for Abbotsford to refresh the machine." And in what

did his refreshment of the machine consist? Besides

having written within this year the greater part— (al-

most I believe the whole)— of the Life of Swift—
Waverley— and the Lord of the Isles— he had given

two essays to the Encyclopaedia Supplement, and pub-

lished, with an Introduction and notes, one of the most

curious pieces of family history ever produced to the

world, on which he laboured with more than usual zeal

and diligence, from his warm affection for the noble rep-

resentative of its author. This inimitable " Memorie of

the Somervilles " came out in October ; and it was speed-

ily followed by an annotated reprint of the strange old

treatise, entitled, " Rowland's letting off the humours of

the blood in the head vein, 1611." He had also kep
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np his private correspondence on a scale which I believe

never to have been exemplified in the case of any other

person who wrote continually for the press— except, per-

haps, Voltaire ; and, to say nothing of strictly profes-

sional duties, he had, as a vast heap of documents now

before me proves, superintended from day to day, ex-

cept during his Hebridean voyage, the still perplexed

concerns of the Ballantynes, with a watchful assiduity

that might have done credit to the most diligent of trades-

men. The "machine" might truly require "refresh-

ment."

It was, as has been seen, on the 7th of November that

Scott acknowledged the receipt of that communication

from Mr. Train which included the story of the Gallo-

way astrologer. There can be no doubt that this story

recalled to his mind, if not the Durham ballad, the sim-

ilar but more detailed corruption of it which he had

heard told by his father's servant, John M'Kinlay, in the

days of George's Square and Green Breeks, and which

he has preserved in the introduction to Guy Mannering,

as the groundwork of that tale. It has been shown that

the three last Cantos of the Lord of the Isles were writ-

ten between the 11th of November and the 25th of De-

cember ; and it is therefore scarcely to be supposed that

any part of this novel had been penned before he thus

talked of " refreshing the machine." It is quite certain,

that when James Ballantyne wrote to Miss Edgeworth

on the 11th November, he could not have seen one page

of Guy Mannering, since he in that letter announces that

the new novel of his nameless friend would depict man-

ners more ancient than those of 1745. And yet it is

equally certain, that before th* Lord of the Isles was

published, which took place on the 18th of January 1815
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two volumes of Guy Mannering had been not only writ-

ten and copied by an amanuensis, but printed.

Scott thus writes to Morritt, in sending him his copy

of the Lord of the Isles :—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Worthing.

" Edinburgh, 19th January 1815.

" My Dear Morritt,— I have been very foolishly putting off

my writing until I should have time for a good long epistle

;

and it is astonishing what a number of trifles have interfered

to prevent my commencing on a great scale. The last of these

has been rather of an extraordinary kind, for your little friend

Walter has chose to make himself the town-talk, by taking

what seemed to be the small-pox, despite of vaccination in

infancy, and inoculation with the variolous matter thereafter,

which last I resorted to by way of making assurance double

sure. The medical gentleman who attended him is of opinion

that he has had the real small-pox, but it shall never be averred

by me— for the catastrophe of Tom Thumb is enough to deter

any thinking person from entering into a feud with the cows.

Walter is quite well again, which was the principal matter I

was interested in. We had very nearly been in a bad scrape,

for I had fixed the Monday on which he sickened, to take him

with me for the Christmas vacation to Abbotsford. It is prob-

able that he would not have pleaded headache when there was

such a party in view, especially as we were to shoot wild-

ducks one day together at Cauldshields Loch ; and what the

consequence of such a journey might have been, God alone

knows.

" I am clear of the Lord of the Isles, and I trust you have

your copy. It closes my poetic labours upon an extended

scale : but I dare say I shall always be dabbling in rhyme until

the solve senescentem. I have directed the copy to be sent to

Portland Place. I want to shake myself free of Waverley

and accordingly have made a considerable exertion to finislr
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Mi odd little tale within such time as will mystify the public, I

trust— unless they suppose me to be Briareus. Two volumes

are already printed, and the only persons in my confidence,

W. Erskine and Ballantyne, are of opinion that it is much
more interesting than Waverley. It is a tale of private life,

and only varied by the perilous exploits of smugglers and ex-

cisemen. The success of Waverley has given me a spare hun-

dred or two, which I have resolved to spend in London this

spring, bringing up Charlotte and Sophia with me. I do not

forget my English friends— but I fear they will forget me,

unless I show face now and then. My correspondence gradu-

ally drops, as must happen when people do not meet ; and I

long to see Ellis, Heber, Gifford, and one or two more. I do

not include Mrs. Morritt and you, because we are much nearer

neighbours, and within a whoop and a holla in comparison. I

think we should come up by sea, if I were not a little afraid of

Charlotte being startled by the March winds— for our vaca-

tion begins 12th March.

" You will have heard of poor Caberfae's death ? What a

pity it is he should have outlived his promising young repre-

sentative. His state was truly pitiable— all his fine faculties

lost in paralytic imbecility, and yet not so entirely so but that

he perceived his deprivation as in a glass darkly. Sometimes

he was fretful and anxious because he did not see his son;

sometimes he expostulated and complained that his boy had

been allowed to die without his seeing him ; and sometimes, in

a less clouded state of intellect, he was sensible of, and la-

mented his loss in its full extent. These, indeed, are the

' fears of the brave and follies of the wise,' * which sadden

and humiliate the lingering hours of prolonged existence.

Our friend Lady Hood will now be Caberfae herself. She

has the spirit of a chieftainess in every drop of her blood, but

there are few situations in which the cleverest women are so

apt to be imposed upon as in the management of landed prop*

irty, more especially of an Highland estate. I do fear the

* Johnson's Vanity of Human Wishes.
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accomplishment of the prophecy, that when there should be a

deaf Caberfae, the house was to fall.*

" I am delighted to find Mrs. Morritt is recovering health

and strength— better walking on the beach at Worthing than

on the plainstanes of Prince's Street, for the weather is very

severe here indeed. I trust Mrs. M. will, in her milder climate,

lay in such a stock of health and strength as may enable you

to face the north in Autumn. I have got the nicest crib for

you possible, just about twelve feet square, and in the har-

monious vicinity of a piggery. You never saw so minute an

establishment,— but it has all that we wish for, and all our

friends will care about ; and we long to see you there. Char-

lotte sends the kindest remembrances to Mrs. Morritt.

" As for politics, I have thought little about them lately ; the

high and exciting interest is so completely subsided, that the

wine is upon the lees. As for America, we have so managed
as to give her the appearance of triumph, and what is worse,

encouragement to resume the war upon a more favourable op-

portunity. It was our business to have given them a fearful

* Francis Lord Seaforth died 11th January 1815, in his 60th year,

having outlived four sons, all of high promise. His title died with

him, and he was succeeded in his estates by his daughter Lady Hood,
now the Hon. Mrs. Stewart Mackenzie of Seaforth. — See some verses

on Lord Seaforth's death, in Scott's Poetical Works, p. 647, Edit.

1841. The Celtic designation of the chief of the clan MacKenzie,

Caberfae, means Staghead, the bearing of the family. The prophecy

which Scott alludes to in this letter, is also mentioned by Sir Hum-
phrey Davy in one of his Journals; (see his Life, by Dr. Davy, vol. ii.

p. 72)— and it was, if the account be correct, a most extraordinary

one, for it connected the fall of the house of Seaforth not only with

the appearance of a deaf Caberfae, but with the contemporaneous ap-

pearance of various different physical misfortunes in several of the

other great Highland chiefs ; all of which are said— and were cer-

tainly believed both by Scott and Davy— to have actually occurred

within the memory of the generation that has not yet passed away.

Mr. Morritt can testify thus far— that he " heard the prophecy quoted

m the Highlands at a time when Lord Seaforth had two sons bott

alive and in good health— so that it certainly was not made apret

covp."
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memento that the babe unborn should have remembered ; but,

having missed this opportunity, I believe that this country

would submit with great reluctance to continue a war, for

which there is really no specific object. As for the continental

monarchs, there is no guessing what the folly of Kings and

Ministers may do ; but God knows ! would any of them look

at home, enough is to be done which might strengthen and im-

prove their dominions in a different manner than by mere ex-

tension. I trust Ministers will go out rather than be engaged

in war again, upon any account. If France is wise (I have no

fear that any superfluous feeling of humanity will stand in the

way), she will send 10,000 of her most refractory troops to

fight with Christophe and the yellow fever in the Island of St.

Domingo, and then I presume they may sit down in quiet at

home.

" But my sheet grows to an end, and so does the pleading

of the learned counsel, who is thumping the poor bar as I

write. He hems twice. Forward, sweet Orator Higgins !
—

at least till I sign myself, Dear Morritt, your most truly,

"Walter Scott."

Guy Mannering was published on the 24th of Febru-

ary— that is, exactly two months after the Lord of the

Isles was dismissed from the author's desk ; and— mak-

ing but a narrow allowance for the operations of the

transcriber, printer, bookseller, &c, I think the dates I

have gathered together, confirm the accuracy of what I

have often heard Scott say, that his second novel "was
the work of six weeks at a Christmas." Such was his

recipe " for refreshing the machine."

I am sorry to have to add, that the severity of labour,

like the repetition of it which had such deplorable effects

at a later period of his life, was the result of his anxiety

to acquit himself of obligations arising out of his connex-

ion with the commercial speculations of the Ballantynes.
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The approach of Christmas 1814 brought with it the

prospect of such a recurrence of difficulties about the

discount of John's bills, as to render it absolutely neces-

sary that Scott should either apply again for assistance to

his private friends, or task his literary powers with some

such extravagant effort as has now been recorded. The
great object, which was still to get rid of the heavy stock

that had been accumulated before the storm of May 1813,

at length determined the chief partner to break up, as

soon as possible, the concern which his own sanguine

rashness, and the gross irregularities of his mercurial

lieutenant, had so lamentably perplexed ; but Constable,

having already enabled the firm to avoid public exposure

more than once, was not now, any more than when he

made his contract for the Lord of the Isles, disposed

to burden himself with an additional load of Weber's

" Beaumont and Fletcher," and other almost as unsale-

able books. While they were still in hopes of overcoming

his scruples, it happened that a worthy friend of Scott's,

the late Mr. Charles Erskine, his sheriff-substitute in

Selkirkshire, had immediate occasion for a sum of money

which he had some time before advanced, at Scott's per-

sonal request, to the firm of John Ballantyne and Com-

pany ; and on receiving his application, Scott wrote as

follows :
—

" To Mr. John Ballantyne, Bookseller, Edinburgh.

" Abbotsford, Oct. 14, 1814.

"Dear John,— Charles Erskine wishes his money, as he

has made a purchase of land. This is a new perplexity— for

paid he must be forthwith— as his advance was friendly and

confidential. I do not at this moment see how it is to be

raised, but believe I shall find means. In the meanwhile, it

will be necessary to propitiate the Leviathans of Paternoster-
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row. My idea is, that you or James should write to them to

the following effect :— That a novel is offered you by the

Author of Waverley ; that the Author is desirous it should be

out before Mr. Scott's poem, or as soon thereafter as possible
;

and that having resolved, as they are aware, to relinquish pub-

lishing, you only wish to avail yourselves of this offer to the

extent of helping off some of your stock. I leave it to you to

consider whether you should condescend on any particular

work to offer them as bread to their butter— or on any par-

ticular amount— as £500. One thing must be provided, that

Constable shares to the extent of the Scottish sale— they,

however, managing. My reason for letting them have this

Bcent of roast meat is, in case it should be necessary for us to

apply to them to renew bills in December. Yours, W. S."

Upon receiving this letter, John Ballantyne suggested

to Scott that he should be allowed to offer, not only the

new novel, but the next edition of Waverley, to Longman,

Murray, or Blackwood— in the hope that the prospect

of being let in to the profits of the already established

favourite, would overcome effectually the hesitation of

one or other of these houses about venturing on the en-

cumbrance which Constable seemed to shrink from with

such pertinacity ; but upon this ingenious proposition

Scott at once set his veto. He writes (Oct. 17, 1804:

" Dear John,— Your expedients are all wretched, as far as

regards me. I never will give Constable, or any one, room to

say I have broken my word with him in the slightest degree.

If I lose everything else, I will at least keep my honour un-

blemished ; and I do hold myself bound in honour to offer him

a Waverley, while he shall continue to comply with the condi-

tions annexed. I intend the new novel to operate as some-

thing more permanent than a mere accommodation ; and if I

can but be permitted to do so, I will print it before it is sold to

%ny one, and then propose, first to Constable and Longman -•
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second, to Murray and Blackwood— to take the whole at such

a rate as will give them one-half of the fair profits
;
granting

acceptances which, upon an edition of 3000, which we shall be

quite authorized to print, will amount to an immediate command
of £1500 ; and to this we may couple the condition, that they

must take £500 or £600 of the old stock. I own I am not so-

licitous to deal with Constable alone, nor am I at all bound to

offer him the new novel on any terms ; but he, knowing of the

intention, may expect to be treated with, at least, although it

is possible we may not deal. However, if Murray and Black-

wood were to come forward with any handsome proposal as to

the stock, I should certainly have no objection to James's giv-

ing the pledge of the Author of W. for his next work. You
are like the crane in the fable, when you boast of not having

got anything from the business
;
you may thank God that it

did not bite your head off. Would to God I were at let-a-be

for let-a-be ;— but you have done your best, and so must I.

" Yours truly, W. S."

Both Mr. Murray, and Longman's partner, Mr. Rees,

were in Scotland about this time ; and the former at least

paid Scott a visit at Abbotsford. Of course, however,

whatever propositions they may have made, were re-

ceived by one or other of the Ballantynes. The result

was, that the house of Longman undertook Guy Man-

nering on the terms dictated by Scott— namely, granting

bills for £1500, and relieving John Ballantyne & Com-

pany of stock to the extent of £500 more ; and Consta-

ble's first information of the transaction was from Messrs.

Longman themselves, when they, in compliance with

Scott's wish, as signified in the letter last quoted, offered

him a share in the edition which they had purchased.

Wilh one or two exceptions, originating in circumstances

uearly similar, the house of Constable published all the

subsequent series of the Waverley Novels.
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I must not, however, forget that The Lord of the

hies was published a month before Guy Mannering.

The poem was received with an interest much height-

ened by the recent and growing success of the mysteri-

ous Waverley. Its appearance, so rapidly following that

novel, and accompanied with the announcement of an-

other prose tale, just about to be published, by the same

hand, puzzled and confounded the mob of dulness.* The

more sagacious few said to themselves— Scott is making

one serious effort more in his old line, and by this it wiJl

be determined whether he does or does not altogether re

nounce that for his new one.

The Edinburgh Review on the Lord of the Isles begins

with—
u Here is another genuine Lay of the Great Minstrel, with

all his characteristic faults, beauties, and irregularities. The

same glow of colouring— the same energy of narration— the

same amplitude of description are conspicuous— with the

same still more characteristic disdain of puny graces and small

originalities— the true poetical hardihood, in the strength of

which he urges on his Pegasus fearlessly through dense and

rare, and aiming gallantly at the great ends of truth and effect,

stoops but rarely to study the means by which they are to be

attained ; avails himself without scruple of common sentiments

and common images wherever they seem fitted for his purpose

;

and is original by the very boldness of his borrowing, and im-

pressive by his disregard of epigram and emphasis.''

The conclusion of the contemporaneous article in the

Quarterly Review, is as follows :
—

* John Ballantyne put forth the following paragraph in the Scot's

Magazine of December 1814:—
" Mr. Scott's poem of the Lord of the Isles will appear early in Jan-

nary. The Author of Waverley is about to amuse the public with a

*ew novel, in three volumes, entitled Guy Mannering."
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" The many beautiful passages which we have extracted

from the poem, combined with the brief remarks subjoined to

each canto, will sufficiently show, that although the Lord of the

Isles is not likely to add very much to the reputation of Mr.

Scott, yet this must be imputed rather to the greatness of his

previous reputation, than to the absolute inferiority of the

poem itself. Unfortunately, its merits are merely incidental,

while its defects are mixed up with the very elements of the

poem. But it is not in the power of Mr. Scott to write with

tameness ; be the subject what it will (and he could not easily

have chosen one more impracticable), he impresses upon what-

ever scenes he describes so much movement and activity,— he

infuses into his narrative such a flow of life, and, if we may so

express ourselves, of animal spirits, that without satisfying the

judgment, or moving the feelings, or elevating the mind, or

even very greatly interesting the curiosity, he is able to seize

upon, and, as it were, exhilarate the imagination of his readers,

in a manner which is often truly unaccountable. This quality

Mr. Scott possesses in an admirable degree ; and supposing

that he had no other object in view than to convince the world

of the great poetical powers with which he is gifted, the poem
before us would be quite sufficient for his purpose. But this is

of very inferior importance to the public ; what they want is a

good poem, and, as experience has shown, this can only be

constructed upon a solid foundation of taste, and judgment,

and meditation."

These passages appear to me to condense the result of

deliberate and candid reflection, and I have therefore

moted them. The most important remarks of either Es-

sayist on the details of the plot and execution are an-

nexed to the last edition of the poem ; and show such an

exact coincidence of judgment in two masters of their

calling, as had not hitherto been exemplified in the pro-

fessional criticism of his metrical romances. The de-

fects which both point out, are, I presume, but too con*
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pletely explained by the preceding statement of the rapid-

ity with which this, the last of those great performances,

had been thrown off; nor do I see that either Reviewer

has failed to do sufficient justice to the beauties which re-

deem the imperfections of the Lord of the Isles— excejt

as regards the whole character of Bruce, its real hero,

and the picture of the Battle of Bannockburn, which, now

that one can compare these works from something like

the same point of view, does not appear to me in the

slightest particular inferior to the Flodden of Marmion.

This poem is now, I believe, about as popular as

Rokeby ; but it has never reached the same station in

general favor with the Lay, Marmion, or the Lady of the

Lake. The first edition of 1800 copies in quarto, was,

however, rapidly disposed of, and the separate editions in

8vo, which ensued before his poetical works were col-

lected, amounted together to 12,250 copies. This, in the

case of almost any other author, would have been splen-

did success ; but as compared with what he had pre-

viously experienced, even in his Rokeby, and still more

so as compared with the enormous circulation at once at-

tained by Lord Byron's early tales, which were then fol-

lowing each other in almost breathless succession, the

falling off was decided. One evening, some days after

the poem had been published, Scott requested James Bal-

lantyne to call on him, and the Printer found him alone

in his library, working at the third volume of Guy Man-
nering. I give what follows from Ballantyne's Memo-

randa

:

" * Well, James/ he said, ' I have given you a week—
what are people saying about the Lord of the Isles ?

'

[ hesitated a little, after the fashion of Gil Bias, but he

speedily brought the matter to a point— ' Come/ he said,
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speak out, my good fellow ; what has put it into your

head to be on so much ceremony weth me all of a sud-

den? But, I see how it is, the result is given in one

word— Disappointment.' My silence admitted his infer-

ence to the fullest extent. His countenance certainly did

look rather blank for a few seconds; in truth, he had

been wholly unprepared for the event ; for it is a singu-

lar fact, that before the public, or rather the booksellers,

had given their decision, he no more knew whether he

had written well or ill, than whether a die thrown out of

a box was to turn up a size or an ace. However, he in-

stantly resumed his spirits, and expressed his wonder

rather that his poetical popularity should have lasted so

long, than that it should have now at last given way.

At length he said, with perfect cheerfulness, ' Well, well,

James, so be it— but you know we must not droop, for

we can't afford to give over. Since one line has failed,

we must just stick to something else
:

'— and so he dis-

missed me and resumed his novel."

Ballantyne concludes the anecdote in these words :—
u He spoke thus, probably unaware of the undiscovered

wonders then slumbering in his mind. Yet still he could

not but have felt that the production of a few poems was

nothing in comparison of what must be in reserve for

him, for he was at this time scarcely more than forty.*

An evening or two after, I called again on him, and found

on the table a copy of the Giaour, which he seemed to

have been reading. Having an enthusiastic young lady

in my house, I asked him if I might carry the book home

with me, but chancing to glance on the autograph blazon

To the Monarch of Parnassus from one of his subjects^

instantly retracted my request, and said I had not ob»

* He was not forty-four till August 1815.
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served Lord Byron's inscription before. 4 What inscrip-

tion ?
' said he ; * O yes, I had forgot, but inscription or

no inscription, you are equally welcome.' I again took it

up, and he continued— 'James, Byron hits the mark

where I don't even pretend to fledge my arrow.' At
this time he had never seen Byron, but I knew he meant

Boon to be in London, when, no doubt, the mighty con-

summation of the meeting of the two bards would be ac-

complished ; and I ventured to say that he must be look-

ing forward to it with some interest. His countenance

became fixed, and he answered impressively, ' O, of

course.' In a minute or two afterwards he rose from his

chair, paced the room at a very rapid rate, which was his

practice in certain moods of mind, then made a dead halt,

and bursting into an extravaganza of laughter, ' James/

cried he, ' I'll tell you what Byron should say to me
when we are about to accost each other—

" Art thou the man whom men famed Grizzle call? "

And then how germane would be my answer—
"Art thou the still more famed Tom Thumb the small? "

This," says the printer, " is a specimen of his peculiar

humour ; it kept him full of mirth for the rest of the

evening."

The whole of the scene strikes me as equally and de-

lightfully characteristic ; I may add, hardly more so of

Scott than of his printer; for Ballantyne, with all his

profound worship of his friend and benefactor, was in

truth, even more than he, an undoubting acquiescer in

" the decision of the public, or rather of the booksellers ;

"

and among the many absurdities into which his rever-

ence for the popedom of Paternoster Row led him, I
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never could but consider with special astonishment, the

facility with which he seemed to have adopted the notion

that the Byron of 1814 was really entitled to supplant

Scott as a popular poet. Appreciating, as a man of his

talents could hardly fail to do, the splendidly original

glow and depth of Childe Harold, he always appeared to

me quite blind to the fact, that in the Giaour, in the

Bride of Abydos, in Parisina, and indeed in all his early

serious narratives, Byron owed at least half his success

to clever, though perhaps unconscious imitation of Scott,

and no trivial share of the rest to the lavish use of ma-
terials which Scott never employed, only because his

genius was, from the beginning to the end of his career,

under the guidance of high and chivalrous feelings of

moral rectitude. All this Lord Byron himself seems

to have felt most completely— as witness the whole se-

quence of his letters and diaries ;
* and I think 1 see

many symptoms that both the decision of the million, and

its index, " the decision of the booksellers," tend the same

way at present ; but my business is to record, as far as

my means may permit, the growth and structure of one

great mind, and the effect which it produced upon the

actual witnesses of its manifestations, not to obtrude th

conjectures of a partial individual as to what rank poster-

ity may assign it amongst or above contemporary rivals.

* E. G. " If they want to depose Scott, I only wish they would not

set me up as a competitor. I like the man— and admire his works tc

ivhat Mr. Braham calls Entusymusy. All such stuff can only vex him,

and do me no good." —Byron (1813), vol. ii. p. 259.

" Scott is certainly the most wonderful writer of the day. His nov«

els are a new literature in themselves, and his poetry as good as any

— if not better— (only on an erroneous system)— and only ceased to

be popular, because the vulgar learned were tired of hearing ' Aris.

tides called the Just ' and Scot* the Best, and ostracised him." — By-

eon (1821), vol. v. p. 72.



LETTER TO LORD BYRON. 209

The following letter was addressed to Lord Byron on

the receipt of that copy of the Giaour to which Mr.

Ballantyne's Memorandum refers : I believe the inscrip-

tion to Scott first appeared on the ninth edition of the

poem:

" To the Right Hon. Lord Byron, London.

** My Lord,— I have long owed you my best thanks for the

uncommon pleasure I had in perusing your high-spirited

Turkish fragment. But I should hardly have ventured to

offer them, well knowing how you must be overwhelmed by

volunteer intrusions of approbation— (which always look as

if the writer valued his opinion at fully more than it may be

worth)— unless I had to-day learned that I have an apology

for entering upon the subject, from your having so kindly sent

me a copy of the poem. I did not receive it sooner, owing to

my absence from Edinburgh, where it had been lying quietly

at my house in Castle Street ; so that I must have seemed un-

grateful, when, in truth, I was only modest. The last offence

may be forgiven, as not common in a lawyer and poet ; the

first is said to be equal to the crime of witchcraft, but many
an act of my life hath shown that I am no conjurer. If I

were, however, ten times more modest than twenty years' at-

tendance at the Bar renders probable, your flattering inscrip-

tion would cure me of so unfashionable a malady. I might,

indeed, lately have had a legal title to as much supremacy on

Parnassus as can be conferred by a sign-manual, for I had a

very flattering offer of the laurel ; but as I felt obliged, for a

great many reasons, to decline it, I am altogether unconscious

of any other title to sit high upon the forked hill.

" To return to the Giaour ; I had lent my first edition, but

the whole being imprinted in my memory, I had no difficulty

in tracing the additions, which are great improvements, as I

should have conjectured aforehand merely from their being

additions. I hope your Lordship intends to proceed with this

fascinating style of composition. You have access to a stream

VOL. iv. 14
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of sc ntiments, imagery, and manners, which are so little known
to us as to convey all the interest of novelty, yet so endeared

to us by the early perusal of Eastern tales, that we .are not

embarrassed with utter ignorance upon the subject. Vathek,

bating some passages, would have made a charming subject for

a tale. The conclusion is truly grand. I would give a good

deal to know the originals from which it was drawn. Excuse

this hasty scrawl, and believe me, my Lord, your Lordship's

much obliged, very humble servant, Walter Scott."

If January brought the writer of this letter " disap-

pointment," there was abundant consolation in store for

February 1815. Guy Mannering was received with

eager curiosity, and pronounced by acclamation fully

worthy to share the honours of Waverley. The easy

transparent flow of its style; the beautiful simplicity,

and here and there the wild solemn magnificence of its

sketches of scenery ; the rapid, ever-heightening interest

of the narrative ; the unaffected kindliness of feeling, the

manly purity of thought, everywhere mingled with a

gentle humour and a homely sagacity ; but, above all,

the rich variety and skilful contrast of characters and

manners, at once fresh in fiction, and stamped with the

unforgeable seal of truth and nature : these were charms

that spoke to every heart and mind ; and the few mur-

murs of pedantic criticism were lost in the voice of gen-

eral delight, which never fails to welcome the invention

that introduces to the sympathy of imagination a new

group of immortal realities.

The earlier chapters of the present narrative have

anticipated much of what I might, perhaps with better

judgment, have reserved for this page. Taken together

with the author's introduction and notes, those anecdotes

of his days of youthful wandering must, however, have
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enabled the reader to trace almost as minutely as he

could wish, the sources from which the novelist drew his

materials, both of scenery and character; and the Dur-

ham Garland, which I print in the Appendix to this

volume, exhausts my information concerning the hum-

ble groundwork on which fancy reared this delicious

romance.*

The first edition was, like that of Waverley, in three

little volumes, with a humility of paper and printing

which the meanest novelist would now disdain to imitate

;

the price a guinea. The 2000 copies of which it con-

sisted were sold the day after the publication ; and within

three months came a second and a third impression, mak-

ing together 5000 copies more. The sale, before those

novels began to be collected, had reached nearly 10,000

;

and since then (to say nothing of foreign reprints of the

text, and myriads of translations into every tongue of

Europe) the domestic sale has amounted to 50,000.

On the rising of the Court of Session in March, Mr.

and Mrs. Scott went by sea to London with their eldest

girl, whom, being yet too young for general society, they

again deposited with Joanna Baillie at Hampstead, while

* I leave my text as it stood in the former editions ; but since the

last of these appeared, a writer in the Gentleman's Magazine (July

1840) has pointed out some very remarkable coincidences between the

narrative of Guy Mannering and the very singular history of James

Annesley, claimant in 1743 of the honours and estates of the Earls of

Anglesey, in Ireland. That Sir Walter must have read the records of

his celebrated trial, as well as Smollett's edition of the story in Pere-

grine Pickle, there can be no doubt. How the circumstance had not

recurred to his memory when writing the explanatory Introduction tc

his Novel, I can offer no conjecture. Very possibly the " Garland"

itself may have been framed after the Annesley trial took place.—

[1841.]
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they themselves resumed, for two months, their usual

quarters at kind Miss Dumergue's in Piccadilly. Six

years had elapsed since Scott last appeared in the me-

tropolis ; and brilliant as his reception had then been, it

was still more so on the present occasion. Scotland had

been visited in the interim, chiefly from the interest ex-

cited by his writings, by crowds of the English nobility

most of whom had found introduction to his personal ac-

quaintance— not a few had partaken of his hospitality at

Ashestiel or Abbotsford. The generation among whom,

I presume, a genius of this order feels his own influence

with the proudest and sweetest confidence— on whose

fresh minds and ears he has himself made the first in-

delible impressions— the generation with whose earliest

romance of the heart and fancy his idea had been blend-

ed, was now grown to the full stature ; the success of

these recent novels, seen on every table, the subject of

every conversation, had, with those who did not doubt

their parentage, far more than counterweighed his dec-

lination, dubious after all, in the poetical balance ; while

the mystery that hung over them quickened the curiosity

of the hesitating and conjecturing many— and the name

on which ever and anon some new circumstance accumu-

lated stronger suspicion, loomed larger through the haze

in which he had thought fit to envelop it. Moreover, this

was a period of high national pride and excitement.

" O who, that shared them, ever shall forget

The emotions of the spirit-rousing time,

When breathless in the mart the couriers met,

Early and late, at evening and at prime

;

When the loud cannon, and the merry chime

Hail'd news on news, as field on field was won,

When Hope, long doubtful, soared at length sublime,

And our glad eyes, awake as day begun,

Watch'd Joy's broad banner rise, to meet the rising sun?
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** these were hours, when thrilling joy repaid

A long, long course of darkness, doubts, and fears

!

The heart-sick faintness of the hope delayed,

The waste, the woe, the bloodshed, and the tears

That tracked with terror twenty rolling years—
All was forgot in that blithe jubilee.

Her downcast eye even pale Affliction rears,

To sigh a thankful prayer amid the glee

That hailed the Despot's fall, and peace and liberty ! " *

At such a time, Prince and people were well prepared

to hail him who, more perhaps than any other master of

the pen, had contributed to sustain the spirit of England

throughout the struggle, which was as yet supposed to

have been terminated on the field of Thoulouse. " Thank

Heaven you are coming at last"— Joanna Baillie had

written a month or two before— " Make up your mind

to be stared at only a little less than the Czar of Mus-

covy, or old Bliicher."

And now took place James Ballantyne's " mighty con-

summation of the meeting of the two bards." Scott's

own account of it, in a letter to Mr. Moore, must have

been seen by most of my readers ; yet I think it ought

also to find a place here. He says—
" It was in the spring of 1815, that, chancing to be in Lon-

don, I had the advantage of a personal introduction to Lord

Byron. Report had prepared me to meet a man of peculiar

habits and a quick temper, and I had some doubts whether we
were likely to suit each other in society. I was most agree-

ably disappointed in this respect. I found Lord Byron in the

highest degree courteous, and even kind. We met for an

hour or two almost daily, in Mr. Murray's drawing-room, and

found a great deal to say to each other. We also met fre-

quently in parties and evening society, so that for about two

months I had the advantage of a considerable intimacy with

* Lord of the Isles, Canto vx.



214 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

this distinguished individual. Our sentiments agreed a good

deal, except upon the subjects of religion and politics, upon

neither of which I was inclined to believe that Lord Byron

entertained very fixed opinions. I remember saying to him,

that I really thought that if he lived a few years he would

alter his sentiments. He answered, rather sharply— ' I sup-

pose you are one of those who prophesy I shall turn Method-

ist.' I replied— ' No— I don't expect your conversion to be

of such an ordinary kind. I would rather look to see you re-

treat upon the Catholic faith, and distinguish yourself by the

austerity of your penances. The species of religion to which

you must, or may, one day attach yourself, must exercise a

strong power on the imagination.' He smiled gravely, and

seemed to allow I might be right.

" On politics, he used sometimes to express a high strain of

what is now called Liberalism ; but it appeared to me that

the pleasure it afforded him, as a vehicle for displaying his

wit and satire against individuals in office, was at the bottom

of this habit of thinking, rather than any real conviction of

the political principles on which he talked. He was certainly

proud of his rank and ancient family, and, in that respect, as

much an aristocrat as was consistent with good sense and good

oreeding. Some disgusts, how adopted I know not, seemed to

me to have given this peculiar and (as it appeared to me) con-

tradictory cast of mind ; but, at heart, I would have termed

Byron a patrician on principle.

" Lord Byron's reading did not seem to me to have been

very extensive, either in poetry or history. Having the ad-

vantage of him in that respect, and possessing a good compe-

tent share of such reading as is little read, I was sometimes

able to put under his eye objects which had for him the inter-

est of novelty. I remember particularly repeating to him th&

fine poem of Hardyknute, an imitation of the old Scottish bal-

.iad, with which he was so much affected, that some one who
was in the same apartment asked me what I could possibly

have been telling Byron by which he was so much agitated

"I saw Byron for the last time in 1815, after I returned
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from France. He dined, or lunched, with me at Long's, in

Bond Street. I never saw him so full of gaiety and good-

humour, to which the presence of Mr. Mathews, the comedian,

added not a little. Poor Terry was also present. After one

of the gayest parties I ever was present at, my fellow-traveller,

Mr. Scott of Gala, and I, set off for Scotland, and I never saw

Lord Byron again. Several letters passed between us— one

perhaps every half-year. Like the old heroes in Homer, we
exchanged gifts. I gave Byron a beautiful dagger mounted

with gold, which had been the property of the redoubted Elfi

Bey. But I was to play the part of Diomed in the Iliad, for

Byron sent me, some time after, a large sepulchral vase of sil-

ver. It was full of dead men's bones, and had inscriptions on

two sides of the base. One ran thus :
—

' The bones contained

in this urn were found in certain ancient sepulchres within the

long walls of Athens, in the month of February 1811.' The

other face bears the lines of Juvenal— l Expende— quot libras

in duce summo invenies?—Mors solafatetur quantula sint hom-

inum corpuscula.'

" To these I have added a third inscription, in these words
—

» The gift of Lord Byron to Walter Scott.' * There was a

letter with this vase, more valuable to me than the gift itself,

from the kindness with which the donor expressed himself to-

wards me. I left it naturally in the urn with the bones ; but

it is now missing. As the theft was not of a nature to be prac-

tised by a mere domestic, I am compelled to suspect the inhos-

pitality of some individual of higher station, most gratuitously

exercised certainly, since, after what I have here said, no one

will probably choose to boast of possessing this literary curi-

osity.

* Mr. Murray had, at the time of giving the vase, suggested to Lord

Byron, that it would increase the value of the gift to add some such

inscription ; but the noble poet answered modestly—
" April 9, 1815. — Dear Murray, I have a great objection to your

proposition about inscribing tbe vase— which is, that it would appear

Mtentctiious on my part; and of course I must send it as it is, without

%ny alteration. Yours ever, Byron."
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" We had a good deal of laughing I remember, on what the

public might be supposed to think, or say, concerning the

gloomy and ominous nature of our mutual gifts.

" I think I can add little more to my recollections of Byron.

He was often melancholy— almost gloomy. When I observed

him in this humour, I used either to wait till it went off of its

own accord, or till some natural and easy mode occurred of

leading him into conversation, when the shadows almost alwayi

left his countenance, like the mist rising from a landscape. In

conversation he was very animated.

"I met with him very frequently in society; our mutual

acquaintances doing me the honour to think that he liked to

meet with me. Some very agreeable parties I can recollect—
particularly one at Sir George Beaumont's— where the amia-

ble landlord had assembled some persons distinguished for tal-

ent. Of these I need only mention the late Sir Humphrey
Davy, whose talents for literature were as remarkable as his

empire over science. Mr. Richard Sharpe and Mr. Rogers

were also present.

" I think I also remarked in Byron's temper starts of sus-

picion, when he seemed to pause and consider whether there

had not been a secret, and perhaps offensive, meaning in some-

thing casually said to him. In this case, I also judged it best

to let his mind, like a troubled spring, work itself clear, which

it did in a minute or two. I was considerably older, you will

recollect, than my noble friend, and had no reason to fear his

misconstruing my sentiments towards him, nor had I ever the

slightest reason to doubt that they were kindly returned on his

part. If I had occasion to be mortified by the display of gen-

ius which threw into the shade such pretensions as I was then

supposed to possess, I might console myself that, in my own

case, the materials of mental happiness had been mingled in a

greater proportion.

" I rummage my brains in vain for what often rushes into

my head unbidden— little traits and sayings which recall his

looks, manner, tone, and gestures; and I have always con-

tinued to think that a crisis of life was arrived, in which a new
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career of fame was opened to him, and that had he been per-

mitted to start upon it, he would have obliterated the memory

of such parts of his life as friends would wish to forget."

I have nothing to add to this interesting passage, ex-

cept that Joanna Baillie's tragedy of The Family Legend

being performed at one of the theatres during Scott's stay

in town, Lord Byron accompanied the authoress and

Mr. and Mrs. Scott to witness the representation ; and

that the vase with the Attic bones appears to have been

Bent to Scott very soon after his arrival in London, not,

as Mr. Moore had gathered from the hasty diction of his

" Reminiscences," at some " subsequent period of their

acquaintance." This is sufficiently proved by the follow-

ing note :
—

" To the Right Honourable Lord Byron, fyc. #*c.

" Piccadilly, Monday.

** My Dear Lord,— I am not a little ashamed of the value

of the shrine in which your Lordship has inclosed the Attic re-

liques ; but were it yet more costly, the circumstance could not

add value to it in my estimation, when considered as a pledge

of your Lordship's regard and friendship. The principal pleas-

ure which I have derived from my connexion with literature,

has been the access which it has given me to those who are

distinguished by talents and accomplishments ; and, standing

so high as your Lordship justly does in that rank, my satisfac-

tion in making your acquaintance has been proportionally

great. It is one of those wishes which, after having been long

and earnestly entertained, I have found completely gratified

upon becoming personally known to you ; and I trust you will

permit me to profit by it frequently, during my stay in town.

I am, my dear Lord, your truly ODliged and faithful

" Walter Scott."

It was also in the spring of 1815 that Scott had, fop
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the first time, the honor of being presented to the Prince

Regent. His Royal Highness had (as has been seen

from a letter to Joanna Baillie, already quoted) signified,

more than a year before this time, his wish that the poet

should revisit London— and, on reading his Edinburgh

Address in particular, he said to Mr. Dundas, that " Wal-

ter Scott's charming behaviour about the laureateship had

made him doubly desirous of seeing him at Carlton

House." More lately, on receiving a copy of the Lord

of the Isles, his Royal Highness's librarian had been

commanded to write to him in these terms :—

" To Walter Scott, Esq., Edinburgh.

" Carlton House, January 19, 1815.

" My Dear Sir,— You are deservedly so great a favourite

with the Prince Regent, that his librarian is not only directed

to return you the thanks of his Royal Highness for your valu-

able present, but to inform you that the Prince Regent par-

ticularly wishes to see you whenever you come to London;

and desires you will always, when you are there, come into his

library whenever you please. Believe me always, with sin-

cerity, one of your warmest admirers, and most obliged friends,

" J. S. Clarke."

On hearing from Mr. Croker (then Secretary to the

Admiralty) that Scott was to be in town by the middle of

March, the Prince said— " Let me know when he comes,

and I'll get up a snug little dinner that will suit him

:

"

and, after he had been presented and graciously received

at the levee, he was invited to dinner accordingly, through

his excellent friend Mr. Adam (now Lord Chief Commis-

ion«r of the Jury Court m Scotland),* who at that time

* This most amiable and venerable gentleman, my dear and kind

friend, died at Edinburgh on the 17th February 1839, in the 89th yea.
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held a confidential office in the royal household. The

Regent had consulted with Mr. Adam also as to the com-

position of the party. " Let us have," said he, " just a

few friends of his own— and the more Scotch the bet-

ter ; " and both the Chief Commissioner and Mr. Croker

assure me that the party was the most interesting and

agreeable one in their recollection. It comprised, I be-

lieve, the Duke of York— the late Duke of Gordon

(then Marquess of Huntly) — the Marquess of Hertford

(then Lord Yarmouth) — the Earl of Fife— and Scott's

early friend Lord Melville. " The Prince and Scott,"

says Mr. Croker, " were the two most brilliant story-tel-

lers in their several ways, that I have ever happened to

meet ; they were both aware of their forte, and both ex-

erted themselves that evening with delightful effect. On
going home, I really could not decide which of them had

shone the most. The Regent was enchanted with Scott,

as Scott with him ; and on all his subsequent visits to

London, he was a frequent guest at the royal table."

The Lord Chief Commissioner remembers that the

Prince was particularly delighted with the poet's anec-

dotes of the old Scotch judges and lawyers, which his

Royal Highness sometimes capped by ludicrous traits of

certain ermine sages of his own acquaintance. Scott

told, among others, a story, which he was fond of telling

;

and the commentary of his Royal Highness on hearing it

amused Scott, who often mentioned it afterwards. The
anecdote is this:—A certain Judge, whenever he went

of his age. He retained his strong mental faculties in their perfect

vigour to the last days of this long life, and with them all the warmth
of social feelings which had endeared him to all who were so happy as

\o have any opportunity of knowing him. The reader will find an

affectionate tribute to his worth, from Sir Walter Scott's Diary, in a

tubsequent volume of these Memoirs.— [March 1839.]



220 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

on a particular circuit, was in the habit of visiting a gen-

tleman of good fortune in the neighbourhood of one of the

assize towns, and staying at least one night, which, being

both of them ardent chess-players, they usually con-

cluded with their favourite game. One Spring circuit the

battle was not decided at daybreak, so the Judge said—
" Weel, Donald, I must e'en come back this gate in the

harvest, and let the game lie ower for the present; " and

back he came in October, but not to his old friend's hos-

pitable house ; for that gentleman had, in the interim,

been apprehended on a capital charge (of forgery), and

his name stood on the Porteous Roll, or list of those who

were about to be tried under his former guest's auspices.

The laird was indicted and tried accordingly, and the

jury returned a verdict of guilty. The Judge forthwith

put on his cocked hat (which answers to the black cap

in England), and pronounced the sentence of the law in

the usual terms— " To be hanged by the neck until you

be dead ; and may the Lord have mercy upon your un-

happy soul !
" Having concluded this awful formula in

his most sonorous cadence, the Judge, dismounting his

formidable beaver, gave a familiar nod to his unfortu-

nate acquaintance, and said to him in a sort of chuck-

ling whisper— " And now, Donald, my man, I think

I've checkmated you for ance." The Regent laughed

heartily at this specimen of judicial humour; and "I' faith,

Walter," said he, " this old big-wig seems to have taken

things as coolly as my tyrannical self. Don't you re-

member Tom Moore's description of me at breakfast—
4 The table spread with tea and toast,

Death-warrants and the Morning Post? "

Towards midnight, the Prince called for * a bumper
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with all the honours, to the Author of Waverley," and

looked significantly, as he was charging his own glass,

to Scott. Scott seemed somewhat puzzled for a mo-

ment, but instantly recovering himself, and filling his

glass to the brim, said, " Your Royal Highness looks as

if you thought I had some claim to the honours of this

toast. I have no such pretensions, but shall take good

care that the real Simon Pure hears of the high compli-

ment that has now been paid him." He then drank off

his claret, and joined in the cheering, which the Prince

himself timed. But before the company could resume

their seats, his Royal Highness exclaimed— " Another

of the same, if you please, to the Author of Marmion
— and now, Walter, my man, I have checkmated you

for ance." The second bumper was followed by cheers

still more prolonged : and Scott then rose and returned

thanks in a short address, which struck the Lord Chief

Commissioner as " alike grave and graceful." This

story has been circulated in a very perverted shape.

I now give it on the authority of my venerated friend.

— He adds, that having occasion, the day after, to call

on the Duke of York, his Royal Highness said to him—
"Upon my word, Adam, my brother went rather too

near the wind about Waverley— but nobody could

have turned the thing more prettily than Walter Scott

did— and upon the whole I never had better fun." *

* Since this narrative was first published, I have been told by two

gentlemen who were at this dinner, that, according to their recollec-

tion, the Prince did not on that occasion run " so near the wind " as my
text represents: and I am inclined to believe that a scene at Dalkeith,

m 1822, may have been unconsciously blended with a gentler rehearsal

ef Carlton House, 1815. The Chief Commissioner had promised to

revise my sheets for the present edition; but alas! he never did ao—
»nd I must now leave the matter as it stands. — [1839.]
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The Regent, as was his custom with those he most

delighted to honour, uniformly addressed the poet, even

at their first dinner, by his Christian name, " Walter."

Before he left town, he again dined at Carlton House,

when the party was a still smaller one than before, and

the merriment, if possible, still more free. That nothing

might be wanting, the Prince sung several capital songs

in the course of that evening— as witness the lines in

Sultan Serendib—
" I love a Prince will bid the bottle pass,

Exchanging with his subjects glance and glass,

In fitting time can, gayest of the gay,

Keep up the jest and mingle in the lay.

Such Monarchs best our freeborn humour suit,

But despots must be stately, stern, and mute." *

Before he returned to Edinburgh, on the 22d of May,

the Regent sent him a gold snuff-box, set in brilliants,

with a medallion of his Royal Highness's head on the

lid, " as a testimony " (writes Mr. Adam, in transmitting

it) "of the high opinion his Royal Highness entertains

of your genius and merit."

I transcribe what follows from James Ballantyne's

Memoranda :
— " After Mr. Scott's first interview with

his Sovereign, one or two intimate friends took the liberty

of inquiring, what judgment he had formed of the Re-

gent's talents ? He declined giving any definite answer

—- but repeated that l he was the first gentleman he had

seen— certainly the first English gentleman of his day

— there was something about him which, independently

pf the prestige, the " divinity, which hedges a King,"

marked him as standing entirely by himself; but as to

his abilities, spoken of as distinct from his charming

* Scott t Poetical Works, p. 66.
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manners, how could any one form a fair judgment of

that man who introduced whatever subject he chose, dis-

cussed it just as long as he chose, and dismissed it when

he chose ? '

"

Ballantyne adds— " What I have now to say is more

important, not only in itself, but as it will enable you to

give a final contradiction to an injurious report which has

been in circulation ; viz. that the Regent asked him as to

the authorship of Waverley, and received a distinct and

solemn denial. I took the bold freedom of requesting to

know from him whether his Royal Highness had ques-

tioned him on that subject, and what had been his an-

swer. He glanced at me with a look of wild surprise,

and said— * What answer I might have made to such a

question, put to me by my Sovereign, perhaps I do not,

or rather perhaps I do know ; but I was never put to the

test. He is far too well-bred a man ever to put so ill-

bred a question.'

"

The account I have already given of the convivial

scene alluded to would probably have been sufficient

;

but it can do no harm to place Ballantyne's, or rather

Scott's own testimony, also on record.

I ought not to have omitted, that during Scott's resi-

dence in London, in April 1815, he lost one of the

English friends, to a meeting with whom he had looked

forward with the highest pleasure.—Mr. George Ellis

died on the 15th of that month, at his seat of Sunning-

hill. This threw a cloud over what would otherwise

have been a period of unmixed enjoyment. Mr. Can-

ning penned the epitaph for that dearest of his friends

but he submitted it to Scott's consideration before it was

engraved.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

Battle of Waterloo— Letter of Sir Charles Bell— Visit to tin

Continent— Waterloo— Letters from Brussels and Paris—
Anecdotes of Scott at Paris— The Duke of Wellington—
The Emperor Alexander— Blucher— Platoff— Party at

Ermenonville, Sfc.— London— Parting with Lord Byron—

>

Scott's Sheffield Knife— Return to Abbotsford— Anecdotes

by Mr. Skene and James Ballantyne.

1815.

Goethe expressed, I fancy, a very general sentiment,

when he said, that to him the great charm and value of

my friend's Life of Buonaparte seemed quite independent

of the question of its accuracy as to small details ; that

he turned eagerly to the book, not to find dates sifted,

and countermarches analyzed, but to contemplate what

could not but be a true record of the broad impressions

made on the mind of Scott by the marvellous revolutions

of his own time in their progress. Feeling how justly

in the main that work has preserved those impressions,

though gracefully softened and sobered in the retrospect

of peaceful and more advanced years, I the less regret

that I have it not in my power to quote any letters of

his touching the re-appearance of Napoleon on the soil

of France— the immortal march from Cannes— he

reign of the Hundred Days, and the preparations for

another struggle, which fixed the gaze of Europe ir.

May 1815.
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That he should have been among the first civilians

who hurried over to see the field of Waterloo, and hear

English bugles sound about the walls of Paris, could

have surprised none who knew the lively concern he

had always taken in the military efforts of his country-

men, and the career of the illustrious captain, who had

taitght them to re-establish the renown of Agincourt and

Blenheim,—
" Victor of Assaye's Eastern plain,

Victor of all the fields of Spain."

I had often heard him say, however, that his determina-

tion was, if not fixed, much quickened, by a letter of an

old acquaintance of his, who had, on the arrival of the

news of the 18th of June, instantly repaired to Brussels,

to tender his professional skill in aid of the overburdened

medical staff of the conqueror's army. When, therefore,

I found the letter in question preserved among Scott's

papers, I perused it with a peculiar interest ; and I now

venture, with the writer's permission, to present it to the

reader. It was addressed by Sir Charles Bell to his

brother, an eminent barrister in Edinburgh, who trans-

mitted it to Scott. "When I read it," said he, "it set

me on fire." The marriage of Miss Maclean Clephane

of Torloisk with the Earl Compton (now Marquis of

Northampton), which took place on the 24th of July,

was in fact the only cause why he did not leave Scotland

instantly ; for that dear young friend had chosen Scott for

her guardian, and on him accordingly devolved the chief

care of the arrangements on this occasion. The extract

sent to him by Mr. George Joseph Bell is as follows :—
" Brussels, 2d July 1815.

" This country, the finest in tne world, has been of late quite

»ut of our minds. I did not, in any degree anticipate the

VOL. iv. 15
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pleasure I should enjoy, the admiration forced from me, on

coming into one of these antique towns, or in journeying

through the rich garden. Can you recollect the time when

there were gentlemen meeting at the Cross of Edinburgh, or

those whom we thought such ? They are all collected here.

You see the very men, with their scraggy necks sticking out

of the collars of their old-fashioned square-skirted coats— their

canes— their cocked-hats; and when they meet, the formal

bow, the hat off to the ground, and the powder flying in the

wind. I could divert you with the odd resemblances of the

Scottish faces among the peasants, too— but I noted them at

the time with my pencil, and I write to you only of things that

you won't find in my pocket-book.

" I have just returned from seeing the French wounded re-

ceived in their hospital; and could you see them laid out

naked, or almost so— 100 in a row of low beds on the ground

— though wounded, exhausted, beaten, you would still con-

clude with me that these were men capable of marching un-

opposed from the west of Europe to the east of Asia. Strong,

thickset, hardy veterans, brave spirits and unsubdued, as they

cast their wild glance upon you,— their black eyes and brown

cheeks finely contrasted with the fresh sheets,— you would

much admire their capacity of adaptation. These fellows are

brought from the field after lying many days on the ground

;

many dying— many in the agony — many miserably racked

with pain and spasms ; and the next mimicks his fellow, and

gives it a tune,— Aha, vous chantez bien ! How they are

wounded you will see in my notes. But I must not have you

to lose the present impression on me of the formidable nature

of these fellows as exemplars of the breed in France. It is a

ibrced praise ; for from all I have seen, and all I have heard

of their fierceness, cruelty, and blood-thirstiness, I cannot con-

vey to you my detestation of this race of trained banditti.

By what means they are to be kept in subjection until other

habits come upon them, I know not ; but I am convinced that

these men cannot be left to the bent of their propensities.

" This superb city is now ornamented with the finest groupes
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•f armed men that the most romantic fancy could dream of. 1

was struck with the words of a friend— E. :— 'I saw/ said

he, Hhat man returning from the field on the 16th.'— (This

was a Brunswicker, of the Black or Death Hussars.) — ' He
was wounded, and had had his arm amputated on the field.

He was among the first that came in. He rode straight and

Btark upon his horse— the bloody clouts about his stump—
pale as death, but upright, with a stern, fixed expression

of feature, as if loth to lose his revenge.' These troops

are very remarkable in their fine military appearance , their

dark and ominous dress sets off to advantage their strong,

manly, northern features and white mustachios ; and there is

something more than commonly impressive about the whole

effect.

" This is the second Sunday after the battle, and many are

not yet dressed. There are 20,000 wounded in this town, be-

sides those in the hospitals, and the many in the other towns

;

— only 3000 prisoners; 80,000, they say, killed and wounded

on both sides."

I think it not wonderful that this extract should have

set Scott's imagination effectually on fire ; that he should

have grasped at the idea of seeing probably the last shad-

ows of real warfare that his own age would afford ; or

that some parts of the great surgeon's simple phraseology

are reproduced, almost verbatim, in the first of Paul's

Letters to his Kinsfolk. No sooner was Scott's purpose

known, than some of his young neighbours in the country

proposed to join his excursion ; and, in company with

three of them, namely, his kinsman, John Scott of Gala

— Alexander Pringle, the younger, of Whytbank (now

M. P. for Selkirkshire) — and Robert Bruce, advocate

(now Sheriff of Argyle) — he left Edinburgh for the

south, at 5. a.m. on the 27th of July.

They travelled by the stage-coach and took the route
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of Hull and Lincoln to Cambridge ; for Gala and Whyt*

bank, being both members of that university, were anx-

ious to seize this opportunity of revisiting it themselves,

and showing its beautiful architecture to their friend.

After this wish had been gratified, they proceeded to

Harwich, and thence, on the 3d of August, took ship for

Helvoetsluys.

" The weather was beautiful," says Gala, " so we all

went outside the coach from Cambridge to Harwich. At
starting there was a general complaint of thirst, the conse-

quence of some experiments overnight on the celebrated

bishop of my Alma Mater; our friend, however, was in

great glee, and never was a merrier basket than he made

it all the morning. He had cautioned us on leaving

Edinburgh, never to name names in such situations, and

our adherence to this rule was rewarded by some amus-

ing incidents. For example, as we entered the town

where we were to dine, a heavy-looking man, who was

to stop there, took occasion to thank Scott for the pleas-

ure his anecdotes had afforded him : ' You have a good

memory, sir,' said he :
' mayhap, now, you sometimes

write down what you hear or be a-reading about ?
' He

answered, very gravely, that he did occasionally put down

a few notes, if anything struck him particularly. In the

afternoon, it happened that he sat on the box, while the

rest of us were behind him. Here, by degrees, he be-

came absorbed in his own reflections. He frequently re-

peated to himself, or composed perhaps, for a good while,

and often smiled or raised his hand, seeming completely

occupied and amused. His neighbour, a vastly scientific

and rather grave professor, in a smooth drab Benjamin

and broad-brimmed beaver, cast many a curious side-

tong glance at him, evidently suspecting that all was not
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right with the upper story, but preserved perfect polite-

ness. The poet was, however, discovered by the captain

of the vessel in which we crossed the Channel ;— and a

perilous passage it was, chiefly in consequence of the un-

ceasing tumblers in which this worthy kept drinking his

health."

Before leaving Edinburgh, Scott had settled in his

mind the plan of Paul's Letters ; for on that same day,

his agent, John Ballantyne, addressed the following let-

ter, from his marine villa near Newhaven :
—

" To Messrs. Constable 8f Co.

*' Trinity, 27th July 1815.

" Dear Sirs, — Mr. Scott left town to-day for the Continent.

He proposes writing from thence a series of letters on a pecul-

iar plan, varied in matter and style, and to different supposi-

titious correspondents.

" The work is to form a demy 8vo. volume of twenty-two

sheets, to sell at 12s. It is to be begun immediately on his

arrival in France, and to be published, if possible, the second

week of September, when he proposes to return.

" We print 3000 of this, and I am empowered to offer you

one third of the edition, Messrs. Longman & Co. and Mr.

Murray having each the same share : the terms, twelve months'

acceptance for paper and print, and half profits at six months,

granted now as under. The over copies will pay the charge

for advertising. I am, &c. John Ballantyne.

" Charge—
22 sheets printing, — £3 : 15s. £82 10

145 reams demy, — 1: 10s. 217 10

£300
8000 at 8s. £1200

Cost, 300

£900 profit— One-half is £450."
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Before Scott reached Harwich, he knew that this offer

had been accepted without hesitation; and thenceforth,

accordingly, he threw his daily letters to his wife into the

form of communications meant for an imaginary group,

consisting of a spinster sister, a statistical laird, a rural

clergyman of the Presbyterian Kirk, and a brother, a

veteran officer on half-pay. The rank of this last per-

sonage corresponded, however, exactly with that of hia

own elder brother, John Scott, who also, like the Major

of the book, had served in the Duke of York's unfortu-

nate campaign of 1797; the sister is only a slender dis-

guise for his aunt Christian Rutherfurd, already often

mentioned ; Lord Somerville, long President of the

Board of Agriculture, was Paul's laird ; and the shrewd

and unbigoted Dr. Douglas of Galashiels was his " minis-

ter of the gospel." These epistles, after having been

devoured by the little circle at Abbotsford, were trans-

mitted to Major John Scott, his mother, and Miss Ruth-

erfurd, in Edinburgh ; from their hands they passed to

those of James Ballantyne and Mr. Erskine, both of

whom assured me that the copy ultimately sent to the

press consisted, in great part, of the identical sheets that

had successively reached Melrose through the post. The

rest had of course been, as Ballantyne expresses it,

" somewhat cobbled ;
" but, on the whole, Paul's Letters

we to be considered as a true and faithful journal of this

expedition ; insomuch, that I might perhaps content my-

self, in this place, with a simple reference to this delight-

ful volume. He found time, however, to write letters

during his absence from Britain, to some others of his

friends ; and a specimen or two of these may interest the

reader. I have also gathered, from the companions of

the journey, a few more particulars, which Scott's mod
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esty withheld him from recording ; and some trivial cir-

cumstances which occur to me, from recollection of his

own conversation, may also be acceptable.

But I hope that, if the reader has not perused Paul's

Letters recently, he will refresh his memory, before he

proceeds further, by bestowing an hour on that genuine

fragment of the author's autobiography. He is now, un-

less he had the advantage of Scott's personal familiarity,

much better acquainted with the man than he could have

been before he took up this compilation of his private

correspondence— and especially before he perused the

full diary of the lighthouse yacht in 1814; and a thou-

sand little turns and circumstances which may have,

when he originally read the book, passed lightly before

his eye, will now, I venture to say, possess a warm and

vivid interest, as inimitably characteristic of a departed

friend. The kindest of husbands and fathers never por-

trayed himself with more unaffected truth than in this

vain effort, if such he really fancied he was making, to

sustain the character of a " cross old bachelor." The

whole man, just as he was, breathes in every line, with

all his compassionate and benevolent sympathy of heart,

all his sharpness of observation, and sober shrewdness of

reflection ; all his enthusiasm for nature, for country life,

for simple manners and simple pleasures, mixed up with

an equally glowing enthusiasm, at which many may smile,

for the tiniest relics of feudal antiquity— and last, not

least, a pulse of physical rapture for the " circumstance

of war," which bears witness to the blood of Boltfoot and

Fire-the-Braes.

At Brussels, Scott found the small English garrison

left there in command of Major-General Sir Frederick

Adam, the son of his highly valued friend, the Lord
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Chief Commissioner. Sir Frederick had Leon wounded

at Waterloo, and could not as yet mount on horseback

;

but one of his aides-de-camp, Captain Campbell, escorted

Scott and his party to the field of battle, on which occa-

sion they were also accompanied by another old acquaint-

ance of his, Major Pryse Gordon, who being then on

half-pay, happened to be domesticated with his family

at Brussels. Major Gordon has since published two

lively volumes of " Personal Memoirs ;
" and Gala bears

witness to the fidelity of certain reminiscences of Scott

at Brussels and Waterloo, which occupy one of the

chapters of this work. I shall, therefore, extract the

passage :
—

" Sir Walter Scott accepted my services to conduct him to

Waterloo : the General's aid-de-camp was also of the party.

He made no secret of his having undertaken to write some-

thing on the battle ; and perhaps he took the greater interest

on this account in everything that he saw. Besides, he had

never seen the field of such a conflict ; and never having been

before on the Continent, it was all new to his comprehensivf

mind. The day was beautiful ; and I had the precau don 50

send out a couple of saddle-horses, that he might not be

fatigued in walking over the fields, which had been lecently

ploughed up. In our rounds we fell in with Monsieur de Cos-

tar, with whom he got into conversation. This man had at-

tracted so much notice by his pretended story of being about

the person of Napoleon, that he was of too much importance
c
o be passed by : I did not, indeed, know as much of this fel-

low's charlatanism at that time as afterwards, when I saw him

confronted with a blacksmith of La Belle Alliance, who had

been his companion in a hiding-place ten miles from the field

during the whole day ; a fact which he could not deny. But

he had got up a tale so plausible and so profitable, that he

could afford to bestow hush-money on the companion of his
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flight, so that the imposition was but little known ; and stran-

gers continued to be gulled. He had picked up a good deal

of information about the positions and details of the battle

;

and being naturally a sagacious Walloon, and speaking French

pretty fluently, he became the favourite cicerone, and every lie

he told was taken for gospel. Year after year, until his

death in 1824, he continued his popularity, and raised the

price of his rounds from a couple of francs to five ; besides as

much for the hire of a horse, his own property ; for he pretend-

ed that the fatigue of walking so many hours was beyond his

powers. It has been said that in this way he realized every

summer a couple of hundred Napoleons.

" When Sir Walter had examined every point of defence

and attack, we adjourned to the l Original Duke of Welling-

ton ' at Waterloo, to lunch after the fatigues of the ride.

Here he had a crowded levee of peasants, and collected a

great many trophies, from cuirasses down to buttons and bul-

lets. He picked up himself many little relics, and was fortu-

nate in purchasing a grand cross of the legion of honour. But

the most precious memorial was presented to him by my wife

— a French soldier's book, well stained with blood, and con-

taining some songs popular in the French army, which he

found so interesting that he introduced versions of them in his

Paul's letters ; of which he did me the honour to send me a

copy, with a letter, saying, ' that he considered my wife's gift as

the most valuable of all his Waterloo relics.'

" On our return from the field, he kindly passed the even-

ing with us, and a few friends whom we invited to meet him.

He charmed us with his delightful conversation, and was in

great spirits from the agreeable day he had passed ; and with

great good-humour promised to write a stanza in my wife's

album. On the following morning he fulfilled his promise by

contributing some beautiful verses on Hougoumont. I put him

into my little library to prevent interruption, as a great many
persons had paraded in the Pare opposite my window to get a

peep of the celebrated man, many having dogged him from his

hotel.
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" Brussels affords but little worthy of the notice of such a

traveller as the Author of Waverley ; but he greatly admired

the splendid tower of the Maison de Ville, and the ancient

sculpture and style of architecture of the buildings which sur-

round the Grand Place.

" He told us, with great humour, a laughable incident which

had occurred to him at Antwerp. The morning after his ar-

rival at that city from Holland, he started at an early hour to

visit the tomb of Rubens in the church of St. Jacques, before

his party were up. After wandering about for some time,

without finding the object he had in view, he determined to

make inquiry, and observing a person stalking about, he ad-

dressed him in his best French ; but the stranger, pulling off

his hat, very respectfully replied in the pure Highland accent,

4 I'm vary sorry, Sir, but I canna speak onything besides Eng-

lish.'
—

' This is very unlucky indeed, Donald,' said Sir Walter,
4 but we must help one another ; for to tell you the truth,

I'm not good at any other tongue but the English, or rather,

the Scotch.'— ' Oh, sir, maybe,' replied the Highlander, ' you

are a countryman, and ken my maister Captain Cameron of

the 79th, and could tell me whare he lodges. I'm just cum
in, sir, frae a place they ca' Machlin,* and ha' forgotten the

name of the captain's quarters ; it was something like the

Ladborer.'— i I can, I think, help you with this, my friend,'

rejoined Sir Walter. ' There is an inn just opposite to you

'

(pointing to the Hotel du Grand Ldboureur :) ' I dare say that

will be the captain's quarter ;

' and it was so. I cannot do

justice to the humour with which Sir Walter recounted thia

iialogue." f

The following is the letter which Scott addressed to the

Duke of Buccleuch immediately after seeing the field of

Waterloo ; and it may amuse the reader to compare it

* Mechlin— the Highlander gave it the familiar pronunciation of a

Scotch village, Mauchline, celebrated in many of Burns's poems,

t See Major Gordon's Personal Memoirs (1830), vol. ii. pp. 325-338
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with Major Gordon's chapter, and with the writer's own

fuller, and, of course, " cobbled " detail, in the pages of

Paul:—

" To his Grace the Duke o/Buccleuch, fyc.

" My Dear Lord Duke,— I promised to let you hear of my
wanderings, however unimportant; and have now the pleas-

ure of informing your Grace, that I am at this present time an

inhabitant of the Premier Hotel de Cambrai, after having been

about a week upon the Continent. We landed at Helvoet,

and proceeded to Brussels, by Bergen-op-Zoom and Antwerp,

both of which are very strongly fortified. The ravages of war

are little remarked in a country so rich by nature ; but every-

thing seems at present stationary, or rather retrograde, where

capital is required. The chateaux are deserted, and going to

decay ; no new houses are built, and those of older date are

passing rapidly into the possession of a class inferior to those

for whom we must suppose them to have been built. Even

the old gentlewoman of Babylon has lost much of her splen-

dour, and her robes and pomp are of a description far subordi-

nate to the costume of her more magnificent days. The dresses

of the priests were worn and shabby, both at Antwerp and

Brussels, and reminded me of the decayed wardrobe of a bank-

rupt theatre : yet, though the gentry and priesthood have suf-

fered, the eternal bounty of nature has protected the lower

ranks against much distress. The unexampled fertility of the

soil gives them all, and more than they want ; and could they

but sell the grain which they raise in the Netherlands, nothing

else would be wanting to render them the richest people (com-

mon people, that is to say) in the world.

u On Wednesday last, I rode over the field of Waterloo, now
for ever consecrated to immortality. The more ghastly tokens

of the carnage are now removed, the bodies both of men and

horses being either burned or buried ; but all the ground is

ftifl torn with the shot and shells, and covered with cartridges,

>ld hats, and shoes, and various relics of the fray which the
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peasants have not thought worth removing. Besides, at

Waterloo and all the hamlets in the vicinage, there is a mart

established for cuirasses ; for the eagles worn by the imperial

guard on their caps ; for casques, swords, carabines, and similar

articles. I have bought two handsome cuirasses, and intend

them, one for Bowhill, and one for Abbotsford, if I can get

them safe over, which Major Pryse Gordon has promised

to manage for me. I have also, for your Grace, one of the

little memorandum-books which I picked up on the field, in

which every French soldier was obliged to enter his receipts

and expenditure, his services, and even his punishments. The
field was covered with fragments of these records. I also got

a good MS. collection of French songs, probably the work of

some young officer, and a croix of the Legion of Honour. I

enclose, under another cover, a sketch of the battle, made at

Brussels. It is not, I understand, strictly accurate; but suf-

ficiently so to give a good notion of what took place. In fact,

it would require twenty separate plans to give an idea of the

battle at its various stages. The front, upon which the armies

engaged, does not exceed a long mile. Our line, indeed,

originally extended half-a-mile farther towards the village of

Brain-la-Leude ; but as the French indicated no disposition to

attack in that direction, the troops which occupied this space

were gradually concentrated by Lord Wellington, and made

to advance till they had reached Hougoumont— a sort of

chateau, with a garden and wood attached to it, which was

powerfully and effectually maintained by the Guards during

the action. This place was particularly interesting. It was a

quiet-looking gentleman's house, which had been burnt by the

French shells. The defenders, burnt out of the house itself,

betook themselves to the little garden, where, breaking loop-

holes through the brick walls, they kept up a most destructive

Sre on the assailants, who had possessed themselves of a little

wood which surrounds the villa on one side. In this spot vast

numbers had fallen; and, being hastily buried, the smell is

most offensive at this moment. Indeed, I felt the same annoy-

»nce in many parts of the field ; and, did I live near the sjKrt*
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I fchould be anxious about the diseases which this steaming

carnage might occasion. The rest of the ground, excepting

this chateau, and a farm-house called La Hay Sainte, early

taken, and long held, by the French, because it was too close

under the brow of the descent on which our artillery was

placed to admit of the pieces being depressed so as to play into

it,— the rest of the ground, I say, is quite open, and lies be-

tween two ridges, one of which (Mont St. Jean) was con-

stantly occupied by the English ; the other, upon which is the

farm of La Belle Alliance, was the position of the French.

The slopes between are gentle and varied ; the ground every-

where practicable for cavalry, as was well experienced on that

memorable day. The cuirassiers, despite their arms of proof,

were quite inferior to our heavy dragoons. The meeting of

the two bodies occasioned a noise, not unaptly compared to

the tinkering and hammering of a smith's shop. Generally the

cuirassiers came on stooping their heads very low, and giving

point; the British frequently struck away their casques while

they were in this position, and then laid at the bare head.

Officers and soldiers all fought hand to hand without distinc-

tion ; and many of the former owed their life to dexterity

at their weapon, and personal strength of body. Shaw, the

milling Life-Guardsman, whom your Grace may remember

among the champions of The Fancy, maintained the honour

of the fist, and killed or disabled upwards of twenty French-

men with his single arm, until he was killed by the assault of

numbers.* At one place, where there is a precipitous sand

or gravel pit, the heavy English cavalry drove many of the

cuirassiers over pell-mell, and followed over themselves, like

.?ox-hunters. The conduct of the infantry and artillery was

equally, or, if possible, more distinguished, and it was all fully

uecessary ; for, besides that our army was much outnumbered,

a great part of the sum-total were foreigners. Of these, the

Brunswickers and Hanoverians behaved very well; the Bel-

gians but sorrily enough. On one occasion, when a Beljja*

* The skull of Shaw is now in the Museum at Abbotsford.
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regiment fairly ran off, Lord Wellington rode up to them, and

Raid— ' My lads, you must be a little blown ; come, do take

your breath for a moment, and then we'll go back, and try if

we can do a little better
;

' and he actually carried them back

to the charge. He was, indeed, upon that day, everywhere,

and the soul of everything ; nor could less than his personal

endeavours have supported the spirits of the men through a

contest so long, so desperate, and so unequal. At his last

attack, Buonaparte brought up 15,000 of his Guard, who had

naver drawn trigger during the day. It was upon their failure

that his hopes abandoned him.

" I spoke long with a shrewd Flemish peasant, called John

Do Costar, whom he had seized upon as his guide, and who re-

mained beside him the whole day, and afterwards accompanied

him in his flight as far as Charleroi. Your Grace may be sure

that I interrogated Mynheer very closely about what he heard

and saw. He guided me to the spot where Buonaparte re-

mained during the latter part of the action. It was in the high-

way from Brussels to Charleroi, where it runs between two

high banks, on each of which was a French battery. He was

pretty well sheltered from the English fire ; and, though many
bullets flew over his head, neither he nor any of his suite were

touched. His other stations, during that day, were still more

remote from all danger. The story of his having an observa-

tory erected for him is a mistake. There is such a thing, and

he repaired to it during the action ; but it was built or erected

some months before, for the purpose of a trigonometrical sur-

vey of the country, by the King of the Netherlands. Bony's

last position was nearly fronting a tree where the Duke of

Wellington was stationed ; there was not more than a quarter

*f a mile between them; but Bony was well sheltered, and

the Duke so much exposed, that the tree is barked in several

places by the cannon-balls levelled at him. As for Bony, De
Costar says he was very cool during the whole day, and even

gay. As the cannon-balls flew over them, De Costar ducked

at which the Emperor laughed, and told him they would hit

him all the same. At length, about the time he made hit
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grand And last effort, the fire of the Prussian artillery was

heard upon his right, and the heads of their columns became

visible pressing out of the woods. Aid-de-camp after aid-de-

camp came with the tidings of their advance, to which Bony

only replied, Attendez, attendez un instant, until he saw his

troops, fantassins et cavaliers, return in disorder from the

attack. He then observed hastily to a general beside him, Je

croix qu'ils sont mele's. The person to whom he spoke, hastily

raised the spyglass to his eye ; but Bony, whom the first glance

had satisfied of their total discomfiture, bent his face to the

ground, and shook his head twice, his complexion being then

as pale as death. The general then said something, to which

Buonaparte answered, Cest trop tard— sauvons nous. Just

at that moment, the allied troops, cavalry and infantry, ap-

peared in full advance on all hands ; and the Prussians, operat-

ing upon the right flank of the French, were rapidly gaining

their rear. Bony, therefore, was compelled to abandon the

high-road, which, besides, was choked with dead, with baggage,

and with cannon ; and, gaining the open country, kept at full

gallop, until he gained, like Johnnie Cope, the van of the fly-

ing army. The marshals followed his example; and it was

the most complete sauve qui peut that can well be imagined.

Nevertheless, the prisoners who were brought into Brussels

maintained their national impudence, and boldly avowed

their intention of sacking the city with every sort of severity.

At the same time they had friends there. One man of rank

and wealth went over to Bony during the action, and I saw

his hotel converted into an hospital for wounded soldiers. It

occupied one-half of one of the sides of the Place Royale, a

noble square, which your Grace has probably seen. But, in

general, the inhabitants of Brussels were very differently dis-

posed ; and their benevolence to our poor wounded fellows

was unbounded. The difficulty was to prevent them from

killing their guests with kindness, by giving them butcher's

meat and wine during their fever. As I cannot put my letter

mto post until we get to Paris, I shall continue it as we get

along.
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" 12$ August,— Roye, in Picardy.— I imagine your Grace

about this time to be tolerably well fagged with a hard day on

the moors. If the weather has been as propitious as with us,

it must be delightful. The country through which we have

travelled is most uncommonly fertile, and skirted with beauti-

ful woods ; but its present political situation is so very uncom-

mon, that I would give the world your Grace had come over

for a fortnight. France may be considered as neither at peace

nor war. Valenciennes, for example, is in a state of blockade

;

we passed through the posts of the allies, all in the utmost

state of vigilance, with patroles of cavalry and videttes of

infantry, up to the very gates, and two or three batteries were

manned and mounted. The French troops were equally vigi-

lant at the gates, yet made no objections to our passing through

the town. Most of them had the white cockade, but looked

very sulky, and were in obvious disorder and confusion. They

had not yet made their terms with the King, nor accepted a

commander appointed by him ; but as they obviously feel their

party desperate, the soldiers are running from the officers, and

the officers from the soldiers. In fact, the multiplied hosts

which pour into this country, exhibiting all the various dresses

and forms of war which can be imagined, must necessarily

render resistance impracticable. Yet, like Satan, these fellows

retain the unconquered propensity to defiance, even in the

midst of defeat and despair. This morning we passed a great

number of the disbanded garrison of Conde, and they were

ihe most horrid-looking cut-throats I ever saw, extremely dis-

posed to be very insolent, and only repressed by the conscious-

ness that all the villages and towns around are occupied by

the allies. They began by crying to us in an ironical tone,

Vive le Roi; then followed, sotto voce, Sacre B , Mille

diables, and other graces of French eloquence. I felt very

well pleased that we were armed, and four in number ; and

rtill more so that it was daylight, for they seemed most mis.

chievous ruffians. As for the appearance of the country, it is,

notwithstanding a fine harvest, most melancholy. The win-

dows of all the detached houses on the road are uniformly shu*
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ap ; and you see few people, excepting the peasants who are

employed in driving the contributions to maintain the armies.

The towns are little better, having for the most part been

partially injured by shells or by storm, as was the case both of

Cambrai and Peronne. The men look very sulky ; and if you

speak three words to a woman, she is sure to fall a-crying

In short, the politesse and good-humour of this people have

fled with the annihilation of their self-conceit ; and they look

on you as if they thought you were laughing at them, or come

to enjoy the triumph of our arms over theirs. Postmasters and

landlords are all the same, and hardly to be propitiated even

by English money, although they charge us about three times

as much as they durst do to their countryfolks. As for the

Prussians, a party of cavalry dined at our hotel at Mons, eat

and drank of the best the poor devils had left to give, called

for their horses, and laughed in the face of the landlord when

he offered his bill, telling him they should pay as they came

back. The English, they say, have always paid honourably,

and upon these they indemnify themselves. It is impossible

to marchander, for if you object, the poor landlady begins to

cry, and tells you she will accept whatever your lordship

pleases, but that she is almost ruined and bankrupt, &c.

&c. &c.

" This is a long stupid letter, but I will endeavour to send a

better from Paris. Ever your Grace's truly obliged,

"Walter Scott."

The only letter which Scott addressed to Joanna Bail-

lie, while in Paris, goes over partly the same ground :—
1 transcribe the rest.

"Paris, 6th Sept. 1815.

" My Dear Friend,— I owe you a long letter, but my late

travels and the date of this epistle will be a tolerable plea for

your indulgence. The truth is, I became very restless after

the battle of Waterloo, and was only detained by the necessity

of attending a friend's marriage from setting off instantly for

VOL. IV. 16
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the Continent. At length, however, I got away to Brussels,

and was on the memorable field of battle about five weeks

after it had been fought

" If our army had been all British, the day would have been

soon decided ; but the Duke, or, as they call him here, from

his detestation of all manner of foppery, the Beau, had not

above 35,000 British. All this was to be supplied by treble

exertion on the part of our troops. The Duke was every-

where during the battle ; and it was the mercy of Heaven that

protected him, when all his staff had been killed or wounded

round him. I asked him, among many other questions, if he

had seen Buonaparte; he said 'No; but at one time, from

the repeated shouts of Vive VEmpereur, I thought he must be

near/ This was when John De Costar placed him in the hol-

low way. I think, so near as I can judge, there may at that

time have been a quarter of a mile between these two great

generals.

" The fate of the French, after this day of decisive appeal,

has been severe enough. There were never people more mor-

tified, more subdued, and apparently more broken in spirit.

They submit with sad civility to the extortions of the Prussians

and the Russians, and avenge themselves at the expense of the

English, whom they charge three prices for everything, be-

cause they are the only people who pay at all. They are in

the right, however, to enforce discipline and good order, which

not only maintains the national character in the meantime,

but will prevent the army from suffering by habits of indul-

gence. I question if the Prussians will soon regain their dis-

cipline and habits of hardihood. At present their powers of

eating and drinking, which are really something preternatural,

are exerted to the very utmost. A thin Prussian boy, whom
I sometimes see, eats in one day as much as three English

ploughmen. At daybreak he roars for chocolate and eggs

about nine he breakfasts more solemnly, a la fourchette, when,

besides all the usual apparatus of an English dejeuner, he eats

a world of cutlets, oysters, fruit, &c, and drinks a glass of

Drandy and a bottle of champagne. His dinner might servt
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Garagantua, at which he gets himself about three parts drunk

— a circumstance which does not prevent the charge upon

cold meat, with tea and chocolate, about six o'clock ; and con-

cluding the whole with an immense supper. Positively the

appetite of this lad reminds one of the Eastern tale of a man
taken out of the sea by a ship's crew, who, in return, ate up

all the provisions of the vessel. He was, I think, flown away

with by a roc ; but from what quarter of the heavens the

French are to look for deliverance from these devourers, I

cannot presume to guess.

" The needless wreck and ruin which they make in the

houses, adds much to the inconvenience of their presence.

Most of the chateaux, where the Prussians are quartered, are

what is technically called rumped, that is to say, plundered out

and out. In the fine chateau of Montmorency, for instance,

the most splendid apartments, highly ornamented with gilding

and carving, were converted into barracks for the dirtiest and

most savage-looking hussars I have yet seen. Imagine the

work these fellows make with velvet hangings and embroidery.

I saw one hag boiling her camp-kettle with part of a picture

frame ; the picture itself has probably gone to Prussia. With
all this greediness and love of mischief, the Prussians are not

blood-thirsty ; and their utmost violence seldom exceeds a

blow or two with the flat of the sabre. They are also very

civil to the women, and in both respects behave much better

than the French did in their country ; but they follow the bad
example quite close enough for the sake of humanity and of

discipline. As for our people, they live in a most orderly and

regular manner. All the young men pique themselves on imi-

tating the Duke of Wellington in nonchalance and coolnesa

of manner; so they wander about everywhere, with their

hands in the pockets of their long waistcoats, or cantering

upon Cossack ponies, staring and whistling, and trotting to

and fro, as if all Paris was theirs. The French hate them

•ufficiently for the hauteur of their manner and pretensions,

Vut the grounds of dislike against us are drowned in the actual

detestation afforded by the other powers.
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" This morning I saw a grand military spectacle— about

20,000 Russians pass in review before all the Kings and Dom-
inations who are now resident at Paris. The Emperor, King

of Prussia, Duke of Wellington, with their numerous and bril-

liant attendance of generals, staff-officers, &c, were in the

centre of what is called the Place Louis Quinze, almost on the

very spot where Louis XVI. was beheaded. A very long

avenue, which faces the station where they were placed, was

like a glowing furnace, so fiercely were the sunbeams reflected

from the arms of the host by which it was filled. A body of

Cossacks kept the ground with their pikes, and, by their wild

appearance, added to the singularity of the scene. On one

hand was the extended line of the Tuileries, seen through

the gardens and the rows of orange-trees ; on the other, the

long column of troops advancing to the music. Behind was a

long colonnade, forming the front to the palace, where the

Chamber of Representatives are to hold their sittings ; and in

front of the monarchs was a superb row of buildings, on which

you distinguish the bronze pillar erected by Napoleon to com-

memorate his victories over Russia, Prussia, and Austria, whose

princes were now reviewing their victorious armies in what was

so lately his capital. Your fancy, my dear friend, will antici-

pate, better than I can express, the thousand sentiments which

arose in my mind from witnessing such a splendid scene, in a

spot connected with such various associations. It may give

you some idea of the feelings of the French— once so fond of

spectacles— to know that, I think, there were not a hundred

of that nation looking on. Yet this country will soon recover

the actual losses she has sustained, for never was there a soil

so blessed by nature, or so rich in corn, wine, and oil, and in

ihe animated industry of its inhabitants. France is at present

the fabled giant, struggling, or rather lying supine, under the

load of mountains which have been precipitated on her ; but

she is not, and cannot be crushed. Remove the incumbent

weight of 600,000 or 700,000 foreigners, and she will soon

stand upright— happy, if experience shall have taught her

to be contented to exert her natural strength only for her ow»
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protection, and not for the annoyance of her neighbors. I am
cut short in my lucubrations by an opportunity to send this

letter with Lord Castlereagh's dispatches, which is of less con-

sequence, as I will endeavour to see you in passing through

London. I leave this city for Dieppe on Saturday, but I in-

tend to go round by Harfleur, if possible. Ever your truly

obliged and affectionate Walter Scott."

" Paul " modestly acknowledges, in his last letter, the

personal attentions which he received, while in Paris,

from Lords Cathcart, Aberdeen, and Castlereagh ; and

hints that, through their intervention, he had witnessed

several of the splendid fetes given by the Duke of Wel-

lington, where he saw half the crowned heads of Europe

grouped among the gallant soldiers who had cut a way

for them to the guilty capital of France. Scott's re-

ception, however, had been distinguished to a degree

of which Paul's language gives no notion. The Noble

Lords above named welcomed him with cordial satisfac-

tion ; and the Duke of Wellington, to whom he was first

presented by Sir John Malcolm, treated him then, and

ever afterwards, with a kindness and confidence, which,

I have often heard him say, he considered as " the high-

est distinction of his life." He used to tell, with great

effect, the circumstances of his introduction to the Em-
peror Alexander, at a dinner given by the Earl of Cath-

cart. Scott appeared, on that occasion, in the blue and

red dress of the Selkirkshire Lieutenancy ; and the

Czar's first question, glancing at his lameness, was, " In

tthat affair were you wounded ? " Scott signified that

he suffered from a natural infirmity ; upon which the

Emperor said, " I thought Lord Cathcart mentioned that

fou had served." Scott observed that the Earl looked
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a little embarrassed at this, and promptly answered, ft

yes ; in a certain a mse I have served— that is, in the

yeomanry cavalry ; a home force resembling the Land-

wehr, or Landsturm."— " Under what commander ? "

—

" Sous M. le Chevalier Rae." — u "Were you ever en-

gaged ? "— " In some slight actions— such as the battle

of the Cross Causeway and the affair of Moredun-Mill."

— " This," says Mr. Pringle of Whytbank, " was, as he

saw in Lord Cathcart's face, quite sufficient, so he man-

aged to turn the conversation to some other subject/' It

was at the same dinner that he first met Platoff,* who
seemed to take a great fancy to him, though, adds my
friend, " I really don't think they had any common lan-

guage to converse in." Next day, however, when Prin-

gle and Scott were walking together in the Rue de la

Paix, the Hetman happened to come up, cantering with

some of the Cossacks ; as soon as he saw Scott, he jumped

off his horse, leaving it to the Pulk, and, running up to

him, kissed him on each side of the cheek with extraor-

dinary demonstrations of affection— and then made him

understand, through an aid-de-camp, that he wished him

to join his staff at the next great review, when he would

take care to mount him on the gentlest of his Ukraine

horses.

It will seem less surprising that Scott should have

* Scott acknowledges, in a note to St. Ronan's Well (vol. i. p. 228),

that he took from Platoff this portrait of Mr. Touchwood :
— " His

face, which at the distance of a yard or two seemed hale and smooth,

appeared, when closely examined, to be seamed with a million of

wrinkles, crossing etch other in every direction possible, but as fin*

as if drawn by the point of a very fine needle." Thus did every

little peculiarity rem lin treasured in his memory, to be used in dui

Vime for giving the air of minute reality to some imaginary pep

•mage.



PABIS— 1815. 247

been honoured with much attention by the leading sol-

diers and statesmen of Germany than in Paris. The

fame of his poetry had already been established for some

years in that country. Yet it may be doubted whether

Blucher had heard of Marmion any more than Platoff;

and old Blucher struck Scott's fellow-travellers as taking

more interest in him than any foreign general, except

only the Hetman.

A striking passage in Paul's tenth letter indicates the

high notion which Scott had formed of the personal quali-

ties of the Prince of Orange. After depicting, with al-

most prophetic accuracy, the dangers to which the then

recent union of Holland and Belgium must be exposed,

he concludes with expressing his hope that the firmness

and sagacity of the king of the Netherlands, and the

admiration which his heir's character and bearing had

already excited among all, even Belgian observers, might

ultimately prove effective in redeeming this difficult ex-

periment from the usual failure of " arrondissements, in-

demnities, and all the other terms of modern date, under

sanction of which cities and districts, and even king-

doms, have been passed from one government to an-

other, as the property of lands or stock is transferred

by a bargain between private parties."

It is not less curious to compare, with the subsequent

course of affairs in France, the following brief hint in

Paul's 16th letter:— "The general rallying point of

the IAberalistes is an avowed dislike to the present mon-

arch and his immediate connexions. They will sacrifice,

they pretend, so much to the general inclinations of Eu-

rope, as to select a king from the Bourbon race ; but he

tnust be one of their own choosing, and the Duke of

Orleans is most familiar in their mouths." Thus, in its
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very bud, had his eye detected the conjuration de quinze

ansf

Among the gay parties of this festive period, Scott

mentioned with special pleasure one fine day given to

an excursion to Ermenonville, under the auspices of

Lady Castlereagh. The company was a large one, in-

cluding most of the distinguished personages whom I

have been naming, and they dined al fresco among the

scenes of Rousseau's retirement, but in a fashion less

accordant with the spirit of his reveries oVun promeneur

solitaire, than with the song which commemorates some

earlier tenants of that delicious valley—
" La belle Gabrielle

Etoit dans ces lieux—
Et le souvenir d'elle

Nous rend heureux," &c.

At some stage of this merry day's proceedings, the

ladies got tired of walking, and one of Lord Castle-

reagh's young diplomatists was despatched into a village

in quest of donkeys for their accommodation. The at-

tache returned by and by with a face of disappointment,

complaining that the charge the people made was so ex-

travagant, he could not think of yielding to the extor-

tion. " Marshal Forwards " said nothing, but nodded

to an aid-de-camp. They had passed a Prussian picket

a little while before ;— three times the requisite num-

ber of donkeys appeared presently, driven before half-

a-dozen hussars, who were followed by the screaming

population of the refractory hamlet ; and " an angry man

was Blucher," said Scott, " when Lord Castlereagh con-

descended to go among them, all smiles, and sent them

back with more Napoleons than perhaps the fee-simple

*f the whole stud was worth."
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Another evening of more peaceful enjoyment has left

a better record. But I need not quote here the " Lines

on St. Cloud."* They were sent, on the 16th of Au-

gust to the late Lady Alvanley, with whom and her

daughters he spent much of his time while in Paris.

As yet, the literary reputation of Scott had made but

little way among the French nation ; but some few of

their eminent men vied even with the enthusiastic Ger-

mans in their courteous and unwearied attentions to him.

The venerable Chevalier, in particular, seemed anxious

to embrace every opportunity of acting as his cicerone

;

and many mornings were spent in exploring, under his

guidance, the most remarkable scenes and objects of his-

torical and antiquarian interest both in Paris and its

neighbourhood. He several times also entertained Scott

and his young companions at dinner ; but the last of

those dinners was thoroughly poisoned by a preliminary

circumstance. The poet, on entering the saloon, was

presented to a stranger, whose physiognomy struck him

as the most hideous he had ever seen ; nor was his dis-

gust lessened, when he found, a few minutes afterwards,

that he had undergone the accollade of David " of the

blood-stained brush."

From Paris, Mr. Bruce and Mr. Pringle went on to

Switzerland, leaving the Poet and Gala to return home

together, which they did by way of Dieppe, Brighton,

and London. It was here, on the 14th of September,

that Scott had that last meeting with Lord Byron, al-

luded to in his communication to Mr. Moore, already

quoted. He carried his young friend in the morning to

call on Lord Byron, who agreed to dine with them at

their hotel, where he met also Charles Mathews and

* See Poetical Works, p. 648, (Edin. Ed.)
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Daniel Terry. The only survivor of the party* has re-

corded it in his note-book as the most interesting day

he ever spent. " How I did stare," he says, " at By-

ron's beautiful pale face, like a spirit's— good or evil.

But he was bitter— what a contrast to Scott ! Among
other anecdotes of British prowess and spirit, Scott men-

tioned that a young gentleman had

been awfully shot in the head while conveying an order

from the Duke, and yet staggered on, and delivered his

message when at the point of death. ' Ha !

' said By-

ron, * I daresay he could do as well as most people

without his head— it was never of much use to him/

Waterloo did not delight him, probably— and Scott

could talk or think of scarcely anything else."

Mathews accompanied them as far as Warwick and

Kenilworth, both of which castles the poet had seen

before, but now re-examined with particular curiosity.

They spent a night at Sheffield ; and early next morn-

ing Scott sallied forth to provide himself with a planter's

knife of the most complex contrivance and finished work-

manship. Having secured one to his mind, and which

for many years after was his constant pocket-companion,

he wrote his name on a card, " Walter Scott, Abbots-

ford," and directed it to be engraved on the handle. On
his mentioning this acquisition at breakfast, young Gala

expressed his desire to equip himself in like fashion, and

was directed to the shop accordingly. When he had

purchased a similar knife, and produced his name in turn

for the engraver, the master cutler eyed the signature

for a moment, and exclaimed— " John Scott of Gala

Well, I hope your ticket may serve me in as good stead

as another Mr. Scott's has just done. Upon my word

• Jjhn Scott, Esq. of Gala, died at Edinburgh, 19th April 1840.
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one of my best men, an honest fellow from the North)

went out of his senses when he saw it— he offered me
a week's work if I would let him keep it to himself

—

and I took Saunders at his word." Scott used to talk

of this as one of the most gratifying compliments he ever

received in his literary capacity.

Their next halt was at Rokeby ; but since Scott had

heard from thence, Mrs. Morritt's illness had made such

alarming progress, that the travellers regretted having

obtruded themselves on the scene of affliction, and re-

sumed their journey early next morning.

Reaching Abbotsford, Scott found with his family his

old friend Mr. Skene of Rubislaw, who had expected him

to come home sooner, and James Ballantyne, who had

arrived with a copious budget of bills, calendars, book-

sellers' letters, and proof-sheets. From each of these

visitors' memoranda I now extract an anecdote. Mr.

Skene's is of a small enough matter, but still it places

the man so completely before myself, that I am glad he

thought it worth setting down. "During Scott's ab-

sence," says his . friend, " his wife had had the tiny draw-

ing-room of the cottage fitted up with new chintz furniture

— everything had been set out in the best style— and

she and her girls had been looking forward to the pleas-

ure which they supposed the little surprise of the ar-

rangements would give him. He was received in the

spruce fresh room, set himself comfortably down in the

chair prepared for him, and remained in the full enjoy-

ment of his own fireside, and a return to his family circle,

without the least consciousness that any change had taken

place— until, at length, Mrs. Scott's patience could hold

out no longer, and his attention was expressly called to

it. The vexation he showed at having caused such a
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disappointment, struck me as amiably characteristic—
and in the course of the evening he every now and then

threw out some word of admiration to reconsole mamma."
Ballantyne's note of their next morning's conference

is in these terms :— " He had just been reviewing a pag-

eant of emperors and kings, which seemed, like another

Field of the Cloth of Gold, to have been got up to real-

ize before his eyes some of his own splendid descrip-

tions. I begged him to tell me what was the general

impression left on his mind. He answered, that he

might now say he had seen and conversed with all classes

of society, from the palace to the cottage, and including

every conceivable shade of science and ignorance— but

that he had never felt awed or abashed except in the

presence of one man— the Duke of Wellington. I ex-

pressed some surprise. He said I ought not, for that the

Duke of Wellington possessed every one mighty quality

of the mind in a higher degree than any other man did,

or had ever done. He said he beheld in him a great

soldier and a great statesman— the greatest of each.

When it was suggested that the Duke, on his part, saw

before him a great poet and novelist, he smiled, and said,

'What would the Duke of Wellington think of a few

bits of novels, which perhaps he had never read, and for

which the strong probability is that he would not care a

sixpence if he had?' You are not" (adds Ballantyne) "to

suppose that he looked either sheepish or embarrassed in

the presence of the Duke— indeed you well know that

he did not, and could not do so ; but the feeling, qualified

and modified as I have described it, unquestionably did

exist to a certain extent. Its origin forms a curioua

moral problem ; and may probably be traced to a secrel

consciousness, which he might not himself advert to, that
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tbe Duke, however great as a soldier and statesman, was

bo defective in imagination as to be incapable of appre-

ciating that which had formed the charm of his own life,

as well as of his works."

It is proper to add to Mr. Ballantyne's solution of his

" curious moral problem," that he was in his latter days

a strenuous opponent of the Duke of Wellington's politics

;

to which circumstance he ascribes, in these same memo-

randa, the only coolness that ever occurred between him

and Scott. I need hardly repeat, what has been already

distinctly stated more than once, that Scott never consid-

ered any amount of literary distinction as entitled to be

spoken of in the same breath with mastery in the higher

departments of practical life— least of all, with the glory

of a first-rate captain. To have done things worthy to

be written, was in his eyes a dignity to which no man
made any approach, who had only written things worthy

to be read. He had on two occasions, which I can never

forget, betrayed painful uneasiness when his works were

alluded to as reflecting honour on the age that had pro-

duced Watt's improvement of the steam-engine, and the

safety-lamp of Sir Humphry Davy. Such was his mod-

est creed— but from all I ever saw or heard of his inter-

course with the Duke of Wellington, I am not disposed

to believe that he partook it with the only man in whose

presence he ever felt awe and abashment.*

* I think it very probable that Scott had his own first interview

with the Duke of Wellington in his mind when he described the intro-

duction of Roland Graham to the Regent Murray, in the novel of The
Abbot, chap, xviii. :— " Such was the personage before whom Roland

Graham now presented himself with a feeling of breathless awe, very

different from the usual boldness and vivacity of his temper. In fac*

ne was, from education and nature, much more easily controlled by the

moral superiority arising from the elevated talents and renown of those
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A charming page in Mr. Washington Irving's " Ab-

botsford and Newstead," affords us another anecdote con-

nected with this return from Paris. Two years after

this- time, when the amiable American visited Scott, he

walked with him to a quarry, where his people were at

work. " The face of the humblest dependent," he says,

u brightened at his approach— all paused from their la-

bour to have a pleasant ' crack wi' the laird.' Among the

rest was a tall straight old fellow, with a healthful com-

plexion and silver hairs, and a small round-crowned white

hat. He had been about to shoulder a hod, but paused,

and stood looking at Scott with a slight sparkling of his

blue eye as if waiting his turn ; for the old fellow knew

he was a favourite. Scott accosted him in an affable tone,

and asked for a pinch of snuff. The old man drew forth

a horn snuff-box. * Hoot man,' said Scott, ' not that old

mull. Where's the bonnie French one that I brought

you from Paris ?
'— ' Troth, your honour,' replied the

old fellow, 'sic a mull as that is nae for week-days.

On leaving the quarry, Scott informed me, that, when

absent at Paris, he had purchased several trifling arti-

cles as presents for his dependents, and, among others,

the gay snuff-box in question, which was so carefully re-

served for Sundays by the veteran. ' It was not so

much the value of the gifts,' said he, * that pleased them,

as the idea that the laird should think of them when so

far away."'

One more incident of this return— it was told to me
by himself, some years afterwards, with gravity, and

with whom he conversed, than by pretensions founded only on rank or

external show. He might have hraved with indifference the presence

of an Earl merely distinguished by his belt and coronet; but he fel*

overawed in that of the eminent soldier and statesman, the wielder of

a nation's power, and the leader of her armies."
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even sadness. " The last of my chargers," he said, " was

a high-spirited and very handsome one, by name Daisy,

all over white, without a speck, and with such a mane as

Rubens delighted to paint. He had, among other good

qualities, one always particularly valuable in my case,

that of standing like a rock to be mounted. When he

was brought to the door, after I came home from the

Continent, instead of signifying, by the usual tokens, that

he was pleased to see his master, he looked askant at

me like a devil ; and when I put my foot in the stirrup,

he reared bolt upright, and I fell to the ground rather

awkwardly. The experiment was repeated twice or

thrice, always with the same result. It occurred to me
that he might have taken some capricious dislike to my
dress ; and Tom Purdie, who always falls heir to the

white hat and green jacket, and so forth, when Mrs.

Scott has made me discard a set of garments, was sent

for, to try whether these habiliments would produce him

a similar reception from his old friend Daisy : But Daisy

allowed Tom to back him with all manner of gentleness.

The thing was inexplicable— but he had certainly taken

some part of my conduct in high dudgeon and disgust

;

and after trying him again, at the interval of a week, I

was obliged to part with Daisy— and wars and rumours

of wars being over, I resolved thenceforth to have done

with such dainty blood. I now stick to a good sober

cob." Somebody suggested, that Daisy might have con-

sidered himself as ill-used, by being left at home when

the Laird went on his journey. " Ay," said he, " these

creatures have many thoughts of their own, no doubt,

that we can never penetrate." Then, laughing, " Troth,"

Baid he, " maybe some bird had whispered Daisy that I

had been to see the grand reviews at Paris on a little
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Bcrag of a Cossack, while my own gallant trooper was

left behind bearing Peter and the post-bag to Mel-

rose
"

A few letters, written shortly after this return to Ab-

botsibrd, will, among other things, show with what zeal

be at once resumed his literary industry, if indeed that

can be said to have been at all interrupted by a journey,

in the course of which a great part of Paul's narrative,

and also of the poem of " the Field of Waterloo," must

have been composed.

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby Park.

" Abbotsford, 2d Oct. 1815.

" My Dear Morritt,— Few things could have given me
more real pain, than to see Mrs. Morritt under such severe

suffering, and the misery you sustain in witnessing it. Yet

let us trust in the goodness of Providence, which restored the

health so deservedly dear to you, from as great a state of de-

pression upon a former occasion. Our visit was indeed a mel-

ancholy one, and, I fear, added to your distress, when, God
knows, it required no addition.— The contrast of this quiet

bird's-nest of a place, with the late scene of confusion and

military splendour which I have witnessed, is something of a

stunning nature— and, for the first five or six days, I have

been c ontent to fold my hands, and saunter up and down in a

Bort of indolent and' stupified tranquillity, my only attempt at

occupa tion having gone no farther than pruning a young tree

now and then. Yesterday, however, and to-day, I began,

from necessity, to prune verses, and have been correcting

proofs of my little attempt at a poem on Waterloo. It will

be out this week, and you shall have a copy by the Carlisle

coach, which pray judge favourably, and remember it is not

always the grandest actions which are best adapted for the arte

of poetry and painting. I believe I shall give "offence to my
old friends the Whigs, by not condoling with Buonaparte,
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Since his sentence of transportation, he has began to look

wonderfully comely in their eyes. I would they had hanged

him, that he might have died a perfect Adonis. Every rea-

sonable creature must think the Ministers would have de-

served the cord themselves, if they had left him in a condition

again to cost us the loss of 10,000 of our best and bravest,

besides thirty millions of good money. The very threats and

frights which he has given the well-meaning people of this

realm (myself included), deserved no less a punishment than

banishment, since the ' putting in bodily fear ' makes so ma-

terial a part of every criminal indictment. But, no doubt, we
shall see Ministers attacked for their want of generosity to

a fallen enemy, by the same party who last year, with better

grounds, assailed them for having left him in a situation again

to disturb the tranquillity of Europe.— My young friend Gala

has left me, after a short visit to Abbotsford. He is my near-

est (conversible) neighbour, and I promise myself much com-

fort in him, as he has a turn both for the sciences and for the

arts, rather uncommon among our young Scotch lairds. He
was delighted with Eokeby and its lord, though he saw both

at so melancholy a period, and endured, not only with good

humour but with sympathy, the stupidity of his fellow-travel-

ler, who was not by any means dans son brillant for some

time after leaving you.

" We visited Corby Castle on our return to Scotland, which

remains, in point of situation, as beautiful as when its walks

were celebrated by David Hume, in the only rhymes he was

ever known to be guilty of. Here they are, from a pane of

glass in an inn at Carlisle :
—

' Here chicks in eggs for breakfast sprawl

Here godless boys God's glories squall,

Here Scotchmen's heads do guard the wall

But Corby's walks atone for all.'

Would it not be a good quiz to advertise The Poetical Works

of David Hume, with notes, critical, historical, and so forth—
with an historical inquiry into the use of eggs for breakfast, a

vol. rv. 17
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physical discussion on the causes of their being addled ; a his-

tory of the English church music, and of the choir of Car-

lisle in particular ; a full account of the affair of 1 745, with

the trials, last speeches, and so forth of the poor plaids who
were strapped up at Carlisle; and, lastly, a full and partic-

ular description of Corby, with the genealogy of every fam

ily who ever possessed it ? I think, even whhout more than

the usual waste of margin, the Poems of David would make a

decent twelve-shilling touch. I shall think about it when I

have exhausted mine own century of inventions.

" I do not know whether it is perverseness of state, or old as-

sociations, but an excellent and very handsome modern house,

which Mr. Howard has lately built at Corby, does not, in my
mind, assimilate so well with the scenery as the old irregular

monastic hall, with its weather-beaten and antique appearance,

which I remember there some years ago.

" Out of my Field of Waterloo has sprung an odd wild sort

of thing, which I intend to finish separately, and call it the

Dance of Death.* These matters take up my time so much,

that I must bid you adieu for the present. Besides, I am sum-

moned to attend a grand chasse, and 1 see the children are all

mounted upon the ponies. By the way, Walter promises to

be a gallant horseman. Ever most truly yours,

" Walter Scott.'*

I shall close this chapter with a transcript of some

Notes on the proof-sheets of the " Field of Waterloo."

John Ballantyne being at Abbotsford on the 3d of

October, his brother the printer addressed the packet

containing the sheets to him. John appears to have con-

sidered James's observations on the margin before Scott

saw them ; and the record of the style in which the Poet

repelled, or yielded to, his critics, will at all events illus-

trate his habitual good nature.

* This was published in the Edinburgh Annual Register in 1815. -•

See Poetical Works, p. 649, (Edin. Ed.)
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John Ballantyne writes on the fly-leaf of the proofs,

to his confidential clerk :— " Mr. Hodgson, I beg these

sheets and all the MS. may be carefully preserved just

as they stand, and put in my father's desk. J. B."

James prefaces his animadversions with this quota-

tion—
" Cut deep and spare not.— Pentitddock."

The Notes are these :
—

Stanza I.— " Fair Brussels, thou art far behind."

James Ballantyne. — I do not like this line. It is tame, and the

phrase "far behind," has, to my feeling, some associated vulgarity.

Scott.— Stet.

Stanza II.— " Let not the stranger with disdain

The architecture view."

James.— These two words are cacophonous. Would not its do?

Scott. — Th. is a bad sound. Ts. a much worse. Head their.

Stanza IV.— "A stranger might reply."

James.— My objection to this is probably fantastical, and I state it

only because, from the first moment to the last, it has always made me
boggle. I don't like a stranger— Query, "The questioned" — The
" spectator "— " gazer," &c.

Scott.— Stranger is appropriate— it means stranger to the circum-

stances.

Stanza VI.— James.—You had changed " garner-house profound,"

which I think quite admirable, to " garner under ground," which I

think quite otherways. I have presumed not to make the change

—

must I?

Scott.-- 1 acquiesce, but with doubts; profound sounds affected

Stanza VIII. — " The deadly tug of war at length

Must limits find in human strength,

And cease when these are passed.

Vain hope ! &c."

James.— I must needs repeat, that the deadly tug did cease in the

case supposed. It lasted long—very long; but, when the limits of re-

listance, of human strength, were past— that is, after they had fought
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for ten hours, then the deadly tug did cease. Therefore the " hope w

was not "vain."

Scott.— I answer, it did not,— because the observation relates to the

strength of those actually engaged, and when their strength was ex-

hausted, other squadrons were brought up. Suppose you saw two

lawyers scolding at the bar, you might say, This must have an end—
human lungs cannot hold out— but, if the debate were continued by
the senior counsel, your well-grounded expectations would be disap-

pointed— " Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull !
" —

Ibid.— " Nor ceased the intermitted shot."

James.— Mr. Erskine contends that "intermitted" is redundant.

Scott.— " Nor ceased the storm of shell and shot."

Stanza X.— " Never shall our country say

We gave one inch of ground away,

When battling for her right."

James. — In conflict f

John B. — Warring ? I am afraid battling must stand.

Scott.— All worse than the text.

Stanza XI.— " Peal'd wildly the imperial name."

James.— I submit with diffidence whether this be not a somewhat

tame conclusion to so very animated a stanza ? And, at any rate, you

will observe, that as it stands, you have no rhyme whatever to " The

Cohort eagles fly." — You have no rhyme to fly. Flew and fly, also,

are perhaps too near, considering that each word closes a line of the

same sort. I don't well like " Thus in a torrent," either. If it were,

" In one broad torrent," &c, it strikes me that it would be more

spirited.

Scott. — Granted as to most of these observations— Read, " in one

dark torrent broad and strong," &c.— The " imperial name " is true,

therefore must stand.

Stanza XII.— " Nor was one forward footstep stopped."

James.— This staggering word was intended, I presume, but I don't

.ke it.

Scott.— Granted. Read staid, &c.

Ibid.— " Down were the eagle banners sent,

Down, down the horse and horsemen went."

James.— This is very spirited and very fine; but it is unquestioiv



NOTES ON THE "FIELD OP WATERLOO." 261

»bly liable to the charge of being very nearly a direct repetition ot

yourself. See Lord of the Isles, Canto vi. St. 24:—
" Bourn ! down ! in headlong overthrow,

Horseman and horse, the foremost go," &c.

This passage is at once so striking and so recent, that its close simi-

larity to the present, if not indeed its identity, must strike every reader;

and really, to borrow from one's self, is hardly much better than to

borrow from one's neighbours. And yet again, a few lines lower—
" As hammers on the anvils reel,

Against the cuirass clangs the steel."

See Lady of the Lake, Canto vi. Stanza 18 :
—

" I heard the broadswords' deadly clang,

As if an hundred anvils rang."

Here is precisely the same image, in very nearly the same words.

Scott.— I have altered the expression, but made a note, which, I

think, will vindicate my retaining the simile.

Stanza XIII.— " As their own Ocean rocks hold stance."

John.— I do not know such an English word as stance.

Scrit.— Then we'll make it one for the nance.

Ibid. — " And newer standards fly."

James. — I don't like newer.

Scott.— " And other standards fly."

Ibid.— " Or can thy memory fail to quote,

Heard to thy cost the vengeful note."

James.— Would to God you would alter this quote I

John.— Would to God / could ! — I certainly should.—
Scott.— " Or can thy memory fail to know,

Heard oft before in hour of wo."

Or—
" Or dwells not in thy memory still,

Heard frequent in thine hour of ill.'

Stanza XV.— " Wrung forth by pride, regret, and i

James.— I have ventured to submit to your choice—
" Wrung forth by pride, and rage, and shame."

jnegret appearing a faint epithet amidst such a combination of bittef

*eelings.

Scott. — Granted.
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Ibid.— " So mingle banner, wain, and gun,

Where in one tide of horror run

The warriors," &c.

James. — In the first place, warriors running in a tide, is a clashing

metaphor ; in the second, the warriors running at all is a little homely.

It' is true, no doubt; but really running is little better tL*an scamper*

ing. For these causes, one or both, I think the lines should be altered.

Scott.— You are wrong in one respect. A tide is always said to run,

— but I thought of the tide without attending to the equivoque, which

must be altered. Read,—
" Where the tumultous flight rolls on."

Stanza XVI. — " found gallant grave."

James.— This is surely a singular epithet to a grave. I think the

whole of this stanza eminently fine ; and, in particular, the conclusion.

Scott.— " found soldier's grave."

Stanza XXI.— " Redoubted Picton's soul of fire."

James.— From long association, this epithet strikes me as conveying

a semi-ludicrous idea.

Scott. — It is here appropriate, and your objection seems merely per-

lonal to your own association.

Ibid.— " Through his friend's heart to wound his own."

James.— Qusere— Pierce, or rather stab— wound is faint.

Scott. — " Pierce."

Stanza XXI. — " Forgive, bravefallen, the imperfect lay."

James.— Don't like " brave fallen " at all ; nor " appropriate praise,

iLree lines after. The latter in particular is prosaic.

8eotL — " Forgive, brave dead."

" The dear-earnedpraise."
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

Field of Waterloo published — Revision of PauFs Letters,

fyc. — Quarrel and Reconciliation with Hogg— Football

Match at Carterhaugh — Songs on the Banner of Buo
cleuch— Dinner at Bowhill— Design for a piece of Plate

to the Sutors of Selkirk— Letters to the Duke of Buccleuch,

Joanna Baillie, and Mr. Morritt.

1815.

The poem of " The Field of Waterloo " was pub-

lished before the end of October ; the profits of the first

edition being the author's contribution to the fund raised

for the relief of the widows and children of the soldiers

slain in the battle. This piece appears to have disap-

pointed those most disposed to sympathize with the au-

thor's views and feelings. The descent is indeed heavy

from his Bannockburn to his Waterloo : the presence, or

all but visible reality of what his dreams cherished, seems

to have overawed his imagination, and tamed it into a

weak pomposity of movement The burst of pure na-

tive enthusiasm upon the Scottish heroes that fell around

the Duke of Wellington's person, bears, however, the

broadest marks of the " Mighty Minstrel :
"—

" Saw gallant Miller's fading eye

Still bent where Albyn's standards fly,

And Cameron, in the 6hock of steel,

Die like the offspring of Lochiel," &c. ;—



264 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

and this is far from being the only redeeming passage.

There is one, indeed, in which he illustrates what he

then thought Buonaparte's poorness of spirit in adver-

sity, which always struck me as pre-eminently character-

istic of Scott's manner of interweaving, both in prose and

verse, the moral energies with analogous natural descrip.

tion, and combining thought with imagery—
" Or is thy soul like mountain tide,

That swelled by winter storm and shower,

Rolls down in turbulence of power,

A torrent fierce and wide

;

Reft of these aids, a rill obscure,

Shrinking unnoticed, mean and poor,

Whose channel shows displayed

The wrecks of its impetuous course,

But not one symptom of the force

By which these wrecks were made !

"

The poem was the first upon a subject likely to be suffi-

ciently hackneyed ; and, having the advantage of coming

out in a small cheap form— (prudently imitated from

Murray's innovation with the tales of Byron, which was

the death-blow to the system of verse in quarto) -^ it

attained rapidly a measure of circulation above what had

been reached either by Rokeby or the Lord of the Isles.

Meanwhile the revision of Paul's Letters was proceed-

ing ; and Scott had almost immediately on his return to

Abbotsford concluded his bargain for the first edition of

a third novel— The Antiquary— to be published also

in the approaching winter. Harold the Dauntless, too,

was from time to time taken up as the amusement of

horcs subsecivce. As for Scott's out of doors occupations

of that autumn, sufficient light will be thrown on then:

by the following letter; from which it is seen that he

\iad now completed rather a tedious negotiation with an*
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other bonnet-laird, and definitively added the lands of

Kaeside to the original estate of Abbotsford.

"To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.

" November 12, 1815, Abbotsford.

•* I have been long in acknowledging your letter, my deal

friend, and yet you have not only been frequent in my
thoughts, as must always be the case, but your name has been

of late familiar in my mouth as a household word. You must

know that the pinasters you had the goodness to send me some

time since, which are now fit to be set out of the nursery, have

occupied my mind as to the mode of disposing of them. Now,

mark the event : there is in the middle of what will soon be a

bank of fine young wood, a certain old gravel-pit, which is the

present scene of my operations. I have caused it to be covered

with better earth, and gently altered with the spade, so as, if

possible, to give it the air of one of those accidental hollows

which the surface of a hill frequently presents. Having

arranged my ground, I intend to plant it all round with the

pinasters, and other varieties of the pine species, and in the

interior I will have a rustic seat, surrounded by all kinds of

evergreen shrubs (laurels in particular), and all varieties of

the holly and cedar, and so forth, and this is to be called and

entitled Joanna's Bower. We are determined in the choice

of our ornaments by necessity, for our ground fronts (in

poetic phrase) the rising sun, or, in common language, look*

to the east; and being also on the north side of the Hill—

-

(don't you shiver at the thought ?) — why, to say truth,

George Wynnos and I are both of opinion that nothing but

evergreens will flourish there ; but I trust I shall convert a

present deformity into a very pretty little hobby-horsical sort

of thing. It will not bear looking at for years, and that is a

•ity ; but it will so far resemble the person from whom it

takes name, that it is planted, as she has written, for the

benefit as well of posterity as for the passing generation,

lime and I, says the Spaniard, against any two ; and fully
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confiding in the proverb, I have just undertaken another

grand task. You must know, I have purchased a large lump

of wild land, lying adjoining to this little property, which

greatly more than doubles my domains. The land is said to

be reasonably bought, and I am almost certain I can turn

it to advantage by a little judicious expenditure ; for this place

s already allowed to be worth twice what it cost me ; and our

people here think so little of planting, and do it so carelessly,

that they stare with astonishment at the alteration which well

planted woods make on the face of a country. There is,

besides, a very great temptation, from the land running to

within a quarter of a mile of a very sweet wild sheet of water,

of which (that is, one side of it) I have every chance to

become proprietor: this is a poetical circumstance not to be

lost sight of, and accordingly I keep it full in my view. Amid
these various avocations, past, present, and to come, I have

not thought much about Waterloo, only that I am truly glad

you like it. I might, no doubt, have added many curious

anecdotes, but I think the pamphlet long enough as it stands,

and never had any design of writing copious notes.

" I do most devoutly hope Lord Byron will succeed in his

proposal of bringing out one of your dramas; that he is

your sincere admirer is only synonymous with his being a man
of genius ; and he has, I am convinced, both the power and

inclination to serve the public, by availing himself of the

treasures you have laid before them. Yet I long for ' some

yet untasted spring,' and heartily wish you would take Lord

B. into your counsels, and adjust, from your yet unpublished

materials, some drama for the public. In such a case, I

would, in your place, conceal my name till the issue of the

adventure. It is a sickening thing to think how many an

gry and evil passions the mere name of admitted excellence

brings into full activity. I wish you would consider this

hint, and I am sure the result would be great gratifica-

tion to the public, and to yourself that sort of satisfaction

which arises from receiving proofs of having attained the

mark at which you aimed. Of this last, indeed, you cannot
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doubt, if you consult only the voices of the intelligent and the

accomplished ; but the object of the dramatist is professedly to

delight the public at large, and therefore I think you should

make the experiment fairly.

" Little Sophia is much obliged by your kind and continued

recollection : she is an excellent good child, sufficiently sen-

sible, very affectionate, not without perception of character;

but the gods have not made her poetical, and I hope she will

never attempt to act a part which nature has not called her

to. I am myself a poet, writing to a poetess, and therefore

cannot be suspected of a wish to degrade a talent, to which,

in whatever degree I may have possessed it, I am indebted for

much happiness: but this depends only on the rare coinci-

dence of some talent falling in with a novelty in style and

diction and conduct of story, which suited the popular taste

;

and were my children to be better poets than me, they would

not be such in general estimation, simply because the second

cannot be the first, and the first (I mean in point of date) is

everything, while others are nothing, even with more intrinsic

merit. I am therefore particularly anxious to store the heads

of my young damsels with something better than the tags of

rhymes ; and I hope Sophia is old enough (young though she

be) to view her little incidents of celebrity, such as they are,

in the right point of view. Mrs. Scott and she are at present

in Edinburgh ; the rest of the children are with me in this

place ; my eldest boy is already a bold horseman and a fine

shot, though only about fourteen years old. I assure you I

was prouder of the first black-cock he killed, than I have been

of anything whatever since I first killed one myself, and that is

twenty years ago. This is all stupid gossip ; but, as Master

Corporal Nym says, * things must be as they may :

' you cannot

expect grapes from thorns, or much amusement from a brain

bewildered with thorn hedges at Kaeside, for such is the sono-

rous title of my new possession, in virtue of which I subscribe

layself, Abbotsford & Kaeside.'

There is now to be mentioned a little pageant of !)©•
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eember 1815, which perhaps interested Abbotsford ana

Kaeside not very much less than the " Field of the Cloth

of Gold," as James Ballantyne calls it, of the preceding

autumn. This was no other than a football match, got

up under the auspices of the Duke of Buccleuch, between

the men of the Vale of Yarrow and the Burghers of

Selkirk, the particulars of which will be sufficiently ex-

plained by an extract from Ballantyne's newspaper, writ-

ten, I can have no doubt, by the Sheriff of the Forest.

But the part taken in this solemnity by the Ettrick Shep-

herd reminds me of an extraordinary epistle which Scott

had received from him some months before this time, and

of the account given by Hogg himself, in one of his au-

tobiographies, of the manner in which Scott's kindness

terminated the alienation it refers to.

The Shepherd, being as usual in pecuniary straits, had

projected a work, to be called " The Poetic Mirror," in

which should appear some piece by each popular poet

of the time, the whole to be edited by himself, and pub-

lished for his benefit ; and he addressed, accordingly, to

his brother bards a circular petition for their best assist-

ance. Scott— like Byron and most of the other persons

thus applied to— declined the proposition. The letter

in which he signified his refusal has not been preserved

;

— indeed it is sufficiently remarkable, that of all the

many letters which Hogg must have received from his

distinguished contemporaries, he appears to have kept

Dot one ; but Scott's decided aversion to joint-stock ad-

ventures in authorship must have been well known ere

now to Hogg— and at all events, nobody can suspeci

that his note of refusal was meant to be an unfriendly

communication. The Shepherd, however, took soma

phrase in high dudgeon, and penned an answer viru-
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lently insolent in spirit and in language, accusing him

of base jealousy of his own superior natural genius. I

am not sure whether it was on this or another occasion

of the like sort, that James varied the usual formulas

of epistolary composition, by beginning with " Damned

Sir," and ending, " Believe me, Sir, yours with disgust,

&c.
;
" but certainly the performance was such that no

intercourse took place between the parties for some

weeks, or perhaps months, afterwards. The letter in

which Hogg at length solicits a renewal of kindliness,

says nothing, it may be observed, of the circumstance

which, according to his autobiography, confirmed by the

recollection of two friends, whom he names in the letter

itself (Mr. John Grieve and Mr. William Laidlaw), had

really caused him to repent of his suspicions, and their

outrageous expression. The fact was, that hearing,

shortly after the receipt of the offensive epistle, that

Hogg was confined to his, lodgings, in an obscure alley

of Edinburgh, called Gabriel's Road, by a dangerous ill-

ness, Scott called on Mr. Grieve to make inquiries about

him, and to offer to take on himself the expenses of the

best medical attendance. He had, however, cautioned

the worthy hatter that no hint of this offer must reach

Hogg ; and in consequence, it might perhaps be the

Shepherd's feeling at the time that he should not, in

addressing his life-long benefactor, betray any acquaint-

ance with this recent interference on his behalf. There

can be no doubt, however, that he obeyed the genuine

dictates of his better nature when he penned this apol-

ogetic effusion :
—
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" To Walter Scott, Esq., Castle Street.

" Gabriel's Road, February 28, 1815.

" Mr. Scott,— I think it is great nonsense for two men who
are friends at heart, and who ever must be so— indeed it if

not in the nature of things that they can be otherwise—
should be professed enemies.

" Mr. Grieve and Mr. Laidlaw, who were very severe on

ine, and to whom I was obliged to show your letter, have long

ago convinced me that I mistook part of it, and that it was not

me you held in such contempt, but the opinion of the public.

The idea that you might mean that (though I still think the

reading will bear either construction) has given me much
pain; for I know I answered yours intemperately, and in a

mortal rage. I meant to have enclosed yours, and begged of

you to return mine, but I cannot find it, and am sure that some

one to whom I have been induced to show it, has taken it away.

However, as my troubles on that subject were never like to

wear to an end, I could no longer resist telling you that I am
extremely vexed about it. I desire not a renewal of our for-

mer intimacy, for haply, after what I have written, your fam-

ily would not suffer it ; but I wish it to be understood that,

when we meet by chance, we might shake hands, and speak to

one another as old acquaintances, and likewise that we may
exchange a letter occasionally, for I find there are many
things which I yearn to communicate to you, and the tears

rush to my eyes when I consider that I may not.

" If you allow of this, pray let me know, and if you do not,

let me know. Indeed, I am anxious to hear from you, for * as

the day of trouble is with me, so shall my strength be.* To be

friends from the teeth forwards is common enough ; but it

Btrikes me that there is something still more ludicrous in the

reverse of the picture, and so to be enemies— and why should

I be, from the teeth forwards, yours sincerely,

"James Hogg?"

Scott's reply wan, as Hogg sayn, " a brief note, telling
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him to think no more of the business, and come to break-

fast next morning." The misunderstanding being thus

closed, they appear to have counselled and co-operated

together in the most cordial fashion, in disciplining their

rural allies for the muster of Carterhaugh— the Duke

of Buccleuch's brother-in-law, the Earl of Home, having

appointed the Shepherd his Lieutenant over the Yarrow

Band, while the Sheriff took under his special cogni-

zance the Sutors, i. e. shoemakers, of Selkirk— for s©

the burgesses of that town have for ages styled them-

selves, and under that denomination their warlike prow-

ess in days of yore has been celebrated in many an old

ballad, besides the well-known one which begins with

u 'Tis up wi' the Sutors o' Selkirk,

And 'tis down wi' the Earl of Home! "

In order to understand all the allusions in the newspaper

record of this important day, one must be familiar with

the notes to the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border; but

I shall not burden it with further comment here.

"FOOTBALL MATCH.

" On Monday, 4th December, there was played, upon the

extensive plain of Carterhaugh, near the junction of the

Ettrick and Yarrow, the greatest match at the ball which has

taken place for many years. It was held by the people of the

Dale of Yarrow, against those of the parish of Selkirk; the

former being brought to the field by the Right Hon. the Earl

of Home, and the Gallant Sutors by their Chief Magistrate,

Ebenezer Clarkson, Esq. Both sides were joined by many
volunteers from other parishes ; and the appearance of the

various parties marching from their different glens to the place

of rendezvous, with pipes playing and loud acclamations, car-

ried back the coldest imagination to the old times when the

Foresters assembled with the less peaceable purpose of invad-

ing the English territory, or defending their own. The ro-
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mantic character of the scenery aided the illusion, as well as

the performance of a feudal ceremony previous to commenc-

ing the games.

" His Grace the Duke of Buccleuch and Queensberry came
upon the ground about 11 o'clock, attended by his sons, the

young Earl of Dalkeith and Lord John Scott; the Countess

of Home ; the Ladies Ann, Charlotte, and Isabella Scott

;

Lord and Lady Montagu and family ; the Hon. General Sir

Edward Stopford, K. B. ; Sir John Biddell of Riddell ; Sir

Alexander Don of Newton; Mr. Elliot Lockhart, member
for the county; Mr. Pringle of Whytbank, younger; Mr.

Pringle of Torwoodlee ; Captain Pringle, Royal Navy ; Mr.

Boyd of Broadmeadows and family ; Mr. Chisholm of Chis-

holm; Major Pott of Todrig; Mr. Walter Scott, Sheriff

of Selkirkshire, and family,— and many other gentlemen and

ladies.— The ancient banner of the Buccleuch family, a curi-

ous and venerable relique, emblazoned with armorial bearings,

and with the word ' Bellendaine,' the ancient war-cry of the

clan of Scott, was then displayed, as on former occasions when

the Chief took the field in person, whether for the purpose of

war or sport. The banner was delivered by Lady Ann Scott

to Master Walter Scott, younger of Abbotsford, who attended

suitably mounted and armed, and riding over the field* dis-

played it to the sound of the war-pipes, and amid the accla-

mations of the assembled spectators, who could not be fewer

than 2000 in number. That this singular renewal of an an-

cient military custom might not want poetical celebiity, verses

were distributed among the spectators, composed for the

occasion by Mr. Walter Scott and the Ettrick Shepherd. —
Mr. James Hogg acted as aide-de-camp to the Earl of Home
in the command of the Yarrow men, and Mr. Robert Hender-

son of Selkirk to Mr. Clarkson, both of whom contributed not

a little to the good order of the day.

" The ball was thrown up between the parties by the Duke
of Buccleuch, and the first game was gained, after a severe

conflict of an hour and a half duration, by the Selkirk men.

The second game was still more severely contested, and after

% close and stubborn struggle of more than three hours, with
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various fortune, and much display of strength and agility on

both sides, was at length carried by the Yarrow men. The

ball should then have been thrown up a third time, but con-

siderable difficulty occurred in arranging the voluntary auxili-

aries from other parishes, so as to make the match equal ; and,

as the day began to close, it was found impossible to bring the

strife to an issue, by playing a decisive game.

"Both parties, therefore, parted with equal honours, but,

before they left the ground, the Sheriff threw up his hat, and

in Lord Dalkeith's name and his own, challenged the Yarrow

men, on the part of the Sutors, to a match to be played upon

the first convenient opportunity, with 100 picked men only on

each side. The challenge was mutually accepted by Lord

Home, on his own part, and for Lord John Scott, and was re-

ceived with acclamation by the players on both sides. The
principal gentlemen present took part with one side or other,

except the Duke of Buccleuch, who remains neutral. Great

play is expected, and all bets are to be paid by the losers to

the poor of the winning parish. We cannot dismiss the sub-

ject without giving our highest commendation to the Earl of

Home, and to Mr. Clarkson, for the attention which they

showed in promoting the spirit and good order of the day.

For the players themselves, it was impossible to see a finer set

of active and athletic young fellows than appeared on the

field. But what we chiefly admired in their conduct was, that

though several hundreds in number, exceedingly keen for

their respective parties, and engaged in so rough and animated

a contest, they maintained the most perfect good humour, and

ihowed how unnecessary it is to discourage manly and athletic

exercises among the common people, under pretext of main-

taining subordination and good order. We have only to

regret, that the great concourse of spectators rendered it

difficult to mention the names of the several players who dis-

tinguished themselves by feats of strength or agility ; but we

must not omit to record that the first ball was hailed by Robert

Hall, mason in Selkirk, and the second by George Brodie, from

Qreatlmos, upon Axil-water.

voi* rv. 18
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" The Selkirk party wore slips of fir as their mark of <$&

tinction— the Yarrow men, sprigs of heath.

" Refreshments were distributed to the players by the Duke
of Buccleuch's domestics, in a booth erected for the purpose

;

and no persons were allowed to sell ale or spirits on the field.

" In the evening there was a dance at the Duke's hunting-

seat at Bowhill, attended by the nobility and gentry who had

witnessed the sport of the day ; and the fascination of Gow's

violin and band detained them in the dancing-room till the

dawn of the winter morning."

The newspaper then gives the songs above alluded

to— viz. Scott's " Lifting of the Banner "
:—

" From the brown crest of Newark its summons extending,

Our signal is waving in smoke and in flame,

And each Forester blythe, from his mountain descending,

Bounds light o'er the heather to join in the game;
Then up with the Banner! let forest winds fan her!

She has blazed over Ettrick eight ages and more;
In sport we'll attend her, in battle defend her,

With heart and with hand, like our Fathers before." &c. *

— and that excellent ditty by Hogg, entitled " The Et-

trick Garland, to the Ancient Banner of the House of

Buccleuch "
:
—

" And hast thou here, like hermit grey,

Thy mystic characters unroll' d,

O'er peaceful revellers to play,

Thou emblem of the days of old ?

All hail ! memorial of the brave,

The liegeman's pride, the Border's awe

!

May thy grey pennon never wave
On sterner field than Carterhaugh !

" &c.

I have no doubt the Sheriff" of the Forest was a

prouder man, when he saw his boy ride about Carter-

haugh with the pennon of Bellendon, than when Platoff

* See Poetical Works, p. 651, (Edin. Ed.)
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mounted himself for the imperial review of the Qhamp de

Mars. It is a pity that I should have occasion to allude,

before I quit a scene so characteristic of Scott, to an-

other outbreak of Hogg's jealous humour. His Auto-

biography informs us, that when the more distinguished

part of the company assembled on the conclusion of the

sport to dine at Bowhill, he was proceeding to place him-

self at a particular table— but the Sheriff seized his

arm, told him that was reserved for the nobility, and

seated him at an inferior board— " between himself and

the Laird of Harden "— the first gentleman of the clan

Scott. " The fact is," says Hogg, " I am convinced he

was sore afraid of my getting to be too great a favour-

ite among the young ladies of Buccleuch !

" Who can

read this, and not be reminded of Sancho Panza and the

Duchess? And, after all, he quite mistook what Scott

had said to him ; for certainly there was, neither on this,

nor on any similar occasion at Bowhill, any high table

for the nobility, though there was a side-table for the

children, at which, when the Shepherd of Ettrick was

about to seat himself, his friend probably whispered that

it was reserved for the " little lords and ladies, and their

playmates." This blunder may seem undeserving of

any explanation ; but it is often in small matters that the

strongest feelings are most strikingly betrayed— and

this story is, in exact proportion to its silliness, indica-

tive of the jealous feeling which mars and distorts so

many of Hogg's representations of Scott's conduct and

demeanour.

It appears from the account of this football match in

the Edinburgh Journal, that Scott took a lead in propos-

ing * renewal of the contest. This, however, never oc«

turred; and that it ought not to do so, had probably
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occurred from the first to the Duke of Buccleuch, who is

mentioned as having alone abstained from laying any

bets on the final issue.

When Mr. Washington Irving visited Scott two years

afterwards at Abbotsford, he told his American friend

that " the old feuds and local interests, and revelries and

animosities of the Scotch, still slept in their ashes, and

might easily be roused ; their hereditary feeling for

names was still great; it was not always safe to have

even the game of football between villages ;— the old

clannish spirit was too apt to break out." *

The good Duke of Buccleuch's solitary exemption from

these heats of Carterhaugh, might read a significant les-

son to minor politicians of all parties on more important

scenes. In pursuance of the same peace-making spirit,

he appears to have been desirous of doing something grati-

fying to the men of the town of Selkirk, who had on this

occasion taken the field against his Yarrow tenantry. His

Grace consulted Scott about the design of a piece of plate

to be presented to their community ; and his letter on

this weighty subject must not be omitted in the memoirs

of a Sheriff of Selkirk :—

" To His Grace the Duke ofBuccleuch, Sfc, BowhilL

" Edinburgh, Thursday.

"My Dear Lord,— I have proceeded in my commission

about the cup. It will be a very handsome one. But I am
still puzzled to dispose of the birse f in a becoming manner.

* Irving's Abbotsford and Newstead, 1835, p. 40.

f A birse, or bunch of hog's bristles, forms the cognizance of the

Sutors. When a new burgess is admitted into their community, the

birse passes round with the cup of welcome, and every elder brother

dips it into the wine, and draws it through his mouth, before it reaches

Mie happy neophyte, who of course pays it similar respect.
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It is a most unmanageable decoration. I tried it upright on

the top of the cup ; it looked like a shaving-brush, and the

goblet might be intended to make the lather. Then I thought

I had a brilliant idea. The arms of Selkirk are a female

seated on a sarcophagus, decorated with the arms of Scotland,

which will make a beautiful top to the cup. So I thought

of putting the birse into the lady's other hand ; but, alas ! it

looked so precisely like the rod of chastisement uplifted over

the poor child, that I laughed at the drawing for half an hour.

Next I tried to take off the castigatory appearance, by insert-

ing the bristles in a kind of handle ; but then it looked as if

the poor woman had been engaged in the capacities of house-

maid and child-keeper at once, and, fatigued with her double

duty, had sat down on the wine-cooler, with the broom in one

hand, and the bairn in the other. At length, after some con-

ference with Charles Sharpe, I have hit on a plan, which, I

think, will look very well, if tolerably executed,— namely, to

have the lady seated in due form on the top of the lid (which

will look handsome, and will be well taken), and to have a

thistle wreathed around the sarcophagus and rising above her

head, and from the top of the thistle shall proceed the birse.

1 will bring a drawing with me, and they shall get the cup

ready in the meantime. I hope to be at Abbotsford on Mon-
day night, to stay for a week. My cat has eat two or three

birds, while regaling on the crumbs that were thrown for them.

This was a breach of hospitality; but oportet vivere— and

micat inter omnes — with which stolen pun, and my respectful

compliments to Lord Montagu and the ladies, I am, very truly,

your Grace's most faithful and obliged servant,

"Walter Scott."

u P.S.— Under another cover, which I have just received, I

send the two drawings of the front and reverse of the lid of the

proposed cup. Your Grace will be so good as understand that

the thistle,— the top of which is garnished with the bristle,—
is entirely detached, in working, from the figure, and slips into

a socket. The following lines are humbly suggested for a
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motto, being taken from an ancient Scottish canzonetta, -•

unless the Yarrow committee can find any better: —

-

4 The sutor ga'e the sow a kiss

:

Grumph ! quo' the sow, it's a' for my hires.'

"

Some weeks before the year 1815 closed, Mr. Morritt

sustained the heaviest of domestic afflictions ; and several

letters on that sad subject had passed between Rokeby

and Abbotsford, before the date of the following :
—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby Park.

"Edinburgh, 22d Dec. 181».

" My Dear Morritt,— While you know what satisfaction it

would have given me to have seen you here, I am very sen-

sible of the more weighty reasons which you urge for prefer-

ring to stay at Rokeby for some time. I only hope you will

remember that Scotland has claims on you, whenever you shall

find your own mind so far at ease as to permit you to look

abroad for consolation; and if it should happen that you

thought of being here about our time of vacation, I have my
time then entirely at my own command, and I need not say,

that as much of it as could in any manner of way contribute to

your amusement, is most heartily at yours. I have myself at

present the melancholy task of watching the declining health

of my elder brother, Major Scott, whom, I think, you have

seen.

"My literary occupation is getting through the press the

Letters of Paul, of whose lucubrations I trust soon to send you

a copy. As the observations of a bystander, perhaps you will

find some amusement in them, especially as I had some chan-

nels of information not accessible to every one. The recess of

our courts, which takes place to-morrow, for three weeks, will

give me ample time to complete this job, and also the second

volume of Triermain, which is nearly finished,— a strange

rude story, founded partly on the ancient northern tradition!

respecting the Berserkers, whose peculiar habits, and fits of
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martial frenzy, make such a figure in the Sagas. I shall then

set myself seriously to the Antiquary, of which I have only a

very general sketch at present ; but when once I get my pen

to the paper it will walk fast enough. I am sometimes tempted

to leave it alone, and try whether it will not write as well with-

out the assistance of my head as with it. A hopeful prospect

for the reader. In the meanwhile, the snow, which is now

felling so fast as to make it dubious when this letter may reach

Rokeby, is likely to forward these important avocations, by

keeping me a constant resident in Edinburgh, in lieu of my
plan of going to Abbotsford, where I had a number of schemes

in hand, in the way of planting and improving. I believe I

told you I have made a considerable addition to my little farm,

and extended my domains towards a wild lake, which I have a

good prospect of acquiring also. It has a sort of legendary

fame; for the persuasion of the solitary shepherds who ap-

proach its banks, is, that it is tenanted by a very large amphib-

ious animal called by them a water-bull, and which severed

of them pretend to have seen. As his dimensions greatly ex-

ceed those of an otter, I am tempted to think with Trinculo,

1 This is the devil, and no monster.' But, after all, is it not

strange, that as to almost all the lakes in Scotland, both Low-

land and Highland, such a belief should prevail ? and that the

description popularly given uniformly corresponds with that of

the hippopotamus ? Is it possible, that at some remote period,

that remarkable animal, like some others which have now dis-

appeared, may have been an inhabitant of our large lakes ?

Certainly the vanishing of the mammoth and other animals

from the face of the creation, renders such a conjecture less

mid than I would otherwise esteem it. It is certain we have

lost the beaver, whose bones have been more than once found

in our Selkirkshire bogs and marl-mosses. The remains of the

wild bull are very frequently found; and I have more than

one^ skull with horns of most formidable dimensions.

" About a fortnight ago, we had a great football match in

Selkirkshire, when the Duke of Buccleuch raised his banner

a very curious and ancient pennon) in great form. Your
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friend Walter was banner-bearer, dressed like a forester of

old, in green, with a green bonnet, and an eagle feather in it;

and, as he was well mounted, and rode handsomely ov*»r the

field, he was much admired by all his clansmen.

" I have thrown these trifles together, without much hope

that they will afford you amusement ; but I know you will

wish to know what I am about, and I have but trifles to send

to those friends who interest themselves about a trifler. My
present employment is watching, from time to time, the prog-

ress of a stupid cause, in order to be ready to reduce the

sentence into writing, when the Court shall have decided

whether Gordon of Kenmore or MacMichan of Meikleforth

head be the superior of the lands of Tarschrechan and Dal-

brattie, and entitled to the feudal casualties payable forth

thereof, which may amount to twopence sterling, once in half-

a-dozen of years. Marry, sir, they make part of a freehold

qualification, and the decision may wing a voter. I did not

Bend the book you received by the Selkirk coach. I wish I

could have had sense enough to send anything which could

afford you consolation. I think our friend Lady Louisa was

likely to have had this attention ; she has, God knows, been

herself tried with affliction, and is well acquainted with the

sources from which comfort can be drawn. My wife joins in

kindest remembrances, as do Sophia and Walter. Ever yours

affectionately, Walter Scott."

This letter is dated the 22d of December. On the

26th, John Ballantyne, being then at Abbotsford, writes

to Messrs. Constable :— " Paul is all in hand ;
" and an

envelope, addressed to James Ballantyne on the 29th, haa

preserved another little fragment of Scott's playful dog;

grel:—
" Dear James—I'm done, thank God, with the long yarns

Of the most prosy of Apostles— Paul

;

And now advance, sweet Heathen of Monkbarns

!

Step out, old quizz, as fast as I can scrawl."
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

Publication of PauVs Letters to his Kinsfolk— Guy Manner-

ing " Terry-fed "— Death of Major John Scott— Letters

to Thomas Scott— Publication of the Antiquary— History

of 1814 for the Edinburgh Annual Register— Letters on

the History of Scotland projected— Publication of the first

Tales of My Landlord by Murray and Blackwood— Anec-

dotes by Mr. Train— Quarterly Review on the Tales—
Building at Abbotsford begun— Letters to Morritt, Terry,

Murray, and the Ballantynes.

1816.

The year 1815 may be considered as, for Scott's peace-

ful tenor of life, an eventful one. That which followed

has left almost its only traces in the successive appear-

ance of nine volumes, which attest the prodigal genius,

and hardly less astonishing industry of the man. Early

in January were published Paul's Letters to his Kinsfolk,

of which I need not now say more than that they were

received with lively curiosity, and general, though not

vociferous applause. The first edition was an octavo, of

6000 copies ; and it was followed, in the course of the

next two or three years, by a second and a third,

amounting together to 3000 more. The popularity of

the novelist was at its height ; and this admitted, if not

avowed, specimen of Scott's prose, must have been per*
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ceived, by all who had any share of discrimination, to

flow from the same pen.

Mr. Terry produced, in the spring of 1816, a dramatic

piece, entitled, " Guy Mannering," which met with great

success on the London boards, and still continues to be a

favourite with the theatrical public. What share the

novelist himself had in this first specimen of what he

used to call " the art of Terryfying? I cannot exactly

say ; but his correspondence shows, that the pretty song

of the Lullaby * was not his only contribution to it ; and

I infer that he had taken the trouble to modify the plot,

and rearrange, for stage purposes, a considerable part of

the original dialogue. The casual risk of discovery,

through the introduction of the song which had, in the

mean time, been communicated to one of his humble

friends, the late Mr. Alexander Campbell,f editor of

Albyn's Anthology— (commonly known at Abbotsford

as, by way of excellence, " The Dunniewassail")— and

Scott's suggestions on that difficulty will amuse the reader

of the following letter :
—

" To D. Terry, Esq., Alfred Place, Bloomsbury, London.

" Abbotsford, 18th April 1816.

" My Dear Terry,— I give you joy of your promotion to

tht dignity of an householder, and heartily wish you all the

success you so well deserve, to answer the approaching enlarge-

ment of your domestic establishment. You will find a house

a very devouring monster, and that the purveying for it re-

* See Scott's Poetical Works, p. 652, (Edin. Ed.)

\ This Mr. Campbell was the same whom the poet's mother em-

ployed to teach her boys to sing, as recorded in the Autobiographical

Fragment— ante, vol. i. p. 79. I believe he was also the " litigiout

Highlander" of a story told in living's Abbotsford and Xewstead

p. 67.
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quires a little exertion, and a great deal of self-denial and ar-

rangement. But when there is domestic peace and content-

ment, all that would otherwise be disagreeable, as restraining

our taste and occupying our time, becomes easy. I trust Mrs.

Terry will get her business easily over, and that you will soon

4 dandle Dickie on your knee.'— I have been at the spring

circuit, which made me late in receiving your letter, and there

I was introduced to a man whom I never saw in my life before,

namely, the proprietor of all the Pepper and Mustard family,

—

in other words, the genuine Dandie Dinmont. Dandie is

himself modest, and says, ' he b'lives it's only the dougs that is

in the buik, and no himsel'. As the surveyor of taxes was

going his ominous rounds past Hyndlea, which is the abode of

Dandie, his whole pack rushed out upon the man of execution,

and Dandie followed them (conscious that their number great-

ly exceeded his return), exclaiming, 'the tae hauf o' them is

but whalps, man.' In truth, I knew nothing of the man, ex-

cept his odd humour of having only two names for twenty

dogs. But there are lines of general resemblance among all

these hill-men, which there is no missing ; and Jamie Davidson

of Hyndlea certainly looks Dandie Dinmont remarkably well.

He is much flattered with the compliment, and goes uniformly

by the name among his comrades, but has never read the

Book. Ailie used to read it to him, but it set him to sleep.

All this you will think funny enough. I am afraid I am in a

scrape about the song, and that of my own making ; for as it

never occurred to me that there was anything odd in my writ-

ing two or three verses for you, which have no connexion

with the novel, I was at no pains to disown them ; and Camp-

bell is just that sort of crazy creature, with whom there is no

confidence, not from want of honour and disposition to oblige,

but from his flighty temper. The music of Cadil gu lo is al-

ready printed in his publication, and nothing can be done

with him, for fear of setting his tongue a-going. Erskine and

you may consider whether you should barely acknowledge an

obligation to an unknown friend, or pass the matter altogether

\l silence. In my opinion, my first idea was preferable to
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both, because I cannot see what earthly connexion there is le.

f/ween the song and the novel, or how acknowledging the one

is fathering the other. On the contrary, it seems to me that

acknowledgment tends to exclude the idea of farther obliga-

tion than to the extent specified. I forgot also that I had
given a copy of the lines to Mrs. Macleod of Macleod, from

whom I had the air. But I remit the matter entirely to you

and Erskine, for there must be many points in it which I can-

not be supposed a good judge of. At any rate, don't let it

delay your publication, and believe I shall be quite satisfied

with what you think proper.

" I have got from my friend Glengarry the noblest dog ever

seen on the Border since Johnnie Armstrong's time. He is

between the wolf and deer greyhound, about six feet long from

the tip of the nose to the tail, and high and strong in propor-

tion : he is quite gentle, and a great favourite : tell Will Ers-

kine he will eat off his plate without being at the trouble to put

a paw on the table or chair. I showed him to Mathews, who
dined one day in Castle Street before I came here, where, ex-

cept for Mrs. S., I am like unto

' The spirit who bideth by himself,

In the land of mist and snow '— *

for it is snowing and hailing eternally, and will kill all the

lambs to a certainty, unless it changes in a few hours. At
any rate, it will cure us of the embarrassments arising from

plenty and low markets. Much good luck to your dramatic

exertions: when I can be of use, command me. Mrs. Scott

joins me in regards to Mrs. Terry, and considers the house as

the greatest possible bargain : the situation is all you can wish.

Adieu ! yours truly, Walter Scott.

" P. S.— On consideration, and comparing difficulties, 1

will settle with Campbell to take my name from the verses,

vi they stand in his collection. The verses themselves I cai>

* Coleridge — Ancient Mariner.
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not take away without imprudent explanations ; and as they

go to other music, and stand without any name, they will

probably not be noticed, so you need give yourself no farther

trouble on the score. I should like to see my copy : pray send

it to the post-office, under cover to Mr. Freeling, whose unlim-

ited privilege is at my service on all occasions."

Early in May appeared the novel of " The Antiquary,"

which seems to have been begun a little before the close

of 1815. It came out at a moment of domestic distress.

Throughout the year 1815 Major John Scott had been

drooping. He died on the 8th of May 1816 ; and I ex-

tract the letter in which this event was announced to Mr
Thomas Scott by his only surviving brother.

" To Thomas Scott, Esq., Paymaster of the 70th Regiment,

Canada.

"Edinburgh, 15th May 1816.

" My Dear Tom,— This brings you the melancholy news of

our brother John's concluding his long and lingering illness

by death, upon Thursday last. We had thought it impossible

he should survive the winter, but, as the weather became

milder, he gathered strength, and went out several times. In

the beginning of the week he became worse, and on Wednes-

day kept his bed. On Thursday, about two o'clock, they sent

me an express to Abbotsford— the man reached me at nine.

I immediately set out, and travelled all night— but had not

the satisfaction to see my brother alive. He had died about

four o'clock, without much pain, being completely exhausted.

You will naturally feel most anxious about my mother's state

jf health and spirits. I am happy to say she has borne thia

severe shock with great firmness and resignation, is perfectly

well in her health, and as strong in her mind as ever you knew
her. She feels her loss, but is also sensible that protracted

existence, with a constitution so irretrievably broken up, could

have been no blessing. Indeed I must say, that, in many re-
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Bpects, her situation will be more comfortable on account of

this removal, when the first shock is over ; for to watch an in-

valid, and to undergo all the changes of a temper fretted by

suffering, suited ill with her age and habits. The funeral,

which took place yesterday, was decent and private, becoming

our father's eldest son, and the head of a quiet family. After

it, I asked Hay Donaldson and Mr. Macculloch* to look over

his papers, in case there should be any testamentary provision,

but none such was found ; nor do I think he had any inten-

tion of altering the destination which divides his effects be-

tween his surviving brothers.— Your affectionate W. S."

A few days afterwards, he hands to Mr. Thomas Scott

a formal statement of pecuniary affairs; the result of

which was, that * the Major had left something not much

under £6000. Major Scott, from all I have heard, was

a sober, sedate bachelor, of dull mind and frugal tastes,

who, after his retirement from the army, divided his time

between his mother's primitive fireside, and the society

of a few whist-playing brother officers, that met for an

evening rubber at Fortune's tavern. But, making every

allowance for his retired and thrifty habits, I infer that

the payments made to each of the three brothers out of

their father's estate must have, prior to 1816, amounted

to £5000. From the letter conveying this statement

(29th May), I extract a few sentences :
—

" Dear Tom,— Should the possession of this sum,

and the certainty that you must, according to the course of

nature, in a short space of years succeed to a similar sum of

£3000 belonging to our mother, induce you to turn your

thoughts to Scotland, I shall be most happy to forward youi

views with any influence I may possess; and I have little

* The late Mr. Hay Donaldson, W. S.— an intimate friend of both

Thomas and Walter Scott— and Mr. Macculloch of Ardwell, tht

brothe- of Mrs. Thomas Scott
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ioubt that, sooner or later, something may be done. But, un-

fortunately, every avenue is now choked with applicants, whose

claims are very strong ; for the number of disbanded officers,

and public servants dismissed in consequence of Parliament

turning restive and refusing the income-tax, is great and in-

creasing. Economy is the order of the day, and I assure you

they are shaving properly close. It would, no doubt, be com

paratively easy to get you a better situation where you are,

but then it is bidding farewell to your country, at least for a

long time, and separating your children from all knowledge of

those with whom they are naturally connected. I shall anx-

iously expect to hear from you on your views and wishes.

I think, at all events, you ought to get rid of the drudgery of

the paymastership— but not without trying to exchange it for

something else. I do not know how it is with you— but I do

not feel myself quite so young as I was when we met last, and

I should like well to see my only brother return to his own

country and settle, without thoughts of leaving it, till it is ex-

changed for one that is dark and distant I left all

Jack's personal trifles at my mother's disposal. There was

nothing of the slightest value, excepting his gold watch, which

was my sister's, and a good one. My mother says he had

wished my son Walter should have it, as his male represent-

ative— which I can only accept on condition your little Wal-

ter will accept a similar token of regard from his remaining

uncle.— Yours affectionately, W. S."

The letter in which Scott communicated his brother's

death to Mr. Morritt, gives us his own original opinion

of The Antiquary. It has also some remarks on the

separation of Lord and Lady Byron— and the " do-

mestic verses " of the noble poet.

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., London.

" Edinburgh, May 16, 1816.

" My Dear Morritt,— I have been occupied of late with

•cenes of domestic distress, my poor brother, Major John
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Scott, having last week closed a life which wasting disease had

long rendered burthensome. His death, under all the circum-

stances, cannot be termed a subject of deep affliction; and

though we were always on fraternal terms of mutual kindness

and good-will, yet our habits of life, our taste for society and

circles of friends, were so totally different, that there was les3

frequent intercourse between us than our connexion and real

liking to each other might have occasioned. Yet it is a heavy

consideration to have lost the last but one who was interested

in our early domestic life, our habits of boyhood, and our first

friends and connexions. It makes one look about and see how
the scene has changed around him, and how he himself has

been changed with it. My only remaining brother is in

Canada, and seems to have an intention of remaining there

;

so that my mother, now upwards of eighty, has now only one

child left to her out of thirteen whom she has borne. She is

a most excellent woman, possessed, even at her advanced age,

of all the force of mind and sense of duty which have carried

her through so many domestic griefs, as the successive deaths

of eleven children, some of them come to men and women's

estate, naturally infers. She is the principal subject of my
attention at present, and is, I am glad to say, perfectly well

in body and composed in mind.

" Nothing can give me more pleasure than the prospect of

seeing you in September, which will suit our motions perfectly

well. I trust I shall have an opportunity to introduce you to

pome of our glens which you have not yet seen. But I hope

we shall have some mild weather before that time, for we are

now in the seventh month of winter, which, almost leads me to

suppose that we shall see no summer this season. As for

spring, that is past praying for. In the month of November

ast, people were skating in the neighbourhood of Edinburgh

;

and now. in the middle of May, the snow is lying white on

Arthur's Seat, and on the range of the Pentlands. It is really

fearful, and the sheep are perishing by scores. Jam satis terrai

nivis, 8fc. may well be taken up as the song of eighteen hunr

dred and sixteen.
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" So Lord Boron's romance seems to be concluded for one

while— and it is surely time, after he has announced, or

rather they themselves have announced, half-a-dozen black-

guard newspaper editors, to have been his confidants on the

occasion. Surely it is a strange thirst of public fame that

6eeks such a road to it. But Lord Byron, with high genius

and many points of a noble and generous feeling, has Childe

Harolded himself, and outlawed himself, into too great a re-

semblance with the pictures of his imagination. He has one

excuse, however, and it is a sad one. I have been reckoned

to make a good hit enough at a pirate, or an outlaw, or a

smuggling bandit; but I cannot say I was ever so much
enchanted with my work as to think of carrying off a drift

of my neighbour's sheep, or half-a-dozen of his milk cows.

Only I remember, in the rough times, having a scheme with

the Duke of Buccleuch, that when the worst came to the

worst, we should repair Hermitage Castle, and live, like Robin

Hood and his merry men, at the expense of all round us.

But this presupposed a grand bouleversement of society. In

the meanwhile, I think my noble friend is something like my
old peacock, who chooses to bivouac apart from his lady, and

sit below my bedroom window, to keep me awake with his

screeching lamentation. Only I own he is not equal in

melody to Lord Byron, for Fare-thee-well— and iffor ever,

&c, is a very sweet dirge indeed. After all, Cest genie mal

loge, and that's all that can be said about it.

" I am quite reconciled to your opinions on the income-tax,

and am not at all in despair at the prospect of keeping £200

a-year in my pocket, since the ministers can fadge without it.

But their throwing the helve after the hatchet, and giving up

the malt-duty because they had lost the other, was droll

enough. After all, our fat friend * must learn to live within

* Shortly after Beau Brummell (immortalized in Don Juan) fell into

disgrace with the Prince Regent, and was dismissed from the society

of Carlton House, he was riding with another gentleman in the Park,

when the Prince met them. His Boyal Highness stopt to speak to

Brummell's companion— the Beau continued to jog on— and when
vou iv. 19
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compass, and fire off no more crackers in the Park, for John

Bull is getting dreadfully sore on all sides when money is

concerned.
u I sent you, some time since, The Antiquary. It is not so

interesting as its predecessors— the period did not admit of

so much romantic situation. But it has been more fortunate

than any of them in the sale, for 6000 went off in the first six

days, and it is now at press again ; which is very flattering to

the unknown author. Another incognito proposes immedi-

ately to resume the second volume of Triermain, which is at

present in the state of the Bear and Fiddle.* Adieu, Dear

Morritt. Ever yours, Walter Scott."

Speaking of his third novel in a letter of the same

date to Terry, Scott says— " It wants the romance of

Waverley and the adventure of Guy Mannering ; and

yet there is some salvation about it, for if a man will

paint from nature, he will be likely to amuse those who

are daily looking at it."

After a little pause of hesitation, the Antiquary at'

tained popularity not inferior to Guy Mannering; and

though the author appears for a moment to have shared

the doubts which he read in the countenance of James

Ballantyne, it certainly was, in the sequel, his chief

favourite among all his novels. Nor is it difficult tc

account for this preference, without laying any stress on

the other dandy rejoined him, asked with an air of sovereign indiffer-

ence, "Who is your fat friend? " Such, at least, was the story that

went the round of the newspapers at the time, and highly tickled

Scott's fancy. I have heard that nobody enjoyed so much as the

Prince of Wales himself an earlier specimen of the Beau's assurance.

Taking offence at some part of His Royal Highness's conduct or de-

meanour, "Upon my word," observed Mr. Brummell, "if this kin<i

of thing goes on, I shall be obliged to cut Wales, and bring the ol4

King into fashion."

* See Hudibras.
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the fact, that, during a few short weeks, it was pretty

commonly talked of as a falling off from its immediate

predecessors— and that some minor critics re-echoed this

stupid whisper in print. In that view, there were many
of its successors that had much stronger claims on the

parental instinct of protection. But the truth is, that

although Scott's Introduction of 1830 represents him as

pleased with fancying that, in the principal personage, he

had embalmed a worthy friend of his boyish days, his

own antiquarian propensities, originating perhaps in the

kind attentions of George Constable of Wallace-Craigie,

and fostered not a little, at about as ductile a period, by

those of old Clerk of Eldin, and John Ramsay of Och-

tertyre, had by degrees so developed themselves, that he

could hardly, even when the Antiquary was published,

have scrupled about recognising a quaint caricature of

the founder of Abbotsford Museum, in the inimitable

portraiture of the Laird of Monkbarns. The Descrip-

tive Catalogue of that collection, which he began tow-

ards the close of his life, but, alas! never finished, is

entitled Reliquice Trottcosiance— or the Gabions of the

late Jonathan Oldbuck, Esq."

But laying this, which might have been little more

than a good-humoured pleasantry, out of the question,

there is assuredly no one of all his works on which

more of his own early associations have left their image.

Of those early associations, as his full-grown tastes were

all the progeny, so his genius, in all its happiest efforts,

was the " Recording Angel ;
" and when George Consta-

ble first expounded his " Gabions " to the child that

was to immortalize his name, they were either wander-

ing hand in hand over the field where the grass still

grew rank upon the grave of Balmawhapple, or sauw



292 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

tering on the beach where the Mucklebackets of Fres«

tonpans dried their nets, singing,

" Weel may the boatie row, and better may she speed,

weel may the boatie row that wins the bairns' bread "—

or telling wild stories about cliff-escapes and the funerals

of shipwrecked fishermen.

Considered by itself, without reference to these sources

of personal interest, this novel seems to me to possess,

almost throughout, in common with its two predecessors,

a kind of simple unsought charm, which the subsequent

works of the series hardly reached, save in occasional

snatches :— like them it is, in all its humbler and softer

scenes, the transcript of actual Scottish life, as observed

by the man himself. And I think it must also be al-

lowed that he has nowhere displayed his highest art, that

of skilful contrast, in greater perfection. Even the tragic

romance of Waverley does not set off its Macwheebles

and Callum Begs better than the oddities of Jonathan

Oldbuck and his circle are relieved, on the one hand by

the stately gloom of the Glenallans, on the other by the

stern affliction of the poor fisherman, who, when discov-

ered repairing the u auld black bitch o' a boat " in

which his boy had been lost, and congratulated by his

visitor on being capable of the exertion, makes answer

.— " And what would you have me to do, unless I wanted

to see four children starve, because one is drowned ? It's

weel wi' you gentles, that can sit in the house wi' handker-

chers at your een, when ye lose a friend ; but the like 6" us

maun to our wark again, if our hearts were beating as

hard as my hammer."

It may be worth noting, that it was in correcting the

proof-sheets of this novel that Scott first took to equip*
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ping his chapters with mottoes of his own fabrication.

On one occasion he happened to ask John Ballantyne,

who was sitting by him, to hunt for a particular passage

in Beaumont and Fletcher. John did as he was bid,

but did not succeed in discovering the lines. " Hang it,

Johnnie," cried Scott, "I believe I can make a motto

sooner than you will find one." He did so accordingly ;

and from that hour, whenever memory failed to suggest

an appropriate epigraph, he had recourse to the inex-

haustible mines of " old play " or " old ballad" to which

we owe some of the most exquisite verses that ever

flowed from his pen.

Unlike, I believe, most men, whenever Scott neared

the end of one composition, his spirits seem to have

caught a new spring of buoyancy, and before the last

sheet was sent from his desk, he had crowded his brain

with the imagination of another fiction. The Antiquary

was published, as we have seen, in May, but by the be-

ginning of April he had already opened to the Ballan-

tynes the plan of the first Tales of my Landlord ; and—
to say nothing of Harold the Dauntless, which he began

shortly after the Bridal of Triermain was finished, and

which he seems to have kept before him for two years as

a congenial plaything, to be taken up whenever the coach

brought no proof-sheets to jog him as to serious matters

— he had also, before this time, undertaken to write the

historical department of the Register for 1814. Mr.

Southey had, for reasons upon which I do not enter, dis-

continued his services to that work : and it was now
doubly necessary, after trying for one year a less emi-

nent hand, that if the work were not to be dropped al-

together, some strenuous exertion should be made to

sustain its character. Scott had not yet collected the
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materials requisite for his historical sketch of a yeal

distinguished for the importance and complexity of its

events ; but these, he doubted not, would soon reach him,

and he felt no hesitation about pledging himself to com-

plete, not only that sketch, but four new volumes of

prose romances— and his Harold the Dauntless also,

if Ballantyne could make any suitable arrangement on

that score— between the April and the Christmas of

1816.

The Antiquary had been published by Constable, but

I presume that, in addition to the usual stipulations, he

had been again, on that occasion, solicited to relieve

John Ballantyne and Co.'s stock to an extent which he

did not find quite convenient ; and at all events he had

of late shown a considerable reluctance to employ James

Ballantyne and Co. as printers. One or other of these

impediments is alluded to in a note of Scott's, which,

though undated, has been pasted into John Ballantyne's

private letter-book among the documents of the period in

question. It is in these words :
—

" Dear John,— I have seen the great swab, who is supple

as a glove, and will do all, which some interpret nothing.

However, we shall do well enough. W. S."

Constable had been admitted, almost from the begin-

ning, into the secret of the Novels— and for that, among

other reasons, it would have been desirable for the Nov-

elist to have him continue the publisher without inter-

ruption ; but Scott was led to suspect, that if he were

called upon to conclude a bargain for a fourth novel be-

fore the third had made its appearance, his scruples as

to the matter of printing might at least protract the

treaty ; and why Scott should have been urgently desir-
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©us of seeing the transaction settled before the expira-

tion of the half-yearly term of Whitsunday, is sufficiently

explained by the fact, that though so much of the old

unfortunate stock of John Ballantyne and Co. still re-

mained on hand— and with it some occasional recurrence

of commercial difficulty as to floating-bills was to be ex-

pected— while James Ballantyne's management of the

pecuniary affairs of the Printing-house had continued to

be highly negligent and irregular*— nevertheless, the

sanguine author had gone on purchasing one patch of

land after another, until his estate at Abbotsford had

already grown from 150 to nearly 1000 acres. The
property all about his original farm had been in the

hands of various small holders (Scottice cock-lairds ;)
these persons were sharp enough to understand, ere long,

that their neighbour could with difficulty resist any

temptation that might present itself in the shape of an

offer of more acres ; and thus he proceeded buying up

lot after lot of unimproved ground, at extravagant prices,

— his " appetite increasing by what it fed on," while the

ejected yeomen set themselves down elsewhere, to fatten

at their leisure upon the profits— most commonly the

anticipated profits— of " The Scotch Novels."

He was ever and anon pulled up with a momentary

misgiving, — and resolved that the latest acquisition

should be the last, until he could get rid entirely of

"John Ballantyne & Co." But John Ballantyne was,

from the utter lightness of his mind, his incapacity to

look a day before him, and his eager impatience to enjoy

the passing hour, the very last man in the world who

* In February 1816, when James Ballantyne married, it is clearly

proved by letters in his handwriting, that he owed to Scott more thar

£3000 of personal debt.— [1839.1
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could, under such circumstances, have been a service-

able agent. Moreover, John, too, had his professional

ambition : he was naturally proud of his connexion, how-

ever secondary, with the publication of these works—
and this connexion, though subordinate, was still very

profitable ; he must have suspected, that should his name
disappear altogether from the list of booksellers, it would

be a very difficult matter for him to retain any concern

in them ; and I cannot, on the whole, but consider it as

certain that, the first and more serious embarrassments

being overcome, he was far from continuing to hold by

his patron's anxiety for the total abolition of their un-

happy copartnership. He, at all events, unless when
some sudden emergency arose, flattered Scott's own gay

imagination, by uniformly representing everything in the

most smiling colours ; and though Scott, in his replies,

seldom failed to introduce some passing hint of caution—
such as " Nullum numen abest si sit prudentia "— he

more and more took home to himself the agreeable cast

of his Rigdum's anticipations, and wrote to him in a vein

as merry as his own— e. g.— " As for our stock,

" 'Twill be wearing awa', John,

Like snaw-wreaths when it's thaw, John," &c. &c. &c.

I am very sorry, in a word$ to confess my conviction

that John Ballantyne, however volatile and light-headed,

acted at this period with cunning selfishness, both by

Scott and by Constable. He well knew that it was to

Constable alone that his firm had more than once ower

'ts escape from utter ruin and dishonour ; and he must

also have known, that had a fair straightforward effort

been made for that purpose, after the triumphant career

v>f the Waverley series had once commenced, nothing could
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have been more easy than to bring all the affairs of his

" back-stock, &c." to a complete close, by entering into

a distinct and candid treaty on that subject, in connexion

with the future works of the great Novelist, either with

Constable or with any other first-rate house in the trade.

But John, foreseeing that, were that unhappy concern

quite out of the field, he must himself subside into a mere

clerk of the printing company, seems to have parried the

blow by the only arts of any consequence in which he

ever was an adept. He appears to have systematically

disguised from Scott the extent to which the whole Bal-

lantyne concern had been sustained by Constable— es-

pecially during his Hebridean tour of 1814, and fris

Continental one of 1815— and prompted and enforced

the idea of trying other booksellers from time to time,

instead of adhering to Constable, merely for the selfish

purposes,— first, of facilitating the immediate discount

of bills ;— secondly, of further perplexing Scott's affairs,

the entire disentanglement of which would have been,

as he fancied, prejudicial to his own personal importance.

It was resolved, accordingly, to offer the risk and half

profits of the first edition of another new novel— or

rather collection of novels— not to Messrs. Constable,

but to Mr. Murray of Albemarle Street, and Mr. Black-

wood, who was then Murray's agent in Scotland ; but it

was at the same time resolved, partly because Scott

wished to try another experiment on the public sagacity,

but partly also, no question, from the wish to spare Con-

stable's feelings, that the title-page of the " Tales of my
Landlord " should not bear the magical words " by the

Author of Waverley." The facility with which both

Murray and Blackwood embraced such a proposal, as

no untried novelist, being sane, could have dreamt of
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hazarding, shows that neither of them had any doubt as

to the identity of the author. They both considered the

withholding of the avowal on the forthcoming title-page

as likely to check very much the first success of the

book ; but they were both eager to prevent Constable's

acquiring a sort of prescriptive right to publish for the

unrivalled novelist, and willing to disturb his tenure at

this additional, and as they thought it, wholly unneces-

sary risk.

How sharply the unseen parent watched this first ne-

gotiation of his Jedediah Oleishbotham, will appear from

one of his letters :
—

*" To Mr. John Battantyne, Hanover Street, Edinburgh.

"Abbotsford, April 29, 1816.

" Dear John,— James has made one or two important mis-

takes in the bargain with Murray and Blackwood. Briefly as

follows :
—

" lstly, Having only authority from me to promise 6000

copies, he proposes they shall have the copyright for ever. I

will see their noses cheese first.

" 2dly, He proposes I shall have twelve months' bills— 1

have always got six. However, I would not stand on that.

" 3dly, He talks of volumes being put into the publisher's

hands to consider and decide on. No such thing; a bare

perusal at St. John Street * only.

" Then for omissions— It is not stipulated that we supply

the paper and print of successive editions. This must be

nailed, and not left to understanding. — Secondly, I will have

London bills as well as Blackwood's.

" If they agree to these conditions, good and well. If they

demur, Constable must be instantly tried
;
giving half to the

Longmans, and we drawing on them for that moiety, or Con*

* James Ballantyne's dwelling-house was then in this street, adjoin,

ng the Canongate of Edinburgh.
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stable lodging their bill in our hands. You will understand it

is a four volume touch— a work totally different in style and

structure from the others ; a new cast, in short, of the net

which has hitherto made miraculous draughts. I do not limit

you to terms, because I think you will make them better than

[ can do.. But he must do more than others, since he will not

dt cannot print with us. For every point but that, I would

rather deal with Constable than any one ; he has always

shown himself spirited, judicious, and liberal. Blackwood must

be brought to the point instantly; and whenever he demurs,

Constable must be treated with ; for there is /io use in suffering

the thing to be blown on. At the same time, you need not

conceal from him that there were some proposals elsewhere,

but you may add, with truth, I would rather close with him.

Yours truly, W. S.

" P. S.— I think Constable should jump at this affair ; for I

believe the work will be very popular.'*

Messrs. Murray and Blackwood agreed to all the

author's conditions here expressed. They also relieved

John Ballantyne & Co. of stock to the value of £500

;

and at least Mr. Murray must, moreover, have subse-

quently consented to anticipate the period of his payments.

At all events, I find, in a letter of Scott's, dated in the

subsequent August, this new echo of the old advice:—
" To Mr. John Ballantyne.

" Dear John,— I have the pleasure to enclose Murray's ac-

ceptances. I earnestly recommend to you to push, realizing

M much as you can.

' Consider weel, gude man,

We hae but borrowed gear;

TLe horse that I ride on,

It is John Murray's mear.'

" Yours truly, W. Scott.
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I know not how much of the tale of the Black Dwarf
had been seen by Blackwood, in St. John Street, before

he concluded this bargain for himself and his friend Mur-
ray ; but when the closing sheets of that novel reached

him, he considered them as by no means sustaining the

delightful promise of the opening ones. He was a man
of strong talents, and though without anything that could

be called learning, of very respectable information— great-

ly superior to what has, in this age, been common in his

profession ; acute, earnest, eminently zealous in whatever

he put his hand to; upright, honest, sincere, and cour-

ageous. But as Constable owed his first introduction to

the upper world of literature and of society in general

to his Edinburgh Review, so did Blackwood his to the

Magazine, which has now made his name familiar to the

world— and at the period of which I write, that miscel-

lany was unborn ; he was known only as a diligent an-

tiquarian bookseller of the old town of Edinburgh, and

the Scotch agent of the great London publisher, Murray.

The abilities, in short, which he lived to develope, were

as yet unsuspected— unless, perhaps, among a small cir-

cle ; and the knowledge of the world, which so few men

gather from anything but painful collision with various

conflicting orders of their fellow-men, was not his. He
was to the last plain and blunt ; at this time I can easily

believe him to have been so to a degree which Scott

might look upon as " ungracious "— I take the epithet

from one of his letters to James Ballantyne. Mr. Black-

wood, therefore, upon reading what seemed to him the

lame and impotent conclusion of a well-begun story, did

not search about for any glossy periphrase, but at once

requested James Ballantyne to inform the unknown

author that such was his opinion. This might possibly
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have been endured; but Blackwood, feeling, I have no

doubt, a genuine enthusiasm for the author's fame, as

well as a just tradesman's anxiety as to his own adven-

ture, proceeded to suggest the outline of what would, in

his judgment, be a better upwinding of the plot of the

Black Dwarf, and concluded with announcing his will-

ingness, in case the proposed alteration were agreed to,

that the whole expense of cancelling and reprinting a

certain number of sheets should be charged to his own

account. He appears to have further indicated that he

had taken council with some literary person, on whose

taste he placed great reliance, and who, if he had not

originated, at least approved of the proposed process of

recasting. Had Scott never possessed any such system

of interagency as the Ballantynes supplied, he would,

among other and perhaps greater inconveniences, have

escaped that of the want of personal familiarity with sev-

eral persons, with whose confidence,— and why should I

not add ?— with the innocent gratification of whose little

vanities— his own pecuniary interests were often deeply

connected. A very little personal contact would have

introduced such a character as Blackwood's to the re-

spect, nay, to the affectionate respect, of Scott, who,

above all others, was ready to sympathize cordially

with honest and able men, in whatever condition of life

he discovered them. He did both know and appreciate

Blackwood better in after-times ; but in 1816, when this

communication reached him, the name was little more

than a name, and his answer to the most solemn of go-

betweens was in these terms, which I sincerely wish I

could tell how Signior Aldiborontiphoscophornio trans-

lated into any dialect submissible to Blackwood's appre«

tension :
—
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"Dear James,— I have received Blackwood's impudent

proposal. G— d— his soul ! Tell him and his coadjutor that

I belong to the Black Hussars of Literature, who neither give

nor receive criticism. I'll be cursed but this is the most im-

pudent proposal that ever was made. W. S."*

* May 1839. Since this book was first published, I have received

from the representatives of Mr. Blackwood several documents which

throw light on the transaction here mentioned. It will be apparent

from one of those I am about to quote, that Blackwood, before he sent

his message to Jedediah Cleishbotham, had ascertained that no less a

person than Mr. Gifford concurred in his opinion— nay, that James
Ballantyne himself took the same view of the matter. But the reader

will be not less amused in comparing the "Black Hussar's" missive

in the text, with the edition of it which actually reached Blackwood

—

and which certainly justifies the conjecture I had ventured to express.

" To William Blackwood, Esq.

" Edinburgh, 4th October 1816.

" My Dear Sir,— Our application to the author of Tales of my Land-

lord has been anything but successful ; and in order to explain to you
the reason why I must decline to address him in this way in future, I

shall copy his answer verbatim.

' My respects to our friends the Booksellers. I belong to the Death-

head Hussars of Literature, who neither take nor give criticism. I am
extremely sorry they showed my work to Gifford, nor would I cancel

a leaf to please all the critics of Edinburgh and London ; and so let

that be as it is: They are mistaken if they think I don't know when I

am writing ill, as well as Gifford can tell me. I beg there may be no

more communication with critics.'

*' Observe— that I shall at all times be ready to convey anything

from you to the author in a written form, but I do not feel warranted

to interfere farther. Yours very truly, J. Ballantyne."

" To James Ballantyne, Esq.

" Edinburgh, 5th Oct. 1816.

" My Dear Sir,— I am not a little vexed at having ventured to sug-

gest anything to the author of the Tales of my Landlord, since I find

he considers it in the light of sutor ultra crepidam. I never had for one

moment the vanity to think, that from any poor remark of mine, or

indeed of any human being, he would be induced to blot one line of
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While these volumes were in progress, Scott found

lime to make an excursion into Perthshire and Dumbar-

tonshire, for the sake of showing the scenery, made

famous in the Lady of the Lake and Waverley, to his

wife's old friends, Miss Dumergue and Mrs. Sarah Nic-

olson,* who had never before been in Scotland. The

ccount which he gives of these ladies' visit at Ab-

botsford, and this little tour, in a letter to Mr. Morritt,

shows the " Black Hussar of Literature " in his gentlei

and more habitual mood.

titer a single incident, unless the same idea occurred to his own power-

fill mind. On stating to you what struck me, and finding that your

opinion coincided with mine, I was induced to request of you to state it

to the author, in order that he might be aware that the expense of

cancelling the sheets was no object to me. I was the more anxious to

do this, in case the author should have given you the MS. of this por-

tion of the work sooner than he intended, in order to satisfy the clam-

ouring for it which I teased you with. I trust the author will do me
the justice to believe, that it is quite impossible for any one to have a

higher admiration of his most extraordinary talents; and speaking

merely as a bookseller, it would be quite unnecessary to be at the ex-

pense of altering even one line, although the author himself (who alono

can be the proper judge) should wish it, as the success of the work

must be rapid, great, and certain.

" With regard to the first volume having.been shown to Mr. Gifford,

I must state in justification of Mr. Murray, that Mr. G. is the only

friend whom he consults on all occasions, and to whom his most secret

transactions are laid open. He gave him the work, not for the pur-

pose of criticism, but that as a friend he might partake of the enjoy

ment he had in such an extraordinary performance. No language

could be stronger than Mr. Giffbrd's, as I mentioned to you ; and as

the same thing had occurred to Mr. G. as to you and me, you thought

there would be no harm in stating this to the author.

" I have only again to express my regret at what has taken place,

and to beg you will communicate this to the author in any way you

may think proper. Yours, &c. W. Blackwood."

* The sister of Miss Jane Nicolson.— See ante, Vol. I. p. 303. "Vol

H. p. 95.
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« To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., RoTceby Park.

" Abbotsford, 21st August 1816.

"My Dear Morritt,— I have not had a moment's kindly

leisure to answer your kind letter, and to tell how delighted 1

shall be to see you in this least of all possible dwellings, but

where we, nevertheless, can contrive a pilgrim's quarters and

the warmest welcome for you and any friend of your journey

;

— if young Stanley, so much the better. Now, as to the im-

portant business with the which I have been occupied : You are

to know we have had our kind hostesses of Piccadilly upon a

two months' visit to us. We owed them so much hospitality,

that we were particularly anxious to make Scotland agreeable

to the good girls. But, alas ! the wind has blown, and the rain

has fallen, in a style which beats all that ever I remembered.

We accomplished, with some difficulty, a visit to Loch Katrine

and Loch Lomond, and, by dint of the hospitality of Cambus-

more and the Ross, we defied bad weather, wet roads, and

long walks. But the weather settled into regular tempest,

when we settled at Abbotsford ; and, though the natives, ac-

customed to bad weather (though not at such a time of year),

contrived to brave the extremities of the season, it only served

to increase the dismay of our unlucky visitors, who, accustomed

only to Paris and London, expected fiacres at the Milestane

Cross, and a pair of oars at the Deadman's Haugh. Add to

this, a strong disposition to comme'rage, when there was no pos-

sibility of gratifying it, and a total indisposition to scenery or

rural amusements, which were all we had to offer— and you

will pity both hosts and guests. I have the gratification to

think I fully supported the hospitality of my country. I walked

them to death— I talked them to death— I showed them land-

scapes which the driving rain hardly permitted them to see,

and told them of feuds about which they cared as little as I do

about their next-door news in Piccadilly. Yea, I even played

at cards, and as I had Charlotte for a partner, so ran no risk

of being scolded, I got on pretty well. Still the weather was

bo execrable, that, as the old drunken landlord used to say at
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Arroquhar, ' I was perfectly ashamed of it
;

' and, to this mo
ment, I wonder how my two friends fought it out so patiently

as they did. But the young people and the cottages formed

considerable resources. Yesterday they left us, deeply im-

pressed with the conviction, which I can hardly blame, that

the sun never shone in Scotland,— which that noble luminary

seems disposed to confirm, by making this the first fair day we
have seen this month— so that his beams will greet them at

Longtown, as if he were determined to put Scotland to utter

shame.

" In you I expect a guest of a different calibre ; and I think

(barring downright rain) I can promise you some sport of one

kind or other. We have a good deal of game about us ; and

Walter, to whom I have resigned my gun and licence, will be

an excellent attendant. He brought in six brace of moor-fowl

on the 1 2th, which had (si fas est diceri) its own effect in

softening the minds of our guests towards this unhappy cli-

mate. In other respects things look melancholy enough here.

Corn is, however, rising, and the poor have plenty of work,

and wages which, though greatly inferior to what they had

when hands were scarce, assort perfectly well with the present

state of the markets. Most folks try to live as much ok fheir

own produce as they can, by way of fighting off distress, and

though speculating farmers and landlords must suffer, I think

the temporary ague-fit will, on the whole, be advantageous to

the country. It will check that inordinate and unbecoming

spirit of expense, or rather extravagance, which was poison-

ing all classes, and bring us back to the sober virtues of our

ancestors. It will also have the effect of teaching the landed

interest, that their connexion with their farmers should be of a

nature more intimate than that of mere payment and receipt

of rent, and that the largest offerer for a lease is often the

person least entitled to be preferred as a tenant. Above all,

it will complete the destruction of those execrable quacks,

terming themselves land-doctors, who professed, from a two

days' scamper over your estate, to tell you its constitution,—
in other words its value,— acre by acre. These men, paid

vol- rv. 20
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according to the golden hopes they held out, afforded by thei*

reports one principal means of deceiving both landlord and

tenant, by setting an ideal and extravagant value upon land,

•which seemed to entitle the one to expect, and the other to

offer, rent far beyond what any expectation formed by either,

upon their own acquaintance with the property, could ration-

ally have warranted. More than one landed gentleman has

cursed, in my presence, the day he ever consulted one of

those empirics, whose prognostications induced him to reject

the offers of substantial men, practically acquainted with the

locale.— Ever, my Dear Morritt, most truly yours,

"Walter Scott."

In October 1816, appeared the Edinburgh Annual

Register, containing Scott's historical sketch of the year

1814— a composition which would occupy at least four

such volumes as the reader has now in his hand. Though

executed with extraordinary rapidity, the sketch is as

clear as spirited ; but I need say no more of it here, as

the author travels mostly over the same ground again

in his Life of Napoleon.

Scott's correspondence proves, that during this autumn

he had received many English guests besides the good

spinsters of Piccadilly and Mr. Morritt. I regret to add,

it also proves that he had continued all the while to be

annoyed with calls for money from John Ballantyne;

yet before the 12th of November called him to Edin-

burgh, he appears to have nearly finished the first " Tales

of my Landlord." He had, moreover, concluded a ne-

gotiation with Constable and Longman for a series of

Letters on the History of Scotland:— of which, how-

ever, if he ever wrote any part, the MS. has not been

discovered. It is probable that he may have worked

some detached fragments into his long-subsequent " Tales

of a Grandfather." The following letter shows likewise
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that he was now busy with plans of building at Abbots-

ford, and deep in consultation on that subject with an

artist eminent for his skill in Gothic architecture,

—

Mr. Edward Blore :
—

" To Daniel Terry
y Esq.

"November 12th, 1816.

"My Dear Terry,— I have been shockingly negligent in

acknowledging your repeated favours; but it so happened,

that I have had very little to say, with a great deal to do : so

that I trusted to your kindness to forgive my apparent want

of kindness, and indisputable lack of punctuality. You will

readily suppose that I have heard with great satisfaction of the

prosperity of your household, particularly of the good health

of my little namesake and his mother. Godmothers of yore

used to be fairies ; and though only a godfather, I think of

sending you one day, a fairy gift— a little drama, namely,

which, if the audience be indulgent, may be of use to him. Of
course, you will stand godfather to it yourself: it is yet only in

embryo— a sort of poetical Hans in Kelder— nor am I sure

when I can bring him forth ; not for this season, at any rate.

You will receive, in the course of a few days, my late where-

abouts in four volumes : there are two tales— the last of which

I really prefer to any fictitious narrative I have yet been able

to produce— the first is wish-washy enough. The subject of

the second tale lies among the old Scottish Cameronians— nay,

m tickle ye off a Covenanter as readily as old Jack could do

a young Prince ; and a rare fellow he is, when brought forth in

his true colours. Were it not for the necessity of using scrip-

tural language, which is essential to the character, but improp-

er for the stage, it would be very dramatic. But of all this

>t)u will judge by and by. To give the go-by to the public, I

have doubled and leaped into my form, like a hare in snow

:

that is, I have changed my publisher, and come forth like a

maiden knight's white shield (there is a conceit!) without

any adhesion to fame gained in former adventures (another !)
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or, in other words, with a virgin title-page (another !)— I should

not be so light-hearted about all this, but that it is very nearly

finished and out, which is always a blithe moment for Mr. Au-
thor. And now to other matters. The books came safe, and
were unpacked two days since, on our coming to town— most

ingeniously were they stowed in the legs of the very handsome
stand for Lord Byron's vase, with which our friend George
Bullock has equipped me. I was made very happy to receive

him at Abbotsford, though only for a start ; and no less so to

see Mr. Blore, from whom I received your last letter. He is

a very fine young man, modest, simple, and unaffected in his

manners, as well as a most capital artist. I have had the

assistance of both these gentlemen in arranging an addition to

the cottage at Abbotsford, intended to connect the present

farmhouse with the line of low buildings to the right of it.

Mr. Bullock will show you the plan, which I think is very

ingenious. He has promised to give it his consideration with

respect to the interior ; and Mr. Blore has drawn me a very

handsome elevation, both to the road and to the river. I ex-

pect to get some decorations from the old Tolbooth of Edin-

burgh, particularly the cope-stones of the doorway, or lintels,

as we call them, and a niche or two— one very handsome in-

deed ! Better get a niche from the Tolbooth than a niche in it,

to which such building operations are apt to bring the project-

ors. This addition will give me :— first, a handsome boudoir,

in which I intend to place Mr. Bullock's Shakespeare,* with his

superb cabinet, which serves as a pedestal. This opens into

the little drawing-room, to which it serves as a chapel of ease

;

and on the other side, to a handsome dining-parlour of 27 feet

by 18, with three windows to the north, and one to the south,

— the last to be Gothic, and filled with stained glass. Besides

fhese commodities, there is a small conservatory or green-house
;

* A cast from the monumental effigy at Stratford-upon-Avon— now

in the library at Abbotsford— was the gift of Mr. George Bullock, long

distinguished in London as a collector of curiosities. This ingenious

man was, as the reader will see in the sequel, a great favourite witk

Scott
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and a study for myself, which we design to fit up with orna-

ments from Melrose Abbey. Bullock made several casts with

his own hands— masks, and so forth, delightful for cornices, &c.

" Do not let Mrs. Terry think of the windows till little Wat
is duly cared after.* I am informed by Mr. Blore that he is a

fine thriving fellow, very like papa. About my armorial bear-

ings : I will send you a correct drawing of them as soon as I

can get hold of Blore ; namely— of the scutcheons of my
grandsires on each side, and my own. I could detail them in

the jargon of heraldry, but it is better to speak to your eyes

by translating them into coloured drawings, as the sublime sci-

ence of armory has fallen into some neglect of late years, with

all its mascles, buckles, crescents, and boars of the first, second,

third, and fourth.

" I was very sorry I had no opportunity of showing attention

to your friend Mr. Abbot, not being in town at the time. 1

grieve to say, that neither the genius of Kean nor the charms

of Miss O'Neill could bring me from the hill-side and the

sweet society of Tom Purdie. All our family are very well—
Walter as tall nearly as I am, fishing salmon and shooting

moor-fowl and black-cock, in good style ; the girls growing up,

and, as yet, not losing their simplicity of character ; little

Charles excellent at play, and not deficient at learning, when

the young dog will take pains. Abbotsford is looking pretty

at last, and the planting is making some show. I have now
Beveral hundred acres thereof, running out as far as beyond the

lake. We observe with great pleasure the steady rise which

you make in public opinion, and expect, one day, to hail you

stage-manager. Believe me, my dear Terry, always very

much yours, W. Scott.

" P. S.— The Counsellor, and both the Ballantynes, are

well and hearty."

On the first of December, the first series of the Tales

* Mrs. Terry had offered the services of her elegant pencil in design-

fag some windows of painted glass for Scott's armoury, &c.
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of my Landlord appeared, and notwithstanding the silence

of the title-page, and the change of publishers, and the

attempt which had certainly been made to vary the

style both of delineation and of language, all doubts

whether they were or were not from the same hand with

Waverley had worn themselves out before the lapse of

a week.— The enthusiasm of their reception among the

highest literary circles of London may be gathered from

the following letter :—

" To Walter Scott, Esq., Edinburgh.

" Albemarle Street, 14th December 1816.

" Dear Sir,— Although I dare not address you as the author

of certain * Tales ' (which, however, must be written either by

Walter Scott or the Devil), yet nothing can restrain me from

thinking it is to your influence with the author that I am in-

debted for the essential honour of being one of their publish-

ers, and I must intrude upon you to offer my most hearty

thanks— not divided, but doubled— alike for my worldly gain

therein, and for the great acquisition of professional reputa-

tion which their publication has already procured me. I be-

lieve I might, under any oath that could be proposed, swear

that I never experienced such unmixed pleasure as the read-

ing of this exquisite work has afforded me ; and if you could

see me, as the author's literary chamberlain, receiving the

unanimous and vehement praises of every one who has read

it, and the curses of those whose needs my scanty supply could

not satisfy, you might judge of the sincerity with which I now

entreat you to assure him of the most complete success. Lord

Holland said, when I asked his opinion— l Opinion ! We did

not one of us go to bed last night— nothing slept but my
gout.* Freie, Hallam, Boswell,* Lord Glenbervie, William

•The late James Boswell, Esq., of the Temple— second son o
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Lamb,* all agree that it surpasses all the other novels. Gif-

ford's estimate is increased at every reperusal. Heber say§

there are only two men in the world— Walter Scott and Lord

Byron. Between you, you have given existence to a third—
ever your faithful servant, John Murray."

To this cordial effusion Scott returned the following

answer. It was necessary, since he had fairly resolved

against compromising his incognito, that he should be

prepared not only to repel the impertinent curiosity of

strangers, but to evade the proffered congratulations of

overflowing kindness. He contrived, however, to do so,

on this and all similar occasions, in a style of equivoque

which could never be seriously misunderstood :
—

" To John Murray, Esq., Albemarle Street, London.

" Edinburgh, 18th December 1816.

"My Dear Sir,— I give you heartily joy of the success of

the Tales, although I do not claim that paternal interest in

them which my friends do me the credit to assign me. I as-

sure you I have never read a volume of them until they were

printed, and can only join with the rest of the world in ap-

plauding the true and striking portraits which they present of

old Scottish manners. I do not expect implicit reliance to be

placed on my disavowal, because I know very well that he who

is disposed not to own a work must necessarily deny it, and that

otherwise his secret would be at the mercy of all who choose

to ask the question, since silence in such a case must always

pass for consent, or rather assent. But I have a mode of con-

vincing you that I am perfectly serious in my denial— pretty

similar to that by which Solomon distinguished the fictitious

from the real mother— and that is, by reviewing the work,

which I take to be an operation equal to that of quartering

Ihe child. But this is only on condition I can have Mr. Ers-

* The Honourable William Lamb — now I or? M lb vr ».
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kine's assistance, who admires the work greatly more than l

do, though I think the painting of the second Tale both true

and powerful. I knew Old Mortality very well; his name
was Paterson, but few knew him otherwise than by his nick-

name. The first Tale is not very original in its concoction, and

lame and impotent in its conclusion. My love to Gifford. I

have been over head and ears in work this summer, or I would

have sent the Gypsies ; indeed I was partly stopped by finding

it impossible to procure a few words of their language.

" Constable wrote to me about two months since, desirous of

having a new edition of Paul ; but not hearing from you, I

conclude you are still on hand. Longman's people had then

only sixty copies.

" Kind compliments to Heber, whom I expected at Abbots-

ford this summer ; also to Mr. Croker and all your four o'clock

visitors. I am just going to Abbotsford to make a small ad-

dition to my premises there. I have now about 700 acres,

thanks to the booksellers and the discerning public. Yours

truly, Walter Scott.

" P. S.— I have much to ask about Lord Byron if I had

time. The third canto of the Childe is inimitable. Of the last

poems, there are one or two which indicate rather an irregular

play of imagination.* What a pity that a man of such ex-

quisite genius will not be contented to be happy on the ordi-

nary terms ! I declare my heart bleeds when I think of him,

self-banished from the country to which he is an honour."

Mr. Murray, gladly embracing this offer of an article

for his journal on the Tales of My Landlord, begged

Scott to take a wider scope, and dropping all respect for

the idea of a divided parentage, to place together any

materials he might have for the illustration of the Wa*

verley Novels in general ; he suggested in particular

• Parisim— The Dream —and the "Domestic Pieces," had beei

recently published.
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that, instead of drawing up a long-promised disquisition

on the Gypsies in a separate shape, whatever he had to

say concerning that picturesque generation might be in-

troduced by way of comment on the character of Meg

Merrilees. What Scott's original conception had been I

know not ; he certainly gave his reviewal all the breadth

which Murray could have wished, and, inter alia, diver-

sified it with a few anecdotes of the Scottish Gypsies.

But the late excellent biographer of John Knox, Dr.

Thomas M'Crie, had, in the mean time, considered the

representation of the Covenanters, in the story of Old

Mortality, as so unfair as to demand at his hands a very

serious rebuke. The Doctor forthwith published, in a

magazine called the Edinburgh Christian Instructor, a

set of papers, in which the historical foundations of that

tale were attacked with indignant warmth ; and though

Scott, when he first heard of these invectives, expressed

his resolution never even to read them, he found the

impression they were producing so strong, that he soon

changed his purpose, and finally devoted a very large

part of his article for the Quarterly Review to an elab-

orate defence of his own picture of the Covenanters.*

* Since I have mentioned this reviewal, I may as well, to avoid re-

currence to it, express here my conviction, that Erskine, not Scott, was

he author of the critical estimate of the Waverley novels which it

embraces— although for the purpose of mystification Scott had taken

the trouble to transcribe the paragraphs in which that estimate is con-

tained. At the same time I cannot but add that, had Scott really been

the sole author of this reviewal, he need not have incurred the severe

censure which has been applied to his supposed conduct in the matter.

After all, his judgment of his own works must have been allowed to be

not above, but very far under the mark ; and the whole affair would, I

flunk, have been considered by every candid person exactly as the

\etter about Solomon and the rival mothers was by Murray, Gifford,

rod " the four o'clock visitors " of Albemarle Street— as a good joke.
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Before the first Tales of my Landlord were six weeks

old, two editions of 2000 copies disappeared, and a third

of 2000 was put to press ; but notwithstanding this rapid

success, which was still further continued, and the friend-

ly relations which always subsisted between the author

and Mr. Murray, circumstances ere long occurred which

carried the publication of the work into the hands of

Messrs. Constable.

The author's answer to Dr. M'Crie, and his introduc-

tion of 1830, have exhausted the historical materials on

which he constructed his Old Mortality; and the origin

of the Black Dwarf— as to the conclusion of which story

he appears on reflection to have completely adopted the

opinion of honest Blackwood— has already been suffi-

ciently illustrated by an anecdote of his early wander-

ings in Tweeddale. The latter tale, however imperfect,

and unworthy as a work of art to be placed high in the

catalogue of his productions, derives a singular interest

from its delineation of the dark feelings so often con-

nected with physical deformity ; feelings which appear

A better joke, certainly, than the allusion to the report of Thomas Scott

being the real author of Waverley, at the close of the article, was never

penned ; and I think it includes a confession over which a misanthrope

might have chuckled:— "We intended here to conclude this long

article, when a strong report reached us of certain Transatlantic con-

fessions, which, if genuine (though of this we know nothing), assign a

different author to these volumes than the party suspected by our Scot-

tish correspondents. Yet a critic may be excused seizing upon the

nearest suspicious person, on the principle happily expressed by Claver-

house, in a letter to the Earl of Linlithgow. He had been, it seems, in

search of a gifted weaver, who used to hold forth at conventicles :
' I

sent for the webster (weaver), they brought in his brother for him:

though he, may be, cannot preach like his brother, I doubt not but he

is as well-principled as he, wherefore I thought it would be no great

-ault to give him the trouble to go to jail with the rest! ' "— Miscel

ianeous Prose FForib, vol. xix. pp. 85-6, (Edin. Ed.)
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to have diffused their shadow over the whole genius of

Byron— and which, but for this single picture, we should

hardly have conceived ever to have passed through Scott's

happier mind. All the bitter blasphemy of spirit which,

from infancy to the tomb, swelled up in Byron against

the unkindness of nature ; which sometimes perverted

even his filial love into a sentiment of diabolical malig-

nity ; all this black and desolate train of reflections must

have been encountered and deliberately subdued by the

manly parent of the Black Dwarf. Old Mortality, on

the other hand, is remarkable as the novelist's first at-

tempt to repeople the past by the power of imagination

working on materials furnished by books. In Waverley

he revived the fervid dreams of his boyhood, and drew,

not from printed records, but from the artless oral nar-

ratives of his Invernahyles. In Guy Mannering and the

Antiquary he embodied characters and manners familiar

to his own wandering youth. But whenever his letters

mention Old Mortality in its progress, they represent

him as strong in the confidence that the industry with

which he had pored over a library of forgotten tracts

would enable him to identify himself with the time in

which they had birth, as completely as if he had listened

with his own ears to the dismal sermons of Peden, ridden

with Claverhouse and Dalzell in the rout of Bothwell,

and been an advocate at the bar of the Privy-Council,

when Lauderdale catechized and tortured the assassins

of Archbishop Sharpe. To reproduce a departed age

with such minute and life-like accuracy as this tale ex-

hibits, demanded a far more energetic sympathy of im-

agination than had been called for in any effort of his

serious verse. It is indeed most curiously instructive foi

tny student of art to compare the Roundheads of Hoke-
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by with the Bluebonnets of Old Mortality. For the rest

— the story is framed with a deeper skill than any of

the preceding novels : the canvas is a broader one ; the

characters are contrasted and projected with a power and

felicity which neither he nor any other master ever sur-

passed; and, notwithstanding all that has been urged

against him as a disparager of the Covenanters, it is to

me very doubtful whether the inspiration of romantic

chivalry ever prompted him to nobler emotions than he

has lavished on the re-animation of their stern and sol-

emn enthusiasm. This work has always appeared to me
the Marmion of his novels.

I have disclaimed the power of further illustrating its

historical groundworks, but I am enabled by Mr. Train's

kindness to give some interesting additions to Scott's own
account of this novel as a composition. The generous

Supervisor visited him in Edinburgh in May 1816, a few

days after the publication of the Antiquary, carrying with

him several relics which he wished to present to his col-

lection ; among others a purse that had belonged to Rob

Roy, and also a fresh heap of traditionary gleanings,

which he had gathered among the tale-tellers of his

district. One of these last was in the shape of a letter

to Mr. Train from a Mr. Broadfoot, " schoolmaster at the

clachan of Penningham, and author of the celebrated

song of the Hills of Galloway "— with which I confess

myself unacquainted. Broadfoot had facetiously signed

his communication Clashbottom,— "a professional appel-

lation derived," says Mr. Train, "from the use of the

birch, and by which he was usually addressed among his

companions,— who assembled, not at the Wallace Inn

of Gandercleuch, but at the sign of the Shoulder of

Mutton in Newton-Stewart." Scott received these gifts
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with benignity, and invited the friendly donor to break-

fast next morning. He found him at work in his library,

and surveyed with enthusiastic curiosity the furniture of

the room, especially its only picture, a portrait of Gra-

ham of Claverhouse. Train expressed the surprise with

which every one who had known Dundee only in the

pages of the Presbyterian Annalists, must see for the

first time that beautiful and melancholy visage, worthy

of the most pathetic dreams of romance. Scott replied,

u that no character had been so foully traduced as the

Viscount of Dundee— that, thanks to Wodrow, Cruick-

shanks, and such chroniclers, he, who was every inch a

soldier and a gentleman, still passed among the Scottish

vulgar for a ruffian desperado, who rode a goblin horse,

was proof against shot, and in league with the Devil."

" Might he not," said Mr. Train, " be made, in good

hands, the hero of a national romance as interesting as

any about either Wallace or Prince Charlie ? " " He
might," said Scott, " but your western zealots would re-

quire to be faithfully portrayed in order to bring him

out with the right effect." " And what," resumed Train,

u if the story were to be delivered as if from the mouth

of Old Mortality ? Would he not do as well as the Min-

strel did in the Lay ? " " Old Mortality !
" said Scott—

" who was he ? " Mr. Train then told what he could re-

member of old Paterson, and seeing how much his story

interested the hearer, offered to inquire further about

that enthusiast on his return to Galloway. " Do so by

all means," said Scott— "I assure you I shall look with

anxiety for your communication." He said nothing at

this time of his own meeting with Old Mortality in the

churchyard of Dunnottar— and I think there can be no

doubt that that meeting was thus recalled to his recol-
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lection ; or that to this intercourse with Mr. Train we
owe the whole machinery of the Tales of my Landlord,

as well as the adoption of Claverhouse's period for the

scene of one of its first fictions. I think it highly prob-

able that we owe a further obligation to the worthy

Supervisor's presentation of Rob Roy's spleuchan.

The original design for the First Series of Jedediah

Cleishbotham was, as Scott told me, to include four sep-

arate tales illustrative of four districts of the country, in

the like number of volumes ; but, his imagination once

kindled upon any theme, he could not but pour himself

out freely— so that notion was soon abandoned.



APPENDIX,

THE DURHAM GARLAND:

IS THREE PARTS.

[The following is the Garland referred to at pages 188 and

211, in connexion with the novel of Guy Mannering. The

ballad was taken down from the recitation of Mrs. Young of

Castle-Douglas, who, as her family informed Mr. Train, had

long been in the habit of repeating it over to them once in the

year, in order that it might not escape from her memory.]

PARTI.

A worthy Lord of birth and state,

Who did in Durham live of late—
But I will not declare his name,

By reason of his birth and fame.

2.

This Lord he did a hunting go;

If you the truth of all would know,

He had indeed a noble train,

Of Lords and Knights and Gentlemen.

3.

This noble Lord he left the tram

Of Lords and Knights and Gentlemen f

And hearing not the horn to blow,

He could not tell which way to go.
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4.

But he did wander to and fro,

Being weary, likewise full of woe:
At last Dame Fortune was so kind
That he the Keener's house did find.

5.

He went and knocked at the door,

He thought it was so late an hour,

The Forester did let him in,

And kindly entertained him.

6.

About the middle of the night,

When as the stars did shine most bright.

This Lord was in a sad surprise,

Being wakened by a fearful noise.

7.

Then he did rise and call with speed,

To know the reason then indeed,

Of all that shrieking and those cries

Which did disturb his weary eyes.

8.

" I'm sorry, Sir," the Keeper said,

" That you should be so much afraid;

But I do hope all will be well,

For my wife she is in travail."

The noble Lord was learned and wise,

To know the Planets in the skies.

He saw one evil Planet reign,

He called the Forester again.

10.

He gave him then to understand,

He'd have the Midwife hold her hand,

But he was answered by the maid,
u My Mistress is delivered."
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11.

At one o'clock that very morn,

A lovely infant there was horn;

It was indeed a charming hoy,

Which brought the man and wife much joy.

12.

The Lord was generous, kind, and free,

And proffered Godfather to be

;

The Goodman thanked him heartily

For his goodwill and courtesy.

13.

A parson was sent for with speed,

For to baptize the child indeed;

And after that, as I heard say,

In mirth and joy they spent the day.

14.

This Lord did noble presents give,

Which all the servants did receive.

They prayed God to eDrich his store,

For they never had so much before.

15.

And likewise to the child he gave

A present noble, rich, and brave;

It was a charming cabinet,

That was with pearls and jewels set.

16.

And within it was a chain of gold,

Would dazzle eyes for to behold;

A richer gift, as I may say,

Was not beheld this many a day.

17.

He charged his father faithfully,

That he himself would keep the key,

Until the child could write and read—
And then to give him it indeed ;

—
TOL. IV. 21
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18.

" Pray do not open it at all

Whatever should on you befall;

For it may do my godson good,

If it be rightly understood."

19.

This Lord did not declare his name,

Nor yet the place from whence he

But secretly he did depart,

And left them grieved to the heart.

PART n.

The second part I now unfold,

As true a story as e'er was told,

Concerning of a lovely child,

Who was obedient, sweet, and mild.

2.

This child did take his learning so,

Ifyou the truth of all would know,

At eleven years of age indeed,

Both Greek and Latin he could read.

3.

Then thinking of his cabinet,

That was with pearls and jewels set,

He asked his father for the key,

Which he gave him right speedily;

4.

And when he did the same unlock,

He was with great amazement struck

When he the riches did behold,

And likewise saw the chain of Gold.
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5.

But searching farther he did find

A paper which disturbed his mind.

That was within the cabinet,

In Greek and Latin it was writ

My child, serve God that is on high,

Andpray to him incessantly

;

Obey yourparents, love your Icing,

Thai nothing may your conscience

7.

At seven years hence yourfate will be,

You must be hanged upon a tree

;

Thenpray to God both night and day,

To let that hourpass away.

When he these woeful lines did read,

He with a sigh did say indeed,

" If hanging be my destiny,

My parents shall not see me die:

" For I will wander to and fro,

I'll go where I no one do know;

But first I'll ask my parents' leave,

In hopes their blessing to receive."

10.

Then locking up his cabinet,

He went from his own chamber straight

Unto his only parents dear,

Beseeching them with many a tear.

11.

That they would grant what he would have <

" But first your blessing I do crave,

And beg you'll let me go away,

'Twill do me good another day."
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12.

• • • • •
* * • • *
" And if I live I will return,

When seven years are past and gone."

13.

Both man and wife did then reply,

" I fear, my sonj that we shall die;

If we should yield to let you go,

Our aged hearts would break with wo*'

14.

But he entreated eagerly,

While they were forced to comply,

And give consent to let him go,

But where, alas ! they did not know

15.

In the third part you soon shall find,

That fortune was to him most kind

And after many dangers past,

He came to Durham at the last.

PAKT in.

1.

He went by chwre, as I heard say

To that same house that very day,

In which his Godfather rlid dwell

.

But mind what luck to him befell

2.

This child did crave a service their

On which came out his Godfather,

And seeing him a pretty youth,

He took him for his Page in trutk
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3.

Then in this place he pleased so well,

That 'bove the rest he bore the bell;

This child so well the Lord did please,

He raised him higher by degrees.

4.

He made him Butler sure indeed,

And then his steward with all speed,

Which made the other servants spite,

And envy him both day and night

5.

He was never false unto his trust,

But proved ever true and just;

And to the Lord did hourly pray

To guide him still both night and day.

In this place plainly it appears,

He lived the space of seven years;

His parents then he thought upon,

And of his promise to return.

7.

Then humbly of his Lord did crave,

That he his free consent might have

To go and see his parents dear,

He had not seen this many a year.

Then having leave, away he went,

Not dreaming of the false intent

That was contrived against him then

By wicked, false, deceitful men.

They had in his portmanteau put

This noble Lord's fine golden cup;

That when the Lord at dinner was,

The cup was missed as come to pass.

21*
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10.

** Where can it be? " this Lord did say

"We had it here but yesterday."

The Butler then replied with speed,

" Ifyou will hear the truth indeed,

11.

"Your darling Steward which is gone,

With feathered nest away is flown;

I'll warrant you he has that, and more

That doth belong unto your store."

12.

" No," says the Lord, " that cannot be,

For I have tried his honesty; "

" Then," said the Cook, " my Lord, I die

Upon a tree full ten feet high."

13.

Then hearing what these men did say

He sent a messenger that day,

To take him with a hue and cry,

And bring him back immediately.

14.

They searched his portmanteau with speed,

In which they found the cup indeed;

Then was he struck with sad surprise,

He could not well believe his eyes.

15.

The assizes then were drawing nigh,

And he was tried and doomed to die;

And his injured innocence

Gould nothing say in his defence.

16.

But going to the Gallows tree,

On which he thought to hanged be,

He clapped his hands upon his breast,

And thus in tears these words exprest ;
—
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17.

u Blind Fortune will be Fortune still,

I see, let man do what he will;

For though this day I needs must die,

I am not guilty— no, not I."

18.

This noble Lord was in amaze,

He stood and did with wonder gaze;

Then he spoke out with words so mild,—
" What mean you by that saying, Child? M

19.

" "Will that your Lordship," then said he,

" Grant one day's full reprieve for me,

A dismal story I'll relate,

Concerning of my wretched fate."

20.

** Speak up, my child," this Lord did say,

" I say you shall not die this day—
And if I find you innocent,

m crown your days with sweet content"

21.

He told him all his dangers past,

He had gone through from first to last,

He fetched the chain and cabinet,

Likewise the paper that was writ.

22.

When that this noble Lord did see,

He ran to him most eagerly,

And in his arms did him embrace,

Repeating of those words in haste.—

23.

" My Child, my Child, how blessed am I

Thou art innocent, and shalt not die;

For Fm indeed thy Godfather,

And thou wast born in fair Yorkshire.
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24.

" I have indeed one daughter dear,

Which is indeed my only heir;

. And I will give her unto thee.

And crown you with felicity."

25.

So then the Butler and the Cook
('Twas them that stole the golden cupj.

Confessed their faults immediately,

And for it died deservedly.

This goodly youth, as I do hear,

Thus raised, sent for his parents dear,

Who did rejoice their Child to see—
And so I end my Tragedy.

NARRATIVE OF THE LIFE OF JAMES AtfNESLEY.

(<Sec Note in connexion with the Novel of Guy Mannering,

p. 810.)

Lord and Lady Altham, of Dunmain, in the county of

Wexford, had been for many years married and childless,

when, in the year 1715, their warmest hopes and wishes were

realized by the birth of an heir to their estates and title. On
that joyful evening the hospitality of the house of Dunmain

was claimed by a young gentleman travelling from Dublin,

named " Master Richard Fitzgerald," who joined Lord Altham

and his household in drinking the healths of the " lady in the

straw," and the long expected heir, in the customary groaning

drink. It does not appear that Master Fitzgerald was learned

in astrology, or practised any branch of the " Black art," or
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thai he used any spell with reference to the infant more potent

thaa. these hearty libations and sincere good wishes for his

future prosperity. Next day, before leaving the hospitable

mansion, the little hero of this tale was presented to the

stranger, who " kissed him, and gave the nurse half-a-guinea."

Of Fitzgerald we have only to add, that he entered the

army and became a distinguished officer in the service of the

queen of Hungary, and that twenty-eight years afterwards he

returned to Ireland to assist in recovering for his former infan-

tile friend the estates and titles of his ancestors, which had

been for many years iniquitously withheld from him.

Lord and Lady Altham lived unhappily together, and a

separation took place soon after the birth of their son. Her

Ladyship, shamefully neglected by her husband, resided in

England during the remainder of her life, and from disease

and poverty was reduced to a state of extreme imbecility both

of body and mind.

James Annesley, the infant son of this unhappy mother, was

intrusted, by Lord Altham, to the charge of a woman of indif-

ferent character, named Joan or Juggy Landy. Juggy was a

dependent <of the family, and lived in a cabin on the estate,

about a quarter of a mile from the house of Dunmain. This

hut is described as a " despicable place, without any furniture

except a pot, two or three trenchers, a couple of straw beds

on the floor," and " with only a bush to draw in and out for a

door." Thus humbly and inauspiciously was the boy reared

tinder the care of a nurse, who, however unfortunate or guilty,

appears to have lavished upon her young charge the most

sP'iotionate attention. From some unexplained cause, how-

ler, Juggy Landy incurred the displeasure of Lord Altham,

who took the boy from her. wad ordered his groom to " horse-

whip her," and " to set the dngs upon her," when she persisted

in hovering about the prenaisrss to obtain a sight of her former

charge.

Lord Altham now removod. ^ith his son to Dublin where he

appears to have entere/1 u**w a career of the most dissipatea

and profligate conduct. W Ind him reduced to extreme
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pecuniary embarrassment, and his property became a prey to

low and abandoned associates ; one of whom, a Miss Kennedy
he ultimately endeavored to introduce to society as his wife.

This worthless woman must have obtained great ascendancy

over his Lordship, as she was enabled to drive James Annesley

from his father's protection, and the poor boy became a house-

less vagabond, wandering about the streets of Dublin, and pro-

curing a scanty and precarious subsistence " by running of

errands and holding gentlemen's horses."

Meantime Lord Altham's pecuniary difficulties had so in-

creased as to induce him to endeavour to borrow money on his

reversionary interest in the estates of the Earl of Anglesey, to

whom he was heir-at-law. In this scheme he was joined by

his brother Captain Annesley, and they jointly succeeded in

procuring several small sums of money. But as James An-
nesley would have proved an important legal impediment to

these transactions, he was represented to some parties to be

dead; and where his existence could not be denied, he was

asserted to be the natural son of his Lordship and of d . ggy
Landy.

Lord Altham died in the year 1727, " so miserably poo that

he was actually buried at the public expense." His bivfcuer

Captain Annesley attended the funeral as chief mourner, and

assumed the title of Baron Altham, but when he claimed to

have this title registered he was refused by the king-at-ajrms,

" on account of his nephew being reported still alive, and for

want of the honorary fees." Ultimately, however, by means

which are stated to have been " well known and obvious," he

succeeded in procuring his registration.

But there was another and a more sincere mourner at the

funeral of Lord Altham than the successful inheritor of his

title : a poor boy of twelve years of age, half naked, bare-

headed and barefooted, and wearing, as the most important

part of his dress, an old yellow livery waistcoat,* followed at a

humble distance, and wept over his father's grave, loung

* Vide " Green Breeks " in the General Introduction to the W*4erlej

Novels. Surely Yellow Waistcoat was his prototype.
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Annesley was speedily recognised by his uncle, who forcibly

drove him from the place, but not before the boy had made
himself known to several old servants of his father, who were

attending the corpse of their late lord to the tomb.

The usurper now commenced a series of attempts to obtain

possession of his nephew's person, for the purpose of transport-

ing him beyond seas, or otherwise ridding himself of so formid-

able a rival. For some time, however, these endeavours were

frustrated, principally through the gallantry of a brave and

kind-hearted butcher, named Purcel, who, having compassion

upon the boy's destitute state, took him into his house and hos-

pitably maintained him for a considerable time ; and on one

occasion, when he was assailed by a numerous party of his un-

cle's emissaries, Purcel placed the boy between his legs, and

Btoutly defending him with his cudgel, resisted their utmost

efforts, and succeeded in rescuing his young charge.

After having escaped from many attempts of the same kind,

Annesley was at length kidnapped in the streets of Dublin,

dragged by his uncle and a party of hired ruffians to a boat,

and carried on board a vessel in the river, which immediately

sailed with our hero for America, where, on his arrival, he was

apprenticed as a plantation slave, and in this condition he re-

mained for the succeeding thirteen years.

During his absence his uncle, on the demise of the Earl of

Anglesey, quietly succeeded to that title and immense wealth.

While forcibly detained in the plantations, Annesley suffered

many severe hardships and privations, particularly in his fre-

quent unsuccessful attempts to escape. Among other inci-

dents which befell him, he incurred the deadly hatred of one

master, in consequence of a suspected intrigue with his wife—
a charge from which he was afterwards honourably acquitted.

The daughter of a second master became affectionately at-

tached to him; but it does not appear that this regard was

reciprocal. And finally, in effecting his escape, he fell into

the hands of some hostile negroes, who stabbed him severely

m various places ; from the effects of which cruelty he did not

•ecover for several months.
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At the end of thirteen years, Annesley, who had now at-

tained the age of twenty-five, succeeded in reaching Jamaica

in a merchant vessel, and he immediately volunteered himself

as a private sailor on board a man-of-war. Here he was at

once identified by several officers ; and Admiral Vernon, who
was then in command of the British West India fleet, wrote

home an account of the case to the Duke of Newcastle (the

Premier), and, " in the meantime, supplied him with clothes

and money, and treated him with the respect and attention

which his rank demanded."

The Earl of Anglesey no sooner heard of these transactions

on board the fleet, than he used every effort to keep posses-

sion of his usurped title and property, and " the most eminent

lawyers within the English and Irish bars were retained to

defend a cause, the prosecution of which was not as yet even

threatened."

On Annesley's arrival in Dublin, " several servants who had

lived with his father came from the country to see him. They
knew him at first sight, and some of them fell on their knees

to thank heaven for his preservation,— embraced his legs, and

shed tears of joy for his return."

Lord Anglesey became so much alarmed at the probable

result of the now threatened trial, that he expressed his inten-

tion to make a compromise with the claimant, renounce the

title, and retire into France ; and with this view he commenced
learning the French language. But this resolution was given

up, in consequence of an occurrence which encouraged the

flattering hope that his opponent would be speedily and most

effectually disposed of.

After his arrival in England, Annesley unfortunately occa-

sioned the death of a man by the accidental discharge of a

.fowling-piece which he was in the act of carrying. Though

there could not exist a doubt of his innocence from all inten-

tion of such a deed, the circumstance offered too good a chance

to be lost sight of by his uncle, who employed an attorney

named Gifford, and with his assistance used every effort at the

coroner's inquest, and the subsequent trial, to bring about a
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rerdict of murder. In this, however, he did not succeed,

although " he practised all the unfair means that could be

invented to procure the removal of the prisoner to Newgate

from the healthy gaol to which he had been at first commit-

ted ; " and " the Earl even appeared in person on the bench,

endeavoring to intimidate and browbeat the witnesses, and to

inveigle the prisoner into destructive confessions." Annesley

was honourably acquitted, after his uncle had expended nearly

one thousand pounds on the prosecution.

The trial between James Annesley, Esq., and Richard Earl

of Anglesey, before the Bight Honourable the Lord Chief Jus-

tice and other Barons of the Exchequer, commenced on the

11th November 1743, and was continued for thirteen days.

The defendant's counsel examined an immense number of wit-

nesses in an attempt to prove that Annesley was the illegit-

imate son of the late Baron Altham. The Jury found for the

plaintiff; but it did not prove sufficient to recover his title and

estates : for his uncle " had recourse to every device the law

allowed, and his powerful interest procured a writ of error

which set aside the verdict." Before another trial could be

brought about, Annesley died without male issue, and Lord

Anglesey consequently remained in undisturbed possession."

" It is presumed that the points of resemblance between the

leading incidents in the life of this unfortunate young noble-

man and the adventures of Henry Bertram in " Guy Manner-

ing," are so evident as to require neither comment nor enu-

meration to make them apparent to the most cursory reader of

the Novel. The addition of a very few other circumstances

will, it is believed, amount to a proof of the identity of the two

s»tories.

The names of many of the witnesses examined at the trial

have been appropriated— generally with some slight altera-

tion— to characters in the novel. Among others, ope of

them is named Henry Brown, while Henry Bertram, nlias

Vanbeest Brown, is the hero of the story. An Irish j*"iw*
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was examined, named Abel Butler; while we find Abel Sam-

son in " Guy Mannering," and Reuben Butler in the " Heart

of Mid-Lothian,"— all three corresponding in profession as in

name. Giffbrd and Glossin, although somewhat alike in patro-

nymic, resemble each other still more in character and the

abuse of their common profession. Gifford had an associate

in iniquity named " Jans," while " Jans Jansen " is the alias

assumed by Glossin's accomplice Dirk Hatterick. Again, we
find Arthur Lord Altham and Mr. MacMullan in the history,

and Arthur Melville, Esquire, and Mr. MacMorlan in the

fiction. Kennedy and Barnes appear unaltered in each.

A remarkable expression used by one of the witnesses in

reference to Annesley— " he is the right heir if right might take

place "— has probably served as a hint for the motto of the

Bertram family,— " Our right makes our might."

Gentleman *s Magazine, July 1840.

or TOL. IT.
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LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

Harold the Dauntless published— Scott aspires to be a Baron

of the Exchequer— Letter to the Duke of Buccleuch concern-

ing Poachers, fyc.
— First attack of Cramp in the Stomach—

Letters to Morritt, Terry, and Mrs. Maclean Clephane—
Story of the Doom of Devorgoil— John Kemble's Retire-

ment from the Stage— William Laidlaw established at Kae-

side— Novel of Rob Roy projected— Letter to Southey on

the Relief of the Poor, fyc.— Letter to Lord Montagu on

Hogg's Queen's Wake, and on the Death of Frances Lady

Douglas.

1817.

Within less than a month, the Black Dwarf and Old

Mortality were followed by " Harold the Dauntless, by

the author of the Bridal of Triermain." This poem had

been, it appears, begun several years back ; nay, part of

it had been actually printed before the appearance of

Childe Harold, though that circumstance had escaped

the author's remembrance when he penned, in 1830, his

Introduction to the Lord of the Isles ; for he there says,
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M I am still astonished at my having committed the gross

error of selecting the very name which Lord Byron had

made so famous." The volume was published by Messrs.

Constable, and had, in those booksellers' phrase, " consid-

erable success." It has never, however, been placed on

a level with Triermain ; and though it contains many

vigorous pictures, and splendid verses, and here and there

some happy humour, the confusion and harsh transitions

of the fable, and the dim rudeness of character and man-

ners, seem sufficient to account for this inferiority in pub-

lic favour. It is not surprising that the author should

have redoubled his aversion to the notion of any more

serious performances in verse. He had seized on an

instrument of wider compass, and which, handled with

whatever rapidity, seemed to reveal at every touch treas-

ures that had hitherto slept unconsciously within him.

He had thrown off his fetters, and might well go forth

rejoicing in the native elasticity of his strength.

It is at least a curious coincidence in literary history,

that, as Cervantes, driven from the stage of Madrid by

the success of Lope de Vega, threw himself into prose ro-

mance, and produced, at the moment when the world con-

sidered him as silenced forever, the Don Quixote which

has outlived Lope's two thousand triumphant dramas—

•

so Scott, abandoning verse to Byron, should have re-

bounded from his fall by the only prose romances, which

seem to be classed with the masterpiece of Spanish gen-

ius, by the general judgment of Europe.

I shall insert two letters, in which he announces the

publication of Harold the Dauntless. In the first of

them he also mentions the light and humorous little

piece entitled The Sultan of Serendib, or the Search

nfter Happiness, originally published in a weekly paper
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after the fashion of the old Essayists, which about this

time issued from John Ballantyne's premises, under the

appropriate name of " The Sale-Room." The paper

had slender success; and though Scott wrote several

things for it, none of them, except this metrical essay,

attracted any notice. The Sale-Room was, in fact, a

dull and hopeless concern ; and I should scarcely have

thought it worth mentioning, but for the confirmation it

lends to my suspicion that Mr. John Ballantyne was

very unwilling, after all his warnings, to retire com-

pletely from the field of publishing.

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M.P., Roheby Park.

" Edinburgh, Jan. 30, 1817.

"My Dear Morritt,— I hope to send you in a couple of

days Harold the Dauntless, which has not turned out so good

as I thought it would have done. I begin to get too old and

stupid, I think, for poetry, and will certainly never again ad-

venture on a grand scale. For amusement, and to help a

little publication that is going on here, I have spun a doggrel

tale called the Search after Happiness, of which I shall send

you a copy by post, if it is of a frankable size ; if not, I can

put it up with the Dauntless. Among other misfortunes of

Harold is his name, but the thing was partly printed before

Childe Harold was in question.

" My great and good news at present is, that the bog (that

perpetual hobbyhorse) has produced a commodity of most

excellent marie, and promises to be of the very last conse-

quence to my wild ground in the neighbourhood ; for nothing

can equal the effect of marie as a top-dressing. Methinks (in

my mind's eye, Horatio) I see all the blue-bank, the hinny-lee,

and the other provinces of my poor kingdom, waving with

deep rye-grass and clover, like the meadows at Rokeby. In

honest truth, it will do me yeoman's service.

" My next good tidings are, that Jedediah carries the world
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before him. Six thousand have been disposed of, and three

thousand more are pressing onward, which will be worth

£2500 to the worthy pedagogue of Gandercleuch. Some of

the Scotch Whigs, of the right old fanatical leaven, have

waxed wroth with Jedediah—
' But shall we go mourn for that, my dear?

The cold moon shines hy night.

And when we wander here and there,

We then do go most right.' *

After all, these honest gentlemen are like Queen Elizabeth in

their ideas of portrait-painting. They require the pictures of

their predecessors to be likenesses, and at the same time de-

mand that they shall be painted without shade, being proba-

bly of opinion, with the virgin majesty of England, that there

is no such thing in nature.

" I presume you will be going almost immediately to Lon-

don— at least all our Scotch members are requested to be at

their posts, the meaning of which I cannot pretend to guess.

The finances are the only ticklish matter, but there is, after

all, plenty of money in the country, now that our fever-fit is a

little over. In Britain, when there is the least damp upon the

spirits of the public, they are exactly like people in a crowd,

who take the alarm, and shoulder each other to and fro till

some dozen or two of the weakest are borne down and trodden

to death ; whereas, if they would but have patience and re-

main quiet, there would be a safe and speedy end to their em-

barrassment. How we want Billie Pitt now to get up and

give the tone to our feelings and opinions

!

" As I take up this letter to finish the same, I hear the

Prince Regent has been attacked and fired at. Since he was

not hurt (for I should be sincerely sorry for my fat friend), I

gee nothing but good luck to result from this assault. It will

make him a good manageable boy, and, I think, secure you a

quiet session of Parliament.— Adieu, my dear Morritt, God

bless you. Let me know if the gimcracks come safe— I mean

the book, &c. Ever yours, Walter Scott."

* Joanna Baillie's Orra.
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44 To the Lady Louisa Stuart, Gloucester Place, London.

"Edinburgh, Jan. 31, 1817.

44 My Dear Lady Louisa,— This accompanies Harold the

Dauntless. I thought once I should have made it something

clever, but it turned vapid upon my imagination ; and I

finished it at last with hurry and impatience. Nobody knows,

that has not tried the feverish trade of poetry, how much it de-

pends upon mood and whim I don't wonder, that, in dismiss-

ing all the other deities of Paganism, the Muse should have

been retained by common consent ; for, in sober reality, writ-

ing good verses seems to depend upon something separate from

the volition of the author. I sometimes think my fingers set

up for themselves, independent of my head ; for twenty times

I have begun a thing on a certain plan, and never in my life

adhered to it (in a work of imagination, that is) for half an

hour together. I would hardly write this sort of egotistical

trash to any one but yourself, yet it is very true for all that.

What my kind correspondent had anticipated on account of

Jedediah's effusions has actually taken place ; and the author

of a very good life of Knox has, I understand, made a most

energetic attack, upon the score that the old Covenanters are

not treated with decorum. I have not read it, and certainly

never shall. I really think there is nothing in the book that

is not very fair and legitimate subject of raillery ; and I own I

have my suspicions of that very susceptible devotion which so

readily takes offence : such men should not read books of

amusement ; but do they suppose, because they are virtuous,

and choose to be thought outrageously so, ' there shall be no

cakes and ale ? '—
' Ay, by our lady, and ginger shall be hot in

the mouth too.' * As for the consequences to the author, they

can only affect his fortune or his temper— the former, such as

it is, has been long fixed beyond shot of these sort of fowlers

;

and for my temper, I considered always, that by subjecting

»yself to the irritability which much greater authors have felt

3n occasions of literary dispute, I should be laying in a plenti-

* Twelfth Night, Act III. Scene 3.
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ful stock of unhappiness for the rest of my life. I therefore

make it a rule never to read the attacks made upon me. 1

remember being capable of something like this sort of self-

denial at a very early period of life, for I could not be six

years old. I had been put into my bed in the nursery, and two

servant girls sat down by the embers of the fire, to have their

own quiet chat, and the one began to tell a most dismal ghos

story, of which I remember the commencement distinctly a

this moment ; but perceiving which way the tale was tending,

and though necessarily curious, being at the same time con-

scious that, if I listened on, I should be frightened out of my
wits for the rest of the night, I had the force to cover up my
head in the bed-clothes, so that I could not hear another word

that was said. The only inconvenience attending a similar

prudential line of conduct in the present case, is, that it may
Beem like a deficiency of spirit ; but I am not much afraid of

that being laid to my charge— my fault in early life (I hope

long since corrected) having lain rather the other way. And
so I say, with mine honest Prior—

' Sleep, Philo, untouch' d, on my peaceable shelf,

Nor take it amiss that so little I heed thee;

I've no malice at thee, and some love for myself

—

Then why should I answer, since first I must read thee ?

'

" So you are getting finely on in London. I own I am very

glad of it. I am glad the banditti act like banditti, because it

will make men of property look round them in time. This

country is very like the toys which folks buy for children, and

which, tumble them about in any way the urchins will, are al-

ways brought to their feet again, by the lead deposited in their

extremities. The mass of property has the same effect on our

Constitution, and is a sort of ballast which will always right

the vessel, to use a sailor's phrase, and bring it to its due

equipoise.

" Ministers have acted most sillily in breaking up the burgh-

er volunteers in large towns. On the contrary, the service

ihould have been made coercive. Such men have a moraj
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effect upon the minds of the populace, besides their actual

force, and are so much interested in keeping good order, that

you may always rely on them, especially as a corps in which

there is necessarily a common spirit of union and confidence.

But all this is nonsense again, quoth my Uncle Toby to himself.

Adieu, my dear Lady Louisa ; my sincere good wishes always

attend you. W. S."

Not to disturb the narrative of his literary proceed-

ings, I have deferred until now the mention of an at-

tempt which Scott made during the winter of 1816-1817,

to exchange his seat at the Clerk's table for one on the

Bench of the Scotch Court of Exchequer. It had often

occurred to me, in the most prosperous years of his life,

that such a situation would have suited him better in

every respect than that which he held, and that his

never attaining a promotion, which the Scottish public

would have considered so naturally due to his character

and services, reflected little honour on his political allies.

But at the period when I was entitled to hint this to him,

he appeared to have made up his mind that the rank of

Clerk of Session was more compatible than that of a Su-

preme Judge with the habits of a literary man, who was

perpetually publishing, and whose writings were gener-

ally of the imaginative order. I had also witnessed the

zeal with which he seconded the views of more than one

of his own friends, when their ambition was directed to

the Exchequer * Bench. I remained, in short, ignorant

that he ever had seriously thought of it for himself, until

the ruin of his worldly fortunes in 1826 ; nor had I any

information that his wish to obtain it had ever been dis-

tinctly stated, until certain letters, one of which I shall

introduce, were placed in my hands after his death, by

the present Duke of Buccleuch. The late D*uke's an-
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Bwers to these letters are also before me ; but of them

it is sufficient to say, that while they show the warmest

anxiety to serve Scott, they refer to private matters,

which rendered it inconsistent with his Grace's feelings

to interfere at the time in question with the distribution

of Crown patronage. I incline to think, on the whole,

that the death of this nobleman, which soon after left

the influence of his house in abeyance, must have, far

more than any other circumstance, determined Scott to

renounce all notions of altering his professional position.

" To the Duke of Buccleuch, fyc. fyc.

" Edinburgh, 11th Dec. 1816.

" My Dear Lord Duke,— Your Grace has been so much

my constant and kind friend and patron through the course of

my life, that I trust I need no apology for thrusting upon

your consideration some ulterior views, which have been sug-

gested to me by my friends, and which I will either endeavour

to prosecute, time and place serving, or lay aside all thoughts

of, as they appear to your Grace feasible, and likely to be for-

warded by your patronage. It has been suggested to me, in a

word, that there would be no impropriety in my being put in

nomination as a candidate for the situation of a Baron of Ex-

chequer, when a vacancy shall take place. The difference of

the emolument between that situation and those which I now

hold, is just £400 a-year, so that, in that point of view, it is

not a very great object. But there is a difference in the rank,

and also in the leisure afforded by a Baron's situation ; and a

man may, without condemnation, endeavour, at my period of

life, to obtain as much honour and ease as he can handsomely

come by. My pretensions to such an honour (next to your

Grace's countenancing my wishes) would rest very much on

the circumstance that my nomination would vacate two good

offices (Clerk of Session and Sheriff of Selkirkshire) to the

imount of £1000 and £300 a-year; and, besides, would ex.
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tinguish a pension of £300 which I have for life, over and

above my salary as Clerk of Session, as having been in office

at the time when the Judicature Act deprived us of a part of

our vested fees and emoluments. The extinction of this pen-

sion would be just so much saved to the public. I am pretty

confident also that I should be personally acceptable to our

friend the Chief Baron.* But whether all or any of these

circumstances will weigh much in my favour, must solely and

entirely rest with your Grace, without whose countenance it

would be folly in me to give the matter a second thought.

With your patronage, both my situation and habits of society

may place my hopes as far as any who are likely to apply

;

and your interest would be strengthened by the opportunity of

placing some good friend in Selkirkshire, besides converting

the Minstrel of the Clan into a Baron,— a transmutation wor-

thy of so powerful and kind a chief. But if your Grace thinks

I ought to drop thoughts of this preferment, I am bound to

say, that I think myself as well provided for by my friends

and the public as I have the least title to expect, and that I

am perfectly contented and grateful for what I have received.

Ever your Grace's faithful and truly obliged servant,

" Walter Scott."

The following letter, to the same noble friend, contains

a slight allusion to this affair of the Barony ; but I insert

it for a. better reason. The Duke had, it seems, been

much annoyed by some depredations on his game in the

district of Ettrick Water ; and more so by the ill use

which some boys from Selkirk made of his liberality in

allowing the people of that town free access to his beau-

tiful walks on the banks of the Yarrow, adjoining Newark
and Bowhill. The Duke's forester, by name Thomas

Hudson, had recommended rigorous measures with ref-

* The late Right Honourable Robert Dundas of Arniston, Chief

Baron of the Scotch Exchequer; one of Scott's earliest and kindest

friends in that distinguished family.

vol. v. 2
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erence to both these classes of offenders, and the Sheriff

was of course called into council :
—

" To His Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, Sfc. 8fc. frc.

" Abbotsford, January 11, 1817.

" My Dear Lord Duke,— I have been thinking anxiously

about the disagreeable affair of Tom Hudson, and the impu-

dent ingratitude of the Selkirk rising generation, and I wih

take the usual liberty your friendship permits me, of saying

what occurs to me on each subject. Respecting the shooting,

the crime is highly punishable, and we will omit no inquiries

to discover the individuals guilty. Charles Erskine, who is a

good police-officer, will be sufficiently active. I know my
friend and kinsman, Mr. Scott of Harden, feels very anxious

to oblige your Grace, and I have little doubt that if you will

have the goodness to mention to him this unpleasant circum-

stance, he would be anxious to put his game under such regu-

lations as should be agreeable to you. But I believe the pride

and pleasure he would feel in obliging your Grace, as heading

one of the most ancient and most respectable branches of your

name (if I may be pardoned for saying so much in our favour),

would be certainly much more gratified by a compliance with

your personal request, than if it came through any other chan-

nel. Your Grace knows there are many instances in life in

which the most effectual way of conferring a favour is conde-

scending to accept one. I have known Harden long and most

intimately— a more respectable man, either for feeling, or

talent, or knowledge of human life, is rarely to be met with.

But he is rather indecisive— requiring some instant stimulus

in order to make him resolve to do, not only what he knows to

be right, but what he really wishes to do, and means to do one

time or other. He is exactly Prior's Earl of Oxford :
—

4 Let that be done which Mat doth say.'

' Yea,' quoth the Earl, ' but not to-day.'

&nd so exit Harden, and enter Selkirk.
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" I know hardly anything more exasperating than the con-

duct of the little blackguards, and it will be easy to discover

and make an example of the biggest and most insolent. In

the meanwhile, my dear Lord, pardon my requesting you will

take no general or sweeping resolution as to the Selkirk folks.

Your Grace lives near them— your residence, both from your

direct beneficence, and the indirect advantages which they de-

rive from that residence, is of the utmost consequence ; and

they must be made sensible that all these advantages are en-

dangered by the very violent and brutal conduct of their chil-

dren. But I think your Grace will be inclined to follow this

up only for the purpose of correction, not for that of requital.

They are so much beneath you, and so much in your power,

that this would be unworthy of you— especially as all the

inhabitants of the little country town must necessarily be in-

cluded in the punishment. Were your Grace really angry

with them, and acting accordingly, you might ultimately feel

the regret of my old schoolmaster, who, when he had knocked

me down, apologized by saying he did not know his own
strength. After all, those who look for anything better than

ingratitude from the uneducated and unreflecting mass of a

corrupted population, must always be deceived ; and the bet-

ter the heart is that has been expanded towards them, their

wants and their wishes, the deeper is the natural feeling of

disappointment. But it is our duty to fight on, doing what

good we can (and surely the disposition and the means were

never more happily united than in your Grace), and trusting

to God Almighty, whose grace ripens the seeds we commit to

the earth, that our benefactions shall bear fruit. And now,

my Lord, asking your pardon for this discharge of my con-

science, and assuring your Grace I have no wish to exchange

my worsted gown, or the remote Pisgah exchange of a silk

one, for the cloak of a Presbyterian parson, even with the cer-

tainty of succeeding to the first of your numerous Kirk-pre-

sentations, I take the liberty to add my own opinion. The
elder boys must be looked out and punished, and the parent*

leverely reprimanded, and the whole respectable part of the
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town made sensible of the loss they must necessarily sustain

by the discontinuance of your patronage. And at, or about

the same time, I should think it proper if your Grace were to

distinguish by any little notice such Selkirk people working

with you as have their families under good order.

"1 am taking leave of Abbotsford multum gemens, and

have been just giving directions for planting upon Turnagain.

When shall we eat a cold luncheon there, and look at the

view, and root up the monster in his abyss ? I assure you

none of your numerous vassals can show a finer succession of

distant prospects. For the home-view— ahem !—We must

wait till the trees grow. Ever your Grace's truly faithful

" W. Scott."

While the abortive negotiation as to the exchequer

was still pending, Scott was visited, for the first time

since his childish years, with a painful illness, which

proved the harbinger of a series of attacks, all nearly

of the same kind, continued at short intervals during

more than two years. Various letters, already intro-

duced, have indicated how widely his habits of life when

in Edinburgh differed from those of Abbotsford. They

at all times did so to a great extent; but he had pushed

his liberties with a most robust constitution to a perilous

extreme while the affairs of the Ballantynes were labour-

ing, and he was now to pay the penalty.

This first serious alarm occurred towards the close of

a merry dinner-party in Castle Street (on the 5th of

March), when Scott suddenly sustained such exquisite

torture from cramp in the stomach, that his masculine

powers of endurance gave way, and he retired from the

room with a scream of agony which electrified his guests.

This scene was often repeated, as we shall see presently.

His friends in Edinburgh continued all that spring in

great anxiety on his account. Scarcely, however, had
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the first symptoms yielded to severe medical treatment,

than he is found to have beguiled the intervals of his

suffering by planning a dramatic piece on a story sup-

plied to him by one of Train's communications, which

he desired to present to Terry, on behalf of the actor's

first-born son, who had been christened by the name of

Walter Scott Terry.* Such was the origin of " the For-

tunes of Devorgoil "— a piece which, though completed

soon afterwards, and submitted by Terry to many ma-

nipulations with a view to the stage, was never received

by any manager, and was first published, towards the

close of the author's life, under the title, slightly altered

for an obvious reason, of "the Doom of Devorgoil."

The sketch of the story which he gives in the following

letter will probably be considered by many besides my-

self as well worth the drama. It appears that the actor

had mentioned to Scott his intention of Terryfying "the

Black Dwarf."

" To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

" Edinburgh, 12th March 1817.

w Dear Terry,— I am now able to write to you on your own
affairs, though still as weak as water from the operations of the

medical faculty, who, I think, treated me as a recusant to their

authority, and having me once at advantage, were determined

I should not have strength to rebel again in a hurry. After all,

I believe it was touch and go ; and considering how much I

have to do for my own family and others, my elegy might

have been that of the Auld Man's Mare—
' The peats and turf are all to lead,

What ail'd the beast to die ?
'

5Tou don't mention the nature of your undertaking in your

* This young gentleman is now an officer in the East India Com-
pany's army.
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last, and in your former you spoke both of the Black Dwarf

and of Triermain. I have some doubts whether the town will

endure a second time the following up a well-known tale with

a dramatic representation— and there is no vis comica to re-

deem the Black Dwarf, as in the case of Dominie Sampson.

I have thought of two subjects for you, if, like the Archbish-

op's homilies, they do not smell of the apoplexy. The first is

a noble and very dramatic tradition preserved in Galloway,

which runs briefly thus :— The Barons of Plenton (the fam-

ily name, I think, was by Jupiter, forgot !) boasted of great

antiquity, and formerly of extensive power and wealth, to

which the ruins of their huge castle, situated on an inland

loch, still bear witness. In the middle of the seventeenth

century, it is said, these ruins were still inhabited by the lineal

descendant of this powerful family. But the ruinous halls and

towers of his ancestors were all that had descended to him, and

he cultivated the garden of the castle, and sold its fruits for a

subsistence. He married in a line suitable rather to his pres-

ent situation than the dignity of his descent, and was quite

sunk into the rank of peasantry, excepting that he was still

called— more in mockery, or at least in familiarity, than in

respect— the Baron of Plenton. A causeway connected the

castle with the mainland ; it was cut in the middle, and the

moat only passable by a drawbridge which yet subsisted, and

which the poor old couple contrived to raise every night by their

joint efforts, the country being very unsettled at the time. It

must be observed, that the old man and his wife occupied only

one apartment in the extensive ruins, a small one adjoining to

the drawbridge ; the rest was waste and dilapidated.

" As they were about to retire one night to rest, they were

deterred by a sudden storm which, rising in the wildest man-

ner possible, threatened to bury them under the ruins of the

castle. While they listened in terror to the complicated sounds

of thunder, wind, and rain, they were astonished to hear the

clang of hoofs on the causeway, and the voices of people

clamouring for admittance. This was a request not rashly

to be granted. The couple looked out, and dimly discerned



THE BARON OF PLENTON. 23

through the storm that the causeway was crowded with riders.

* How many of you are there ? ' demanded John.— * Not more

than the hall will hold,' was the answer ;
' but open the gate,

lower the bridge, and do not keep the ladies in the rain/

—

John's heart was melted for the ladies, and, against his wife's

advice, he undid the bolts, sunk the drawbridge, and bade

hem enter in the name of God. Having done so, he instant-

y retired into his sanctum sanctorum to await the event, for

there was something in the voices and language of his guests

that sounded mysterious and awful. They rushed into the

castle, and appeared to know their way through all its re-

cesses. Grooms were heard hurrying their horses to the stables

— sentinels were heard mounting guard— a thousand lights

gleamed from place to place through the ruins, till at length

they seemed all concentrated in the baronial hall, whose range

of broad windows threw a resplendent illumination on the

moss-grown court below.

" After a short time, a domestic, clad in a rich but very an-

tique dress, appeared before the old couple, and commanded
them to attend his lord and lady in the great hall. They went

with tottering steps, and to their great terror found themselves

in the midst of a most brilliant and joyous company ; but the

fearful part of it was, that most of the guests resembled the

ancestors of John's family, and were known to him by their

resemblance to pictures which mouldered in the castle, or by

traditionary description. At the head, the founder of the race,

dressed like some mighty baron, or rather some Galwegian

prince, sat with his lady. There was a difference of opinion

between these ghostly personages concerning our honest John.

The chief was inclined to receive him graciously ; the lady

considered him, from his mean marriage, as utterly unworthy

of their name and board. The upshot is, that the chief dis-

covers to his descendant the means of finding a huge treasure

concealed in the castle ; the lady assures him that the discov-

ery shall never avail him.— In the morning no trace can be

discovered of the singular personages who had occupied the

hall. But John sought for and discovered the vault where
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the spoils of the Southrons were concealed, rolled away the

covering stone, and feasted his eyes on a range of massy chests

of iron, filled doubtless with treasure. As he deliberated on

the best means of bringing them up, and descending into the

vault, he observed it began slowly to fill with water. Baling

and pumping were resorted to, and when he had exhausted

his own and his wife's strength, they summoned the assistance

of the neighbourhood. But the vengeance of the visionary

lady was perfect ; the waters of the lake had forced their way
into the vault, and John, after a year or two spent in draining

and so forth, died broken-hearted, the last Baron of Plenton.

" Such is the tale, of which the incidents seem new, and the

interest capable of being rendered striking ; the story admits

of the highest degree of decoration, both by poetry, music, and

scenery, and I propose (in behalf of my godson) to take some

pains in dramatizing it. As thus— you shall play John, as

you can speak a little Scotch; I will make him what the

Baron of Bradwardine would have been in his circumstances,

and he shall be alternately ridiculous from his family pride

and prejudices, contrasted with his poverty, and respectable

from his just and independent tone of feeling and character.

I think Scotland is entitled to have something on the stage to

balance Maeklin's two worthies.* You understand the dialect

will be only tinged with the national dialect— not that the

baron is to speak broad Scotch while all the others talk Eng-

lish. His wife and he shall have one child, a daughter, suit-

ored unto by the conceited young parson or schoolmaster

of the village, whose addresses are countenanced by her

mother— and by Halbert the hunter, a youth of unknown

descent. Now this youth shall be the rightful heir and repre-

sentative of the English owners of the treasure, of which they

had been robbed by the baron's ancestors, for which unjust

act, their spirits still walked the earth. These, with a substan-

tial character or two, and the ghostly personages, shall mingle

as they may— and the discovery of the youth's birth shall

break the spell of the treasure-chamber. I will make the

* Sir Archy Mac-Sarcasm and Sir Pertinax Mac-Sycophant.
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ghosts talk as never ghosts talked in the body or out of it ; and

the music may be as unearthly as you can get it. The rush

of the shadows into the castle shall be seen through the win-

dow of the baron's apartment in the flat scene. The ghosts'

banquet, and many other circumstances, may give great ex-

ercise to the scene-painter and dresser. If you like this plan,

you had better suspend any other for the present. In my
opinion it has the infinite merit of being perfectly new in plot

and structure, and I will set about the sketch as soon as my
strength is restored in some measure by air and exercise. I

am sure I can finish it in a fortnight then. Ever yours truly,

" W. Scott."

About the time when this letter was written, a news-

paper paragraph having excited the apprehension of two

— or I should say three— of his dearest friends, that

his life was in actual danger, Scott wrjote to them as fol-

lows :
—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Portland Place, London.

" Edinburgh, 20th March 1817.

"My Dear Morritt,— I hasten to acquaint you that I am
in the land of life, and" thriving, though I have had a slight

shake, and still feel the consequences of medical treatment. I

had been plagued all through this winter with cramps in my
stomach, which I endured as a man of mould might, and en-

deavoured to combat them by drinking scalding water, and so

forth. As they grew rather unpleasantly frequent, I had re-

luctant recourse to Baillie. But before his answer arrived on

the 5th, I had a most violent attack, which broke up a small

party at my house, and sent me to bed roaring like a bull-calf.

All sorts of remedies were applied, as in the case of Gil Bias'

pretended colic, but such was the pain of the real disorder,

that it outdeviled the Doctor hollow. Even heated salt, which

was applied in such a state that it burned my shirt to rags, I

hardly felt when clapped to my stomach. At length the

symptoms became inflammatory, and dangerously so, the seat
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being the diaphragm. They only gave way to very profuse

bleeding and blistering, which under higher assistance saved

my life. My recovery was slow and tedious from the state of

exhaustion. I could neither stir for weakness and giddiness,

nor read for dazzling in my eyes, nor listen for a whizzing

Bound in my ears, nor even think for lack of the power of ar-

ranging my ideas. So I had a comfortless time of it for about

a week. Even yet I by no means feel, as the copy-book hath

ft,

4 The lion bold, which the lamb doth hold—

'

on the contrary, I am as weak as water. They tell me (of

course) I must renounce every creature comfort, as my friend

Jedediah calls it. As for dinner and so forth, I care little

about it— but toast and water, and three glasses of wine,

sound like hard laws to me. However, to parody the lamen-

tation of Hassan, the camel-driver,

4 The lily health outvies the grape's bright ray,

And life is dearer than the usquebae—

'

so I shall be amenable to discipline. But in my own secret

mind I suspect the state of my bowels more than anything

else. I take enough of exercise and enough of rest ; but un-

luckily they are like a Lapland year, divided as one night and

one day. In the vacation I never sit down; in the session-

time I seldom rise up. But all this must be better arranged

in future ; and I trust I shall live to weary out all your kind-

ness.

"lam obliged to break off hastily. I trust I shall be able

to get over the Fell in the end of summer, which will rejoice

ine much, for the sound of the woods of Rokeby is lovely in

mine ear. Ever yours, Walter Scott.**

" To Mrs. Maclean Clephane, of Torloisk, Mull.

" Edinburgh, 23d March 1817.

"My Dear Mrs. and Miss Clephane,— Here conuas to let

you know you had nearly seen the last sight of m&, i/tle**
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had come to visit you on my red beam like one of Fingal'a

heroes, which, Ossianic as you are, I trow you would readily

dispense with. The cause was a cramp in my stomach, which,

after various painful visits, as if it had been sent by Prospero,

and had mistaken me for Caliban, at length chose to conclude

by setting fire to its lodging, like the Frenchmen as they re-

treated through Russia, and placed me in as proper a state of

inflammation as if I had had the whole Spafields committee in

my unfortunate stomach. Then bleeding and blistering was

the word ; and they bled and blistered till they left me neither

skin nor blood. However, they beat off the foul fiend, and I

am bound to praise the bridge which carried me over. I am
still very totterish, and very giddy, kept to panada, or rather

to porridge, for I spurned at all foreign slops, and adhered to

our ancient oatmeal manufacture. But I have no apprehen-

sion of any return of the serious part of the malady, and I

am now recovering my strength, though looking somewhat ca-

daverous upon the occasion.

" I much approve of your going to Italy by sea ; indeed it is

the only way you ought to think of it. I am only sorry you are

going to leave us for a while ; but indeed the isle of Mull might

be Florence to me in respect of separation, and cannot be quite

Florence to you, since Lady Compton is not there. I lately

heard her mentioned in a company where my interest in her

was not known, as one of the very few English ladies now in

Italy whom their acquirements, conduct, and mode of manag-

ing time, induce that part of foreign society, whose approba-

tion is valuable, to consider with high respect and esteem.

This I think is very likely ; for, whatever folks say of foreign-

ers, those of good education and high rank among them, must

have a supreme contempt for the frivolous, dissatisfied, empty,

gad-about manners of many of our modern belles. And we
may say among ourselves, that there are few upon whom high

accomplishments and information sit more gracefully.

" John Kemble is here to take leave, acting over all his

great characters, and with all the spirit of his best years. He
played Coriolanus last night (the first time I have ventured
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out), fully as well as I ever saw him ; and you know what a

complete model he is of the Roman. He has made a great

reformation in his habits
;
given up wine, which he used to

swallow by pailfuls,— and renewed his youth like the eagles.

He seems to me always to play best those characters in which

there is a predominating tinge of some overmastering passion,

or acquired habit of acting and speaking, colouring the whole

man. The patrician pride of Coriolanus, the stoicism of Bru
tus and Cato, the rapid and hurried vehemence of Hotspur,

mark the class of characters I mean. But he fails where a

ready and pliable yielding to the events and passions of life

makes what may be termed a more natural personage. Ac-

cordingly I think his Macbeth, Lear, and especially his Rich-

ard, inferior in spirit and truth. In Hamlet, the natural fixed

melancholy of the prince places him within Kemble's range ;
—

yet many delicate and sudden turns of passion slip through

his fingers. He is a lordly vessel, goodly and magnificent

when going large before the wind, but wanting the facility to

go ' ready about' so that he is sometimes among the breakers

before he can wear ship. Yet we lose in him a most excellent

critic, an accomplished scholar, and one who graced our for-

lorn drama with what little it has left of good sense and gen-

tlemanlike feeling. And so exit he. He made me write some

.fines to speak when he withdraws, and he has been here criti-

cising and correcting till he got them quite to his mind, which

has rather tired me. Most truly yours while

"Walter Scott."

On the 29th of March 1817, John Philip Kemble, after

going through the round of his chief parts, to the delight

of the Edinburgh audience, took his final leave of them

as Macbeth, and in the costume of that character deliv-

ered a farewell address, penned for him by Scott.* No

* See Poetical Works, p. 665, (Edin. Ed.) Scott's Farewell for

Kemble first appeared in " The Sale-Room " for April 5th, 1817; and

to the introductory note James Ballantyne says— "The character

fixed upon, with happy propriety, for Kemble's closing scene, was
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•ne who witnessed that scene, and heard the lines as

then recited, can ever expect to be again interested to

the same extent by anything occurring within the walls

of a theatre ; nor was I ever present at any public

dinner in all its circumstances more impressive than was

that which occurred a few days afterwards, when Kem-
ble's Scotch friends and admirers assembled around him

— Francis Jeffrey being chairman, Walter Scott and

John Wilson the croupiers.

Shortly before this time, Mr. William Laidlaw had

met with misfortunes, which rendered it necessary for

him to give up the lease of a farm, on which he had

been for some years settled, in Mid-Lothian. He was

now anxiously looking about him for some new establish-

ment, and it occurred to Scott that it might be mutually

advantageous, as well as agreeable, if his excellent friend

would consent to come and occupy a house on his prop-

erty, and endeavour, under his guidance, to *nake such

literary exertions as might raise his income to an amount

Macbeth. He had laboured under a severe cold for a few days before,

out on the memorable night the physical annoyance yielded to the en-

ergy of his mind. ' He was,' he said in the Green-room, immediately

before the curtain rose, ' determined to leave behind him the most per-

fect specimen of his art which he had ever shown ;
' and his success

was complete. At the moment of the tyrant's death, the curtain fell

by the universal acclamation of the audience. The applauses were

vehement and prolonged ; they ceased— were resumed— rose again—
were reiterated— and again were hushed. In a few minutes the cur-

tain ascended, and Mr. Kemble came forward in the dress of Macbeth

(the audience by a consentaneous movement rising to receive him), to

deliver his farewell.''' "Mr. Kemble delivered the lines with

exquisite beauty, and with an effect that was evidenced by the tears

and sobs of many of the audience. His own emotions were very con-

ipicuous. When his farewell was closed, he lingered long on the stage,

as if unable to retire. The house again stood up, and cheered him

with the waving of hats and long shouts of applause."
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ade^a^te for his comfort. The prospect of obtaining

Bucn a neighbour was, no doubt, the more welcome to

" Abbotsford and Kaeside," from its opening at this

period of fluctuating health ; and Laidlaw, who had for

twenty years loved and revered him, considered the pro-

posal with far greater delight than the most lucrative

appointment on any noble domain in the island could

have afforded him. Though possessed of a lively and

searching sagacity as to things in general, he had always

been as to his own worldly interests simple as a child.

Mis tastes and habits were all modest ; and when he

looked forward to spending the remainder of what had

not hitherto been a successful life, under the shadow of

the genius that he had worshipped almost from boyhood,

his gentle heart was all happiness. He surveyed with

glistening eyes the humble cottage in which his friend

proposed to lodge him, his wife, and his little ones, and

said to himself that he should write no more sad sou.gs

on Forest Flittings.*

Scott's notes to him at this time afford a truly charm-

ing picture of thoughtful and respectful delicacy on both

sides. Mr. Laidlaw, for example, appears to have hinted

that he feared his friend, in making the proposal as to

the house at Kaeside, might have perhaps in some

degree overlooked the feelings of " Laird Moss," who,

having sold his land several months before, had as

yet continued to occupy his old homestead. Scott an-

swers —
* Mr. Laidlaw has not published many verses; but his song o.

" Lucy's Flitting " — a simple and pathetic picture of a poor Ettrick

maiden's feelings in leaving a service where she had been happy— has

long been and must ever be a favourite, with all who understand the

delicacies of the Scottish dialect, and the manners of the district il

which the scene is laid.
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" To Mr. W. Laidlaw.

"Edinburgh, April 5, 1817.

" My Dear Sir,— Nothing can give me more pleasure than

Ihe prospect of your making yourself comfortable at Kaeside

till some good thing casts up. I have not put Mr. Moss to any

inconvenience, for I only requested an answer, giving him

leave to sit if he had a mind — and of free will he leaves my
premises void and redd at Whitsunday. I suspect the house

is not in good order, but we shall get it brushed up a little.

Without affectation I consider myself the obliged party in this

matter— or at any rate it is a mutual benefit, and you shall

have grass for a cow, and so forth— whatever you want. I

am sure when you are so near I shall find some literary labour

for you that will make ends meet Yours, in haste,

" W. Scott."

He had before this time made considerable progress

in another historical sketch (that of the year 1815) for

the Edinburgh Annual Register ; and the first literary

labour which he provided for Laidlaw appears to have

been arranging for the same volume a set of newspaper

articles, usually printed under the head of Chronicle, to

which were appended some little extracts of new books

of travels, and the like miscellanies. The Edinburgh

Monthly Magazine, subsequently known by the name

of its projector, Blackwood, commenced in April of this

year ; and one of its editors, Mr. Thomas Pringle, being

a Teviotdale man and an old acquaintance of Laidlaw's,

offered to the latter the care of its Chronicle department

also, — not perhaps without calculating that, in case

Laidlaw's connexion with the new journal should be-

come at all a strict one, Scott would be induced to give

h occasionally the benefit of his own literary assistance.

He accordingly did not write— being unwell at the
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time— but dictated to Pringle a collection of anecdotes

concerning Scottish gypsies, which attracted a good deal

of notice ;
* and, I believe, he also assisted Laidlaw in

drawing up one or more articles on the subject of Scot-

tish superstitions. But the bookseller and Pringle soon

quarrelled, and the Magazine assuming, on the retire-"

ment of the latter, a high Tory character, Laidlaw'

Whig feelings induced him to renounce its alliance;

while Scott, having no kindness for Blackwood person-

ally, and disapproving (though he chuckled over it)

the reckless extravagance of juvenile satire which, by

and by, distinguished his journal, appears to have easily

acquiesced in the propriety of Laidlaw's determination.

I insert meantime a few notes, which will show with

what care and kindness he watched over Laidlaw's oper-

ations for the Annual Register.

" To Mr. Laidlaw, at Kaeside.

" Edinburgh, June 16, 1817.

" Dear Sir,— I enclose you * rare guerdon,' better than re-

muneration,— namely, a cheque for £25, for the Chronicle

part of the Register. The incidents selected should have some

reference to amusement as well as information, and may be

occasionally abridged in the narration; but, after all, paste

and scissors form your principal materials. You must look

out for two or three good original articles ; and, if you would

read and take pains to abridge one or two curious books of

travels, I would send out the volumes. Could I once get the

head of the concern fairly round before the wind again, I am

sure I could make it £100 a-year to you. In the present in-

rtance it will be at least £50. Yours truly, W. S."

* These anecdotes were subsequently inserted in the Introduction U

Guy Mannering.
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u To the Same.

" Edinburgh, July 3, 1817.

** My Dear Sir,— I send you Adam's and Riley's Travels.

You will observe I don't want a review of the books, or a

detail of these persons' adventures, but merely a short article

expressing the light, direct or doubtful, which they have

thrown on the interior of Africa. ' Recent Discoveries in

Africa,' will be a proper title. I hope to find you materially

amended, or rather quite stout, when I come out on Saturday.

I am quite well this morning. Yours, in haste, W. S.

"P. S.— I add Mariner's Tonga Islands, and Campbell's

Voyage. Pray take great care of them, as I am a coxcomb

about my books, and hate specks or spots. Take care of your-

self, and want for nothing that Abbotsford can furnish."

These notes have carried us down to the middle of the

year. But I must now turn to some others, which show

that before Whitsuntide, when Laidlaw settled at Kae-

side, negotiations were on foot respecting another novel.

" To Mr. John Ballantyne, Hanover Street, Edinburgh.

" Abbotsford, Monday. [April 1817.]

" Dear John,— I have a good subject for a work of fiction

in petto. What do you think Constable would give for a smell

of it ? You ran away without taking leave the other morn-

ing, or I wished to have spoken to you about it. I don't mean

It continuation of Jedediah, because there might be some deli-

cacy in putting that by the original publishers. You may
writt if anything occurs to you on this subject. It will not

interrupt my History. By the way I have a great lot of the

Begister ready for delivery, and no man asks for it. I shall

want to pay up some cash at Whitsunday, which will make

tie draw on my brains. Yours truly, W. Scott."

vol. v. 3
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" To the Same.

" Abbotsford, Saturday, May 3, 1817.

" Dear John,— I shall be much obliged to you to come here

with Coustable on Monday, as he proposes a visit, and it will

lave time. By the way, you must attend that the usual quan-

tity of stock is included in the arrangement— that is £600 for

6000 copies. My sum is £1700, payable in May— a round

advance, by'r Lady, but I think I am entitled to it, consider-

ing what I have twined off hitherto on such occasions.

" I make a point on your coming with Constable, health

allowing. Yours truly, W. S."

The result of this meeting is indicated in a note, scrib-

bled by John Ballantyne at the bottom of the foregoing

letter, before it was seen by his brother the printer :
—

" Half-past 3 o'clock, Tuesday.

" Dear James,— I am at this moment returned from Ab-

botsford, with entire and full success. Wish me joy. I shall

gain above £600— Constable taking my share of stock also.

This title is Rob Roy— by the A uthor of Waverley ! ! ! Keep

this letter for me. J. B."

On the same page there is written, in fresher ink,

which marks, no doubt, the time when John pasted it

into his collection of private papers now before me—
" N. B.— I did gain above £1200. — J. B."

The title of this novel was suggested by Constable,

and he told me years afterwards the difficulty he had to

get it adopted by the author. " What !

" said he, " Mr.

Accoucheur, must you be setting up for Mr. Sponsor too ?

— but let's hear it." Constable said the name of the

real hero would be the best possible name for the book.

" Nay," answered Scott, " never let me have to write up
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to a name. You well know I have generally adopted a

title that told nothing."— The bookseller, however, per-

severed ; and after the trio had dined, these scruples gave

way.

On rising from table, according to Constable, they sal-

lied out to the green before the door of the cottage, and

all in the highest spirits enjoyed the fine May evening.

John Ballantyne, hopping up and down in his glee, ex-

claimed, " Is Rob's gun here, Mr. Scott ; would you ob-

ject to my trying the auld barrel with a few de joy ?
"

— " Nay, Mr. Puff," said Scott, " it would burst, and

blow you to the devil before your time."— " Johnny,

my man," said Constable, " what the mischief puts draw-

ing at sight into your head ? " Scott laughed heartily

at this innuendo ; and then observing that the little man
felt somewhat sore, called attention to the notes of a bird

in the adjoining shrubbery. " And by the by," said he,

as they continued listening, " 'tis a long time, Johnny,

since we have heard the Cobbler of Kelso." Mr. Puff

forthwith jumped up on a mass of stone, and seating

himself in the proper attitude of one working with his

awl, began a favourite interlude, mimicking a certain

son of Crispin, at whose stall Scott and he had often

lingered when they were school-boys, and a blackbird,

the only companion of his cell, that used to sing to him,

while he talked and whistled to it all day long. With

this performance Scott was always delighted: nothing

could be richer than the contrast of the bird's wild sweet

notes, some of which he imitated with wonderful skill,

and the accompaniment of the Cobbler's hoarse cracked

voice, uttering all manner of endearing epithets, which

Johnny multiplied and varied in a style worthy of the

Old Women in Rabelais at the birth of Pantagruel. I
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often wondered that Mathews, who borrowed so many
good things from John Ballantyne, allowed this Cobbler,

which was certainly the masterpiece, to escape him.

Scott himself had probably exceeded that evening the

three glasses of wine sanctioned by his Sangrados. " I

never," said Constable, " had found him so disposed to be

communicative about what he meant to do. Though he

had had a return of his illness but the day before, he

continued for an hour or more to walk backwards and

forwards on the green, talking and laughing— he told us

he was sure he should make a hit in a Glasgow weaver,

whom he would ravel up with Rob ; and fairly outshone

the Cobbler, in an extempore dialogue between the bail-

lie and the cateran— something not unlike what the

book gives us as passing in the Glasgow tolbooth."

Mr. Puff might well exult in the " full and entire suc-

cess" of his trip to Abbotsford. His friend had made
it a sine qua non with Constable that he should have a

third share in the bookseller's moiety of the bargain—
and though Johnny had no more trouble about the pub-

lishing or selling of Rob Roy than his own Cobbler of

Kelso, this stipulation had secured him a bonus of £1200,

before two years passed. Moreover, one must admire

his adroitness in persuading Constable, during their jour-

ney back to Edinburgh, to relieve him of that fraction

of his own old stock, with which his unhazardous share

in the new transaction was burdened. Scott's kindness

continued, as long as John Ballantyne lived, to provide

for him a constant succession of similar advantages at the

same easy rate •, and Constable, from deference to Scott's

wishes, and from his own liking for the humorous auc*-

tioneer, appears to have submitted with hardly a momen
tary grudge to this heavy tax on his most important

ventures.
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The same week Scott received Southey's celebrated

letter to Mr. William Smith, M. P. for Norwich. The

poet of Keswick had also forwarded to him somewhat

earlier his Pilgrimage to Waterloo, which piece contains

a touching allusion to the affliction the author had re-

cently sustained in the death of a fine boy. Scott's let-

ter on this occasion was as follows :
—

" To Robert Southey, Esq., Keswick.

" Selkirk, May 9th, 1817.

"My Dear Southey,— I have been a strangely negligent

correspondent for many months past, more especially as I have

had you rarely out of my thoughts, for I think you will hardly

doubt of my sincere sympathy in events which have happened

since I have written. I shed sincere tears over the Pilgrimage

to Waterloo. But in the crucible of human life, the purest

gold is tried by the strongest heat, and I can only hope for

the continuance of your present family blessings to one so well

formed to enjoy the pure happiness they afford. My health

has, of late, been very indifferent. I was very nearly suc-

cumbing under a violent inflammatory attack, and still feel the

effects of the necessary treatment. I believe they took one-

third of the blood of my system, and blistered in proportion

:

so that both my flesh and my blood have been in a wofully re-

duced state. I got out here some weeks since, where, by dint

of the insensible exercise which one takes in the country, I

feel myself gathering strength daily, but am still obliged to

observe a severe regimen. It was not to croak about myself,

however, that 1 took up the pen, but to wish you joy of

your triumphant answer to that coarse-minded William Smith.

He deserved all he has got, and, to say the truth, you do

not spare him, and have no cause. His attack seems to

have proceeded from the vulgar insolence of a low mind de-

sirous of attacking genius at disadvantage. It is the ancient

and eternal strife of which the witch speaks in Thalaba. Such
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a man as he, feels lie has no alliance with such as you, and his

evil instincts lead him to treat as hostile whatever he cannot

comprehend. I met Smith once during his stay in Edin-

burgh,* and had, what I seldom have with any one in society,

a high quarrel with him. His mode of travelling had been

from one gentleman's seat to another, abusing the well-known

hospitality of the Highland lairds, by taking possession of their

houses, even during their absence, domineering in them when
they were present, and not only eating the dinner of to-day,

but requiring that the dinner of to-morrow should also be

made ready and carried forward with him, to save the expense

of inns. All this was no business of mine, but when, in the

middle of a company consisting of those to whom he had

owed this hospitality, he abused the country, of which he

knew little— the language, of which he knew nothing— and

the people, who have their faults, but are a much more harm-

less, moral, and at the same time high-spirited population,

than, I venture to say, he ever lived amongst— I thought it

was really too bad, and so e'en took up the debate, and gave

it him over the knuckles as smartly as I could. Your pam-

phlet, therefore, fed fat my ancient grudge against him as well

as the modern one, for you cannot doubt that my blood boiled

at reading the report of his speech. Enough of this gentle-

man, who, I think, will not walk out of the round in a hurry

again, to slander the conduct of individuals.

" I am at present writing at our head-court of freeholders—
a set of quiet, unpretending, but sound-judging country gen-

tlemen, and whose opinions may be very well taken as a fair

specimen of those men of sense and honour, who are not like-

ly to be dazzled by literary talent, which lies out of their beat,

and who, therefore, cannot be of partial counsel in the cause

;

and I never heard an opinion more generally, and even warm-

ly expressed, than that your triumphant vindication brands

* Scott's meeting with this Mr. Smith occurred at the table of hit

lend and colleague, Hector Macdonald Buchanan. The company, ex

»ept Scott and Smith, were ill, like their hospitable landlord, HiglK

Anders.
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Smith as a slanderer in all time coming. I think you may not

be displeased to know this, because what men of keen feelings

and literary pursuits must have felt, cannot be unknown to you,

and you may not have the same access to know the impression

made upon the general class of society.

" I have to thank you for the continuation of the History of

Brazil— one of your gigantic labours ; the fruit of a mind so

active, yet so patient of labour. I am not yet far advanced in

the second volume, reserving it usually for my hour's amuse-

ment in the evening, as children keep their dainties for bonne

bouche : but as far as I have come, it possesses all the interest

of the commencement, though a more faithless and worthless set

than both Dutch and Portuguese I have never read of ; and it

requires your knowledge of the springs of human action, and

your lively description of ' hair-breadth 'scapes,' to make one

care whether the hog bites the dog, or the dog bites the hog.

Both nations were in rapid declension from their short-lived

age of heroism, and in the act of experiencing all those retro-

grade movements which are the natural consequence of selfish-

ness on one hand and bigotry on the other.

" I am glad to see you are turning your mind to the state of

the poor. Should you enter into details on the subject of the

best mode of assisting them, I would be happy to tell you the

few observations I have made— not on a very small scale

neither, considering my fortune, for I have kept about thirty of

the labourers in my neighbourhood in constant employment

this winter. This I do not call charity, because they executed

some extensive plantations and other works, which I could

never have got done so cheaply, and which I always intended

one day to do. But neither was it altogether selfish on my
part, because I was putting myself to inconvenience in incur-

ring the expense of several years at once, and certainly would

not have done so, but to serve mine honest neighbours, who
were likely to want work but for such exertion. From my
observation, I am inclined greatly to doubt the salutary effect

of the scheme generally adopted In Edinburgh and elsewhere

lor relieving the poor. At Edinburgh, they are employed of
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public works at so much a-day— tenpence, I believe, or one
shilling, with an advance to those who have families. This

rate is fixed below that of ordinary wages, in order that no
person may be employed but those who really cannot find

work elsewhere. But it is attended with this bad effect, that

the people regard it partly as charity, which is humiliating—
and partly as an imposition, in taking their labour below its

usual saleable value ; to which many add a third view of the

subject— namely, that this sort of half-pay is not given them
for the purpose of working, but to prevent their rising in re-

bellion. None of these misconceptions are favourable to hard

labour, and the consequence is, that I never have seen such a

set of idle faineants as those employed on this system in the

public works, and I am sure that, notwithstanding the very

laudable intention of those who subscribed to form the fund,

and the yet more praiseworthy, because more difficult, exer-

tions of those who superintend it, the issue of the scheme will

occasion full as much mischief as good to the people engaged
in it. Private gentlemen, acting on something like a similar

system, may make it answer better, because they have not the

lazy dross of a metropolis to contend with— because they

have fewer hands to manage— and above all, because an

individual always manages his own concerns better than those

of the country can be managed. Yet all who have employed

those who were distressed for want of work at under wages,

have had, less or more, similar complaints to make. I think I

have avoided this in my own case, by inviting the country-

people to do piecework by the contract. Two things only are

necessary— one is, that the nature of the work should be such as

will admit of its being ascertained, when finished, to have been

substantially executed. All sort of spade-work and hoe-work,

with many other kinds of country labour, fall under this de-

scription, and the employer can hardly be cheated in the exe-

cution if he keeps a reasonable loou.-out. The other point is,

to take care that the undertakers, in their anxiety for employ-

ment, do not take the job too cheap. A little acquaintance

with country labour will enable one to regulate this ; but it if
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an essential point, for if you do not keep them to their bar-

gain, it is making a jest of the thing, and forfeiting the very

advantage you have in view— that, namely, of inducing the

labourer to bring his heart and spirit to his work. But this he

will do where he has a fair bargain, which is to prove a good

or bad one according to his own exertions. In this case you

make the poor man his own friend, for the profits of his good

conduct are all his own. It is astonishing how partial the

people are to this species of contract, and how diligently they

labour, acquiring or maintaining all the while those habits

which render them honourable and useful members of society.

I mention this to you, because the rich, much to their honour,

do not, in general, require to be so much stimulated to benevo-

lence, as to be directed in the most useful way to exert it.

" I have still a word to say about the poor of our own parish

of Parnassus. I have been applied to by a very worthy friend,

Mr. Scott of Sinton, in behalf of an unfortunate Mr. Gilmour,

who, it seems, has expended a little fortune in printing, upon

his own account, poems which, from the sample I saw, seem

exactly to answer the description of Dean Swift's country

house—
' Too bad for a blessing, too good for a curse,

I wish from my soul they were better or worse.'

But you are the dean of our corporation, and, I am informed,

take some interest in this poor gentleman. If you can point

out any way in which I can serve him, I am sure my inclina-

tion is not wanting, but it looks like a very hopeless case. I

beg my kindest respects to Mrs. Southey, and am always sin-

cerely and affectionately yours, Walter Scott."

About this time Hogg took possession of Altrive Lake,

and some of his friends in Edinburgh set on foot a sub-

scription edition of his Queen's Wake (at a guinea each

eopy), in the hope of thus raising a sum adequate to the

ito^king of the little farm. The following letter alludes
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to this affair ; and also to the death of Frances Lady

Douglas, sister to Duke Henry of Buccleuch, whose early

kindness to Scott has been more than once mentioned.

* To the Right Hon. Lord Montagu.

" Abboteford, June 8, 1817.

"My Dear Lord,— I am honoured with your letter, and

will not fail to take care that the Shepherd profits by your

kind intentions, and those of Lady Montagu. This is a scheme

which I did not devise, for I fear it will end in disappoint-

ment, but for which I have done, and will do, all I possibly

can. There is an old saying of the seamen's, ' every man is

not born to be a boatswain,' and I think I have heard of men
born under a sixpenny planet, and doomed never to be worth

a groat. I fear something of this vile sixpenny influence had

gleamed in at the cottage window when poor Hogg first came

squeaking into the world. All that he made by his original

book he ventured on a flock of sheep to drive into the High-

lands to a farm he had taken there, but of which he could not

get possession, so that all the stock was ruined and sold to dis-

advantage. Then he tried another farm, which proved too

dear, so that he fairly broke upon it. Then put forth divers

publications, which had little sale— and brought him accord-

ingly few pence, though some praise. Then came this Queen's

Wake, by which he might and ought to have made from £100
to £ 200— for there were, I think, three editions— when lo

!

his bookseller turned bankrupt, and paid him never a penny.

The Duke has now, with his wonted generosity, given him a

cosie bield, and the object of the present attack upon the pub-

lic, is to get if possible as much cash together as will stock it.

But no one has loose guineas now to give poor poets, and I

greatly doubt the scheme succeeding, unless it is more strongly

patronised than can almost be expected. In bookselling mat-

ters, an author must either be the conjurer, who commands
the devil, or the witch who serves him— and few are they

whose situation is sufficiently independent to enable them to
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assume the higher character— and this is injurious to the in-

digent author in every respect, for not only is he obliged to

turn his pen to every various kind of composition, and so to

injure himself with the public by writing hastily, and on sub-

jects unfitted for his genius ; but moreover, those honest gen-

tlemen, the booksellers, from a natural association, consider

the books as of least value, which they find they can get at

least expense of copy-money, and therefore are proportionally

careless in pushing the sale of the work. Whereas a good

round sum out of their purse, like a moderate rise of rent on a

farm, raises the work thus acquired in their own eyes, and

serves as a spur to make them clear away every channel, by

which they can discharge their quires upon the public. So

much for bookselling, the most ticklish and unsafe and hazard-

ous of all professions, scarcely with the exception of horse-

jockeyship.

" You cannot doubt the sincere interest I take in Lady Mon-

tagu's health. I was very glad to learn from the Duke, that

the late melancholy event had produced no permanent effect

on her constitution, as I know how much her heart must have

suffered.* I saw our regretted friend for the last time at the

Theatre, and made many schemes to be at Bothwell this next

July. But thus the world glides from us, and those we most

love and honour are withdrawn from the stage before us. I

know not why it was that among the few for whom I had so

much respectful regard, I never had associated the idea of

early deprivation with Lady Douglas. Her excellent sense,

deep information, and the wit which she wielded with so much
good humour, were allied apparently to a healthy constitution,

which might have permitted us to enjoy, and be instructed by
her society for many years. Dis aliter visum, and the recol-

lection dwelling on all the delight which she afforded to so-

ciety, and the good which she did in private life, is what now
remains to us of her wit, wisdom, and benevolence. The Duke

* Lady Montagu was the daughter of the late Lord Douglas by his

first marriage with Lady Lucy Grahame, daughter of the second Duke
if Montrose.
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keeps his usual health, with always just so much of the gout,

however, as would make me wish that he had more— a kind

wish, for which I do not observe that he is sufficiently grateful.

I hope to spend a few days at Drumlanrig Castle, when that

ancient mansion shall have so far limited its courtesy as to

Btand covered in the presence of the wind and rain, which I

believe is not yet the case. I am no friend to ceremony, and
like a house as well when it does not carry its roof en chapeau

bras. I heartily wish your Lordship joy of the new mansion

at Ditton, and hope my good stars will permit me to pay my
respects there one day. The discovery of the niches certainly

bodes good luck to the house of Montagu, and as there are

three of them, I presume it is to come threefold. From the

care with which they were concealed, I presume they had

been closed in the days of Cromwell, or a little before, and

that the artist employed (like the General, who told his sol-

diers to fight bravely against the Pope, since they were Vene-

tians before they were Christians) had more professional than

religious zeal, and did not even, according to the practice of

the time, think it necessary to sweep away Popery with the

besom of destruction.* I am here on a stolen visit of two

days, and find my mansion gradually enlarging. Thanks to

Mr. Atkinson (who found out a practical use for our romantic

theory), it promises to make a comfortable station for offering

your Lordship and Lady Montagu a pilgrim's meal, when you

next visit Melrose Abbey, and that without any risk of your

valet (who I recollect is a substantial person) sticking between

the wall of the parlour and the backs of the chairs placed

round the table. This literally befell Sir Harry Macdougal's

fat butler, who looked like a ship of the line in the loch at

Bowhill, altogether unlike his master, who could glide where-

ever a weasel might make his way. Mr. Atkinson has indeed

been more attentive than I can express, when I consider how

* Lord Montagu's house at Ditton Park, near Windsor, had recently

been destroyed by lire— and the ruins revealed some niches with an-

tique candlesticks, &c., belonging to a domestic chapel that had been

lonverted to other purposes from the time, I believe, of Henry VIII.
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valuable his time must be.* We are attempting no castellated

conundrums to rival those Lord Napier used to have executed

in sugar, when he was Commissioner, and no cottage neither,

but an irregular somewhat— like an old English hall, in which

your squire of £500 a-year used to drink his ale in days of

yore.

.
" I am making considerable plantations (that is, consider-

ing), being greatly encouraged by the progress of those I for-

merly laid out. Read the veracious Gulliver's account of the

Windsor Forest of Lilliput, and you will have some idea of

the solemn gloom of my Druid shades. Your Lordship's very

truly faithful Walter Scott.

" This is the 8th of June, and not an ash-tree in leaf yet.

The country cruelly backward, and whole fields destroyed by

the grub. I dread this next season."

* Mr. Atkinson, of St. John's "Wood, was the architect of Lord Mon-
tagu's new mansion at Ditton, as well as the artist ultimately employed

in arranging Scott's interioi at Abbotsford.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

Excursion to the Lennox, Glasgow, and Drumlanrig— Pur>

chase of Toftfield— Establishment of the Fergusson family

at Huntly Burn— Lines written in Illness— Visits of Wash-

ington Irving, Lady Byron, and Sir David Wilkie— Prog-

ress of the Building at Abbotsford — Letters to Morritt,

Terry, frc.— Conclusion of Rob Roy.

1817.

During the summer term of 1817, Scott seems to

have laboured chiefly on his History of 1815 for the

Register, which was published in August; but he also

found time to draw up the Introduction for a richly em-

bellished quarto, entitled " Border Antiquities," which

came out a month later. This valuable essay, containing

large additions to the information previously embodied in

the Minstrelsy, has been included in the late collection

of his Miscellaneous Prose, and has thus obtained a cir-

culation not to be expected for it in the original costly

form.

Upon the rising of the Court in July, he made an

excursion to the Lennox, chiefly that he might visit a

cave at the head of Loch Lomond, said to have been a

favourite retreat of his hero, Rob Roy. He was ac-

companied to the seat of his friend, Mr. Macdonald Bu-

chanan, by Captain Adam Fergusson— the long Linton
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of the days of his apprenticeship ; and thence to Glas-

gow, where, under the auspices of a kind and intelligent

acquaintance, Mr. John Smith, bookseller, he refreshed

his recollection of the noble cathedral, and other local-

ities of the birthplace of Bailie Jarvie. Mr. Smith took

care also to show the tourists the most remarkable nov-

lties in the great manufacturing establishments of his

flourishing city; and he remembers particularly the de-

light which Scott expressed on seeing the process of

singeing muslin— that is, of divesting the finished web
of all superficial knots and irregularities, by passing it,

with the rapidity of lightning, over a bar of red-hot

iron. "The man that imagined this," said Scott, "was

the Shakspeare of the Wabsters—
1 Things out of hope are compass'd oft with vent'ring.' " *

The following note indicates the next stages of his

progress :
—

" To his Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, Drumlanrig Castle.

" Sanquhar, 2 o'clock, July 30, 1817.

" From Ross, where the clouds on Benlomond are sleeping—
From Greenock, where Clyde to the Ocean is sweeping—
From Largs, where the Scotch gave the Northmen a drilling—
From Ardrossan, whose harbour cost many a shilling—
From Old Cumnock, where beds are as hard as a plank, sir—
From a chop and green pease, and a chicken in Sanquhar,

This eve, please the Fates, at Drumlanrig we anchor.

"W. S."

The Poet and Captain Fergusson remained a week at

Drumlanrig, and thence repaired together to Abbotsford.

By this time, the foundations of that part of the existing

house, which extends from the hall westwards to the

* Shakspeare' s Poems — Venus and Adorn*.
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original court-yard, had been laid ; and Scott now found

a new source of constant occupation in watching the pro-

ceedings of his masons. He had, moreover, no lack of

employment further a-field,— for he was now negotiating

with another neighbouring landowner for the purchase of

an addition, of more consequence than any he had hith-

erto made, to his estate. In the course of the autumn

he concluded this matter, and became, for the price

of £10,000, proprietor of the lands of Toftfield,* on

which there had recently been erected a substantial man-

sion-house, fitted, in all points, for the accommodation of

a genteel family. This circumstance offered a tempta-

tion which much quickened Scott's zeal for completing

his arrangement. The venerable Professor Fergusson

had died a year before ; Captain Adam Fergusson was

at home on half-pay ; and Scott now saw the means of

securing for himself, henceforth, the immediate neigh-

bourhood of the companion of his youth, and his amiable

sisters. Fergusson, who had written, from the lines of

Torres Vedras, his hopes of finding, when the war should

be over, some sheltering cottage upon the Tweed, within

a walk of Abbotsford, was delighted to see his dreams

realized ; and the family took up their residence next

spring at the new house of Toftfield, on which Scott

then bestowed, at the ladies' request, the name of

Huntly Burn :— this more harmonious designation being

taken from the mountain brook which passes through

its grounds and garden,— the same famous in tradition

* On completing this purchase, Scott writes to John Ballantyne :—
" Dear John, — I have closed with Usher for his beautiful patrimony,

which makes me a great laird. I am afraid the people will take me
up for coining. Indeed, these novels, while their attractions last, ar«

something like it. I am very glad of your good prospects. Still I cry

Prudence I Prudence J— Yours truly, W. S."
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as the scene of Thomas the Rhymer's interviews with

the Queen of Fairy. The upper part of the Rhymer's

Glen, through which this brook finds its way from the

Cauldshields Loch to Toftfield, had been included in a

previous purchase. He was now master of all these

haunts of " True Thomas," and of the whole ground of

the battle of Melrose, from Skirmish-field to Turn-again

His enjoyment of the new territories was, however, in-

terrupted by various returns of his cramp, and the de-

pression of spirit which always attended, in his case, the

use of opium, the only medicine that seemed to have

power over the disease.

It was while struggling with such languor, on one

lovely evening of this autumn, that he composed the fol-

lowing beautiful verses. They mark the very spot of

their birth,— namely, the then naked height overhang-

ing the northern side of the Cauldshields Loch, from

which Melrose Abbey to the eastward, and the hills of

Ettrick and Yarrow to the west, are now visible over a

wide range of rich woodland,— all the work of the

poet's hand :
—

" The sun upon the Weirdlaw Hill,

In Ettrick's vale, is sinking sweet;

The westland wind is hush and still—
The lake lies sleeping at my feet.

Yet not the landscape to mine eye

Bears those bright hues that once it bore;

Though evening, with her richest dye,

Flames o'er the hills of Ettrick's shore.

" With listless look along the plain

I see Tweed's silver carrent glide,

And coldly mark the holy fane

Of Melrose rise in ruin'd pride.

The quiet lake, the balmy air,

The hill, the stream, the tower, the twe —
OL. V. 4
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Are they still such as once they were,

Or is the dreary change 'n me ?

" Alas ! the warp'd and broken board,

How can it bear the painter's dye!

The harp of strain'd and tuneless chord,

How to the minstrel's skill reply

!

To aching eyes each landscape lowers,

To feverish pulse each gale blows chill

;

And Araby's or Eden's bowers

Were barren as this moorland hill."

He again alludes to his illnes? in a letter to Mr. Mor.

ritt:—
" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby.

" Abbotsford, Aug. 11, 1817

" My Dear Morritt,— I am arrived from a little tour in the

west of Scotland, and had hoped, in compliance with your

kind wish, to have indulged myself with a skip over the Border

as far as Rokeby, about the end of this month. But my fate

denies me this pleasure; for, in consequence of one or two

blunders, during my absence, in executing my new premises,

I perceive the necessity of remaining at the helm while they

are going on. Our masons, though excellent workmen, are

too little accustomed to the gimcracks of their art, to be

trusted with the execution of a bravura plan, without constant

inspection. Besides, the said labourers lay me under the ne-

cessity of labouring a little myself; and I find I can longer

with impunity undertake to make one week's hard work sup-

ply the omissions of a fortnight's idleness. Like you, I have

abridged my creature-comforts— as Old Mortality would call

them— renouncing beer and ale on all ordinary occasions;

also pastry, fruit, &c. and all that tends to acidity. These are

awkward warnings; but sat est vixisse. To have lived re-

spected and regarded by some of the best men in our age, is

enough for an individual like me; the rest must be as God

wills, and when he wills
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" The poor laws, into which you have ventured for the love

of the country, form a sad quagmire. They are like John

Bunyan's Slough of Despond, into which, as he observes, mil-

lions of cart-loads of good resolutions have been thrown, with-

out perceptibly mending the way. From what you say, and

from what I have heard from others, there is a very natural

desire to trust to one or two empirical remedies, such as gen-

eral systems of education, and so forth. But a man with a

broken constitution might as well put faith in Spilsbury 01

Godbold. It is not the knowledge, but the use which is made

of it, that is productive of real benefit. To say that the Scot-

tish peasant is less likely than the Englishman to become an

incumbrance on his parish, is saying, in other words, that this

country is less populous,— that there are fewer villages and

towns,— that the agricultural classes, from the landed proprie-

tor down to the cottager, are individually more knit and ce-

mented together;— above all, that the Scotch peasant has

harder habits of life, and can endure from his infancy a worse

fare and lodging than your parish alms-houses offer. — There is

a terrible evil in England to which we are strangers, — the

number, to wit, of tippling-houses, where the labourer, as a

matter of course, spends the overplus of his earnings. In

Scotland there are few; and the Justices are commendably

inexorable in rejecting all application for licences where there

appears no public necessity for granting them. A man, there-

fore, cannot easily spend much money in liquor, since he must

walk three or four miles to the place of suction and back

again, which infers a sort of malice prepense of which few are

capable ; and the habitual opportunity of indulgence not being

at hand, the habits of intemperance, and of waste connected

with it, are not acquired. If financiers would admit a general

imitation of the ale-houses over England to one-fourth of the

number, I am convinced you would find the money spent in

that manner would remain with the peasant, as a source of

«elf-sipport and independence.

" All this applies chiefly to the country ;— in towns, and in

\he manufacturing districts, the evil could hardly be dimin-
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ished by such regulations. There would, perhaps, be no

means so effectual as that (which will never be listened to)

of taxing the manufacturers according to the number of hands

which they employ on an average, and applying the produce in

maintaining the manufacturing poor. If it should be alleged

that this would injure the manufacturers, I would boldly re-

ply,— ' And why not injure, or rather limit, speculations, the

excessive stretch of which has been productive of so mucl

damage to the principles of the country, and to the popula-

tion, whom it has, in so many respects, degraded and demoral-

ized ?
' For a great many years, manufactures, taken in a

general point of view, have not partaken of the character of

a regular profession, in which all who engaged with honest in-

dustry and a sufficient capital might reasonably expect returns

proportional to their advances and labour— but have, on the

contrary, rather resembled a lottery, in which the great ma-

jority of the adventurers are sure to be losers, although some

may draw considerable advantage. Men continued for a great

many years to exert themselves, and to pay extravagant wages,

not in hopes that there could be a reasonable prospect of an

orderly and regular demand for the goods they wrought up,

but in order that they might be the first to take advantage of

some casual opening which might consume their cargo, let

others shift as they could. Hence extravagant wages on some

occasions; for these adventurers who thus played at hit or

miss, stood on no scruples while the chance of success re-

mained open. Hence, also, the stoppage of work, and the

discharge of the workmen, when the speculators failed of their

object. All this while the country was the sufferer ;— for who-

ever gained, the result, being upon the whole a loss, fell on

the nation, together with the task of maintaining a poor,

rendered effeminate and vicious by over-wages and over-liv-

ing, and necessarily cast loose upon society. I cannot but

think that the necessity of making some fund beforehand, for

the provision of those whom they debauch, and render only

fit for the alms-house, in prosecution of their own adventures,

though it operated as a check on the increase of manufactures.
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would be a measure just in itself, and beneficial to the com-

munity. But it would never be listened to;— the weaver's

beam, and the sons of Zeruiah, would be too many for the

proposers.

" This is the eleventh of August : Walter, happier than he

ever will be again, perhaps, is preparing for the moors. He
has a better dog than Trout, and rather less active. Mrs.

Scott and all our family send kind love. Yours ever,

"W. S."

Two or three days after this letter was written, Scott

first saw Washington Irving, who has recorded his visit

in a delightful Essay, which, however, having been

penned nearly twenty years afterwards, betrays a good

many slips of memory as to names and dates. Mr. Irv-

ing says he arrived at Abbotsford on the 27th of August

1816; but he describes the walls of the new house as

already overtopping the old cottage ; and this is far from

being the only circumstance he mentions which proves

that he should have written 1817.* The picture which

my amiable friend has drawn of his reception, shows to

all who remember the Scott and the Abbotsford of those

days, how consistent accuracy as to essentials may be

with forgetfulness of trifles.

Scott had received " the History of New York by

Knickerbocker," shortly after its appearance in 1812,

from an accomplished American traveller, Mr. Brevoort

;

* I have before me two letters of Mr. Irving's to Scott, both written

in September 1817, from Edinburgh, and referring to his visit (which

certainly was his only one at Abbotsford) as immediately preceding.

There is also in my hands a letter from Scott to his friend John Rich-

ardson, of Fludyer Street, dated 22d September 1817, in which he says,

"* When you see Tom Campbell, tell him, with my best love, that I

have to thank him for making me known to Mr. Washington Irving,

who is one of the best and pleasantest acquaintances I have made this

nany a day."
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and the admirable humour of this early work had led

him to anticipate the brilliant career which its author

has since run. Mr. Thomas Campbell, being no stranger

to Scott's high estimation of Irving's genius, gave him a

letter of introduction, which, halting his chaise on the

high-road above Abbotsford, he modestly sent down to

the house, " with a card, on which he had written, that

he was on his way to the ruins of Melrose, and wished

to know whether it would be agreeable to Mr. Scott to

receive a visit from him in the course of the morning."

Scott's family well remember the delight with which he

received this announcement— he was at breakfast, and

sallied forth instantly, dogs and children after him as

usual, to greet the guest, and conduct him in person from

the highway to the door.

" The noise of my chaise," says Irving, " had disturbed the

quiet of the establishment. Out sallied the warder of the

castle, a black greyhound, and leaping on one of the blocks of

stone, began a furious barking. This alarm brought out the

whole garrison of dogs, all open-mouthed and vociferous. In

a little while, the lord of the castle himself made his appear-

ance. I knew him at once, by the likenesses that had been

published of him. He came limping up the gravel walk, aid-

ing himself by a stout walking staff, but moving rapidly and

with vigour. By his side jogged along a large iron-grey stag-

hound, of most grave demeanour, who took no part in the

clamour of the canine rabble, but seemed to consider himself

bound, for the dignity of the house, to give me a courteous re-

ception.

" Before Scott reached the gate, he called out in a hearty

tone, welcoming me to Abbotsford, and asking news of Camp»

bell. Arrived at the door of the chaise, he grasped me warmly

by the hand :
' Come, drive down, drive down to the house,

said he ; ' ye're just in time for breakfast, and afterwards y«

fhall see all the wonders of the Abbey.'
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" I would have excused myself on the plea of having already

wade my breakfast. 'Hut, man,' cried he, 'a ride in the

morning in the keen air of the Scotch hills is warrant enough

for a second breakfast.'

** I was accordingly whirled to the portal of the cottage, and

in a few moments found myself seated at the breakfast-table.

There was no one present but the family, which consisted of

Mrs. Scott ; her eldest daughter, Sophia, then a fine girl abou

seventeen; Miss Ann Scott, two or three years younger;

Walter, a well-grown stripling; and Charles, a lively boy,

eleven or twelve years of age.

" I soon felt myself quite at home, and my heart in a glow,

with the cordial welcome I experienced. I had thought to

make a mere morning visit, but found I was not to be let off

so lightly. * You must not think our neighbourhood is to be

read in a morning like a newspaper,' said Scott; 'it takes

several days of study for an observant traveller, that has a

relish for auld-world trumpery. After breakfast you shall

make your visit to Melrose Abbey ; I shall not be able to ac-

company you, as I have some household affairs to attend to

;

but I will put you in charge of my son Charles, who is very

learned in all things touching the old ruin and the neighbour-

hood it stands in ; and he and my friend Johnnie Bower, will

tell you the whole truth about it, with a great deal more that

you are not called upon to believe, unless you be a true and

nothing-doubting antiquary. When you come back, I'll take

you out on a ramble about the neighbourhood. To-morrow we
will take a look at the Yarrow, and the next day we will drive

over to Dryburgh Abbey, which is a fine old ruin, well worth

your seeing.'— In a word, before Scott had got through with

lis plan, I found myself committed for a visit of several days,

and it seemed as if a little realm of romance was suddenly

»pen before me."

After breakfast, while Scott, no doubt, wrote a chapter

of Rob Roy, Mr. Irving, under young Charles's guid-

ance, saw Melrose Abbey, and Johnnie Bower the elder,
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whose son long since inherited his office as showman
of the ruins, and all his enthusiasm about them and

their poet. The senior on this occasion was loud in his

praises of the affability of Scott. « He'll come here

sometimes,' said he, ' with great folks in his company,

and the first I'll know of it is hearing his voice calling

out Johnny ! — Johnny Bower !— and when I go out

I'm sure to be greeted with a joke or a pleasant word.

He'll stand and crack, an' laugh wi' me just like an auld

wife,— and to think that of a man that has such an

awfu' knowledge o' history I
'

On his return from the Abbey, Irving found Scott

ready for a ramble. I cannot refuse myself the pleasure

of extracting some parts of his description of it.

" As we sallied forth, every dog in the establishment turned

out to attend us. There was the old staghound, Maida, that

I have already mentioned, a noble animal, and Hamlet, the

black greyhound, a wild thoughtless youngster, not yet ar-

rived at the years of discretion; and Finette, a beautiful

setter, with soft, silken hair, long pendant ears, and a mild eye,

the parlour favourite. When in front of the house, we were

joined by a superannuated greyhound, who came from the

kitchen wagging his tail ; and was cheered by Scott as an old

friend and comrade. In our walks, he would frequently pause

in conversation, to notice his dogs, and speak to them as if

rational companions ; and, indeed, there appears to be a vast

deal of rationality in these faithful attendants on man, derived

from their close intimacy with him. Maida deported himself

with a gravity becoming his age and size, and seemed to con-

lider himself called upon to preserve a great degree of dignity

and decorum in our society. As he jogged along a little dis-

tance a-head of us, the young dogs would gambol about him,

leap on his neck, worry at his ears, and endeavour to tease

him into a gambol. The old dog would keep on for a long

time with imperturbable solemnity, now and then seeming t«
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rebuke the wantonness of his young companions. At length

he would make a sudden turn, seize one of them, and tumble

him in the dust, then giving a glance at us, as much as to say,

* You see, gentlemen, I can't help giving way to this nonsense/

would resume his gravity, and jog on as before. Scott amused

himself with these peculiarities. ' I make no doubt,' said he,

4 when Maida is alone with these young dogs, he throws grav-

ity aside, and plays the boy as much as any of them; but

he is ashamed to do so in our company, and seems to 9ay

— Ha' done with your nonsense, youngsters : what will the

laird and that other gentleman think of me if I give way
to such foolery ?

'

" Scott amused himself with the peculiarities of another of

his dogs, a little shamefaced terrier, with large glassy eyes, one

of the most sensitive little bodies to insult and indignity in the

world. ' If ever he whipped him,' he said, ' the little fellow

would sneak off and hide himself from the light of day in a

lumber garret, from whence there was no drawing him forth

but by the sound of the chopping-knife, as if chopping up his

victuals, when he would steal forth with humiliated and down-

cast look, but would skulk away again if any one regarded

him.'

** While we were discussing the humours and peculiarities of

our canine companions, some object provoked their spleen, and

produced a sharp and petulant barking from the smaller fry

;

but it was some time before Maida was sufficiently roused to

ramp forward two or three bounds, and join the chorus with a

deep-mouthed bow wow. It was but a transient outbreak,

and he returned instantly, wagging his tail, and looking up

dubiously in his master's face, uncertain whether he would re-

ceive censure or applause. ' Ay, ay, old boy !

' cried Scott,

you have done wonders; you have shaken the Eildon hills

with your roaring : you may now lay by your artillery for the

rest of the day. Maida,' continued he, ' is like the great gun

at Constantinople ; it takes so long to get it ready, that the

•mailer guns can fire off a dozen times first : but when it does

go off, it plays the very devil.'
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" These simple anecdotes may serve to show the delightful

play of Scott's humours and feelings in private life. Hia

domestic animals were his friends. Everything about him

seemed to rejoice in the light of his countenance.

" Our ramble took us on the hills commanding an extensive

prospect. ' Now,' said Scott, ' I have brought you, like the

pilgrim in the Pilgrim's Progress, to the top of the Delectable

Mountains, that I may show you all the goodly regions here-

abouts. Yonder is Lammermuir, and Smailholme ; and there

you have Galashiels, and Torwoodlee, and Gala Water ; and

in that direction you see Teviotdale and the Braes of Yarrow,

and Ettrick stream winding along like a silver thread, to throw

itself into the Tweed.' He went on thus to call over names

celebrated in Scottish song, and most of which had recently

received a romantic interest from his own pen. In fact, I saw

a great part of the Border country spread out before me, and

could trace the scenes of those poems and romances which had

in a manner bewitched the world.

" I gazed about me for a time with mute surprise, I may
almost say, with disappointment. I beheld a mere succession

of grey waving hills, line beyond line, as far as my eye could

reach, monotonous in their aspect, and so destitute of trees,

that one could almost see a stout fly walking along their pro-

file ; and the far-famed Tweed appeared a naked stream, flow-

ing between bare hills, without a tree or thicket on its banks

;

and yet such had been the magic web of poetry and romance

thrown over the whole, that it had a greater charm for me
than the richest scenery I had beheld in England. I could not

help giving utterance to my thoughts. Scott hummed for a

moment to himself, and looked grave ; he had no idea of

having his muse complimented at the expense of his native

hills. ' It may be pertinacity,' said he at length ;
' but to my

eye, these grey hills, and all this wild border country, have

beauties peculiar to themselves. I like the very nakedness of

the land ; it has something bold, and stern, and solitary about

it. When I have been for some time in the rich scenery about

Edinburgh, which is like ornamented garden land, I begin tc
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Irish myself back again among my own honest grey hills ; and

if I did not see the heather, at least once a-year, I think 1

should die !
' The last words were said with an honest warmth,

accompanied by a thump on the ground with his staff, by way

of emphasis, that showed his heart was in his speech. He
vindicated the Tweed, too, as a beautiful stream in itself; and

observed, that he did not dislike it for being bare of trees,

probably from having been much of an angler in his time

;

and an angler does not like to have a stream overhung by

trees, which embarrass him in the exercise of his rod and line.

" I took occasion to plead, in like manner, the associations

erf early life for my disappointment in respect to the surround-

ing scenery. I had been so accustomed to see hills crowned

with forests, and streams breaking their way through a wilder-

ness of trees, that all my ideas of romantic landscape were

apt to be well wooded. ' Ay, and that's the great charm of

your country,' cried Scott. ' You love the forest as I do the

heather; but I would not have you think I do not feel the

glory of a great woodland prospect. There is nothing I should

like more than to be in the midst of one of your grand wild

original forests, with the idea of hundreds of miles of untrodden

forest around me. I once saw at Leith an immense stick of

timber, just landed from America. It must have been an

enormous tree when it stood in its native soil, at its full height,

and with all its branches. I gazed at it with admiration ; it

Beemed like one of the gigantic obelisks which are now and

then brought from Egypt to shame the pigmy monuments of

Europe ; and, in fact, these vast aboriginal trees, that have

sheltered the Indians before the intrusion of the white men,

are the monuments and antiquities of your country.'

" The conversation here turned upon Campbell's poem of

Gertrude of Wyoming, as illustrative of the poetic materials

furnished by American ' scenery. Scott cited several passages

of it with great delight. * What a pity it is,' said he, * that

Campbell does not write more, and oftener, and give full sweep

to his genius ! He has wings that would bear him to the skies

;

%nd he does, now and then, spread them grandly, but folds
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them up again, and resumes his perch, as if he was afraid to

launch away. What a grand idea is that,' said he, 'about

prophetic boding, or, in common parlance, second sight—
' Coming events cast their shadows before !

' —

The fact is,' added he, ' Campbell is, in a manner, a bugbear

to himself. The brightness of his early success is a detriment

to all his further efforts. He is afraid of the shadow that hi*

ownfame casts before him.

" We had not walked much farther, before we saw the two

Miss Scotts advancing along the hill-side to meet us. The
morning's studies being over, they had set off to take a ramble

on the hills, and gather heather blossoms with which to deco-

rate their hair for dinner. As they came bounding lightly like

young fawns, and their dresses fluttering in the pure summer
breeze, I was reminded of Scott's own description of his chil-

dren, in his introduction to one of the cantos of Marmion :—
' My imps, though hardy, bold, and wild,

As best befits the mountain child,' &c.

As they approached, the dogs all sprung forward, and gam-

bolled around them. They joined us with countenances full

of health and glee. Sophia, the eldest, was the most lively

and joyous, having much of her father's varied spirit in con-

versation, and seeming to catch excitement from his words and

looks; Ann was of a quieter mood, rather silent, owing, in

wme measure, no doubt, to her being some years younger."

Having often, many years afterwards, heard Irving

Bpeak warmly of William Laidlaw, I must not omit the

following passage :
—

" One of my pleasantest rambles with Scott about the

neighbourhood of Abbotsford, was taken in company with Mr
William Laidlaw, the steward of his estate. This was a gentle*

man for whom Scott entertained a particular value. He haa

been born to a competency, had been well educated, his mind
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was richly stored with varied information, and he was a man
of sterling moral worth. Having been reduced by misfortune,

Scott had got him to take charge of his estate. He lived at a

Bmall farm, on the hill-side above Abbotsford, and was treated

by Scott as a cherished and confidential friend, rather than a

dependant.

" That day at dinner we had Mr. Laidlaw and his wife, and

a female friend who accompanied them. The latter was a

very intelligent respectable person, about the middle age, and

was treated with particular attention and courtesy by Scott.

Our dinner was a most agreeable one, for the guests were evi-

dently cherished visitors to the house, and felt that they were

appreciated. When they were gone, Scott spoke of them in

the most cordial manner. 'I wished to show you,' said he,

1 some of our really excellent, plain Scotch people : not fine

gentlemen and ladies, for such you can meet everywhere, and

they are everywhere the same. The character of a nation is

not to be learnt from its fine folks.' He then went on with a

particular eulogium on the lady who had accompanied the

Laidlaws. She was the daughter, he said, of a poor country

clergyman, who had died in debt, and left her an orphan and

destitute. Having had a good plain education, she immedi-

ately set up a child's school, and had soon a numerous flock

under her care, by which she earned a decent maintenance.

That, however, was not her main object. Her first care was

to pay off" her father's debts, that no ill word or ill will might

rest upon his memory. This, by dint of Scotch economy,

backed by filial reverence and pride, she accomplished, though

in the effort she subjected herself to every privation. Not-

content with this, she in certain instances refused to take pay

for the tuition of the children of some of her neighbours, who
had befriended her father.in his need, and had since fallen into

poverty. • In a word,' added Scott, 4 she's a fine old Scotch

girl, and I delight in her more than in many a fine lady I

have known, and I have known many of the finest/

" The evening having passed away delightfully in a quaint-

\poking apartment, half study, half drawing-room. Scott read
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levcral passages from the old Romance of Arthur, with a fine

deep sonorous voice, and a gravity of tone that seemed to suit

the antiquated black-letter volume. It was a rich treat to

hear such a work read by such a person, and in such a place

;

and his appearance, as he sat reading, in a large arm-chair,

with his favourite hound Maida at his feet, and surrounded by

books and reliques, and Border trophies, would have forme»

an admirable and most characteristic picture. When I retiree

for the night, I found it almost impossible to sleep : the idea of

being under the roof of Scott ; of being on the Borders on the

Tweed ; in the very centre of that region which had, for some

time past, been the favourite scene of romantic fiction ; and,

above all, the recollections of the ramble I had taken, the com-

pany in which I had taken it, and the conversation which had

passed, all fermented in my mind, and nearly drove sleep from

my pillow.

" On the following morning the sun darted his beams from

over the hills through the low lattice of my window. I rose at

an early hour, and looked out between the branches of eglan-

tine which overhung the casement. To my surprise, Scott was

already up, and forth, seated on a fragment of stone, and chat-

ting with the workmen employed in the new building. I had

supposed, after the time he had wasted upon me yesterday, he

would be closely occupied this morning : but he appeared like

a man of leisure, who had nothing to do but bask in the sun-

shine, and amuse himself. I soon dressed myself and joined

him. He talked about his proposed plans of Abbotsford

:

-appy would it have been for him could he have contented

himself with his delightful little vine-covered cottage, and the

•imple, yet hearty and hospitable, style in which he lived at

the time of my visit."

Among other visitors who succeeded the distinguished

American that autumn, were Lady Byron, the wife of

the poet, and the great artist, Mr., afterwards Sir David

Wilkie, who then executed for Captain Fergusson that

pleasing little picture, in which Scott and his family are
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represented as a group of peasants, while the gallant

soldier himself figures by them in the character of a

gamekeeper, or perhaps poacher. Mr. Irving has given,

in the little work from which I have quoted so liberally,

an amusing account of the delicate scruples of Wilkie

about soliciting Scott to devote a morning to the requisite

sitting, until, after lingering for several days, he at length

became satisfied that, by whatever magic his host might

contrive to keep Ballantyne's presses in full play, he had

always abundance of leisure for matters less important

than Fergusson's destined heirloom. I shall now, how-

ever, return to his correspondence ; and begin with a

letter to Joanna Baillie on Lady Byron's visit.

" To Miss Joanna Baillie^ Hampstead.

" Abbotsford, Sept. 26, 1817.

" My Dear Miss Baillie,— A series of little trinketty sort

of business, and occupation, and idleness, have succeeded to

each other so closely, that I have been scarce able, for some

three weeks past, to call my time my own for half an hour

together ; but enough of apologies— they are vile things, and

I know you will impute my negligence to anything rather

than forgetting or undervaluing your friendship. You know,

by this time, that we have had a visit from Lady Byron, de-

lightful both on its own account, and because it was accom-

panied with good news and a letter from you. I regret we
could not keep her longer than a day with us, which was spent

on the banks of the Yarrow, and I hope and believe she was

pleased with us, because I am sure she will be so with every-

thing that is intended to please her : meantime her visit gave

me a most lawyer-like fit of the bile. I have lived too long to

be surprised at any instance of human caprice, but still it

vexes me. Now, one would suppose Lady Byron, young,

beautiful, with birth, and rank, and fortune, and taste, and

yigh accomplishments, and admirable good sense, qualified to
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have made happy one whose talents are so high as Lord

Byron's, and whose marked propensity it is to like those who
are qualified to admire and understand his talents ; and yet it

has proved otherwise. I can safely say, my heart ached for

her all the time we were together ; there was so much patience

and decent resignation to a situation which must have pressed

on her thoughts, that she was to me one of the most interest-

ing creatures I had seen for a score of years. I am sure I

should not have felt such strong kindness towards her had she

been at the height of her fortune, and in the full enjoyment of

all the brilliant prospects to which she seemed destined.— You
will wish to hear of my complaint. I think, thank God, that it

is leaving me— not suddenly, however, for I have had some

repetitions, but they have become fainter and fainter, and I

have not been disturbed by one for these three weeks. I trust,

by care and attention, my stomach will return to its usual

tone, and I am as careful as I can. I have taken hard exer-

cise with good effect, and am often six hours on foot without

stopping or sitting down, to which my plantations and enclos-

ures contribute not a little. I have, however, given up the

gun this season, finding myself unable to walk up to the dogs

:

but Walter has taken it in hand, and promises to be a first-rate

shot ; he brought us in about seven or eight brace of birds the

evening Lady Byron came to us, which papa was of course a

little proud of. The black-cocks are getting very plenty on

our moor-ground at Abbotsford, but I associate them so much

with your beautiful poem,* that I have not the pleasure I used

to have in knocking them down. I wish I knew how to send

you a brace. I get on with my labours here; my house is

about to be roofed in, and a comical concern it is. Yours

truly, W. S."

T^ c next letter refers to the Duke of Buccleuch'a

* " Good-morrow to thy sable beak,

And glossy plumage dark and sleek,

Thy crimson moon, and azure eye,

Cock of the heath, so wildly shy !
" &c.
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preparations for a cattle-show at Bowhill, which was

followed by an entertainment on a large scale to his

Grace's Selkirkshire neighbours and tenantry, and next

day by a fox-hunt, after Dandie Dinmont's fashion,

among the rocks of the Yarrow. The Sheriff attended

with his tail on; and Wilkie, too, went with him. It

was there that Sir David first saw Hogg, and the Shep-

herd's greeting was graceful. He eyed the great painter

for a moment in silence, and then stretching out his

hand, said— " Thank God for it. I did not know that

you were so young a man !

"

" To the Duke o/Buccleuch, fyc. 8fc. #*c, Drumlanrig Castle.

" My Dear Lord Duke,— I am just honoured with your

Grace's of the 27th. The posts, which are as cross as pye-

crust, have occasioned some delay. Depend on our attending

at Bowhill on the 20th, and staying over the show. I have

written to Adam Fergusson, who will come with a whoop and

a hollo. So will the Ballantynes— flageolet * and all— for

the festival, and they shall be housed at Abbotsford. I have

an inimitably good songster in the person of Terence Magrath,

who teaches my girls. He beats almost all whom I have ever

heard attempt Moore's songs, and I can easily cajole him also

out to Abbotsford for a day or two. In jest or earnest, I never

heard a better singer in a room, though his voice is not quite

full enough for a concert ; and for an after-supper song, he al-

most equals Irish Johnstone, f
" Trade of every kind is recovering, and not a loom idle in

Glasgow. The most faithful respects of this family attend the

* The flageolet alludes to Mr. Alexander Ballantyne, the third of

the brothers— a fine musician, and a most amiable and modest man,

never connected with Scott in any business matters, but always much
his favourite in private.

t Mr. Magrath has now been long estab'ished in his native city of

Dublin. His musical excellence was by no means the only merit that

Ittached Scott to his society while he remained in Edinburgh.

VOL. v. 5
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Ladies and all at Drumlanrig. I ever am your Grace's truly

obliged and grateful Walter Scott.

" Given from my Castle of Grawacky,

this second day of the month called

October, One Thousand Eight Hun-
dred and Seventeen Years.

" There is a date nearly as long as the letter.

" I hope we shall attack the foxes at Bowhill. I will hazard

Maida."

We have some allusions to this Bowhill party in an-

other letter; the first of several which I shall now in-

sert according to their dates, leaving them, with a few-

marginal notes, to tell out the story of 1817 :
—

" To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

"Abbotsford, October 24, 1817.

" Dear Terry,— Bullock has not gone to Skye, and I am
veiy glad he has not, for to me who knew the Hebrides well,

the attempt seemed very perilous at this season. I have con-

siderably enlarged my domains since I wrote to you, by the

purchase of a beautiful farm adjacent. The farm-house, which

is new and excellent, I have let to Adam Fergusson and his

Bisters. We will be within a pleasant walk of each other, and

hope to end our lives, as they began, in each other's society.

There is a beautiful brook, with remnants of natural wood,

which would make Toftfield rival Abbotsford, but for the ma-

jestic Tweed. I am in treaty for a field or two more ; one of

which contains the only specimen of a Peel-house, or defensive

residence of a small proprietor, which remains in this neigh-

bourhood. It is an orchard, in the hamlet of Darnick, to which

it gives a most picturesque effect. Blore admires it very much.

We are all well here, but crowded with company. I have

been junketting this week past at Bowhill. Mr. Magrath has

Seen with us these two or three days, and has seen his ward,

Hamlet, behave most princelike on Newark Hill and else-
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where. He promises to be a real treasure.* Notwithstanding,

Mr. Magrath went to Bowhill with me one day, where his

vocal talents gave great pleasure, and I hope will procure him

the notice and protection of the Buccleuch family. The Duke

Bays my building engrosses, as a common centre, the thoughts

of Mr. Atkinson and Mr. Bullock, and wishes he could make

them equally anxious in his own behalf. You may believe

this flatters me not a little.

" P. S.— I agree with you that the tower will look rather

rich for the rest of the building
;
yet you may be assured, that

with diagonal chimneys and notched gables, it will have a very

fine effect, and is in Scotch architecture by no means incom-

patible. My house has been like a cried fair, and extreme the

inconvenience of having no corner sacred to my own use, and

fr«e from intrusion. Ever truly yours, W. S."

" To the Same.

" Abbotsford, 29th October 1817.

"My Dear Terry,— I enclose a full sketch of the lower

story, with accurate measurements of rooms, casements, door-

ways, chimneys, &c, that Mr. Atkinson's good will may not

want means to work upon. I will speak to the subjects of

your letters separately, that I may omit none of them. 1st, I

cannot possibly surrender the window to the west in the

library,f although I subscribe to all you urge about it. Still it

is essential in point of light to my old eyes, and the single

northern aspect would not serve me. Above all, it looks into

the yard, and enables me to summon Tom Purdie without the

intervention of a third party. Indeed, as I can have but a

few books about me, it is of the less consequence. 2dly, I

* This fine greyhound, a gift from Terry, had been sent to Scotland

under the care of Mr. Magrath. 'Terry bad called the dog Marmion
but Scott had rechristened hiin Hamlet, in honour of his " inky coat."

T Before the second and larger part of the present house of Abbots-

ford was built, the small room, subsequently known as the breakfast

parlour, was during several years Scott's sanctum.
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resign the idea of coving the library to your better judgment,

and I think the Stirling Heads * will be admirably disposed in

the glass of the armoury window. I have changed my mind as

to having doors on the book-presses, which is, after all, a great

bore. No person will be admitted into my sanctum, and I can

have the door locked during my absence. 3dly, I expect Mr.

Bullock here every day, and should be glad to have the draw-

ings for the dining-room wainscot, as he could explain them to

the artists who are to work them. This (always if quite con-

venient) would be the more desirable, as I must leave this

place in a fortnight at farthest— the more's the pity— and,

consequently, the risk of blunders will be considerably in-

creased. I should like if the pannelling of the wainscot could

admit of a press on each side of the sideboard. I don't mean

a formal press with a high door, but some crypt, or, to speak

vulgarly, cupboard, to put away bottles of wine, &c. You
know I am my own butler, and such accommodation is very

convenient. We begin roofing to-morrow. Wilkie admires

the whole as a composition, and that is high authority. J

agree that the fountain shall be out of doors in front of the

green-house ; there may be an enclosure for it with some

ornamented mason work, as in old gardens, and it will occupy

an angle, which I should be puzzled what to do with, for turt

and gravel would be rather meagre, and flowers not easily

kept. I have the old fountain belonging to the Cross of Edin-

burgh, which flowed with wine at the coronation of our kings

and on other occasions of public rejoicing. I send a sketch of

this venerable relic, connected as it is with a thousand associ-

ations. It is handsome in its forms and proportions— a free-

stone basin about three feet in diameter, and five inches and a

half in depth, very handsomely hollowed. A piece has been

broken off one edge, but as we have the fragment, it can

easily be restored with cement. There are four openings for

* This alludes to certain pieces of painted glass, representing the

heads of some of the old Scotch kings, copied from the carved ceil-

ing of the presence-chamber in Stirling Castle. There are engravings

«f tb-em in a work called "Lacunar Strevelinense." Edinb. 4to. 1817
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pij»es in the circumference— each had been covered with a

Gothic masque, now broken oft* and defaced, but which may
be easily restored. Through these the wine had fallen into a

larger and lower reservoir. I intend this for the centre of my
fountain. . I do not believe I should save £100 by retaining

Mrs. Bedford, by the time she was raided, altered, and beauti-

fied, for, like the Highlandman's gun, she wants stock, lock,

and barrel, to put her into repair. In the mean time, * the

cabin is convenient.' Yours ever, W. S."

" To Mr. William Laidlaw, Kaeside.

" Edinburgh, Nov. 15th, 1817.

"Dear Willie,— I have no intention to let the White-

haugh without your express approbation, and I wish you to act

as my adviser and representative in these matters. I would

hardly have ventured to purchase so much land without the

certainty of your counsel and co-operation On
the other side you will find a small order on the banker at

Galashiels, to be renewed half-yearly ; not by way of recom-

pensing your friendship • with a load of barren money,' but

merely to ease my conscience in some degree for the time

which I must necessarily withdraw from the labour which is

to maintain your family. Believe me, Dear Willie, yours

truly, W. Scott."

" To the Same.

"Edinburgh, 19th Nov. 1817.

" Dear Willie,— I hope you will not quarrel with my last.

Believe me that, to a sound-judging, and philosophical mind,

this same account of Dr. and Cr., which fills up so much time

in the world, is comparatively of very small value. When
you get rich, unless I thrive in the same proportion, I will

request your assistance for less, for little, or for nothing, as the

case may require : but while I wear my seven-leagued boots to

stride in triumph over moss and muir, it would be very silly

in either of us to let a cheque twice a-year of £25 make a
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difference between us. But all this we will talk over when
we meet. I meditate one day a coup-de-maitre, which will

make my friend's advice and exertion essential— indeed

worthy of much better remuneration. When you come, I

hope you will bring us information of all my rural proceedings.

Though so lately come to town, I still remember, at my wak-

ing hours, that I can neither see Tom Purdie nor Adam Pat-

erson,* and rise with the more unwillingness. I was unweft

on Monday and Tuesday, but am quite recovered. Yourt

trulv, W. S."

** To Thomas Scott, Esq., Paymaster, 70th Regiment, Kingston

Canada.

" Edinburgh, 13th Dec. 1817.

"My Dear Tom,— I should be happy to attend to your

commission about a dominie for your boy, but I think there

will be much risk in yoking yourself with one for three or four

years. You know what sort of black cattle these are, and

how difficult it is to discern their real character, though one

may give a guess at their attainments. When they get good

provender in their guts, they are apt to turn out very different

animals from what they were in their original low condition,

and get frisky and troublesome. I have made several inquiries,

however, and request to know what salary you would think

reasonable, and also what acquisitions he ought to possess.

There is no combating the feelings which you express for the

society of your son, otherwise I really think that a Scottish

education would be highly desirable ; and should you at any

time revert to this plan, you may rely on my bestowing the

same attention upon him as upon my own boys.

" I agree entirely with you on the necessity of your remain-

ing in the regiment while it is stationary, and retiring on half-

pay when it marches ; but I cannot so easily acquiesce in your

plan of settling in Canada. On the latter event taking place,

* Adam Paterson was the intelligent foreman of the company of

masons then employed at Abbotsford.
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on the contrary, I think it would be highly advisable that yon

should return to your native country. In the course of nature

you must soon be possessed of considerable property, now life-

rented by our mother, and I should think that even your pres-

ent income would secure you comfort and independence here.

Should you remain in Canada, you must consider your family

as settlers in that state, and as I cannot believe that it will re-

main very long separated from America, I should almost think

this equal to depriving them of the advantages of British sub-

jects— at least of those which they might derive from theii

respectable connexions in this country. With respect to youi

son, in particular, I have little doubt that I could be of consid-

erable service to him in almost any line of life he might

chance to adopt here, but could of course have less influence

on his fortunes were he to remain on the Niagara. I certainly

feel anxious on this subject, because the settlement of your

residence in America would be saying, in other words, that we

two, the last remains of a family once so numerous, are never

more to meet upon this side of time. My own health is very

much broken up by the periodical recurrence of violent cramps

in the stomach, which neither seem disposed to yield to medi-

cine nor to abstinence. The complaint, the doctors say, is not

dangerous in itself, but I cannot look forward to its continued

recurrence, without being certain that it is to break my health,

and anticipate old age in cutting me short. Be it so, my dear

Tom — Sat est vixisse— and I am too much of a philosopher

to be anxious about protracted life, which, with all its infirmi-

ties and deprivations, I have never considered as a blessing.

In the years which may be before me, it would be a lively sat-

isfaction to me to have the pleasure of seeing you in this coun-

try, with the prospect of a comfortable settlement. I have

but an imperfect account to render of my doings here. I

have amused myself with making an addition to my cottage

in the country. One little apartment is to be fitted up as an

armoury for my old relics and curiosities. On the wicket I

intend to mount your deer's foot*— as an appropriate knock-

* Thomas Scott had sent his brother the horns and feet of a gigan-
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er. I hope the young ladles liked their watches, and that al

your books, stationery, &c., came safe to hand. I am told you

have several kinds of the oak peculiar to America. If you can

send me a few good acorns, with the names of the kinds they

belong to, I will have them reared with great care and atten-

tion. The heaviest and smoothest acorns should be selected,

as one would wish them, sent from such a distance, to succeed

which rarely happens unless they are particularly well ripened.

I shall be as much obliged to you as Sancho was to the Duch-

ess, or, to speak more correctly, the Duchess to Sancho, for a

similar favour. Our mother keeps her health surprisingly well

now, nor do I think there is any difference, unless that her

deafness is rather increased. My eldest boy is upwards of six

feet high ; therefore born, as Sergeant Bate says, to be a great

man. I should not like such a rapid growth, but that he car-

ries strength along with it ; my youngest boy is a very sharp

little fellow— and the girls give us great satisfaction. Ever

affectionately yours, Walter Scott."

The following note is without date. It accompanied,

no doubt, the last proof-sheet of Rob Roy, and was there-

fore in all probability written about ten days before the

31st of December 1817— on which day the novel was

published.

" To Mr. James Ballantyne, St. John Street.

" Dear James,—
With great joy

I send you Roy.

'Twas a tough job,

But we're done with Rob.

** I forget if I mentioned Terry in my list of Friends Praj

tic stag, shot by him in Canada. The feet were ultimately suspended

to bell-cords in the armoury at Abbotsford ; and the horns mounted ai

drinking cups.
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send me two or three copies as soon as you can. It were

pity to make the Grinder* pay carriage. Yours ever,

"W. S."

The novel had indeed been " a tough job "— for lightly

and airily as it reads, the author had struggled almost

throughout with the pains of cramp or the lassitude of

opium. Calling on him one day to dun him for copy,

James Ballantyne found him with a clean pen and a

blank sheet before him, and uttered some rather solemn

exclamation of surprise. " Ay, ay, Jemmy," said he,

" 'tis easy for you to bid me get on, but how the deuce

can I make Rob Roy's wife speak, with such a curmur-

ring in my guts ?
"

* They called Daniel Terry among themselves " The Grinder," in

double allusion to the song of Terry the Grinder, and to some harsh

under-notes of their friend's voice.
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V,

CHAPTER XL.

Rob Roy published— Negotiation concerning the Second Series

of Tales of my Landlord— Commission to search for tht

Scottish Regalia— Letters to the Duke of Buccleuch, Mr.
Croker, Mr. Moiritt, Mr. Murray, Mr. Maturin, 8fc.—
Correspondence on Rural Affairs with Mr. Laidlaw, and on

the Buildings at Abbotsford with Mr. Terry— Death ofMrs.

Murray Keith and Mr. George Bullock.

1818.

Rob Roy and his wife, Bailie Nicol Jarvie and his

housekeeper, Die Vernon and Rashleigh Osbaldistone—
these boldly drawn and happily contrasted personages—
were welcomed as warmly as the most fortunate of their

predecessors. Constable's resolution to begin with an

edition of 10,000, proved to have been as sagacious as

brave ; for within a fortnight a second impression of 3000

was called for ; and the subsequent sale of this novel has

considerably exceeded 40,000 more.

Scott, however, had not waited for this new burst of

applause. As soon as he came within view of the com-

pletion of Rob Roy, he desired John Ballantyne to pro-

pose to Constable & Co. a second series of the Tales

of my Landlord, to be comprised, like the first, in four

volumes, and ready for publication by " the King's birth-

day ;
" that is, the 4th of June 1818. " I have hungered

and thirsted," he wrote, " to see the end of those shabby
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borrowings among friends ; they have all been wiped out

except the good Duke's £4000— and I will not suffer

either new offers of land or anything else to come in the

way of that clearance. I expect that you will be able

to arrange this resurrection of Jedediah, so that £5000

shall be at my order."

Mr. Rigdum used to glory in recounting that he ac-

quitted himself on this occasion with a species of dex-

terity not contemplated in his commission. He well

knew how sorely Constable had been wounded by see-

ing the first Tales of Jedediah published by Murray and

Blackwood— and that the utmost success of Rob Roy

would only double his anxiety to keep them Out of the

field, when the hint should be dropt that a second MS.

from Gandercleuch might shortly be looked for. John

therefore took a convenient opportunity to mention the

new scheme as if casually— so as to give Constable the

impression that the author's purpose was to divide the

second series also between his old rival in Albemarle

Street, of whom his jealousy was always sensitive, and

his neighbour Blackwood, whom, if there had been no

other grudge, the recent conduct and rapidly increasing

Bale of his Magazine would have been sufficient to make

Constable hate with a perfect hatred. To see not only

bis old " Scots Magazine " eclipsed, but the authority of

the Edinburgh Review itself bearded on its own soil by

this juvenile upstart, was to him gall and wormwood

;

and, moreover, he himself had come in for his share in

some of those grotesque jeux tfesprit by which, at this

period, Blackwood's young Tory wags delighted to as-

sail their elders and betters of the Whig persuasion.

To prevent the proprietor of this new journal from ac-

quiring anything like a hold on the author of Waverley,
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and thus competing with himself not only in periodical

literature, but in the highest of the time, was an object

for which, as John Ballantyne shrewdly guessed, Con-

stable would have made at that moment almost any

sacrifice. When, therefore, the haughty but trembling

bookseller— " The Lord High Constable " (as he had

been dubbed by these jesters) — signified his earnest

hope that the second Tales of my Landlord were des-

tined to come out under the same auspices with Rob
Roy, the plenipotentiary answered with an air of deep

regret, that he feared it would be impossible for the au-

thor to dispose of the work— unless to publishers who

should agree to take with it the whole of the remain-

ing stock of " John Ballantyne & Co." ; and Constable,

pertinaciously as he had stood out against many more

modest propositions of this nature, was so worked upon

by his jealous feelings, that his resolution at once gave

way. He agreed on the instant to do all that John

seemed to shrink from asking — and at one sweep

cleared the Augean stable in Hanover Street of unsale-

able rubbish to the amount of £5270 ! I am assured

by his surviving partner, that when he had finally re-

disposed of the stock, he found himself a loser by fully

two-thirds of this sum.

Burthened with this heavy condition, the agreement

for the sale of 10,000 copies of the embryo series was

signed before the end of November 1817; and on the

7th January 1818 Scott wrote as follows to his noble

.friend :
—

" To the Duke of Buccleuch, Sfc. fyc.

" My Dear Lord Duke,— I have the great pleasure of ea
tlosing the discharged bond which your Grace stood engaged
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hi for me, and on my account. The accommodation was of

the greatest consequence to me, as it enabled me to retain pos-

session of some valuable literary property, which I must other-

wise have suffered to be sold at a time when the booksellers

had no money to buy it. My dear Lord, to wish that all your

numerous and extensive acts of kindness may be attended

with similar advantages to the persons whom you oblige, is

wishing you what to your mind will be the best recompense

;

and to wish that they may be felt by all as gratefully as by

me, though you may be careless to hear about that part of the

story, is only wishing what is creditable to human nature. I

have this moment your more than kind letter, and congratu-

late your Grace that, in one sense of the word, you can be

what you never will be in any other, ambidexter. But I am
sorry you took so much trouble, and I fear pains besides, to

display your new talent. Ever your Grace's truly faithful

"Walter Scott."

The closing sentence of this letter refers to a fit of the

gout which had disabled the Duke's right hand, but not

cooled his zeal on a subject which, throughout January

1818, occupied, I firmly believe, much more of his corre-

spondent's thoughts by day and dreams by night, than any

one, or perhaps than all others, besides. The time now
approached when a Commission to examine the Crown-

room in the Castle of Edinburgh, which had sprung from

one of Scott's conversations with the Prince Regent in

1815, was at length to be acted upon. The minstrel of

the " Rough Clan " had taken care that the name of his

chief should stand at the head of the document; but

the Duke's now precarious health ultimately prevented

him from being present at the discovery of the long

buried and almost forgotten Regalia of Scotland. The

two following letters on this subject are of the game

date — Edinburgh, 14th January 1818.
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" To the Duke of Buccleuch, 8fc. Sfc, Bowhill.

4 My Dear Lord,— You will hear from the Advocate, that

the Commission for opening the Regalia is arrived, and that

the Commissioners held their first meeting yesterday. They

have named next Wednesday (in case your Grace can attend)

for opening the mysterious chest. So this question will be put

to rest for ever.

4< I remember among the rebel company which debauched

my youth, there was a drunken old Tory, who used to sing a

ballad made about these same Regalia at the time of the Union,

in which they were all destined to the basest uses; the crown,

for example,
1 To make a can for Brandy Nan
To puke in when she's tipsy.'

The rest of the song is in a tone of equally pure humour ; the

chorus ran—
4 Farewell, thou ancient kingdom—
Farewell, thou ancient kingdom,

Who sold thyself for English pelf

—

Was ever such a thing done ?

'

I hope your Grace feels yourself sufficiently interested in the

recovery of these ancient symbols of national independence,

so long worn by your forefathers, and which were never pro-

faned by the touch of a monarch of a foreign dynasty.

—

Here is fine planting weather. I trust it is as good in the

Forest and on Tweedside. Ever your Grace's truly faithful

44 Walter Scott."

44 To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby.

44 Dear Morritt,— Our fat friend has remembered a petition

which I put up to him, and has granted a Commission to the

Officers of State and others (my unworthy self included) —
which trusty and well-beloved persons are to institute a search

after the Regalia of Scotland. There has an odd mystery hung
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about the fate of these royal symbols of national independence.

The spirit of the Scotch at the Union clang fondly to these

emblems; and to soothe their jealousy it was specially provided

by an article of the Union, that the Regalia should never be

removed, under any pretext, from the kingdom of Scotland.

Accordingly they were deposited, with much ceremony, as an

authentic instrument bears, in a strong chest, secured by many
locks, and the chest itself placed in a strong room, which again

was carefully bolted up and secured, leaving to national pride

the satisfaction of pointing to the barred window, with the

consciousness that there lay the Regalia of Scotland. But

this gratification was strangely qualified by a surmise, which

somehow became generally averred, stating, that the Regalia

had been sent to London ; and you may remember that we
saw at the Jewel Office a crown, said to be the ancient Crown

of Scotland. If this transfer (by the way, highly illegal) was

ever made, it must have been under some secret warrant ; for

no authority can be traced for such a proceeding in the records

of the Secretary of State's Office. Fifteen or twenty years

ago, the Crown-room, as it is called, was opened by certain

Commissioners, under authority of a sign-manual. They saw

the fatal chest, strewed with the dust of an hundred years,

about six inches thick : a coating of like thickness lay on the

floor ; and I have heard the late President Blair say, that the

uniform and level appearance of the dust warranted them to

believe that the chest, if opened at all after 1 70 7, must have

been violated within a short time of that date, since, had it

been opened at a later period, the dust accumulated on the

iid, and displaced at opening it, must have been lying around

the chest. But the Commissioners did not think their warrant

entitled them to force this chest, for which no keys could be

found ; especially as their warrant only entitled them to search

for records— not for crawns and sceptres.

" The mystery, therefore, remained unpenetrated ; and pub-

Be curiosity was left to console itself with the nursery rhyme—
1 On Tintock tap there is a mist,

And in the mist there is a kist'
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Our fat friend's curiosity, however, goes to the point at once,

authorising and enjoining an express search for the Regalia.

Our friend of Buccleuch is at the head of the Commission,

and will, I think, be as keen as I or any one, to see the

" I trust you have read Rob by this time. I think he

smells of the cramp. Above all, I had too much flax on my
distaff; and as it did not consist with my patience or my plan

to make a fourth volume, I was obliged at last to draw a

rough, coarse, and hasty thread. But the book is well liked

here, and has reeled off in great style. I have two stories on

the anvil, far superior to Rob Roy in point of interest. Ever

yours, Walter Scott."

The Commissioners, who finally assembled on the 4th

of February, were, according to the record— "the Right

Hon. Charles Hope, Lord President of the Court of

Session ; the Right Hon. David Boyle, Lord Justice-

Clerk; the Right Hon. William Adam, Lord Chief

Commissioner of the Jury Court ; Major-General John

Hope (Commanding the Forces in Scotland) ; the Solic-

itor-General (James Wedderburn, Esq.) ; the Lord Pro-

vost of Edinburgh (Kincaid Mackenzie, Esq.) ; William

Clerk, Esq., Principal Clerk of the Jury Court ; Henry

Jardine, Esq., Deputy Remembrancer in the Exchequer;

Thomas Thomson, Esq., Deputy Clerk-Register of Scot-

land ; and Walter Scott, Esq., one of the Principal

Clerks of Session."

Of the proceedings of this day, the reader has a full

and particular account in an Essay which Scott penned

shortly afterwards, and which is included in his Prose

Miscellanies. But I must not omit the contemporaneous

letters in which he announced the success of the quest

to his friend the Secretary of the Admiralty, and

through him to the Regent:
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" To J. W. Croker, Esq., M. P., $fc. #*c., Admiralty, London.

" Edinburgh, 4th Feb. 1818.

" My Dear Croker,— I have the pleasure to assure you the

Regalia of Scotland were this day found in perfect preser-

vation. The Sword of State and Sceptre showed marks of

hard usage at some former period ; but in all respects agree

with the description in Thomson's work.* I will send you a

complete account of the opening to-morrow, as the official ac-

count will take some time to draw up. In the mean time, I

hope you will remain as obstinate in your unbelief as St

Thomas, because then you will come down to satisfy yourself.

I know nobody entitled to earlier information, save one, to

whom you can perhaps find the means of communicating the

result of our researches. The post is just going off. Ever

yours truly, Walter Scott."

" To the Same.

" Edinburgh, 5th February 1818.

"My Dear Croker,— I promised I would add something to

my report of yesterday, and yet I find I have but little to say.

The extreme solemnity of opening sealed doors of oak and

iron, and finally breaking open a chest which had been shut

since 7th March 1707, about a hundred and eleven years, gave

a sort of interest to our researches, which I can hardly express

to you, and it would be very difficult to describe the intense

eagerness with which we watched the rising of the lid of the

chest, and the progress of the workmen in breaking it open,

which was neither an easy nor a speedy task. It sounded

very hollow when they worked on it with their tools, and I

began to lean to your faction of the Little Faiths. However,

I never could assign any probable or feasible reason for with-

drawing these memorials of ancient independence ; and my
doubts rather arose from the conviction that many absurd

* Collection of Inventories and other Records of the Royal "Ward-

robe and Jewel-House, &c. Edin. 1815, 4to.



82 LIFE OP SIR WALTER SCOTT.

things are done in public as well as in private life, merely out

of a hasty impression of passion or resentment. For it was

evident the removal of the Regalia might have greatly irritated

people's minds here, and offered a fair pretext of breaking the

Union, which for thirty years was the predominant wish of the

Scottish nation.

" The discovery of the Regalia has interested people's

minds much more strongly than I expected, and is certainly

calculated to make a pleasant and favourable impression upon

them in respect to the kingly part of the constitution. It

would be of the utmost consequence that they should be occa-

sionally shown to them, under proper regulations, and for a

small fee. The Sword of State is a most beautiful piece of

workmanship, a present from Pope Julius II. to James IV,

The scabbard is richly decorated with filigree work of silver,

double gilded, representing oak leaves and acorns, executed in

a taste worthy that classical age in which the arts revived. A
draughtsman has been employed to make sketches of these

articles, in order to be laid before his Royal Highness. The

fate of these Regalia, which his Royal Highness's goodness

has thus restored to light and honour, has on one or two oc

casions been singular enough. They were, in 1652, lodged in

the Castle of Dunnottar, the seat of the Earl Marischal, by

whom, according to his ancient privilege, they were kept.

The castle was defended by George Ogilvie of Barra, who,

apprehensive of the progress which the English made in re-

ducing the strong places in Scotland, became anxious for the

safety of these valuable memorials. The ingenuity of his

lady had them conveyed out of the castle in a bag on a wom-

an's back, among some hards, as they are called, of lint.

They were carried to the Kirk of Kinneff, and intrusted to

the care of the clergyman named Grainger and his wife, and

buried under the pulpit. The Castle of Dunnottar, though

very strong and faithfully defended, was at length under neces-

Bity of surrendering, being the last strong place in Britain on

which the royal flag floated in those calamitous times. Ogilvie

»nd his lady were threatened with the utmost extremities bf
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the Republican General Morgan, unless they should produce

the Regalia. The governor stuck to it that he knew nothing

of them, as in fact they had been carried away without his

knowledge. The Lady maintained she had given them to

John Keith, second son of the Earl Marischal, by whom, she

said, they had been carried to France. They suffered a long

imprisonment, and much ill usage. On the Restoration, the

old Countess Marischal, founding upon the story Mrs. Ogilvie

had told to screen her husband, obtained for her own son,

John Keith, the earldom of Kintore, and the post of Knight

Marischal, with £400 a-year, as if he had been in truth the

preserver of the Regalia. It soon proved that this reward

had been too hastily given, for Ogilvie of Barra produced the

Regalia, the honest clergyman refusing to deliver them to any

one but those from whom he received them. Ogilvie was

made a Knight Baronet, however, and got a new charter of

the lands, acknowledging the good service. Thus it happened

oddly enough, that Keith, who was abroad during the transac-

tion, and had nothing to do with it, got the earldom, pension,

&c, Ogilvie only inferior honours, and the poor clergyman

nothing whatever, or, as we say, the hare's foot to lick. As for

Ogilyie's lady, she died before the Restoration, her health be-

ing ruined by the hardships she endured from the Cromwel-

lian satellites. She was a Douglas, with all the high spirit of

that proud family. On her deathbed, and not till then, she

told her husband where the honours were concealed, charging

him to suffer death rather than betray them. Popular tradi-

tion says, not very probably, that Grainger and his wife were

booted (that is, tortured with the engine called the boots.) I

think that the Knight Marischal's office rested in the Kintore

family until 1715, when it* was resumed on account of the

bearded Earl's accession to the Insurrection of that year. He
escaped well, for they might have taken his estate and hii

earldom. I must save post, however, and conclude abruptly

Yours ever, Walter Scott."

On the 5th, after the foregoing letter had been written
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at the Clerk's table, Scott and several of his brother

Commissioners revisited the Castle, accompanied by some

of the ladies of their families. His daughter tells me
that her father's conversation had worked her feelings up

to such a pitch, that when the lid was again removed, she

nearly fainted, and drew back from the circle. As she

was retiring, she was startled by his voice exclaiming, in

a tone of the deepest emotion, "something between anger

and despair," as she expresses it,— " By G—, No !
"

One of the Commissioners, not quite entering into the

solemnity with which Scott regarded this business, had, it

seems, made a sort of motion as if he meant to put

the crown on the head of one of the young ladies near

him, but the voice and aspect of the Poet were more

than sufficient to make the worthy gentleman understand

his error ; and, respecting the enthusiasm with which

he had not been taught to sympathize, he laid down the

ancient diadem with an air of painful embarrassment.

Scott whispered, " Pray forgive me ;

" and turning round

at the moment, observed his daughter deadly pale, and

leaning by the door. He immediately drew her out of

the room, and when the air had somewhat recovered her,

walked with her across the Mound to Castle Street.

u He never spoke all the way home," she says, " but

every now and then I felt his arm tremble ; and from

that time I fancied he began to treat me more like a

woman than a child. I thought he liked me better, too,

than he had ever done before." •

These little incidents may give some notion of the pro-

found seriousness with which his imagination had in-

vested this matter. I am obliged to add, that in the

society of Edinburgh at the time, even in the highest

Tory circles, it did not seem to awaken much even of
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,uriosity— to say nothing of any deeper feeling. There

was, however, a great excitement among the common

people of the town, and a still greater among the peas-

antry, not only in the neighbourhood, but all over Scot-

land ; and the Crown-room, becoming thenceforth one of

the established lions of a city much resorted to, moreover,

by stranger tourists, was likely, on the most moderate

scale of admission-fee, to supply a revenue sufficient for

remunerating responsible and respectable guardianship.

This post would, as Scott thought, be a very suitable

one for his friend, Captain Adam Fergusson ; and he

exerted all his zeal for that purpose. The Captain was

appointed: his nomination, however, did not take place

jot some months after ; and the postscript of a letter to

the Duke of Buccleuch, dated May 14th, 1818, plainly

indicates the interest on which Scott mainly relied for

its completion : — "If you happen," he writes, " to see

Lord Melville, pray give him a jog about Fergusson'?

affair; but between ourselves, I depend chiefly on the

kind offices of Willie Adam, who is an auld sneck-

drawer." The Lord Chief-Commissioner, at all times

ready to lend Scott his influence with the Royal Family,

had, on the present occasion, the additional motive of

warm and hereditary personal regard for Fergusson.

I have placed together such letters as referred prin-

cipally to the episode of the Regalia ; but shall now give,

in the order of time, a few which will sufficiently illus-

trate the usual course of his existence, while the Heart

of Mid-Lothian was in progress. It appears that he

resumed, in the beginning of this year, his drama of De-

vorgoil. His letters to Terry are of course full of that

subject, but they contain, at the same time, many curious

indications of his views and feelings as to theatrical af-
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fairs in general— and mixed up with these a most char.

acteristic record of the earnestness with which he now

watched the interior fitting up, as he had in the sea-

son before the outward architecture, of the new edifice

at Abbotsford. Meanwhile it will be seen that he found

leisure hours for various contributions to periodical works

— among others, an article on Kirkton's Church History

and another on (of all subjects in the world) military

bridges, for the Quarterly Review ; a spirited version of

the old German ballad on the Battle of Sempach, and a

generous criticism on Mrs. Shelley's romance of Frank-

enstein, for Blackwood's Magazine. This being the first

winter and spring of Laidlaw's establishment at Kae-

side, communications as to the affairs of the farm were

exchanged weekly whenever Scott was in Edinburgh,

and they afford delightful evidence of that paternal sol-

icitude for the well-being of his rural dependents, which

all along kept pace with Scott's zeal as to the economi-

cal improvement, and the picturesque adornment of his

territories.

" To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" Edinburgh, 23d Jan. 1818.

" My Dear Terry,— You have by this time the continuation

of the drama, down to the commencement of the third act, as

I have your letter on the subject of the first. You will under-

stand that I only mean them as sketches ; for the first and

second acts are too short, and both want much to combine

them with the third. I can easily add music to Miss Devor-

goil's part. As to Braham, he is a beast of an actor, though

an angel of a singer, and truly I do not see what he could

personify. Let me know, however, your thoughts and wishes,

and all shall be moulded to the best of my power to meet

them : the point is to make it take if we can ; the rest is dX,

leather and prunella. A great many things must occur tc
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you technically better, in the way of alteration and improve-

ment, and you know well that, though too indolent to amend

things on my own conviction, I am always ready to make them

meet my friends' wishes if possible. We shall both wish it

better than I can make it, but there is no reason why we
should not do for it all that we can. I advise you to take

some sapient friend into your counsels, and let me know the

result, returning the MS. at the same time.

" I am now anxious to complete Abbotsford. I think I told

you I mean to do nothing whatever to the present house, but

to take it away altogether at some future time, so that I finish

the upper story without any communication with Mrs. Red-

ford's ci-devant mansion, and shall place the opening in the

lower stOry, wherever it will be most suitable for the new
house, without regard to defacing the temporary drawing-

room. I am quite feverish about the armoury. I have two

pretty complete suits of armour — one Indian one, and a cuiras-

sier's, with boots, casque, &c. ; many helmets, corslets, and

steel caps, swords and poniards without end, and about a

dozen of guns, ancient and modern. I have besides two or

three battle-axes and maces, pikes and targets, a Highlander's

accoutrement complete, a great variety of branches of horns,

pikes, bows and arrows, and the clubs and creases of Indian

tribes. Mr. Bullock promised to give some hint about the

fashion of disposing all these matters ; and now our spring is

approaching, and I want but my plans to get on. I have reason

to be proud of the finishing of my castle, for even of the tower,

for which I trembled, not a stone has been shaken by the late

terrific gale, which blew a roof clear off in the neighbourhood.

It was lying in the road like a saddle, as Tom Purdie expressed

it. Neither has a slate been lifted, though about two yards of

slating were stripped from the stables in the haugh, which you

know were comparatively lesf exposed.

"I am glad to hear of Mrs. Terry's improved health and

good prospects. As for young Master Mumblecrust, I have nc

ioubt he will be a credit to us all. Yours ever truly,

"W. Scott."
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As the letters to Mr. Laidlaw did not travel by post,

but in the basket which had come laden with farm-prod-

uce for the use of the family in Edinburgh, they have

rarely any date but the day of the week. This is, how-

ever, of no consequence.

" To Mr. Laidlaw, Kaeside.

"Wednesday. [Jan. 1818.]

" Dear Willie,— Should the weather be rough, and you

nevertheless obliged to come to town, do not think of riding,

but take the Blucher.* Remember, your health is of conse-

quence to your family. Pray talk generally with the notables

of Darnick— I mean Rutherford, and so forth— concerning

the best ordering of the road to the marie ; and also of the

foot-road. It appears to me some route might be found more

convenient than the present, but that which is most agreeable

to those interested, shall also be most agreeable for me. As a

patriotic member of the community of Darnick, I consider

their rights equally important as my own.

" I told you I should like to convert the present steading at

Beechland into a little hamlet of labourers, which we will

name Abbotstown. The art of making people happy is to

leave them much to their own guidance, but some little regu-

lation is necessary. In the first place, I should like to have

active and decent people there ; then it is to be considered on

what footing they should be. I conceive the best possible is,

that they should pay for their cottages, and cow-grass, and

potato ground, and be paid for their labour at the ordinary

rate. I would give them some advantages sufficient to balance

the following conditions, which, after all, are conditions in my
favour :— 1st, That they shall keep their cottages and little

gardens, and doors, tolerably neat ; and 2d, That the men
lhall on no account shoot, or the boys break timber or tak

birds' nests, or go among the planting. I do not know any

%ther restrictions, and these are easy. I should think w*

• A stage-coach so called, betwixt Edinburgh and Jedburgh.
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might settle a few families very happily here, which is an

object I have much at heart, for I have no notion of the pro-

prietor who is only ambitious to be lord of the * beast and the

brute,' and chases the human face from his vicinity. By the

by, could we not manage to have a piper among the colo-

nists?

" We are delighted to hear that your little folks like the

dells. Pray, in your walks try to ascertain the locality of St.

Johns Well, which cures the botts, and which John Moss

claims for Kaeside ; also the true history of the Carline's Hole.

Ever most truly yours, WT
. Scott.

" I hope Mrs. Laidlaw does not want for anything that sh«

can get from the garden or elsewhere."

" To Daniel Terry, Esq.

" 8th February 1818.

" My Dear Terry,— Yours arrived, unluckily, just half av

hour after my packet was in the Post-office, so this will cost

you 9d., for which I grieve. To answer your principal ques-

tion first,— the drama is

' Yours, Terry, yours in every thought.'

I should never have dreamed of making such an attempt in

my own proper person ; and if I had such a vision, I should

have been anxious to have made it something of a legitimate

drama, such as a literary man, uncalled upon by any circum-

stance to connect himself with the stage, might have been ex-

pected to produce. Now this is just what any gentleman in

your situation might run off, to give a little novelty to the

entertainment of the year, and as such will meet a mitigated

degree of criticism, and have a better chance of that productive

success, which is my principal object in my godson's behalf.

If any time should come when you might wish to disclose the

secret, it will be in your power, and our correspondence will

always serve to show that it was only at my earnest request,
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annexed as the condition of bringing the play forward, that

you gave it your name— a circumstance which, with all the

attending particulars, will prove plainly that there was no as-

sumption on your part.

" A beautiful drama might be made on the concealment of

the Scotch regalia during the troubles. But it would inter-

fere with the democratic spirit of the times, and would prob-

ably

' By party rage,

Or right or wrong, be hooted from the stage.' *

" I will never forgive you if you let any false idea of my
authorial feelings prevent your acting in this affair as if you

were the real parent, not the godfather of the piece. Our
facetious friend J. B. knows nought of such a matter being

en train, and never will know. I am delighted to hear my
windows are finished. Yours very truly,

"Walter Scott."

" To Mr. Laidlaw, Kaeside.

" Wednesday. [Feb. 1818.]

" Dear Willie,— I am not desirous to buy more land at

present, unless I were to deal with Mr. Rutherford or Heiton,

and I would rather deal with them next year than this, when

I would have all my payments made for what I am now buy-

ing. Three or four such years as the last would enable me
with prudence and propriety to ask Nicolf himself to flit

and remove.

" I like the idea of the birch-hedge much, and if intermixed

with holly and thorns, I think it might make an impenetrable

thicket, having all the advantages of a hedge without the

* Slightly altered from Dr. Johnson's Prologue to the Comedy of
M A Word to the Wise."

t Mr. Nicol Mylne of Faldonside. This gentleman's property is a

raluable and extensive one, situated immediately to the westward of

Abbotsford ; and Scott continued, year after year, to dream of adding

t also to his own.
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formality. I fancy you will also need a great number of

(black) Italian poplars— which are among the most useful

and best growers, as well as most beautiful of plants which

.bve a wet soil.

" I am glad the saws are going. * We may begin by and

by with wrights, but I cannot but think that a handy labourer

might be taught to work at them. I shall insist on Tom learn-

ing the process perfectly himself.

" As to the darkness of the garrets, they are intended for

the accommodation of travelling geniuses, poets, painters, and

so forth, and a little obscurity will refresh their shattered

brains. I dare say Lauchie f will shave his knoll, if it is re-

quired— it may to the barber's with the Laird's hebdomadal

beard— and Packwood would have thought it the easier job

of the two.

" I saw Blackwood yesterday, and Hogg the day before, and

I understand from them you think of resigning the Chronicle

department of the Magazine. Blackwood told me, that if you

did not like that part of the duty, he would consider himself

accountable for the same sum he had specified to you for any

other articles you might communicate from time to time. He
proposes that Hogg should do the Chronicle : He will not do

it so well as you, for he wants judgment and caution, and likes

to have the appearance of eccentricity where eccentricity is

least graceful; that, however, is Blackwood's affair. If you

really do not like the Chronicle, there can be no harm in your

giving it up. What strikes me is, that there is a something

certain in having such a department to conduct, whereas you

may sometimes find yourself at a loss when you have to cast

about for a subject every month. Blackwood is rather in a

bad pickle just now— sent to Coventry by the trade, as the

* A saw-mill had just been erected at Toftfield.

t A cocklaird adjoining Abbotsford at the eastern side. His farm

is properly Lochbreist; but in the neighbourhood he was generally

known as Laird Lauchie— or Lauchie Langleqs. Washington Irving

describes him in his "Abbotsford," with high gusto. He was a most

*bsurd original.
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booksellers call themselves, and all about the parody of the

two beasts.* Surely these gentlemen think themselves rather

* An article in one of the early numbers of Blackwood's Mazazine,

entitled The Chaldee MS. in which the literati and booksellers of Ed-

inburgh were quizzed en masse— Scott himself among the rest. It

was in this lampoon that Constable first saw himself designated in

print by the sobriquet of " The Crafty," long before bestowed on him

by one of his own most eminent Whig supporters ; but nothing net-

tled him so much as the passages in which he and Blackwood are rep-

resented entreating the support of Scott for their respective Magazines,

and waved off by " the Great Magician " in the same identical phrases

of contemptuous indifference. The description of Constable's visit to

Abbotsford may be worth transcribing— for Sir David Wilkie, who
was present when Scott read it, says he was almost choked with laugh-

ter, and he afterwards confessed that the Chaldean author had given a

sufficiently accurate version of what really passed on the occasion :—
"26. But when the Spirits were gone, he (The Crafty) said unto

himself, I will arise and go unto a magician, which is of my friends:

of a surety he will devise some remedy, and free me out of all my dis-

" 27. So he arose and came unto that great magician which hath his

dwelling in the old fastness, hard by the River Jordan, which is by the

Border.

" 28. And the magician opened his mouth and said, Lo ! my heart

wisheth thy good, and let the thing prosper which is in thy hands to

do it.

" 29. But thou seest that my hands are full of working, and my
labour is great. For, lo, I have to feed all the people of my land, and

none knoweth whence his food cometh; but each man openeth his

mouth, and my hand filleth it with pleasant things.

"30. Moreover, thine adversary also is of my familiars.

" 31. The land is before thee : draw thou up thine hosts for the battle

on the mount of Proclamation, and defy boldly thine enemy, which

hath his camp in the place of Princes
;
quit ye as men, and let favour

be shown unto him which is most valiant.

" 32. Yet be thou silent; peradventure will I help thee some little.

" 33. But the man which is Crafty saw that the magician loved him

not. For he knew him of old, and they had had many dealings ; and

he perceived that he would not assist him in the day of his adversity.

" 34. So he turned about, and went out of his fastness. And he

shook the dust from his feet, and said, Behold I have given this ma.

gician much money, yet see now, he hath utterly deserted me. Verily

«iy fine gold hath perished."— Chap. III.
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formed of porcelain clay than of common potter's ware. Deal-

ing in satire against all others, their own dignity suffers so

cruelly from an ill-imagined joke ! If B. had good books to

sell, he might set them all at defiance. His Magazine does

well, and beats Constable's: but we will talk of this when

we meet.

"As for Whiggery in general, I can only say, that as no

man can be said to be utterly overset until his rump has been

higher than his head, so I cannot read in history of any free

state which has been brought to slavery until the rascal and

uninstructed populace had had their short hour of anarchical

government, which naturally leads to the stern repose of mili-

tary despotism. Property, morals, education, are the proper

qualifications for those who should hold political rights, and

extending them very widely greatly lessens the chance of

these qualifications being found in electors. Look at the sort

of persons chosen at elections where the franchise is very

general, and you will find either fools who are content to

flatter the passions of the mob for a little transient popularity,

or knaves who pander to their follies that they may make

their necks a footstool for their own promotion. With these

convictions, I am very jealous of Whiggery, under all modifi-

cations ; and I must say, my acquaintance with the total want

of principle in some of its warmest professors does not tend to

recommend it. Somewhat too much of this. My compliments

to the goodwife. Yours truly, Walter Scott."

" To the Same.

" Wednesday. [Feb. 1818.]

" Dear Willie,— I have no idea Usher * will take the sheep-

land again, nor would I press it on him. As my circumstances

* John Usher, the ex-proprietor of Toftfield, was eventually Scott's

tenant on part of those lands for many years. He was a man of far

superior rank and intelligence to the rest of the displaced lairds — and
tame presently to be one of Scott's trusty rural friends and a frequent

tompanion of his sports.
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stand, immediate revenue is much less my object than the real

improvement of this property, which amuses me besides ; our

wants are amply supplied by my £1600 a-year official income:

nor have we a wish or a motive to extend our expenses be-

yond that of the decencies and hospitality of our station in

life ; so that my other resources remain for buying land in

future, or improving what we have. No doubt Abbotsford,

in maintaining our establishment during the summer, may be

reckoned £150 or £200 saved on what we must otherwise buy;

and if we could arrange to have mutton and beef occasionallj

from the farm in winter, it would be a still greater saving.

All this you will consider : for Tom, thoroughly honest and

very clever in his way, has no kind of generalizing, and would

often like to save sixpence in his own department at the ex-

pense of my paying five shillings in another. This is his fault,

and when you join to it a Scotch slovenliness which leads him

to see things half-finished without pain or anxiety, I do not

know any other he has— but such as they are, these must be

guarded against. For our housemaid (for housekeeper we
must not call her), I should like much a hawk of a nest so

good as that you mention : but would not such a place be

rather beneath her views? Her duty would be to look to

scrupulous cleanliness within doors, and employ her leisure in

spinning, or plain-work, as wanted. When we came out for a

blink, she would be expected to cook a little in a plain way,

and play maid of all work ; when we were stationary, she

would assist the housemaid and superintend the laundry

Probably your aunt's grand-daughter will have pretensions td

something better than this ; but as we are to be out on the

12th March, we will talk it over. Assuredly a well-connected

steady person would be of the greatest consequence to us. I

like your plan of pitting much ; and to compromise betwixt

you and Tom, do one half with superior attention, and slit in

the others for mere nurses. But I am no friend to that sain*

slitting.

" I adhere to trying a patch or two of larches, of a quarter

of an acre each, upon the Athole plan, by way of experiment
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We can plant them up if they do not thrive. On the whole,

three-and-a-half feet is, I think, the right distance. I have no

fear of the ground being impoverished. Trees are not like

arable crops, which necessarily derive their sustenance from

the superficial earth— the roots of trees go far and wide, and,

if incommoded by a neighbour, they send out suckers to pro-

ure nourishment elsewhere. They never hurt each other till

their tops interfere, which may be easily prevented by timely

" I rejoice in the saw-mill. Have you settled with Harper ?

— and how do Og and Bashan * come on ? I cannot tell you

how delighted I am with the account Hogg gives me of Mr.

Grieve. The great Cameron was chaplain in the house of my
great something grandfather, and so I hope Mr. Grieve will be

mine. If, as the King of Prussia said to Rousseau, ' a little

persecution is necessary to make his home entirely to his mind,'

he shall have it ; and what persecutors seldom promise, I will

stop whenever he is tired of it. I have a pair of thumbikins

also much at his service, if he requires their assistance to glorify

God and the Covenant. Sincerely, I like enthusiasm of every

kind so well, especially when united with worth of character,

that I shall be delighted with this old gentleman. Ever yours,

"W. Scott."

The last paragraph of this letter refers to an uncle of

Laidlaw's (the father of Hogg's friend, John Grieve),

who at this time thought of occupying a cottage on

Scott's estate. He was a preacher of the Cameronian

sect, and had long ministered to a very small remnant

of " the hill-folk " scattered among the wilds of Ettrick.

He was a very good man, and had a most venerable and

apostolical benignity of aspect; but his prejudices were

as extravagant as those of Cameron his patriarch him-

self could have been. The project of his removal to

Tweedside was never realized.

* A yoke of oxen.
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The; following admirable letter was written at the re-

quest of Messrs. Constable, who had, on Scott's recom-

mendation, undertaken the publication of Mr. Maturing

novel, Women, or Pour et Gontre. The reverend au-

thor's Bertram had, it may be remembered, undergone

some rather rough usage in Coleridge's Biographia Lit

eraria ; and he was now desirous to revenge himself by
a preface of the polemical sort :—

" To the Rev. C. R. Maturin, Dublin.

" 26th February 1818.

" Dear Sir,— I am going to claim the utmost and best

privilege of sincere friendship and good-will, that of offering a

few words of well-meant advice ; and you may be sure that

the occasion seems important to induce me to venture so far

upon your tolerance. It respects the preface to your work,

which Constable and Co. have sent to me. It is as well writ-

ten as that sort of thing can be ; but will you forgive me if I

say— it is too much in the tone of the offence which gave

rise to it, to be agreeable either to good taste or to general

feeling. Coleridge's work has been little read or heard of,

and has made no general impression whatever— certainly no
impression unfavourable to you or your play. In the opinion,

therefore, of many, you will be resenting an injury of which

they are unacquainted with the existence. If I see a man
beating another unmercifully, I am apt to condemn him upon

the first blush of the business, and hardly excuse him though

[ may afterwards learn he had ample provocation. Besides,

your diatribe is not Jiujus loci. We take up a novel for amuse-

ment, and this current of controversy breaks out upon us like

a stream of lava out of the side of a beautiful green hill ; men
will say you should have reserved your disputes for reviews or

periodical publications, and they will sympathize less witK

your anger, because they will not think the time proper for

expressing it. We are bad judges, bad physicians, and bad
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livines in our own case ; but, above all, we are seldom able,

when injured or insulted, to judge of the degree of sympathy

which the world will bear in our resentment and our retalia-

tion. The instant, however, that such degree of sympathy is

exceeded, we hurt ourselves, and not our adversary. I am so

convinced of this, and so deeply fixed in the opinion, that be-

sides the uncomfortable feelings which are generated in the

course of literary debate, a man lowers his estimation in the

public eye by engaging in such controversy, that, since I have

been dipped in ink, I have suifered no personal attacks (and

I have been honoured with them of all descriptions) to pro-

voke me to reply. A man will certainly be vexed on such

occasions, and I have wished to have the knaves where the

"nuircock was the bailie— or, as you would say, upon the sod—
but I never let the thing cling to my mind, and always ad-

hered to my resolution, that if my writings and tenor of life

did not confute such attacks, my words never should. Let me
entreat you to view Coleridge's violence as a thing to be con-

temned, not retaliated— the opinion of a British public may
surely be set in honest opposition to that of one disappointed

and wayward man. You should also consider, en bon Chretien,

that Coleridge has had some room to be spited at the world,

and you are, I trust, to continue to be a favourite with the

public— so that you should totally neglect and despise criti-

cism, however virulent, which arises out of his bad fortune and

your good.

" I have only to add, that Messrs. Constable and Co. are

seriously alarmed for the effects of the preface upon the pub-

lic mind as unfavourable to the work. In this they must be

tollable judges, for their experience as to popular feeling is

very great ; and as they have met your wishes, in all the

course of the transaction, perhaps you will be disposed to

give some weight to their opinion upon a point like this. Up-

on my own part I can only say, that I have no habits of

friendship, and scarce those of acquaintance with Coleridge—
I have not even read his Autobiography— but I consider him

as a man of genius, struggling with bad habits and difficult

VOL. V. 7
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circumstances. It is, however, entirely upon your account

that I take the liberty of stating an opinion on a subject of

Buch delicacy. I should wish you to give your excellent

talents fair play, and to ride this race without carrying any

superfluous weight ; and I am so well acquainted with my old

friend the public, that I could bet a thousand pounds to a

shilling, that the preface (if that controversial part of it is net

cancelled) will greatly prejudice your novel.

" I will not ask your forgiveness for the freedom I have

used, for I am sure you will not suspect me of any motives

but those which arise from regard to your talents and person
;

but I shall be glad to hear (whether you follow my advice or

no) that you are not angry with me for having volunteered ta

offer it.

" My health is, I think, greatly improved ; I have had

some returns of my spasmodic affection, but tolerable in de-

gree, and yielding to medicine. I hope gentle exercise and

the air of my hills will set me up this summer. I trust you

will soon be out now. I have delayed reading the sheets in

progress after Vol. I., that I might enjoy them when collected.

Ever yours, &c. Walter Scott."

" To Mr. Laidlaw.

" Edinburgh, Wednesday. [March 1818.]

" Dear Willie,— I am delighted to hear the plantings get

on so well. The weather here has been cruelly changeable—
fresh one day— frost the next— snow the third. This morn-

ing the snow lay three inches thick, and before noon it was

gone, and blowing a tempest. Many of the better ranks are

ill of the typhus fever, and some deaths. How do your poor

folks come on ? Let Tom advance you money when it is

wanted. I do not propose, like the heroine of a novel, to con-

vert the hovels of want into the abodes of elegant plenty, but

we have enough to spare to relieve actual distress, and do not

wish to economize where we can find out (which is difficult*

where the assistance is instantly useful.
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u Don't let Tom forget hedgerow trees, which he is very un-

willing to remember ; and also to plant birches, oaks, elms, and

such-like round-headed trees along the verges of the Kaeside

plantations ; they make a beautiful outline, and also a sort of

fence, and were not planted last year because the earth at the

unk fences was too newly travelled. This should be mixed

with various bushes, as hollies, thorns, so as to make a wild

hedge, or thickety obstruction to the inroads of cattle. A few

iweetbriers, alders, honeysuckles, laburnums, &c, should be

thrown in. A verdant screen may be made in this way, of

the wildest and most beautiful description, which should never

be clipt, only pruned, allowing the loose branches to drop over

those that are taken away. Tom is very costive about trees,

and talks only of 300 poplars. I shall send at least double

that number ; also some hag-berries, &c. He thinks he is sav-

ing me money when he is starving my projects ; but he is a

pearl of honesty and good intention, and I like him the better

for needing driving where expense is likely. Ever yours,

« W. Scott."

" To John Murray, Esq., Albemarle Street, London.

" Abbotsford, 23d March 1818.

" Dear Murray,

4 Grieve not for me, my dearest dear,

I am not dead but sleepeth here.' —

" I have little to plead for myself, but the old and vile apolo-

gies of laziness and indisposition. I think I have been so un-

lucky of late as to have always the will to work when sitting

at the desk hurts me, and the irresistible propensity to be lazy,

when I might, like the man whom Hogarth introduces into

Bridewell with his hands strapped up against the wall, ' better

work than stand thus.' I laid Kirkton * aside half finished,

* Scott's article on Kirkton's History of the Church of Scotland,

edited by Mr. C. K. Sharpe, appeared in the 36th number of the Quar-

terly Review. See Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xix. p. 213.
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from a desire to get the original edition of the lives of Cam-

eron, &c. by Patrick Walker, which I had not seen since a

boy, and now I have got it, and find, as I suspected, that some

curious morceaux have been cut out by subsequent editors.* I

will, without loss of time, finish the article, which I think you

will like. Blackwood kidnapped an article for his Magazine

on the Frankenstein story, f which I intended for you. A
very old friend and school companion of mine, and a gallant

soldier, if ever there was one, Sir Howard Douglas, has asked

me to review his work on Military Bridges. I must get a

friend's assistance for the scientific part, and add some balaam

of mine own (as printers' devils say) to make up four or five

pages. I have no objection to attempt Lord Orford if I have

time, and find I can do it with ease. Though far from admir-

ing his character, I have always had a high opinion of his

talents, and am well acquainted with his works. The letters

you have published are, I think, his very best— lively, enter-

taining, and unaffected. % I am greatly obliged to you for

these and other literary treasures which I owe to your good-

ness from time to time. Although not thankfully acknowl-

edged as they should be in course, these things are never

thanklessly received.

" I could have sworn that Beppo was founded on Whistle-

craft, as both were on Anthony Hall, § who, like Beppo, had

more wit than grace.

"I am not, however, in spirit at present for treating either

* Scott expressed great satisfaction on seeing the Lives of the

Covenanters— Cameron, Peden, Seinple, Wellwood. Cargill, Smith,

Renwick, &c.— reprinted without mutilation in the " Biographia Prefl-

byteriana. Edin. 1827." The publisher of this collection was the

late Mr. John Stevenson, long chief clerk to John Ballantyne, and

usually styled by Scott " True Jock," in opposition to one of his old

master's many aliases— viz. " Leein' Johnnie."

t See Scott's Prose Miscellanies, vol. xviii. p. 250, (Edin. Ed.)

X The Letters of Horace Walpole to George Montague.

§ Anthony Hall is only known as Editor of one of Leland's works

I have no doubt Scott was thinking of John Hall Stevenson, author of

''Crazy Tales;" the friend, and (it is said) the Eugenius of Sterne.
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these worthies, or my friend Rose,* though few have warmer

wishes to any of the trio. But this confounded changeable

weather has twice within this fortnight brought back my cramp

in the stomach. Adieu. My next shall be with a packet.—
Yours truly, W. Scott."

In the next letter we have Scott's lamentation over

the death of Mrs. Murray Keith— the Mrs. Bethune

Baliol of his Chronicles of the Canongate. The person

alluded to under the designation of " Prince of the Black

Marble Islands," was Mr. George Bullock, already often

mentioned as, with Terry and Mr. Atkinson, consulted

about all the arrangements of the rising house at Abbots-

ford. Scott gave him this title from the Arabian Nights,

on occasion of his becoming the lessee of some marble

quarries in the Isle of Anglesea.

" To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" April 30th, 1818— Selkirk.

" My Dear Terry,— Your packet arrived this morning. I

was much disappointed not to find the Prince of the Black

islands' plan in it, nor have I heard a word from him since

anent it, or anent the still more essential articles of doors and

windows. I heard from Hector Macdonald Buchanan, that

the said doors and windows were packing a fortnight since,

but there are no news of them. Surely our friend's heart has

grown as hard as his materials ; or the spell of the enchantress,

which confined itself to the extremities of his predecessor, has

extended over his whole person. Mr. Atkinson has kept tryste

charmingly, and the ceiling of the dining-room will be superb.

I have got I know not how many casts, from Melrose and other

places, of pure Gothic antiquity. I must leave this on the 1 2th,

and I could bet a trifle the doors, &c. will arrive the very day

* I believe Mr. Rose's " Court and Parliament of Beasts " is here

illuded to.
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I set out, and be all put up a la bonne aventure. Meantime 1

am keeping open house, not much to my convenience, and I

am afraid I shall be stopped in my plastering by the want cf

these matters. The exposed state of my house has led to a

mysterious disturbance. The night before last we were awaked

by a violent noise, like drawing heavy boards along the new

part of the house. I fancied something had fallen, and thought

no more about it. This was about two in the morning. Last

night, at the same witching hour, the very same noise occurred.

Mrs. S., as you know, is rather timbersome, so up got I, with

Beardie's broad-sword under my arm,

' So bolt upright,

And ready to fight.'

But nothing was out of order, neither can I discover what oc-

casioned the disturbance. However, I went to bed, grumbling

against Tenterden Street,* and all its works. If there was no

entrance but the key-hole, I should warrant myself against the

ghosts. We have a set of idle fellows called workmen about

us, which is a better way of accounting for nocturnal noises

than any that is to be found in Baxter or Glanville.

" When you see Mr. Atkinson, will you ask him how far he

is satisfied with the arch between the armoury and the ante-

room, and whether it pleases him as it now stands ? I have a

brave old oaken cabinet, as black as ebony, 300 years old

at least, which will occupy one side of the ante-room for the

present. It is seven feet and a half long, about eighteen

.inches deep, and upwards of six feet high— a fine stand for

china, &c.

" You will be sorry to hear that we have lost our excellent

old friend, Mrs. Murray Keith. She enjoyed all her spirits

and excellent faculties till within two days of her death, when
she was seized with a feverish complaint, which eighty-two

*ears were not calculated to resist. Much tradition, and of

the very best kind, has died with this excellent old lady ; one

of the few persons whose spirits and cleanliness, and freshnesi

* Bullock's manufactory was in this street.
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af mind and body, made old age lovely and desirable. In the

general case, it seems scarce endurable.

" It seems odd to me that Rob Roy * should have made

good fortune; pray let me know something of its history.

There is in Jedediah's present work a thing capable of being

woven out a Bourgeoise tragedy. I think of contriving that

it shall be in your hands sometime before the public see it,

that you may try to operate upon it yourself. This would not

be difficult, as vol. 4, and part of 3d, contain a different story.

Avowedly I will never write for the stage ; if I do, ' call me

horse.' And indeed I feel severely the want of knowledge of

theatrical business and effect : however, something we will do.

I am writing in the noise and babble of a head-court of free-

holders ; therefore my letter is incoherent, and therefore it is

written also on long paper; but therefore, moreover, it will

move by frank, as the member is here, and stands upon his

popularity. Kind compliments to Mrs. Terry and Walter.

Yours very truly, Walter Scott."

On the morning that Mr. Terry received the forego-

ing letter in London, Mr. William Erskine was break-

fasting with him ; and the chief subject of their conver-

sation was the sudden death of George Bullock, which

had occurred on the same night, and, as nearly as they

could ascertain, at the very hour when Scott was roused

from his sleep by the " mysterious disturbance " here de-

scribed, and sallied from his chamber with old Beardie's

Killiecrankie claymore in his hand. This coincidence,

when Scott received Erskine's minute detail of what had

happened in Tenterden Street, made a much stronger

impression on his mind than might be gathered from the

tone of an ensuing communication.

* A drama founded on the novel of " Rob Roy " had been produced

with great success, on the London stage.
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" To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" Abbotsford, 4th May 1818.

" Dear Terry,— I received with the greatest surprise, and

the most sincere distress, the news of poor George Bullock's

death. In the full career of honourable industry,— distin-

guished by his uncommon taste and talent,— esteemed by all

who transacted business with him,— and loved by those who
had the pleasure of his more intimate acquaintance,— I can

scarce conceive a more melancholy summons. It comes as a

particular shock to me, because I had, particularly of late, so

much associated his idea with the improvements here, in which

his kind and enthusiastic temper led him to take such interest

;

and in looking at every unfinished or projected circumstance,

I feel an impression of melancholy which will for some time

take away the pleasure I have found in them. I liked George

Bullock because he had no trumpery selfishness about his heart,

taste,~or feelings. Pray let me know about the circumstances

of his family, &c. I feel most sincerely interested in all that

concerns him. It must have been a dreadful surprise to Mr.

Atkinson and you who lived with him so much. I need not, I

am sure, beg you to be in no hurry about my things. The
confusion must be cruelly great, without any friend adding to

it ; and in fact, at this moment, I am very indifferent on the

subject. The poor kind fellow ! He took so much notice of

little Charles, and was so domesticated with us all, that I really

looked with a schoolboy's anxiety for his being here in the sea-

son, to take his own quiet pleasures, and to forward mine.

But God's will be done. All that surviving friends can do

upon such a loss is, if possible, to love each other still better.—
I beg to be kindly remembered to Mrs. Terry and Monsieur

Walter. Ever most truly yours, IS alter Scott."
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" To the Same.

" Edinburgh, 16th May 1818.

" M) Dear Terry,— Mr. Nasmyth * has obligingly given

me an opportunity of writing to you a few lines, as he is set-

ting out for London. I cannot tell you how much I continue to

be grieved for our kind-hearted and enthusiastic friend Bul-

lock. I trust he has left his family comfortably settled, though,

with so many plans which required his active and intelligent

mind to carry them through, one has natural apprehensions

upon that score. When you can with propriety make inquiry

how my matters stand, 1 should be glad to know. Hector

Macdonald tells me that my doors and windows were ready

packed, in which case, perhaps, the sooner they are embarked

the better, not only for safety, but because they can only be in

the way, and the money will now be the more acceptable.

Poor Bullock had also the measures for my chimney-pieces, for

grates of different kinds, and orders for beds, dining-room

tables and chairs. But how far these are in progress of being

executed, or whether they can now be executed, I must leave

to your judgment and inquiry. Your good sense and delicacy

will understand the facon de /aire better than I can point it

out. I shall never have the pleasure in these things that I

expected.

" I have just left Abbotsford to attend the summer session

— left it when the leaves were coming out— the most delight-

ful season for a worshipper of the country like me. The Home-

bank, which we saw at first green with turnips, will now hide a

man somewhat taller than Johnnie Ballantyne in its shades.

In fact, the trees cover the ground, and have a very pretty

bosky effect ; from six years to ten or twelve, I think wood is

as beautiful as ever it is afterwards until it figures as aged and

magnificent. Your hobble-de-hoy tree of twenty-five years'

standing is neither so beautiful as in its infancy, nor so respect-

able as in its age.

* Mr. Alexander Nasmyth, an eminent landscape painter of Edin-

burgh— the father of Mrs. Terry.
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" Counsellor Erskine is returned, much pleased with your

hospitality, and giving an excellent account of you. Were
you not struck with the fantastical coincidence of our noctur-

nal disturbances at Abbotsford with the melancholy event that

followed ? I protest to you the noise resembled half-a-dozen

men hard at work putting up boards and furniture, and noth-

ing can be more certain than that there was nobody on the

premises at the time. With a few additional touches, the

story would figure in Glanville or Aubrey's Collection. In the

mean time you may set it down with poor Dubisson's warn-

ings,* as a remarkable coincidence coming under your own
observation. I trust we shall see you this season. I think we
could hammer a neat comedie bourgeoise out of the Heart of

Mid-Lothian. Mrs. Scott and family join in kind compliments

to Mrs. Terry ; and I am ever yours truly,

" Walter Scott."

It appears from one of these letters to Terry, that, so

late as the 30th of April, Scott still designed to include

two separate stories in the second series of the Tales of

my Landlord. But he must have changed his plan soon

after that date.; since the four volumes, entirely occupied

with the. Heart of Mid-Lothian, were before the public

in the course of June. The story thus deferred, in con-

sequence of the extent to which that of Jeanie Deans

grew on his hands, was the Bride of Lammermoor.

* See ante, Vol. III. p 151.
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CHAPTER XLI.

THnncr of Mr Home DrummonoTs— Scott's Edinburgh Den—
Details of hv> domestic life in Castle Street— His Sunday

Dinners— His Evening Drives, Sfc.— His Conduct in the

general society of Edinburgh — Dinners at John Ballan~

tyne's Villa, and at James Ballantyne's in St. John Street,

on the appearance of a New Novel— Anecdotes of the Bat-

lantynes, and of Constable.

May, 1818.

On the 12th of May, as we have seen, Scott left Ab-

botsford, for the summer session in Edinburgh.

At this moment, his position, take it for all in all, was,

I am inclined to believe, what no other man had ever

won for himself by the pen alone. His works were the

daily food, not only of his countrymen, but of all edu-

cated Europe. His society was courted by whatever

England could show of eminence. Station, power, wealth,

beauty, and genius, strove with each other in every dem-

onstration of respect and worship— and, a few political

fanatics and envious poetasters apart— wherever he ap-

peared in town or in country, whoever had Scotch blood

jn him, "gentle or simple," felt it move more rapidly

through his veins when he was in the presence of Scott.

To descend to what many looked on as higher things,

he considered himself, and was considered by all about
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him, as rapidly consolidating a large fortune :— the an-

nual profits of his novels alone had, for several years,

been not less than £10,000 : his domains were daily

increased — his castle was rising— and perhaps few

doubted that ere long he might receive from the just

favour of his Prince some distinction in the way of ex-

ternal rank, such as had seldom before been dreamt of

as the possible consequence of a mere literary celebrity.

It was about this time that the compiler of these pages

first had the opportunity of observing the plain easy

modesty which had survived the many temptations of

such a career ; and the kindness of heart pervading, in

all circumstances, his gentle deportment, which made

him the rare, perhaps the solitary, example of a man

signally elevated from humble beginnings, and loved

more and more by his earliest friends and connexions,

in proportion as he had fixed on himself the homage of

the great, and the wonder of the world.

It was during the sitting of the General Assembly of

the Kirk in May 1818, that I first had the honour of

meeting him in private society : the party was not a

large one, at the house of a much-valued common friend

— Mr. Home Drummond of Blair-Drummond, the grand-

son of Lord Kames. Mr. Scott, ever apt to consider too

favourably the literary efforts of others, and more espe-

cially of very young persons, received me, when I was

presented to him, with a cordiality which I had not been

prepared to expect from one filling a station so exalted.

This, however, is the same story that every individual,

whoever met him under similar circumstances, has had

to tell. When the ladies retired from the dinner-table,

I happened to set" next him ; and he, having heard that

I had lately returned from a tour in Germany, made that
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country and its recent literature the subject of some con-

versation. In the course of it, I told him that when, on

reaching the inn at Weimar, I asked the waiter whether

Goethe was then in the town, the man stared as if he

had not heard the name before ; and that on my repeat-

ing the question, adding Goethe der grosse dichter (the

great poet), he shook his head as doubtfully as before—
until the landlady solved our difficulties, by suggesting

that perhaps the traveller might mean 4k the Herr Ge-

heimer-Rath (Privy Counsellor) Von Goethe" Scott

seemed amused with this, and said, " I hope you will

come one of these days and see me at Abbotsford ; and

when you reach Selkirk or Melrose, be sure you ask

even the landlady for nobody but the Sheriff." He ap-

peared particularly interested when I described Goethe

as I first saw him, alighting from a carriage, crammed

with wild plants and herbs which he had picked up in

the course of his morning's botanizing among the hills

above Jena. " I am glad," said he, " that my old mas-

ter has pursuits somewhat akin to my own. I am no

botanist, properly speaking ; and though a dweller on

the banks of the Tweed, shall never be knowing about

Flora's beauties ;
* but how I should like to have a talk

with him about trees
!

" I mentioned how much any

one must be struck with the majestic beauty of Goethe's

countenance— (the noblest certainly by far that I have

ever yet seen) — " Well," said he, " the grandest demi-

god I ever saw was Dr. Carlyle, minister of Mus-

selburgh, commonly called Jupiter Carlyle, from having

«at more than once for the king of gods and men tc

* " What beauties does FIjra disclose,

How sweet are her smiles upon Tweed," &c.

Ckawfobd.
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Gavin Hamilton— and a shrewd, clever old carle was

he, no doubt, but no more a poet than his precentor.

As for poets, I have seen, I believe, all the best of our

own time and country— and, though Burns had the

most glorious eyes imaginable, I never thought any of

them would come up to an artist's notion of the charac-

ter, except Byron." A reverend gentleman present

(I think, Principal Nicoll of St. Andrew's) expressed

bis regret that he had never seen Lord Byron. " And
the prints," resumed Scott, u give one no impression of

him— the lustre is there, Doctor, but it is not lighted up.

Byron's countenance is a thing to dream of. A certain

fair lady, whose name has been too often mentioned in

connexion with his, told a friend of mine, that when she

first saw Byron, it was in a crowded room, and she did

not know who it was, but her eyes were instantly nailed,

and she said to herself, that pale face is my fate. And,

poor soul, if a godlike face and godlike powers could

have made any excuse for devilry, to be sure she had

one." In the course of this talk, an old friend and

schoolfellow of Scott's * asked him across the table if

he had any faith in the antique busts of Homer ? " No,

truly," he answered, smiling, "for if there had been

either limners or stuccoyers worth their salt in those

days, the owner of such a headpiece would never have

had to trail the poke. They would have alimented the

honest man decently among them for a lay-figure."

A few days after this, I received a communication

from the Messrs. Ballantyne, to the effect that Mr.

Scott's various avocations had prevented him from ful-

filling his agreement with them as to the historical de-

* The late Sir Patrick Murray of Ochtertyre, Bart.— one of th«

Scotch Barons d* Exchequer.
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partment of the Edinburgh Annual Register for 1816,

and that it would be acceptable to him as well as them,

if I could undertake to supply it in the course of the au-

tumn. This proposal was agreed to on my part, and I

had consequently occasion to meet him pretty often dur-

ing that summer session. He told me, that if the war

had gone on, he should have liked to do the historical

summary as before ; but that the prospect of having no

events to record but radical riots, and the passing or

rejecting of corn bills and poor bills, sickened him ; that

his health was no longer what it had been; and that

though he did not mean to give over writing altogether

— (here he smiled significantly, and glanced his eye

towards a pile of MS. on the desk by him) — he thought

himself now entitled to write nothing but what would

rather be an amusement than a fatigue to him— " Juni-

ores ad labores."

He at this time occupied as his den a square small

room, behind the dining parlour in Castle Street. It

had but a single Venetian window, opening on a patch

of turf not much larger than itself, and the aspect of the

place was on the whole sombrous. The walls were en-

tirely clothed with books ; most of them folios and quar-

tos, and all in that complete state of repair which at a

glance reveals a tinge of bibliomania. A dozen volumes

or so, needful for immediate purposes of reference, were

placed close by him on a small moveable frame— some-

thing like a dumb-waiter. All the rest were in their

proper niches, and wherever a volume had been lent,

its room was occupied by a wooden block of the same

size, having a card with the name of the borrower and

date of the loan, tacked on its front. The old bindings

bad obviously been retouched and regilt in the most ap
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proved manner ; the new, when the books were of any
mark, were rich, but never gaudy— a large proportion

of blue morocco— all stamped with his device of the

portcullis, and its motto, clausus tutus ero— being an an-

agram of his name in Latin. Every case and shelf was
accurately lettered, and the works arranged systemati-

cally; history and biography on one side— poetry and

the drama on another— law books and dictionaries be-

hind his own chair. The only table was a massive piece

of furniture which he had had constructed on the model

of one at Rokeby ; with a desk and all its appurtenances

on either side, that an amanuensis might work opposite

to him when he chose ; and with small tiers of drawers,

reaching all round to the floor. The top displayed a

goodly array of session papers, and on the desk below

were, besides the MS. at which he was working, sundry

parcels of letters, proof-sheets, and so forth, all neatly

done up with red tape. His own writing apparatus was

a very handsome old box, richly carved, lined with crim-

son velvet, and containing ink-bottles, taper-stand, &c. in

silver— the whole in such order that it might have come

from the silversmith's window half an hour before. Be-

sides his own huge elbow-chair, there were but two others

in the room, and one of these seemed, from its position,

to be reserved exclusively for the amanuensis. I ob-

served, during the first evening I spent with him in this

sanctum, that while he talked, his hands were hardly

ever idle— sometimes he folded letter-covers— some-

times he twisted paper into matches, performing both

tasks with great mechanical expertness and nicety ; and

when there was no loose paper fit to be so dealt with,

he snapped his fingers, and the noble Maida aroused him-

lelf from his lair on the hearth-rug, and laid his head
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across bis master's knees, to be caressed and fondled.

The room bad no space for pictures except one, an

original portrait of Claverhouse, wbich hung over the

chimney-piece, with a Highland target on either side,

and broadswords and dirks (each having its own story),

disposed star-fashion round them. A few green tin-boxes,

such as solicitors keep title-deeds in, were piled over

each other on one side of the window ; and on the top

of these lay a fox's tail, mounted on an antique silver

handle, wherewith, as often as he had occasion to take

down a book, he gently brushed the dust off the upper

leaves before opening it. I think I have mentioned all

the furniture of the room except a sort of ladder, low,

broad, well carpeted, and strongly guarded with oaken

rails, by which he helped himself to books from his

higher shelves. On the top step of this convenience,

Hinse of Hinsfeldt, (so called from one of the Ger-

man Kinder-marcheri), a venerable tom-cat, fat and

sleek, and no longer very locomotive, usually lay watch-

ing the proceedings of his master and Maida with an air

of dignified equanimity ; but when Maida chose to leave

the party, he signified his inclinations by thumping the

door with his huge paw, as violently as ever a fashion-

able footman handled a knocker in Grosvenor Square;

the Sheriff rose and opened it for him with courteous

alacrity,— and then Hinse came down purring from his

perch, and mounted guard by the footstool, vice Maida

absent upon furlough. Whatever discourse might be

passing, was broken every now and then by some af-

fectionate apostrophe to these four-footed friends. He
aaid they understood everything he said to them— and

I believe they did understand a great deal of it. But

Rt all events, dogs and cats, like children, have some in*

vol. v. 8
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fallible tact for discovering at once who is, and who is

not, really fond of their company ; and I venture to say,

Scott was never five minutes in any room before the

little pets of the family, whether dumb or lisping, had

found out his kindness for all their generation.

I never thought it lawful to keep a journal of what

passes in private society, so that no one need expect from

the sequel of this narrative any detailed record of Scott's

familiar talk. What fragments of it have happened to

adhere to a tolerably retentive memory, and may be put

into black and white without wounding any feelings which

my friend, were he alive, would have wished to spare, I

shall introduce as the occasion suggests or serves. But I

disclaim on the threshold anything more than this ; and

I also wish to enter a protest once for all against the

general fidelity of several literary gentlemen who have

kindly forwarded to me private lucubrations of theirs,

designed to Boswellize Scott, and which they may prob-

ably publish hereafter. To report conversations fairly,

it is a necessary prerequisite that we should be com-

pletely familiar with all the interlocutors, and understand

thoroughly all their minutest relations, and points of com-

mon knowledge, and common feeling, with each other.

He who does not, must be perpetually in danger of mis-

interpreting sportive allusion into serious statement ; and

the man who was only recalling, by some jocular phrase

or half-phrase, to an old companion, some trivial remi-

niscence of their boyhood or youth, may be represented

as expressing, upon some person or incident casually ta-

bled, an opinion which he had never framed, or if he

had, would never have given words to in any mixed as-

semblage— not even among what the world calls friends

at his own board. In proportion as a man is witty and
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humorous, there will always be about him and his a

widening maze and wilderness of cues and catchwords,

which the uninitiated will, if they are bold enough to

try interpretation, construe, ever and anon, egregiously

amiss— not seldom into arrant falsity. For this one

reason, to say nothing of many others, I consider no

man justified in journalizing what he sees and hears in

a domestic circle where he is not thoroughly at home

;

and I think there are still higher and better reasons

why he should not do so where he is.

Before I ever met Scott in private, I had, of course,

heard many people describe and discuss his style of con-

versation. Everybody seemed to agree that it over-

flowed with hearty good-humour, as well as plain unaf-

fected good sense and sagacity ; but I had heard not a

few persons of undoubted ability and accomplishment

maintain, that the genius of the great poet and novelist

rarely, if ever, revealed itself in his talk. It is needless

to say, that the persons I allude to were all his own

countrymen, and themselves imbued, more or less, with

the conversational habits derived from a system of edu-

cation in which the study of metaphysics occupies a very

large share of attention. The best table-talk of Edinburgh

was, and probably still is, in a very great measure made

up of brilliant disquisition— such as might be trans-

ferred without alteration to a professor's note-book, or the

pages of a critical Review— and of sharp word-catch-

ings, ingenious thrusting and parrying of dialectics, and

all the quips and quibblets of bar pleading. It was the

talk of a society to which lawyers and lecturers had, foi

at least a hundred years, given the tone. From the date

of the Union, Edinburgh ceased to be the headquarters

if the Scotch nobility— and long before the time of
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which I speak, they had all but entirely abandoned it as

a place of residence. I think I never knew above two

or three of the Peerage to have houses there at the

same time — and these were usually among the poorest

and most insignificant of their order. The wealthier

gentry had followed their example. Very few of that

class ever spent any considerable part of the year in

Edinburgh, except for the purposes of educating their

children, or superintending the progress of a lawsuit;

and these were not more likely than a score or two of

comatose and lethargic old Indians, to make head against

the established influences of academical and forensic

celebrity. Now Scott's tastes and resources had not

much in common with those who had inherited and pre-

served the chief authority in this provincial hierarchy of

rhetoric. He was highly amused with watching their

dexterous logomachies— but his delight in such displays

arose mainly, I cannot doubt, from the fact of their being,

both as to subject-matter and style and method, remote a

Sccevolce studiis. He sat by, as he would have done at

a stage-play or a fencing-match, enjoying and applauding

the skill exhibited, but without feeling much ambition to

parade himself as a rival either of the foil or the buskin.

I can easily believe, therefore, that in the earlier part of

his life— before the blaze of universal fame had over-

awed local prejudice, and a new generation, accustomed

to hear of that fame from their infancy, had grown up—
it may have been the commonly adopted creed in Edin-

burgh, that Scott, however distinguished otherwise, was not

to be named as a table-companion in the same day with

this or ihat master of luminous dissertation or quick re-

joinder, who now sleeps as forgotten as his grandmother.

It was natural enough that persons brought up in the
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circle with him, who remembered all his begin-

nings, and had but slowly learned to acquiesce in the

justice of his claim to unrivalled honour in literature,

should have clung all the closer for that late acquies-

cence to their original estimate of him as inferior to

themselves in other titles to admiration. It was also

natural that their prejudice on that score should be read-

ily taken up by the young aspirants who breathed, as it

were, the atmosphere of their professional renown. Per-

haps, too, Scott's steady Toryism, and the effect of his

genius and example in modifying the intellectual sway

of the long dominant Whigs in the north, may have had

some share in this matter. However all that may have

been, the substance of what I had been accustomed to

hear certainly was, that Scott had a marvellous stock of

queer* stories, which he often told with happy effect, but

that, bating these drafts on a portentous memory, set

off with a simple old-fashioned naivete of humour and

pleasantry, his strain of talk was remarkable neither for

depth of remark nor felicity of illustration ; that his

views and opinions on the most important topics of prac-

tical interest were hopelessly perverted by his blind en-

thusiasm for the dreams of by-gone ages ; and that, but

for the grotesque phenomenon presented by a great

writer of the nineteenth century gravely uttering sen-

timents worthy of his own Dundees and Invernahyles,

the main texture of his discourse would be pronounced,

by any enlightened member of modern society, rather

bald and poor than otherwise. I think the epithet most

in vogue was commonplace.

It will easily be believed, that, in companies such as I

bave been alluding to, made up of, or habitually dom-

ineered over, by voluble Whigs and political economists,
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Scott was often tempted to put forth his Tory doctrines

and antiquarian prejudices in an exaggerated shape—
in colours, to say the truth, altogether different from

what they assumed under other circumstances, or which

had any real influence upon his mind and conduct on

occasions of practical moment. But I fancy it will

seem equally credible, that the most sharp-sighted of

these social critics may not always have been capable of

tracing, and doing justice to, the powers which Scott

brought to bear upon the topics which they, not he, had

chosen for discussion. In passing from a gas-lit hall into

a room with wax candles, the guests sometimes complain

that they have left splendour for gloom ; but let them

try by what sort of light it is most satisfactory to read,

write, or embroider, or consider at leisure under which

of the two, either men or women look their best.

The strongest, purest, and least observed of all lights,

is, however, daylight ; and his talk was commonplace,

just as sunshine is, which gilds the most indifferent

objects, and adds brilliancy to the brightest. As for the

old-world anecdotes which these clever persons were

condescending enough to laugh at as pleasant extrava-

gances, serving merely to relieve and set off the main

stream of debate, they were often enough, it may be

guessed, connected with the theme in hand by links not

the less apt that they might be too subtle to catch their

bedazzled and self-satisfied optics. There might be

keener knowledge of human nature than was " dreamt

of in their philosophy "— which passed with them for

commonplace, only because it was clothed in plain famil-

iar household words, not dressed up in some pedantic

masquerade of antithesis. "There are people," saya

Landor, " who think they write and speak finely, merely
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because they have forgotten the language in which their

fathers and mothers used to talk to them ;

" and surely

there are a thousand homely old proverbs, which many

a dainty modern would think it beneath his dignity to

quote either in speech or writing, any one of which con-

denses more wit (take that word in any of its senses)

han could be extracted from all that was ever said or

written by the doctrinaires of the Edinburgh school.

Many of those gentlemen held Scott's conversation to be

commonplace exactly for the same reason that a child

thinks a perfectly limpid stream, though perhaps deep

enough to drown it three times over, must needs be shal-

low. But it will be easily believed that the best and

highest of their own idols had better means and skill of

measurement : I can never forget the pregnant expres-

sion of one of the ablest of that school and party—
Lord Cockburn— who, when some glib youth chanced

to echo in his hearing the consolatory tenet of local me-

diocrity, answered quietly— "I have the misfortune

to think differently from you— in my humble opinion,

Walter Scott's sense is a still more wonderful thing than

his genius."

Indeed I have no sort of doubt that, long before 1818,

full justice was done to Scott, even in these minor things,

by all those of his Edinburgh acquaintance, whether

Whig or Tory, on whose personal opinion he could have

been supposed to set much value. With few exceptions,

the really able lawyers of his own or nearly similar

standing had ere that time attained stations of judicial

dignity, or were in the springtide of practice ; and in

either case they were likely to consider general society

much in his own fashion, as the joyous relaxation of life,

oather than the theatre of exertion and display. Their
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tables were elegantly, some of them sumptuously spread

and they lived in a pretty constant interchange of enter-

tainments upon a large scale, in every circumstance of

which, conversation included, it was their ambition tc

imitate those voluptuous metropolitan circles, wherein

most of them had from time to time mingled, and severa

of them with distinguished success. Among such pros-

perous gentlemen, like himself past the mezzo cammin,

Scott's picturesque anecdotes, rich easy humour, and gay

involuntary glances of mother-wit, were, it is not difficult

to suppose, appreciated above contributions of a more

ambitious stamp ; and no doubt his London reputation de

salon (which had by degrees risen to a high pitch, al-

though he cared nothing for it) was not without its effect

in Edinburgh. But still the old prejudice lingered on in

the general opinion of the place, especially among the

smart praters of the Outer-House, whose glimpses of the

social habits of their superiors were likely to be rare,

and their gall-bladders to be more distended than their

purses.

In truth, it was impossible to listen to Scott's oral nar-

rations, whether gay or serious, or to the felicitous fun

with which he parried absurdities of all sorts, without

discovering better qualities in his talk than wit— and of

a higher order ; I mean especially a power of vivid

painting— the true and primary sense of what is called

Imagination. He was like Jacques— though not a

" Melancholy Jacques ; " and " moralized " a common

topic "into a thousand similitudes." Shakspeare and

the banished Duke would have found him " full of mat-

ter." He disliked mere disquisitions in Edinburgh, and

prepared impromptus in London ; and puzzled the pro*

moters of such things sometimes by placid silence, some*
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times by broad merriment. To such men he seemed

commonplace— not so to the most dexterous masters in

what was to some of them almost a science ; not so to

Rose, Hallam, Moore, or Rogers,— to Ellis, Mackintosh,

Croker, or Canning.

Scott managed to give and receive such great dinners

as I have been alluding to, at least as often as any other

private gentleman in Edinburgh ; but he very rarely ac-

companied his wife and daughters to the evening assem-

blies, which commonly ensued under other roofs— for

early to rise, unless in the case of spare-fed anchorites,

takes for granted early to bed. When he had no dinner

engagement, he frequently gave a few hours to the the-

atre ; but still more frequently, when the weather was

fine, and still more, I believe, to his own satisfaction, he

drove out with some of his family, or a single friend, in

an open carriage ; the favourite rides being either to the

Blackford Hills, or to Ravelston, and so home by Cor-

storphine ; or to the beach of Portobello, where Peter

was always instructed to keep his horses as near as pos-

sible to the sea. More than once, even in the first sum-

mer of my acquaintance with him, I had the pleasure

of accompanying him on these evening excursions ; and

never did he seem to enjoy himself more fully than when

placidly surveying, at such sunset or moonlight hours,

either the massive outlines of his " own romantic town,"

or the tranquil expanse of its noble estuary. He de-

lighted, too, in passing when he could, through some of

the quaint windings of the ancient city itself, now de-

serted, except at mid-day, by the upper world. How
often have I seen him go a long way round about, rather

than miss the opportunity of halting for a few minutes

on the vacant esplanade of Holyrood, or under the dark-
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est shadows of the Castle rock, where it overhangs the

Grassmarket, and the huge slab that still marks where

the gibbet of Porteous and the Covenanters had its sta-

tion. His coachman knew him too well to move at a

Jehu's pace amidst such scenes as these. No funeral

hearse crept more leisurely than did his landau up the

Canongate or the Cowgate; and not a queer tottering

gable but recalled to him some long-buried memory of

splendour or bloodshed, which, by a few words, he set

before the hearer in the reality of life. His image is

so associated in my mind with the antiquities of his na-

tive place, that I cannot now revisit them without feeling

as if I were treading on his gravestone.

Whatever might happen on the other evenings of the

week, he always dined at home on Sunday, and usually

some few friends were then with him, but never any per-

son with whom he stood on ceremony. These were, it

may be readily supposed, the most agreeable of his en-

tertainments. He came into the room rubbing his hands,

his face bright and gleesome, like a boy arriving at home

for the holidays, his Peppers and Mustards gambolling

about his heels, and even the stately Maida grinning and

wagging his tail in sympathy. Among the most regular

guests on these happy evenings were, in my time, as had

long before been the case, Mrs. Maclean Clephane of

Torloisk (with whom he agreed cordially on all subjects

except the authenticity of Ossian), and her daughters,

whose guardian he had become, at their own choice.

The eldest of them had been for some years married to

the Earl Compton (now Marquis of Northampton), and

was of course seldom in the north ; but the others had

much of the same tastes and accomplishments which so

highly distinguished the late Lady Northampton ; and
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Scott delighted especially in their proficiency in the

poetry and music of their native isles. Mr. and Mrs,

Skene of Rubislaw were frequent attendants— and so

were the Macdonald-Buchanans of Drumakiln, whose

eldest daughter, Isabella, was his chief favourite among

all his nieces of the Clerk's table— as was, among the

nephews, my own dear friend and companion, Joseph

Hume, a singularly graceful young man, rich in the

promise of hereditary genius, but, alas! cut off in the

early bloom of his days. The well-beloved Erskine was

seldom absent; and very often Terry or James Ballan-

tyne came with him— sometimes, though less frequently,

Constable. Among other persons who now and then ap-

peared at these " dinners without the silver dishes," as

Scott called them, I may mention— to say nothing of

such old cronies as Mr. Clerk, Mr. Thomson, and Mr.

Kirkpatrick Sharpe— Sir Alexander Boswell of Auchin-

leck, who had all his father Bozzy's cleverness, good hu-

mour, and joviality, without one touch of his meaner

qualities,— wrote Jenny dang the Weaver, and some

other popular songs, which he sang capitally— and was

moreover a thorough bibliomaniac; the late Sir Alex-

ander Don of Newton, in all courteous and elegant ac-

complishments the model of a cavalier ; and last, not

least, William Allan, R. A., who had shortly before this

time returned to Scotland from several years of travel

in Russia and Turkey. At one of these plain hearty

dinners, however, the company rarely exceeded three

or four, besides the as yet undivided family.

Scott had a story of a topping goldsmith on the Bridge,

who prided himself on being the mirror of Amphitryon s,

and accounted for his success by stating that it was his

invariable custom to set his own stomach at ease, by ft
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beefsteak and a pint of port in his back-shop, half an

hour before the arrival of his guests. But the host of

Castle Street had no occasion to imitate this prudent ar-

rangement, for his appetite at dinner was neither keen

nor nice. Breakfast was his chief meal. Before that

came, he had gone through the severest part of his day's

work, and then he set to with the zeal of Crabbe'

Squire Tovell—
" And laid at once a pound upon his plate."

No fox-hunter ever prepared himself for the field by

more substantial appliances. His table was always pro-

vided, in addition to the usually plentiful delicacies of a

Scotch breakfast, with some solid article, on which he

did most lusty execution— a round of beef— a pasty,

such as made Gil Bias's eyes water— or, most welcome

of all, a cold sheep's head, the charms of which primi-

tive dainty he has so gallantly defended against the dis-

paraging sneers of Dr. Johnson and his bear-leader.*

A huge brown loaf flanked his elbow, and it was placed

upon a broad wooden trencher, that he might cut and

come again with the bolder knife. Often did the Clerks'

coach, commonly called among themselves the Lively—
which trundled round every morning to pick up the

brotherhood, and then deposited them at the proper min-

ute in the Parliament Close— often did this lumbering

hackney arrive at his door before he had fully appeased

what Homer calls " the sacred rage of hunger "
; and

vociferous was the merriment of the learned uncles, when

the surprised poet swung forth
-

to join them, with an

extemporized sandwich, that looked like a ploughman's

luncheon, in his hand. But this robust supply woul<?

* See Croker's Boswell (edit. 1831), vol. in. p. 38.
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have served him in fact for the day. He never tasted

anything more before dinner, and at dinner he ate almost

as sparingly as Squire Tovell's niece from the boarding-

school—
" "Who cut the sanguine flesh in frustums fine,

A.nA marvelled much to see the creatures dine."

The only dishes he was at all fond of were the old-

fashioned ones to which he had been accustomed in the

days of Saunders Fairford ; and which really are excel-

lent dishes, — 8uch, in truth, as Scotland borrowed from

France before Catherine de Medicis brought in her

Italian virtuosi to revolutionize the kitchen like the

court. Of most of these, I believe, he has in the course

of his novels found some opportunity to record his

esteem. But, above all, who can forget that his King

Jamie, amidst the splendours of Whitehall, thinks him-

self an ill-used monarch unless his first course includes

cochyleehie ?

It is a fact, which some philosophers may think worth

setting down, that Scott's organization, as to more than

one of the senses, was the reverse of exquisite. He
had very little of what musicians call an ear ; his smell

ivas hardly more delicate. I have seen him stare about,

quite unconscious of the cause, when his whole company

betrayed their uneasiness at the approach of an over-

kept haunch of venison ; and neither by the nose nor

he palate could he disting.^h corked wine from sound.

He could never tell Madeira from Sherry— nay, an Ori-

ental friend having sent him a butt of sheeraz, when he

remembered the circumstance some time afterwards, an4

called for a bottle to have Sir John Malcolm's opinion of

its quality, it turned out that his butler, mistaking the
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label, had already served up half the bin as sherry. Port

he considered as physic : he never willingly swallowed

more than one glass of it, and was sure to anathematize

a second, if offered, by repeating John Home's epigram—
" Bold and erect the Caledonian stood,

Old was his mutton, and his claret good;

Let him drink port, the English statesman cried—
He drank the poison, and his spirit died."

In truth, he liked no wines except sparkling champagne

and claret ; but even as to this last he was no connois-

seur ; and sincerely preferred a tumbler of whisky-toddy

to the most precious " liquid ruby " that ever flowed in

the cup of a prince. He rarely took any other potation

when quite alone with his family; but at the Sunday

board he circulated the champagne briskly during dinner,

and considered a pint of claret each man's fair share after-

wards. I should not omit, however, that his Bourdeaux

was uniformly preceded by a small libation of the genuine

mountain dew, which he poured with his own hand, more

majorum, for each guest— making use for the purpose of

such a multifarious collection of ancient Highland quaighs

(little cups of curiously dovetailed wood, inlaid with sil-

ver) as no Lowland sideboard but his was ever equipped

with— but commonly reserving for himself one that was

peculiarly precious in his eyes, as having travelled from

Edinburgh to Derby in the canteen of Prince Charlie.

This relic had been presented to " the wandering Asca-

^ius " by some very careful follower, for its bottom is of

glass, that he who quaffed might keep his eye the while

upon the dirk hand of his companion.

The sound of music— (even, I suspect, of any sacred

music but psalm-singing)—would be considered indeco-

rous in the streets of Edinburgh on a Sunday night ; so
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upon the occasions I am speaking of, the harp was silent,

and Otterburne and The Bonnie House of Airlie must

needs be dispensed with. To make amends, after tea

in the drawing-room, Scott usually read some favourite

author for the amusement of his little circle ; or Erskine,

Ballantyne, or Terry, did so, at his request. He himself

read aloud high poetry with far greater simplicity, depth,

and effect, than any other man I ever heard ; and in

Macbeth or Julius Caesar, or the like, I doubt if Kemble

could have been more impressive. Yet the changes of

intonation were so gently managed, that he contrived to

set the different interlocutors clearly before us, without

the least approach to theatrical artifice. Not so the

others I have mentioned ; they all read cleverly and

agreeably, but with the decided trickery of stage recita-

tion. To them he usually gave the book when it was a

comedy, or, indeed, any other drama than Shakspeare's

or Joanna Baillie's. Dryden's Fables, Johnson's two

Satires, and certain detached scenes of Beaumont and

Fletcher, especially that in the Lover's Progress, where

the ghost of the musical innkeeper makes his appearance,

were frequently selected. Of the poets, his contempora-

ries, however, there was not one that did not come in for

his part. In Wordsworth, his pet pieces were, I think,

the Song for Brougham Castle, the Laodamia, and some

of the early sonnets :— in Southey, Queen Orraca, Fer-

nando Ramirez, the Lines on the Holly Tree— and, of

his larger poems, the Thalaba. Crabbe was perhaps,

next to Shakspeare, the standing resource ; but in those

days Byron was pouring out his spirit fresh and full

:

%nd, if a new piece from his hand had appeared, it was

mre to be read by Scott the Sunday evening afterwards,

and that with such delighted emphasis as showed how
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completely the elder bard had kept all his enthusiasm for

poetry at the pitch of youth, all his admiration of genius,

free, pure, and unstained by the least drop of literary

jealousy. Rare and beautiful example of a happily

constituted and virtuously disciplined mind and charac-

ter!

Very often something read aloud by himself or his

friends suggested an old story of greater compass than

would have suited a dinner-table— and he told it,

Whether serious or comical, or, as more frequently hap-

pened, part of both, exactly in every respect in the tone

and style of the notes and illustrations to his novels. A
great number of his best oral narratives have, indeed,

been preserved in those parting lucubrations ; and not a

few in his letters. Yet very many there were of which

his pen has left no record— so many, that, were I to task

my memory, I could, I believe, recall the outlines at least

of more than would be sufficient to occupy a couple of

these volumes. Possibly, though well aware how little

justice I could do to such things, rather than think of

their perishing forever, and leaving not even a shadow

behind, I may at some future day hazard the attempt.

Let me turn, meanwhile, to some dinner-tables very

different from his own, at which, from this time forward,

I often met Scott. It is very true of the societies I am
about to describe, that he was "among them, not of

them ;
" and it is also most true that this fact was appar-

ent in all the demeanour of his bibliopolical and typo-

graphical allies towards him whenever he visited them

under their roofs— not a bit less so than when they

were received at his own board ; but still, considering

how closely his most important worldly affairs were con-

nected with the personal character of the Ballantynes, 1
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think it a part, though neither a proud nor a very pleas-

ing part, of my duty as his biograpner, to record my
reminiscences of them and their doings in some detail.

James Ballantyne then lived in St. John Street, a row

of good, old-fashioned, and spacious houses, adjoining the

Canongate and Holyrood, and at no great distance from

his printing establishment. He had married a few years

before the daughter of a wealthy farmer in Berwickshire

— a quiet, amiable woman, of simple manners, and per-

fectly domestic habits : a group of fine young children were

growing up about him ; and he usually, if not constantly,

had under his roof his aged mother, his and his wife'8

tender care of whom it was most pleasing to witness.

As far as a stranger might judge, there could not be a

more exemplary household, or a happier one ; and I have

occasionally met the poet in St. John Street when there

were no other guests but Erskine, Terry, George Ho-

garth,* and another intimate friend or two, and when

James Ballantyne was content to appear in his own true

and best colours, the kind head of his family, the re-

spectful but honest schoolfellow of Scott, the easy land-

\ord of a plain, comfortable table. But when any great

event was about to take place in the business, especially

on the eve of a new novel, there were doings of a higher

strain in St. John Street ; and to be present at one of

those scenes was truly a rich treat, even— if not espe-

cially— for persons who, like myself, had no more knowl-

edge than the rest of the world as to the authorship of

Waverley. Then were congregated about the printer all

his own literary allies, of whom a considerable number

* George Hogarth, Esq., W. S., brother of Mrs. James Ballantyne.

This gentleman is now well known in the literary world ; especially by a
History of Music, of which all who understand that scieace speak highly.

vol. v. 9
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were bj no means personally familiar with " the great

unknown : "— who, by the way, owed to him that wide-

ly adopted title ;— and He appeared among the rest

with his usual open aspect of buoyant good-humour—
although it was not difficult to trace, in the occasional

play of his features, the diversion it afforded him to

watch all the procedure of his swelling confidant, and

the curious neophytes that surrounded the well-spread

board.

The feast was, to use one of James's own favourite

epithets, gorgeous; an aldermanic display of turtle and

venison, with the suitable accompaniments of iced punch,

potent ale, and generous Madeira. When the cloth was

drawn, the burley preses arose, with all he could muster

of the port of John Kemble, and spouted with a sonorous

voice the formula of Macbeth—
"Fill full!

1 drink to the general joy of the whole table!

"

This was followed by " The King, God bless him ! " and

second came— " Gentlemen, there is another toast which

never has been nor shall be omitted in this house of mine

— I give you the health of Mr. Walter Scott with three

times three
!

"— All honour having been done to this

health, and Scott having briefly thanked the company

with some expressions of warm affection to their host,

Mrs. Ballantyne retired ;— the bottles passed round

'wice or thrice in the usual way ;— and then James

rose once more, every vein on his brow distended, his

eyes solemnly fixed upon vacancy, to propose, not as

before in his stentorian key, but with " 'bated breath,"

in the sort of whisper by which a stage conspirator thrilli

the gallery— " Gentlemen, a bumper to the immortal Au>



DINNER IN ST. JOHN STREET- 131

thor of Waverley ! "— The uproar of cheering, in which

Scott made a fashion of joining, was succeeded by deep

silence, and then Ballantyne proceeded—
" In his Lord-Burleigh look, serene and serious,

A something of imposing and mysterious " —

to lament the obscurity in which his illustrious but too

modest correspondent still chose to .conceal himself from

the plaudits of the world— to thank the company for

the manner in which the nominis umbra had been re-

ceived— and to assure them that the Author of Wa-
verley would, when informed of the circumstance, feel

highly delighted— " the proudest hour of his life," &c.

&c. The cool, demure fun of Scott's features during all

this mummery was perfect ; and Erskine's attempt at a

gay nonchalance was still more ludicrously meritorious.

Aldiborontiphoscophornio, however, bursting as he was,

knew too well to allow the new novel to be made the

subject of discussion. Its name was announced, and suc-

cess to it crowned another cup ; but after that, no more

of Jedediah. To cut the thread, he rolled out unbidden

some one of his many theatrical songs, in a style that

would have done no dishonour to almost any orchestra—
The Maid of Lodi— or perhaps, The Bay of Biscay, oh !

<—or The sweet little cherub that sits up aloft. Other

toasts followed, interspersed with ditties from other per-

formers ;
— old George Thomson, the friend of Burns, was

ready, for one, with The Moorland Wedding, or Willie

brew'd a peck d maut ;— and so it went on, until Scott

and Erskine, with any clerical or very staid personage

that had chanced to be admitted, saw fit to withdraw.

Then the scene was changed. The claret and olives

made way for broiled bones and a mighty bowl of
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punch ; and when a few glasses of the hot beverage

had restored his powers, James opened ore rotundo on

the merits of the forthcoming romance. " One chapter

— one chapter only "— was the cry. After " nay, byW

Lady, nay ! " and a few more coy shifts, the proof-sheets

were at length produced, and James, with many a pref-

atory hem, read aloud what he considered as the most

striking dialogue they contained.

The first I heard so read was the interview between

Jeanie Deans, the Duke of Argyle, and Queen Caroline,

in Richmond Park ; and notwithstanding some spice of

the pompous tricks to which he was addicted, I must say

he did the inimitable scene great justice. At all events,

the effect it produced was deep and memorable, and no

wonder that the exulting typographer's one bumper more

to Jedediah Cleishbotham preceded his parting stave,

which was uniformly The Last Words of Marmion, exe-

cuted certainly with no contemptible rivalry of Braham.

What a different affair was a dinner, although proba-

bly including many of the same guests, at the junior

partner's ! He in those days retained, I think, no private

apartments attached to his auction-rooms in Hanover

Street, over the door of which he still kept emblazoned

" John Ballantyne and Company, Booksellers." At any

rate, such of his entertainments as I ever saw Scott par-

take of, were given at his villa near to the Frith of Forth,

by Trinity ;— a retreat which the little man had named
" Harmony Hall," and invested with an air of dainty vo-

luptuous finery, contrasting strikingly enough with the

substantial citizen-like snugness of his elder brother's

domestic appointments. His house was surrounded by

gardens so contrived as to seem of considerable extent,

having many a shady tuft, trellised alley, and mysterious
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alcove, interspersed among their bright parterres. It was

a fairy-like labyrinth, and there was no want of pretty

Armidas, such as they might be, to glide half-seen among

its mazes. The sitting-rooms opened upon gay and per-

fumed conservatories, and John's professional excursions

to Paris and Brussels in quest of objects of virtu, had

supplied both the temptation and the means to set forth

the interior in a fashion that might have satisfied the

most fastidious petite maitresse of Norwood or St. Denis.

John, too, was a married man : he had, however, erected

for himself a private wing, the accesses to which, whether

from the main building or the bosquet, were so narrow

that it was physically impossible for the handsome and

portly lady who bore his name to force her person

through any one of them. His dinners were in all re-

spects Parisian, for his wasted palate disdained such

John Bull luxuries as were all in all with James. The
piquant pasty of Strasburg or Perigord was never to

seek ; and even the piece de resistance was probably a

boar's head from Coblentz, or a turkey ready stuffed w ith

truffles from the Palais Royal. The pictures scattered

among John's innumerable mirrors, were chiefly of the-

atrical subjects— many of them portraits of beautiful

actresses— the same Peg Wofnngtons, Bellamys, Kitty

Clives, and so forth, that found their way in the sequel

to Charles Mathews's gallery at Highgate. Here that

exquisite comedian's own mimicries and parodies were

the life and soul of many a festival, and here, too, he

gathered from his facetious host not a few of the richest

materials for his at homes and monopolylogues. But, in-

deed, whatever actor or singer of eminence visited Edin-

burgh, of the evenings when he did not perform several

Tvere sure to be reserved for Trinity. Here Braham
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quavered, and here Liston drolled his best— here John*

stone, and Murray, an d Yates, mixed jest and stave—
here Kean revelled and rioted— and here the Roman
Kemble often played the Greek from sunset to dawn.

Nor did the popular cantatrice or danseuse of the time

disdain to freshen her roses, after a laborious week

amidst these Paphian arbours of Harmony Hall.

Johnny had other tastes that were equally expensive.

He had a well-furnished stable, and followed the fox-

hounds whenever the cover was within an easy distance.

His horses were all called after heroes in Scott's poems

or novels ; and at this time he usually rode up to his

auction on a tall milk-white hunter, yclept Old Mortality,

attended by a leash or two of greyhounds,— Die Ver-

non, Jenny Dennison, and so forth, by name. The feath-

erweight himself, appeared uniformly, hammer-in-hand,

in the half-dress of some sporting club— a light grey

frock, with emblems of the chase on its silver buttons,

white cord breeches, and jockey-boots in Meltonian order.

Yet he affected in the pulpit rather a grave address ; and

was really one of the most plausible and imposing of the

Puff tribe. Probably Scott's presence overawed his lu-

dicrous propensities ; for the poet was, when sales were

going on, almost a daily attendant in Hanover Street, and

himself not the least energetic of the numerous compet-

itors for Johnny's uncut fifteeners, Venetian lamps, Mi-

lanese cuirasses, and old Dutch cabinets. Maida, by the

way, was so well aware of his master's habits, that about

the time when the Court of Session was likely to break

up for the day, he might usually be seen couched in ex

pectation among Johnny's own .ail of greyhounds at the

threshold of :he mart.

It was at one of those Trinity dinners this summer
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that I first saw Constable. Being struck with his ap-

pearance, I asked Scott who he was, and he told me—
expressing some surprise that anybody should have lived

a winter or two in Edinburgh without knowing, by sight

at least, a citizen whose name was so familiar to the

world. I happened to say that I had not been prepared

to find the great bookseller a man of such gentleman-

like and even distinguished bearing. Scott smiled, and

answered— " Ay, Constable is indeed a grand-looking

chield. He puts me in mind of Fielding's apology for

Lady Booby— to wit, that Joseph Andrews had an air

which, to those who had not seen many noblemen, would

give an idea of nobility." I had not in those days been

much initiated in the private jokes of what is called, by

way of excellence, the trade, and was puzzled when Scott,

in the course of the dinner, said to Constable, " Will your

Czarish Majesty do me the honour to take a glass of

Champagne ? " I asked the master of the feast for an ex-

planation. " Oh !
" said he, " are you so green as not to

know that Constable long since dubbed himself The Czar

of Muscovy, John Murray The Emperor of the West, and

Longman and his string of partners The Divan ?"—
—" And what title," I asked, " has Mr. John Ballantyne

himself found in this new almanach imperial f "— " Let

that flee stick to the wa'," quoth Johnny : " When I set up

for a bookseller, the Crafty christened me The Dey of
AUjeers— but he now considers me as next thing to de-

throned." He added,— " His Majesty the autocrat is too

fond of these nicknames. One day a partner of the house

of Longman was dining with him in the country, to settle

an important piece of business, about which there occurred

a good deal of difficulty. * What fine swans you ha\e in

four pond there
!

' said the Londoner, by way of pa-
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renthesis. — ' Swans !
' cried Constable ;

' they are only

geese, man. There are just five of them, if you please

to observe, and their names are Longman, Hurst, Rees,

Orme, and Brown.' This skit cost the Crafty a good

It always appeared to me that James Ballantyne felt

his genius rebuked in the presence of Constable : his

manner was constrained, his smile servile, his hilarity

elaborate. Not so with Johnny : the little fellow never

seemed more airily frolicsome than when he capered for

the amusement of the Czar.* I never, however, saw

those two together, where, I am told, the humours of

them both were exhibited to the richest advantage—
I mean at the dinners with which Constable regaled,

among others, his own circle of literary serfs, and when
" Jocund Johnny " was very commonly his croupier.

There are stories enough of practical jokes upon such

occasions, some of them near akin to those which the

author of Humphrey Clinker has thought fit to record

of his own suburban villa, in the most diverting of young

Melford's letters to Sir Watkin Philips. I have heard,

for example, a luculent description of poor Allister Camp-

bell, and another drudge of the same class, running a race

after dinner for a new pair of breeches, which Mr. David

Bridges, tailor in ordinary to this northern potentate—
himself a wit, a virtuoso, and the croupier on that day

in lieu of Rigdum— had been instructed to bring with

him, and display before the threadbare rivals. But I

had these pictures from John Ballantyne, and I dare say

* "Now, John," cried Constable, one evening after he had told one

of his best stories— " Now, John, is that true?" — His object evi-

dently was, in Iago's phrase, to let doum the pegs; but Rigdum an

swered gaily, " True, indeed! Not one word of it!— any blockheai

tiay stick to truth, my hearty— but 'tis a sad hamperer of genius."
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they might be overcharged. That Constable was a most

bountiful and generous patron to the ragged tenants of

Grub Street, there can, however, be no doubt : and as

little that John himself acted on all occasions by them

in the same spirit, and this to an extent greatly beyond

what prudence (if he had ever consulted that guide in

anything) would have dictated.

When I visited Constable, as I often did at a period

somewhat later than that of which I now speak, and for

the most part in company with Scott, I found the book-

seller established in a respectable country gentleman's

seat, some six or seven miles out of Edinburgh, and

doing the honours of it with all the ease that might have

been looked for had he been the long-descended owner of

the place ;— there was no foppery, no show, no idle

luxury, but to all appearance the plain abundance and

simple enjoyment of hereditary wealth. His conversa-

tion was manly and vigorous, abounding in Scotch anec-

dotes of the old time, which he told with a degree of

spirit and humour only second to his great author's. No
man could more effectually control, whep he had a mind,

either the extravagant vanity which, on too many occa-

sions, made him ridiculous, or the despotic temper, which

habitually held in fear and trembling all such as were in

any sort dependent on his Czarish Majesty's pleasure.

In him I never saw (at this period) anything but the un-

obtrusive sense and the calm courtesy of a well-bred gen-

tleman. His very equipage kept up the series of contrasts

between him and the two Ballantynes. Constable went

back and forward between the town and Polton in a

deep-hung and capacious green barouche, without any

pretence at heraldic blazonry, drawn by a pair of sJeek,

alack, long-tailed horses, and conducted bv a pra.vo oW



1S8 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

coachman in plain blue livery. The Printer of the Can-

ongate drove himself and his wife about the streets and

suburbs in a snug machine, which did not overburthen

one powerful and steady cob ; while the gay auctioneer,

whenever he left the saddle for the box, mounted a bright

blue dog-cart, and rattled down the Newhaven road with

two high-mettled steeds, prancing tandem before him,

and most probably— especially if he was on his way to

the races at Musselburgh— with some " sweet singer of

Israel
n

flaming, with all her feathers, beside him. On
such occasions, by the by, Johnny sometimes had a

French horn with him, and he played on it with good

skill, and with an energy by no means prudent in the

state of his lungs.

The Sheriff told with peculiar unction the following

anecdote of this spark. The first time he went over to

pick up curiosities at Paris, it happened that he met, in

the course of his traffickings, a certain brother bookseller

of Edinburgh, as unlike him as one man could well be

to another— a grave, dry Presbyterian, rigid in all his

notions as the buckle of his wig. This precise worthy

having ascertained John's address, went to call on him,

a day or two afterwards, with the news of some richly

illuminated missal, which he might possibly be glad to

make prize of. On asking for his friend, a smiling

laquais de place informed him that Monsieur had gone

out, but that Madame was at home. Not doubting that

Mrs. Ballantyne had accompanied her husband on his

trip, he desired to pay his respects to Madame, and was

ushered in accordingly. * But oh, Mr. Scott !
" said, or

rather groaned the austere elder, on his return from this

Aiodern Babylon— " oh, Mr. Scott, there was nae Mrs.

John yonder, but a painted Jezabel sittin' up in her bed
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wi' a wheen impudent French limniers like hersel', and

twa or three whiskered blackguards, takin' their collation

o' nicknacks and champagne wine ! I ran out o' the

house as if I had been shot. What judgment will this

wicked warld come to ! The Lord pity us !
" Scott was

a severe enough censor in the general of such levities,

but somehow, in the case of Rigdumfunnidos, he seemed

to regard them with much the same toleration as the

naughty tricks of a monkey in the " Jardin des Plantes."

Why did Scott persist in mixing up all his most im-

portant concerns with such people as I have been de-

scribing ? I asked himself that question too unceremo-

niously at a long subsequent period, and in due time the

reader shall see the answer I received ; but it left the

main question, to my apprehension, as much in the dark

as ever. I shall return to the sad subject hereafter more

seriously ; but in the mean time let it suffice to say, that

he was the most patient, long-suffering, affectionate, and

charitable of mankind ; that in the case of both the Bal-

lantynes he could count, after all, on a sincerely, nay, a

passionately devoted attachment to his person ; that, with

the greatest of human beings, use is in all but unconquer-

able power ; and that he who so loftily tossed aside the

seemingly most dangerous assaults of flattery, the blan-

dishments of dames, the condescension of princes, the en-

thusiasm of crowds— had still his weak point, upon which

two or three humble besiegers, and one unwearied, though

most frivolous underminer, well knew how to direct their

approaches. It was a favourite saw of his own, that the

wisest of our race often reserve the average stock of

folly to be all expended upon some one flagrant absurd
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CHAPTER XLII.

Publication of the Heart of Mid-Lothian— Its reception in

Edinburgh and in England— Abbotsford in October— Mel-

rose Abbey
y
Dryburgh, $*c.— Lion-Hunters from America—

Tragedy of the Cherokee Lovers— Scott's Dinner to the Sel-

kirkshire Yeomen.

1818.

Hoping to be forgiven for a long digression, the

biographer willingly returns to the thread of Scott's

story. The Heart of Mid-Lothian appeared, as has

been mentioned, before the close of June 1818, and

among the letters which he received soon afterwards from

the friends by this time in the secret, there is one which

(though I do not venture to name the writer) I am
tempted to take the liberty of quoting :

—
" Now for it .... I can speak to the purpose,

as I have not only read it myself, but am in a house where

everybody is tearing it out of each other's hands, and talking

of nothing else. So much for its success— the more flatter-

ing, because it overcomes a prejudice. People were beginning

to say the author would wear himself out ; it was going on too

long in the same key, and no striking notes could possibly be

produced. On the contrary, I think the interest is stronger

here than in any of the former ones— (always excepting mj

Srst-love Waverley) — and one may congratulate you upon

having effected what many have tried to do, and nobody yet
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lucceeded in, making the perfectly good character the most

interesting. Of late days, especially since it has been the

fashion to write moral and even religious novels, one might

almost say of some of the wise good heroines, what a lively

girl once said to * * * * * of her well-meaning aunt— ' Upon

my word she is enough to make anybody wicked.' And though

beauty and talents are heaped on the right side, the writer, in

spite of himself, is sure to put agreeableness on the wrong ; the

person from whose errors he means you should take warning,

runs away with your secret partiality in the mean time. Had
this very story been conducted by a common hand, Effie would

have attracted all our concern and sympathy—Jeanie only cold

approbation. Whereas Jeanie, without youth, beauty, genius,

warm passions, or any other novel-perfection, is here our object

from beginning to end. This is ' enlisting the affections in the

cause of virtue ' ten times more than ever Richardson did ; for

whose male and female pedants, all-excelling as they are, I

never could care half so much as I found myself inclined to do

for Jeanie before I finished the first volume.

" You know I tell you my opinion just as I should do to a

third person, and I trust the freedom is not unwelcome. I was

a little tired of your Edinburgh lawyers in the introduction

;

English people in general will be more so, as well as impatient

of the passages alluding to Scotch law throughout. Mr. Sad-

dletree will not entertain them. The latter part of the fourth

volume unavoidably flags to a certain degree ; after Jeanie is

happily settled at Roseneath, we have no more to wish for.

But the chief fault I hare to find, relates to the reappearance

and shocking fate of the boy. I hear on all sides— ' Oh, I do

not like that
!

'— I cannot say what I would have had instead

;

but I do not like it either — it is a lame, huddled conclusion. I

know you so well in it, by the by !— you grow tired yourself,

want to get rid of the story, and hardly care how. Sir George

Staunton finishes his career very fitly ; he ought not to die in

his bed, and for Jeanie's sake one would not have him hanged.

It is unnatural, though, that he should ever have gone within
<wenty miles of the tolbooth, or shown his face in the streets
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of Edinburgh, or dined at a public meeting, if the Lord Com-

missioner had been his brother. Here ends my per contra

account. The opposite page would make my letter too long

if I entered equally into particulars. Carlisle and Corby-

castles in Waverley did not affect me more deeply than the

prison and trial scenes. The end of poor Madge Wildfire is

also most pathetic. The meeting at Muschat's Cairn tremen-

dous. Dumbiedykes and Rory Bean are delightful. And 1

shall own that my prejudices were secretly gratified by the

light in which you place John of Argyle, whom Mr. Coxe so

ran down to please Lord Orford. You have drawn him to

the very life. I heard so much of him in my youth, so many
anecdotes, so often ' as the Duke of Argyle used to say '—
that I really believe I am almost as good a judge as if I had

seen and lived with him. The late Lady ***** told me,

that when she married, he was still remarkably handsome;

with manners more graceful and engaging than she ever saw

in any one else ; the most agreeable person in conversation,

the best teller of a story. When fifty-seven thus captives

eighteen, the natural powers of pleasing must be extraor-

dinary. You have likewise coloured Queen Caroline exactly

right— but I was bred up in another creed about Lady Suf-

folk, of whom, as a very old deaf woman, I have some faint

recollection. Lady ***** knew her intimately, and never

would allow she had been the King's mistress, though she

owned it was currently believed. She said he had just enough

liking for her to make the Queen very civil to her, and very

jealous and spiteful ; the rest remained always uncertain at

most, like a similar scandal in our days, where I, for one,

imagine love of seeming influence on one side, and love of

lounging, of an easy house and a good dinner on the other, to

be all the criminal passions concerned. However, I confess,

Lady ***** had that in herself which made her not ready

to think the worst of her fellow-women.

" Did you ever hear the history of John Duke of Argyle's

marriage, and constant attachment, before and after, to a

woman not handsomer or much more elegant than Jeanie
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Deans, though very unlike her in understanding ? I can give

it you, if you wish it, for it is at my fingers' ends. Now I am
ancient myself, I should be a great treasure of anecdote t4

anybody who had the same humour, — but I meet with few

who have. They read vulgar tales in books, Wraxall, and so

forth, what the footmen and maids only gave credit to at the

noment, but they desire no farther information. I dare swear

nany of your readers never heard of the Duke of Argyle be-

fore. 'Pray, who was Sir Robert Walpole,' they ask me,
* and when did he live ?

'— or perhaps— ' Was not the great

Lord Chatham in Queen Anne's days ?

'

" We have, to help us, an exemplification on two legs in our

country apothecary, whom you have painted over and over

without the honour of knowing him; an old, dry, arguing,

prosing, obstinate Scotchman, very shrewd, rather sarcastic, a

sturdy Whig and Presbyterian, tirant un peu sur le democrat.

Your books are birdlime to him, however ; he hovers about the

house to obtain a volume when others have done with it. I

long to ask him whether Douce Davie was any way sib to him.

He acknowledges he would not now go to Muschat's Cairn at

night for any money— he had such a horror of it ' sixty years

ago ' when a laddie. But I am come to the end of my fourth

page, and will not tire you with any more scribbling

" P. S.— If I had known nothing, and the whole world had

told me the contrary, I should have found you out in that one

parenthesis,— ' for the man was mortal, and had been a school-

master.'
"

This letter was addressed from a great country house

in the south ; and may, I presume, be accepted as a fair

index of the instantaneous English popularity of Jeanie

Deans. From the choice of localities, and the splen-

did blazoning of tragical circumstances that had left the

strongest impression on the memory and imagination of

every inhabitant, the reception of this tale in Edinburgh
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was a scene of all-engrossing enthusiasm, such as I nevei

witnessed there on the appearance of any other literary

novelty. But the admiration and delight were the same

all over Scotland. Never before had he seized such

really noble features of the national character as were

canonized in the person of his homely heroine : no art

had ever devised a happier running contrast than that of

her and her sister, or interwoven a portraiture of low-

ly manners and simple virtues, with more graceful deline-

ations of polished life, or with bolder shadows of terror,

guilt, crime, remorse, madness, and all the agony of the

passions.

In the Introduction and notes to the Heart of Mid-

Lothian, drawn up in 1830, we are presented with de-

tails concerning the suggestion of the main plot, and the

chief historical incidents made use of, to which I can add

nothing of any moment.

The 12th of July restored the author as usual to the

supervision of his trees and carpenters ; but he had al-

ready told the Ballantynes, that the story which he had

found it impossible to include in the recent series of Jed-

ediah should be forthwith taken up as the opening one

of a third ; and instructed John to embrace the first fa-

vourable opportunity of offering C mstable the publication

of this, on the footing of 10,000 copies again forming the

first edition ; but now at length without any more stipu-

lations connected with the unfortunate "old stock" of

the Hanover-Street Company.

Before he settled himself to his work, however, he

made a little tour of the favourite description with his

wife and children— halting for a few days at Drumlan-

rig, thence crossing the Border to Carlisle and Rokeby

and returning by way of Alnwick. On the 17th August
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he writes thus to John Ballantyne from Drumlanrig—
" This is heavenly weather, and I am making the most

of it, as I shall have a laborious autumn before me. I

may say of my head and fingers as the farmer of his

mare, when he indulged her with an extra feed—
' Ye ken that Maggie winna sleep

For that or Simmer."

We have taken our own horses with us, and I have my
pony, and ride when I find it convenient."

The following seems to have been among the first let-

ters he wrote after his return :
—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby.

" Abbotsford, 10th Sept. 1818.

" My Dear Morritt,— We have been cruising to and fro

since we left your land of woods and streams. Lord Melville

wished me to come and stay two days with him at Melville

Castle, which has broken in upon my time a little, and inter-

rupted my purpose of telling you as how we arrived safe at

Abbotsford, without a drop of rain, thus completing a tour of

three weeks in the same fine weather in which we commenced

it— a thing which never fell to my lot before. Captain Fer-

gusson is inducted into the office of Keeper of the Regalia, to

the great joy, T think, of all Edinburgh. He has entered upon

a farm (of eleven acres) in consequence of this advancement,

for you know it is a general rule, that whenever a Scotsman

gets his head above water, he immediately turns it to land. As

he has already taken all the advice of all the notables in and

about the good village of Darnick, we expect to see his farm

look like a tailor's book of patterns, a snip of every several

opinion which he has received occupying its appropriate cor-

ner. He is truly what the French call un drole de corps.

" I wish you would allow your coachman to look out for me
among your neighbours a couple of young colts (rising three

VOL. V. 10
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would be the best age) that would match for a carriage some

two years hence. I have plenty of grass for them in the mean-

while, and should never know the expense of their keep at

Abbotsford. He seemed to think he could pick them up at

from £25 to £30, which would make an immense saving here-

after. Peter Matheson and he had arranged some sort of plan

of this kind. For a pair of very ordinary carriage-horses in

Edinburgh they ask £140 or more ; so it is worth while to be

a little provident. Even then you only get one good horse,

the other being usually a brute. Pray you excuse all this

palaver—
' These little things are great to little men.'

Our harvest is almost all in, but as farmers always grumble

about something, they are now growling about the lightness

of the crop. All the young part of our household are wrapt

up in uncertainty concerning the Queen's illness— for— if

her Majesty parts cable, there will be no Forest Ball, and that

is a terrible prospect. On Wednesday (when no post arrives

from London) Lord Melville chanced to receive a letter with a

black seal by express, and as it was of course argued to con-

tain the expected intelligence of poor Charlotte, it sold a good

many ells of black cloth and stuffs before it was ascertained to

contain no such information. Surely this came within the

line of high treason, being an imagining of the Queen's death.

Ever yours truly, Walter Scott."

" V. S. — Once more anent the colts. I am indifferent about

colour ; but, cceteris paribus, would prefer black or brown, to

bright bay or grey. I mention two off— as the age at which

they can be best judged of by the buyer."

Of the same date I find written in pencil, on what

must have been the envelope of some sherifFs-process
;

this note, addressed to Mr. Charles Erskine, the sheriff

substitute of Selkirkshire :
—
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" September 10, 1818.

tt Dear Charles,— I have read these papers with all atten-

tion this morning—-but think you will agree with me that

there must be an Eke to the Condescendence. Order the Eke

against next day. — Tom leaves with this packet a blackcock,

and (more's the pity) a grey hen. Yours, W. S."

And again he thus writes by post to James Ballan-

tyne :
—

" Abbotsford, September 10, 1818.

" Dear James,— I am quite satisfied with what has been

done as to the London bills. I am glad the presses move. I

have been interrupted sadly since my return by tourist gazers.

This day a confounded pair of Cambridge boys robbed me

of two good hours, and you of a sheet of copy— though

whether a good sheet or no, deponent saith not. The story is

a dismal one, and I doubt sometimes whether it will bear work-

ing out to much length after all. Query, if I shall make it so

effective in two volumes as my mother does in her quarter of

an hour's crack by the fireside V But nil desperandum. You
shall have a bunch to-morrow or next day— and when the

proofs come in, my pen must and shall step out. By the by, I

want a supply of pens— and ditto of ink. Adieu for the

present, for I must go over to Toftfield, to give orders anent

the dam and the footpath, and see item as to what should be

done anent steps at the Rhymer's Waterfall, which I think

may be made to turn out a decent bit of a linn, as would

let True Thomas his worth and dignity. Ever yours,

" W. S."

It must, I think, be allowed that these careless scraps,

when combined, give a curious picture of the man who

was brooding over the first chapters of the Bride of Lam-

mermoor. One of his visitors of that month was Mr. R.

Cadell, who was of course in all the secrets of the house

of Constable ; and observing how his host was harassed
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*«ith lion-hunters, and what a number of hours he spent

daily in the company of his work-people, he expressed,

during one of their walks, his wonder that Scott should

ever be able to write books at all while in the country.

* I know," he said, " that you contrive to get a few hours

in your own room, and that may do for the mere pen-

work ; but when is it that you think ? " " 0," said Scott,

"I lie simmering over things for an hour or so before I

get up— and there's the time I am dressing to overhaul

my half-sleeping half-waking projet de chapitre — and

when I get the paper before me, it commonly runs off

pretty easily.— Besides, I often take a dose in the plan-

tations, and while Tom marks out a dyke or a drain as

I have directed, one's fancy may be running its ain riggs

in some other world."

It was in the month following that I first saw Abbots-

ford. He invited my friend John Wilson (now Professor

of Moral Philosophy at Edinburgh) and myself to visit

him for a day or two on our return from an excursion to

Mr. Wilson's beautiful villa on the Lake of Windermere,

but named the particular day (October 8th) on which it

would be most convenient for him to receive us ; and we

discovered on our arrival, that he had fixed it from a

good-natured motive. We found him walking in one of

his plantations, at no great distance from the house, with

five or six young people, and his friends Lord Melville

$nd Captain Fergusson. Having presented us to the

first Lord of the Admiralty, he fell back a little and

jaid, " I am glad you came to-day, for I thought it might

be of use to you both, some time or otner, to be known

to my old schoolfellow here, who is, and I hope will long

continue to be, the great giver of good things in the Par-

liament House. I trust you have had enough of certain
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pranks with your friend Ebony, and if so, Lord Melville

will have too much sense to remember them." * We
then walked round the plantation, as yet in a very young

state, and came back to the house by a formidable work

which he was constructing for the defence of his haugh

against the wintry violences of the Tweed ; and he dis-

coursed for some time with keen interest upon the com-

parative merits of different methods of embankment, but

stopped now and then to give us the advantage of any

point of view in which his new building on the eminence

above pleased his eye. It had a fantastic appearance—
being but a fragment of the existing edifice — and not at

all harmonizing in its outline with " Mother Retford's
"

original tenement to the eastward. Scott, however, ex-

patiated con amore on the rapidity with which, being

chiefly of darkish granite, it was assuming a " time-

honoured" aspect. Fergusson, with a grave and re-

spectful look, observed, " Yes, it really has much the

air of some old fastness hard by the river Jordan."

This allusion to the Chaldee MS., already quoted, in

the manufacture of which Fergusson fancied Wilson

and myself to have had a share, gave rise to a burst

*f laughter among Scott's merry young folk? and their

companions, while he himself drew in his nether lip, and

rebuked the Captain with " Toots, Adam ! toots, Adam !

"

He then returned to his embankment, and described how
a former one had been entirely swept away in one night's

flood. But the Captain was ready with another ve**se of

* Ebony was Mr. Blackwood's own usual designation in the jeux

ijespril of his young Magazine, in many of which the persons thus

tddressed by Scott were conjoint culprits. They both were then, as

»iay be inferred, sweeping the boards >f the Parliament House «a
' brigfles3 hamsters."
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the Chaldee MS., and groaned out, by way of echo—
u Verily my fine gold hath perished ! " Whereupon the
u Great Magician " elevated his huge oaken staff as if to

lay it on the waggish soldier's back— but flourished it

gaily over his own head, and laughed louder than the

youngest of the company. As we walked and talked,

the Pepper and Mustard terriers kept snuffing about

among the bushes and heather near us, and started

every five minutes a hare, which scudded away before

them and the ponderous stag-hound Maida— the Sheriff

and all his tail hollowing and cheering, in perfect con-

fidence that the dogs could do no more harm to poor puss

than the venerable tom-cat, Hinse of Hinsfeldt, who pur-

sued the vain chase with the rest.

At length we drew near Peterkouse, and found sober

Peter himself, and his brother-in-law the facetious facto-

tum Tom Purdie, superintending, pipe in mouth, three

or four sturdy labourers busy in laying down the turf for

a bowling-green. " I have planted hollies all round it,

you see," said Scott, " and laid out an arbour on the

right-hand side for the laird ; and here I mean to have a

game at bowls after dinner every day in fine weather—
for I take that to have been among the indispensables of

our old vie de chateau" But I must not forget the rea-

son he gave me some time afterwards for having fixed

on that spot for his bowling-green. " In truth," he then

said, " I wished to have a smooth walk, and a canny seat

for myself within ear-shot of Peter's evening psalm."

The coachman was a devout Presbyterian, and many a

time have I in after-years accompanied Scott on his even-

ing stroll, when the principal object was to enjoy, from

the bowling-green, the unfailing melody of this good

man's family worship— and heard him repeat, as Peter's
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manly voice led the humble choir within, that beautiful

Btanza of Burns's Saturday night :
—

"They chaunt their artless notes in simple guise;

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim." &c.

It was near the dinner-hour before we reached the house,

and presently I saw assembled a larger company than I

should have fancied to be at all compatible with the exist-

ing accommodations of the place ; but it turned out that

Captain Fergusson, and the friends whom I have not as

yet mentioned, were to find quarters elsewhere for the

night. His younger brother, Captain John Fergusson of

the Royal Navy (a favourite lieutenant of Lord Nelson's)

had come over from Huntly Burn ; there were present

also, Mr. Scott of Gala, whose residence is within an

easy distance ; Sir Henry Hay Macdougal of Macker-

stoun, an old baronet, with gay, lively, and highly polished

manners, related in the same degree to both Gala and

the Sheriff; Sir Alexander Don, the member for Rox-

burghshire, whose elegant social qualities have been

alluded to in the preceding chapter ; and Dr. Scott of

Darnlee, a modest and intelligent gentleman, who having

realized a fortune in the East India Company's medical

service, had settled within two or three miles of Abbots-

ford, and, though no longer practising his profession, had

kindly employed all the resources of his skill in the en-

deavour to counteract his neighbour's recent liability to

attacks of cramp. Our host and one or two others ap-

peared, as was in those days a common fashion with

country gentlemen, in the lieutenancy uniform of their

county. How fourteen or fifteen people contrived to be

feated in the then dining-room of Abbotsford I know
aot— for it seemed quite full enough when it contained
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»nly eight or ten; but so it was— nor, as Sir Harry

Macdou gal's fat valet, warned by former experience, did

not join the train of attendants, was there any percepti-

ble difficulty in the detail of the arrangements. Every

thing about the dinner was, as the phrase runs, in excel-

lent style ; and in particular the potage a la Meg Mer-

rilees, announced as an attempt to imitate a device of the

Duke of Buccleuch's celebrated cook— by name Mon-

sieur Florence— seemed, to those at least who were

better acquainted with the Kaim of Derncleugh than

with the cuisine of Bowhill,* a very laudable specimen

of the art. The champagne circulated nimbly— and I

never was present at a gayer dinner. It had advanced

a little beyond the soup when it received an accompani-

ment which would not, perhaps, have improved the sat-

isfaction of southern guests, had any such been present.

A tall and stalwart bagpiper, in complete Highland cos-

tume, appeared pacing to and fro on the green before the

house, and the window being open, it seemed as if he

might as well have been straining his lungs within the

parlour. At a pause of his strenuous performance, Scott

took occasion to explain, that John of Skye was a recent

acquisition to the rising hamlet of Abbotstown ; that the

man was a capital hedger and ditcher, and only figured

with the pipe and philabeg on high occasions in the after-

part of the day ;
" but indeed," he added, laughing, " I

fear John will soon be discovering that the hook and mat-

* I "understand that this new celebrated soup was extemporized by

M. Florence on Scott's first visit to Bowhill after the publication of

Guy Mannering. Florence had served— and Scott having on some

eporting party made his personal acquaintance, he used often after-

wards to gratify the poet's military propensities by sending up mag
yficent representations in pastry, of citadels taken by the Emperoi

&c.
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tock are unfavourable to his chanter hand." When the

cloth was drawn, and the never-failing salver of quaighs

introduced, John of Skye, upon some well-known signal,

entered the room, but en militaire, without removing his

bonnet, and taking his station behind the landlord, re-

ceived from his hand the largest of the Celtic bickers

brimful of Glenlivet. The man saluted the company in

his own dialect, tipped off the contents (probably a quar-

ter of an English pint of raw aquavitae) at a gulp,

wheeled about as solemnly as if the whole ceremony had

been a movement on parade, and forthwith recommenced

his pibrochs and gatherings, which continued until long

after the ladies had left the table, and the autumnal

moon was streaming in upon us so brightly as to dim the

candles.

I had never before seen Scott in such buoyant spirits

as he showed this evening— and I never saw him

in higher afterwards; and no wonder, for this was the

first time that he, Lord Melville, and Adam Fergusson,

daily companions at the High School of Edinburgh, and

partners in many joyous scenes of the early volunteer

oeriod, had met since the commencement of what I may
call the serious part of any of their lives. The great

poet and novelist was receiving them under his own roof,

when his fame was at its acme, and his fortune seemed

culminating to about a corresponding height— and the

generous exuberance of his hilarity might have over-

flowed without moving the spleen of a Cynic. Old

ttories of the Yards and the Crosscauseway were relieved

by sketches of real warfare, such as none but Fergusson

(or Charles Mathews, had he been a soldier), could ever

have given ; and they toasted the memory of Green'

ireeks and the health of the Beau with equal devotion.
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When we rose from table, Scott proposed that we

should all ascend his western turret, to enjoy a moonlight

view of the valley. The younger part of his company

were too happy to do so : some of the seniors, who had

tried the thing before, found pretexts for hanging back.

The stairs were dark, narrow, and steep ; but the Sheriff

piloted the way, and at length there were as many on the

top as it could well afford footing for. Nothing could

be more lovely than the panorama ; all the harsher and

more naked features being lost in the delicious moon-

light; the Tweed and the Gala winding and sparkling

beneath our feet ; and the distant ruins of Melrose ap-

pearing, as if carved of alabaster, under the black mass

of the Eildons. The poet, leaning on his battlement,

seemed to hang over the beautiful vision as if he had

never seen it before. " If I live," he exclaimed, " I will

build me a higher tower, with a more spacious platform,

and a staircase better fitted for an old fellow's scram-

bling." The piper was heard re-tuning his instrument

below, and he called to him for Lochaber no more, John

of Skye obeyed, and as the music rose, softened by the

distance, Scott repeated in a low key the melancholy

words of the song of exile.

On descending from the tower, the whole company

were assembled in the new dining-room, which was still

under the hands of the carpenters, but had been bril-

liantly illuminated for the occasion. Mr. Bruce took his

station, and old and young danced reels to his melodious

accompaniment until they were weary, while Scott and

the Dominie looked on with gladsome faces, and beat

time now and then, the one with his staff, the other with

his wooden leg. A tray with mulled wine and whisky

punch was then introduced, and Lord Melville proposed
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ft bumper, with all the honours, to the Roof-tree. Cap-

tain Fergusson having sung Johnnie Cope, called on the

young ladies for Kenmures on and awcC ; and our host

then insisted that the whole party should join, standing

in a circle hand-in-hand more majorum, in the hearty

chorus of

11 Weel may we a' be,

111 may we never see,

God bless the king and the gude companie !
"

— which being duly performed, all dispersed. Such was

the handsel— (for Scott protested against its being con-

sidered as the house-heating) — of the new Abbotsford.

When I began this chapter, I thought it would be a

short one, but it is surprising how, when one digs into

his memory, the smallest details of a scene that was in-

teresting at the time, shall by degrees come to light

again. I now recall, as if I had seen and heard them

yesterday, the looks and words of eighteen years ago.

Awakening between six and seven next morning, I heard

Scott's voice close to me, and looking out of the little lat-

ticed window of the then detached cottage called the

chapel, saw him and Tom Purdie pacing together on the

green before the door, in earnest deliberation over what

seemed to be a rude daub of a drawing ; and every time

they approached my end of their parade, I was sure to

catch the words Blue Bank. It turned out in the course

of the day, that a field of clay near Toftfield went by

this name, and that the draining of it was one of the

chief operations then in hand. My friend Wilson mean-

while, who lodged also in the chapel, tapped at my door,

and asked me to rise and take a walk with him by the

river, for he had some angling project in his head. He
went out and joined in the consultation about the Blue
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Bank, while I was dressing
;
presently Scott hailed me

at the casement, and said he had observed a volume of

a new edition of Goethe on my table— would I lend

ft him for a little ? He carried off the volume accord-

ingly, and retreated with it to his den. It contained the

Faust, and, I believe, in a more complete shape than he

had before seen that masterpiece of his old favourite.

When we met at breakfast, a couple of hours after, he

was full of the poem— dwelt with enthusiasm on the

airy beauty of its lyrics, the terrible pathos of the scene

before the Mater Dolorosa, and the deep skill shown in

(he various subtle shadings of character between Mephis-

tophiles and poor Margaret. He remarked, however,

of the Introduction (which I suspect was new to him),

that blood would out— that, consummate artist as he

was, Goethe was a German, and that nobody but a Ger-

man would ever have provoked a comparison with the

book of Job, " the grandest poem that ever was written."

He added, that he suspected the end of the story had

been left in obscuro, from despair to match the closing

scene of our own Marlowe's Doctor Faustus. Mr. Wil-

son mentioned a report that Coleridge was engaged on a

translation of the Faust. " I hope it is so," said Scott

:

" Coleridge made Schiller's Wallenstein far finer than he

found it, and so he will do by this. No man has all the

resources of poetry in such profusion, but he cannot man-

age them so as to bring out anything of his own on a

large scale at all worthy of his genius. He is like a

lump of coal rich with gas, which lies expending itself

in puffs and gleams, unless some shrewd body will clap

it into a cast-iron box, and compel the compressed ele-

ment to do itself justice. His fancy and diction would

have long ago placed him above all his contemporaries,
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had they been under the direction of a sound judgment

and a steady will.* I don't now expect a great original

poem from Coleridge, but he might easily make a sort

of fame for himself as a poetical translator,— that would

be a thing completely unique and sui generis.
n

While this criticism proceeded, Scott was cutting away

at his brown loaf and a plate of kippered salmon, in a

style which strongly reminded me of Dandie Dinmont'a

luncheon at Mump's Hall ; nor was his German topic at

all the predominant one. On the contrary, the sentences

which have dwelt on my memory dropt from him now

and then, in the pauses, as it were, of his main talk ;
—

for though he could not help recurring, ever and anon,

to the subject, it would have been quite out of his way to

make any literary matter the chief theme of his conver-

sation, when there was a single person present who was

not likely to feel much interested in its discussion.-^

How often have I heard him quote on such occasions

Mr. Vellum's advice to the butler in Addison's excellent

play of The Drummer— " Your conjuror, John, is in-

* In the Introduction to The Lay of the Last Minstrel, 1830, Sir Wal-

ter says— " Were I ever to take the unbecoming freedom of censuring

a man of Mr. Coleridge's extraordinary talents, it would be on account

of the caprice and indolence with which he has thrown from him, as

in mere wantonness, those unfinished scraps of poetry, which, like the

Torso of antiquity, defy the skill of his poetical brethren to complete

them. The charming fragments which the author abandons to their

fate, are surely too valuable to be treated like the proofs of careless en-

gravers, the sweepings ofwhose studios often make the fortune of some

pains-taking collector." And in a note to The Abbot, alluding to Cole-

ridge's beautiful and tantalizing fragment of Christabel, he adds —
" Has not our own imaginative poet cause to fear that future ages will

desire to summon him from his place of rest, as Milton longed

1 To call up him who lefr half told

The story of Cambuscan bold.' "
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deed a twofold personage — but he eats and drinks liht

other people !
"

I may, however, take this opportunity of observing,

that nothing could have been more absurdly unfounded

than the statement which I have seen repeated in various

sketches of his Life and Manners, that he habitually ab-

stained from conversation on literary topics. In point of

fact, there were no topics on which he talked more openly

or more earnestly; but he, when in society, lived and

talked for the persons with whom he found himself sur-

rounded, and if he did not always choose to enlarge upon

the subjects which his companions for the time suggested,

it was simply because he thought or fancied that these

had selected, out of deference or flattery, subjects about

which they really cared little more than they knew. I

have already repeated, over and again, my conviction

that Scott considered literature, per $e, as a thing of far

inferior importance to the high concerns of political or

practical life ; but it would be too ridiculous to question

that literature nevertheless engrossed, at all times and

seasons, the greater part of his own interest and reflec-

tion : nor can it be doubted, that his general preference

of the society of men engaged in the active business of

the world, rather than that of, so-called, literary people,

was grounded substantially on his feeling that literature,

worthy of the name, was more likely to be fed and nour-

ished by the converse of the former than by that of the

latter class.

Before breakfast was over, the post-bag arrived, and

its contents were so numerous, that Lord Melville asked

Scott what election was on hand— not doubting that

there must be some very particular reason for such a

shoal of letters. He answered that it was much the



"THE CHEROKEE LOVERS." 159

same most days, and added, " though no one lias kinder

friends in the franking line, and though Freeling and

Croker especially are always ready to stretch the point

of privilege in my favour, I am nevertheless a fair con-

tributor to the revenue, for I think my bill for letters

seldom comes under £150 a-year ; and as to coach-par-

cels, they are a perfect ruination." He then told with

high merriment a disaster that had lately befallen him.

" One morning last spring," he said, " I opened a huge

lump of a despatch, without looking how it was ad-

dressed, never doubting that it had travelled under some

omnipotent frank like the First Lord of the Admiralty's,

when, lo and behold, the contents proved to be a MS.

play, by a young lady of New York, who kindly re-

quested me to read and correct it, equip it with prologue

and epilogue, procure for it a favourable reception from

the manager of Drury Lane, and make Murray or Con-

stable bleed handsomely for the copyright; and on in-

specting the cover, I found that I had been charged five

pounds odd for the postage. This was bad enough— but

there was no help, so I groaned and submitted. A fort-

night or so after, another packet, of not less formidable

bulk, arrived, and I was absent enough to break its seal

too without examination. Conceive my horror when out

jumped the same identical tragedy of The Cherokee

Lovers, with a second epistle from the authoress, stating

that, as the winds had been boisterous, she feared the

vessel intrusted with her former communication might

have foundered, and therefore judged it prudent to for-

ward a duplicate."

Scott said he must retire to answer his letters, but that

the 8ociable and the ponies would be at the door by one

e'clock, when he proposed to show Melrose and Dry-
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burgh to Lady Melville and any of the rest of the party

that chose to accompany them ; adding that his son Wal-

ter would lead anybody who preferred a gun to the

likeliest place for a blackcock, and that Charlie Pur-

die (Tom's brother) would attend on Mr. Wilson, and

whoever else chose to try a cast of the salmon-rod.

He withdrew when all this was arranged, and appeared

at the time appointed, with perhaps a dozen letters sealed

for the post, and a coach-parcel addressed to James Bal-

lantyne, which he dropt at the turnpike-gate as we drove

to Melrose. Seeing it picked up by a dirty urchin, and

carried into a hedge pot-house, where half-a-dozen nonde-

script wayfarers were smoking and tippling, I could not

but wonder that it had not been the fate of some one

of those innumerable packets to fall into unscrupulous

hands, and betray the grand secret. That very morning

we had seen two post-chaises drawn up at his gate, and

the enthusiastic travellers, seemingly decent tradesmen

and their families, who must have been packed in a

manner worthy of Mrs. Gilpin, lounging about to catch

a glimpse of him at his going forth. But it was impos-

sible in those days to pass between Melrose and Abbots-

ford without encountering some odd figure, armed with

a sketch-book, evidently bent on a peep at the Great

Unknown ; and it must be allowed that many of these

pedestrians looked as if they might have thought it very

excusable to make prize, by hook or by crook, of a MS.

chapter of the Tales of my Landlord.

Scott showed us the ruins of Melrose in detail ; and

as we proceeded to Dryburgh, descanted learnedly and

sagaciously on the good effects which must have attended

the erection of so many great monastic establishments in

it district so peculiarly exposed to the inroads of the Eng
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lish in the days of the Border wars. " They were now

and then violated," he said, " as their aspect to this hour

bears witness ; but for once that they suffered, any lay

property similarly situated must have been harried a

dozen times. The bold Dacres, Liddells, and Howards,

that could get easy absolution at York or Durham for

any ordinary breach of a truce with the Scots, would

have had to dree a heavy dole had they confessed plun-

dering from the fat brothers, of the same order perhaps,

whose lines had fallen to them on the wrong side of the

Cheviot." He enlarged too on the heavy penalty which

the Crown of Scotland had paid for its rash acquiescence

in the wholesale robbery of the Church at the Reformation.

" The proportion of the soil in the hands of the clergy

had," he said, " been very great— too great to be con-

tinued. If we may judge by their share in the public

burdens, they must have had nearly a third of the land

in their possession. But this vast wealth was now dis-

tributed among a turbulent nobility, too powerful before ;

and the Stuarts soon found, that in the bishops and lord

abbots they had lost the only means of balancing their

factions, so as to turn the scale in favour of law and

order ; and by and by the haughty barons themselves,

who had scrambled for the worldly spoil of the church,

found that the spiritual influence had been concentrated

in hands as haughty as their own, and connected with no

feelings likely to buttress their order any more than the

Crown— a new and sterner monkery, under a different

name, and essentially plebeian. Presently the Scotch

were on the verge of republicanism, in state as well as

kirk, and I have sometimes thought it was only the ac-

cession of King • Jamie to the throne of England that

could have given monarchy a chance of prolonging its

*OL.. v. 11
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existence here." One of his friends asked what he sup-

posed might have been the annual revenue of the abbey

of Melrose in its best day. He answered, that he sus-

pected, if all the sources of their income were now in

clever hands, the produce could hardly be under £100,-

000 a-year ; and added— " Making every allowance for

modern improvements, there can be no question that the

sixty brothers of Melrose divided a princely rental.

The superiors were often men of very high birth, and

the great majority of the rest were younger brothers of

gentlemen's families. I fancy they may have been, on

the whole, pretty near akin to your Fellows of All Souls

— who, according to their statute, must be bene nati, bene

vestiti, et mediocriter docti. They had a good house in

Edinburgh, where, no doubt, my lord abbot and his chap-

lains maintained a hospitable table during the sittings of

Parliament." Some one regretted that we had no lively

picture of the enormous revolution in manners that must

have followed the downfall of the ancient Church in Scot-

land. He observed that there were, he fancied, mate-

rials enough for constructing such a one, but that they

were mostly scattered in records— " of which," said he

" who knows anything to the purpose except Tom Thom-

son and John Riddell ? It is common to laugh at such

researches, but they pay the good brains that meddle

with them ;— and had Thomson been as diligent in set-

ting down his discoveries as he has been in making

them, he might, long before this time of day, have

placed himself on a level with Ducange or Camden.

The change in the country-side," he continued, " must

indeed have been terrific ; but it does not seem to have

been felt very severely by a certain Boniface of St. An-

drews, for when somebody asked him, on the subsidencl
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of the storm, what he thought of all that had occurred,—
1 Why,' answered mine host, ' it comes to this, that the

moderawtor sits in my meikle chair, where the dean

sat before, and in place of calling for the third stoup

of Bourdeaux, bids Jenny bring ben anither bowl of

toddy.'

"

At Dryburgh, Scott pointed out to us the sepulchral

aisle of his Haliburton ancestors, and said he hoped, in

God's appointed time, to lay his bones among their dust.

The spot was, even then, a sufficiently interesting and im-

pressive one ; but I shall not say more of it at present.

On returning to Abbotsford, we found Mrs. Scott and

her daughters doing penance under the merciless curiosity

of a couple of tourists who had arrived from Selkirk soon

after we set out for Melrose. They were rich specimens

— tall, lanky young men, both of them rigged out in new

jackets and trowsers of the Macgregor tartan ; the one,

as they had revealed, being a lawyer, the other a Unita-

rian preacher, from New England. These gentlemen,

when told on their arrival that Mr. Scott was not at home,

had shown such signs of impatience, that the servant took

it for granted they must have serious business, and asked

if they would wish to speak a word with his lady. They

grasped at this, and so conducted themselves in the inter-

view, that Mrs. Scott never doubted they had brought

letters of introduction to her husband, and invited them

accordingly to partake of her luncheon. They had been

walking about the house and grounds with her and her

daughters ever since that time, and appeared at the porch,

when the Sheriff and his party returned to dinner, as if

they had been already fairl^ enrolled on his visiting list.

For the moment, he too was taken in— he fancied that

his wife must have received arid opened their credentials
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•— and shook hands with them with courteous cordiality.

But Mrs. Scott, with all her overflowing good-nature, was

a sharp observer ; and she, before a minute had elapsed,

interrupted the ecstatic compliments of the strangers, by-

reminding them that her husband would be glad to have

the letters of the friends who had been so good as to write

by them. It then turned out that there were no letters

to be produced— and Scott, signifying that his hour for

dinner approached, added, that as he supposed they meant

to walk to Melrose, he could not trespass further on their

time. The two lion-hunters seemed quite unprepared for

this abrupt escape. But there was about Scott, in per-

fection, when he chose to exert it, the power of civil re-

pulsion ; he bowed the overwhelmed originals to his door,

and on re-entering the parlour, found Mrs. Scott com-

plaining very indignantly that they had gone so far as to

pull out their note-book, and beg an exact account, not

only of his age— but of her own. Scott, already half

relenting, laughed heartily at this misery. He observed,

however, that, "if he were to take in all the world, he

had better put up a sign-post at once—
' Porter, ale, and British spirits,

Painted bright between twa trees ;
'
*

and that no traveller of respectability could ever be at a

loss for such an introduction as would ensure his best hos-

pitality." Still he was not quite pleased with what had

happened— and as we were about to pass, half an hour

afterwards, from the drawing-room to the dining-room, he

said to his wife, " Hang the Yahoos, Charlotte— but we

should have bid them stay dinner." " Devil a bit," quoth

Captain John Fergusson, who had again come over from

* Macneill's Will and Jean.
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Huntly Burn, and had been latterly assisting the lady to

amuse her Americans— " Devil a bit, my dear,— they

were quite in a mistake, I could see. The one asked

Madame whether she deigned to call her new house Tul-

lyveolan or Tillietudlem ; and the other, when Maida

happened to lay his nose against the window, exclaimed

pro-di-gi-ous ! In short, they evidently meant all their

humbug not for you, but for the culprit of Waverley, and

the rest of that there rubbish." " Well, well, Skipper,"

was the reply,— " for a' that, the loons would hae been

nane the waur o' their kail."

From this banter it may be inferred that the younger

Fergusson had not as yet been told the Waverley secret

— which to any of that house could never have been any

mystery. Probably this, or some similar occasion soon

afterwards, led to his formal initiation; for during the

many subsequent years that the veil was kept on, I used

to admire the tact with which, when in their topmost high-

jinks humour, both " Captain John " and " The Auld

Captain " eschewed any the most distant allusion to the

affair.

And this reminds me, that at the period of which I

am writing, none of Scott's own family, except of course

his wife, had the advantage in that matter of the Skipper.

Some of them, too, were apt, like him, so long as no regu-

lar confidence had been reposed in them, to avail them-

selves of the author's reserve for their own sport among

friends. Thus one morning, just as Scott was opening

the door of the parlour, the rest of the party being

already seated at the breakfast-table, the Dominie was in

the act of helping himself to an egg, marked with a pe-

culiar hieroglyphic by Mrs. Thomas Purdie, upon which

Anne Scott, then a lively rattling girl of sixteen, lisped
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out, " That's a mysterious looking egg, Mr. Thomson—
what if it should have been meant for the Great Un-

known ? " Ere the Dominie could reply, her father ad-

vanced to the foot of the table, and having seated himself

and deposited his stick on the carpet beside him, with a

sort of whispered whistle— " What's that Lady Anne's *

saying?" quoth he ; "I thought that it had been well known

that the keelavined egg must be a soft one for the Sher*

ra ? " And so he took his egg, and while all smiled in

silence, poor Anne said gaily, in the midst of her blushes,

" Upon my word, papa, I thought Mr. John Ballantyne

might have been expected." This allusion to Johnny's

glory in being considered as the accredited representative

of Jedediah Cleishbotham, produced a laugh,— at which

the Sheriff frowned— and then laughed too.

I remember nothing particular about our second day's

dinner, except that it was then I first met my dear and

honoured friend William Laidlaw. The evening passed

rather more quietly than the preceding one. Instead of

the dance in the new dining-room, we had a succession

of old ballads sung to the harp and guitar by the young

ladies of the house ; and Scott, when they seemed to

have done enough, found some reason for taking down

a volume of Crabbe, and read us one of his favourite

tales—
" Grave Jonas Kindred, Sybil Kindred's sire,

Was six feet high, and looked six inches higher," &c.

But jollity revived in full vigour when the supper-tray

* When playing, in childhood, with the young ladies of the Bu<

cleuch family, she had been overheard saying to her namesake Lady

Anne Scott, " Well, I do wish I were Lady Anne too— it is so much

prettier than Miss; " thenceforth she was commonly addressed in Lh«

family by the coveted title.
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was introduced ; and to cap all merriment, Captain Fer-

gusson dismissed us with the Laird of Gockpen. Lord

and Lady Melville were to return to Melville Castle

next morning, and Mr. Wilson and I happened to men-

tion that we were engaged to dine and sleep at the seat

of my friend and relation Mr. Pringle of Torwoodlee, on

ur way to Edinburgh. Scott immediately said that he

would send word in the morning to the Laird, that he

and Adam Fergusson meant to accompany us— such

being the unceremonious style in which country neigh-

bors in Scotland visit each other. Next day, accordingly,

we all rode over together to Mr. Pringle's beautiful

seat— the " distant Torwoodlee " of the Lay of the

Last Minstrel, but distant not above five or six miles

from Abbotsford— coursing hares as we proceeded, but

inspecting the antiquities of the Gatrail to the inter-

ruption of our sport. We had another joyous evening

at Torwoodlee. Scott and Fergusson returned home at

night, and the morning after, as Wilson and I mounted

for Edinburgh, our kind old host, his sides still sore with

laughter, remarked that " the Sheriff and the Captain to-

gether were too much for any company."

There was much talk between the Sheriff and Mr.

Pringle about the Selkirkshire Yeomanry Cavalry, of

which the latter had been the original commandant.

Young Walter Scott had been for a year or more Cor-

net in the corps, and his father was consulting Torwood-

lee about an entertainment which he meant to give them

on his son's approaching birth-day. It was then that the

new dining-room was to be first heated in good earnest

;

and Scott very kindly pressed Wilson and myself, at

parting, to return for the occasion — which, however,

we found it impossible to do. The reader must there-
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fore be satisfied with what is said about it in one of the

following letters :
—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby.

" Abbotsford, 5th Nov. 1818.

" My Dear Morritt,— Many thanks for your kind letter of

29th October. The matter of the colts being as you state,

shall let it lie over until next year, and then avail myself of

your being in the neighbourhood to get a good pair of four-

year-olds, since it would be unnecessary to buy them a year

younger, and incur all the risks of disease and accident, unless

they could have been had at a proportional under-value.
u ***** * leaves us this morning after a visit of about a

week. He improves on acquaintance, and especially seems so

pleased with everything, that it would be very hard to quarrel

with him. Certainly, as the Frenchman said, il a un grand

talent pour le silence. I take the opportunity of his servant

going direct to Rokeby to charge him with this letter, and a

plaid which my daughters entreat you to accept of as a token

of their warm good wishes. Seriously you will find it a good

bosom friend in an easterly wind, a black frost, or when your

country avocations lead you to face a dry wap of snow. I find

it by far the lightest and most comfortable integument which I

can use upon such occasions.

" We had a grand jollification here last week ;
— the whole

troop of Forest Yeomanry dining with us. I assure you the

scene was gay and even grand, with glittering sabres, waving

standards, and screaming bagpipes ; and that it might not lack

spectators cf taste, who should arrive in the midst of the hurri-

cane, but Lord and Lady Compton, whose presence gave a

great zest to the whole affair. Everything went off very well,

and as cavalry have the great advantage over infantry, that

their legs never get drunk, they retired in decent disorder

about ten o'clock. I was glad to see Lord and Lady Compton

so very comfortable, and surrounded with so fine a family, the

natural bond of mutual regard and affection. She has got
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very jolly, but otherwise has improved on her travels. I had a

long chat with her, and was happy to find her quite contented

and pleased with the lot she has drawn in life. It is a brilliant

one in many respects, to be sure; but still I have seen the

story of the poor woman, who, after all rational subjects of dis-

tress had been successively remedied, tormented herself about

the screaming of a neighbour's peacock— I say, I have seen

this so often realized in actual life, that I am more afraid of

my friends making themselves uncomfortable, who have only

imaginary evils to indulge, than I am for the peace of those

who, battling magnanimously with real inconvenience and

danger, find a remedy in the very force of the exertions to

which their lot compels them.

" I sympathize with you for the dole which you are dreeing

under the inflictions of your honest proser. Of all the boring

machines ever devised, your regular and determined story-

teller is the most peremptory and powerful in his operations.

This is a rainy day, and my present infliction is an idle cousin,

a great amateur of the pipes, who is performing incessantly in

the next room for the benefit of a probationary minstrel, whose

pipes scream a la distance, as the young hoarse cock-chicken

imitates the gallant and triumphant screech of a veteran Sir

Chanticleer. Yours affectionately, W. Scott."
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CHAPTER XLIII.

Declining health of Charles Duke of Buccleuch — Letter on

the Death of Queen Charlotte— Provincial Antiquities, 8fc—
Extensive Sale of Copyrights to Constable #* Co. — Death

of Mr. Charles Carpenter— Scott accepts the offer of a

Baronetcy— He declines to renew his application for a seat

on the Exchequer Bench— Letters to Morritt, Richardson,

Miss Baillie, the Duke of Buccleuch, Lord Montagu, and

Captain Fergusson — Rob Roy played at Edinburgh— Let-

ter from Jedediah Cleishbotham to Mr. Charles Mackay.

1818-1819.

I have now to introduce a melancholy subject— one

of the greatest afflictions that ever Scott encountered.

The health of Charles Duke of Buccleuch was by this

time beginning to give way, and Scott thought it his

duty to intimate his very serious apprehensions to his

noble friend's brother.

" To the Right Hon. Lord Montagu, Ditton Park, Windsor.

" Edinburgh, 12th Nov. 1818.

" My Dear Lord,— I am about to write to you with feelings

of the deepest anxiety. I have hesitated for two or three days

whether I should communicate to your Lordship the sincere

alarm which I entertain on account of the Duke's present state

of health, but I have come to persuade myself, that it will be

discharging a part of the duty which I owe to him, to mention
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my own most distressing apprehensions. 1 was at the cattle-

ihow on the 6th, and executed the delegated task of toast-

master, and so forth. I was told by * * * * that the Duke
is under the influence of the muriatic bath, which occasions a

good deal of uneasiness when the medicine is in possession of

the system. The Duke observed the strictest diet, and re-

mained only a short time at table, leaving me to do the

honours, which I did with a sorrowful heart, endeavouring,

however, to persuade myself that * * * *'s account, and the

natural depression of spirits incidental to his finding himself

unable for the time to discharge the duty to his guests, which

no man could do with so much grace and kindness, were suf-

ficient to account for the alteration of his manner and appear-

ance. I spent Monday with him quietly and alone, and I must

say that all I saw and heard was calculated to give me the

greatest pain. His strength is much less, his spirits lower, and
his general appearance far more unfavourable than when I left

him at Drumlanrig a few weeks before. What * * * *, and

indeed what the Duke himself, says of the medicine, may be

true— but * * * * is very sanguine, and, like all the per-

sonal physicians attached to a person of such consequence, he

is too much addicted to the placebo— at least I think so— too

apt to fear to give offence by contradiction, or by telling that

sort of truth which may contravert the wishes or habits of his

patient. I feel I am communicating much pain to your Lord-

ship, but I am sure that, excepting yourself, there is not a man
in the world whose sorrow and apprehension could exceed mine

in having such a task to discharge ; for, as your Lordship well

knows, the ties which bind me to your excellent brother are of

a much stronger kind than usually connect persons so different

in rank. But the alteration in voice and person, in features,

and in spirits, all argue the decay of natural strength, and the

increase of some internal disorder, which is gradually triumph-

ing over the system. Much has been done in these cases by

change of climate. I hinted this to the Duke at Drumlanrig,

but I found his mind totally averse to it. But he made some

inquiries at Harden (just returned from Italy), which seemed
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*o imply that at least the idea of a winter in Italy or the south

of France was not altogether out of his consideration. Your
Lordship will consider whether he can or ought to be pressed

upon this point. He is partial to Scotland, and feels the many
high duties which bind him to it. But the air of this country,

with its alternations of moisture and dry frost, although excel-

lent for a healthy person, is very trying to a valetudinarian.

" I should not have thought of volunteering to communicate

guch unpleasant news, but that the family do not seem alarmed.

I am not surprised at this, because, where the decay of health

is very gradual, it is more easily traced by a friend who sees

the patient from interval to interval, than by the affectionate

eyes which are daily beholding him.

" Adieu, my dear Lord. God knows you will scarce read

this letter with more pain than I feel in writing it. But it

seems indispensable to me to communicate my sentiments of

the Duke's present situation to his nearest relation and dearest

friend. His life is invaluable to his country and to his family,

and how dear it is to his friends can only be estimated by those

who know the soundness of his understanding, the uprightness

and truth of his judgment, and the generosity and warmth of

his feelings. I am always, my dear Lord, most truly yours,

" Walter Scott."

Scott's letters of this and the two following months are

very much occupied with the painful subject of the Duke

of Buccleuch's health ; but those addressed to his Grace

himself are in general in a more jocose strain than

usual. His friend's spirits were sinking, and he exerted

himself in this way, in the hope of amusing the hours

tf languor at Bowhill. These letters are headed " Ed

"mburgh Gazette Extraordinary," No. 1, No. 2, and so

on ; but they deal so much in laughable gossip abou^

persons still living, that I find it difficult to. make any

extracts from them. The following paragraphs, how-

ever, from the Gazette of November the 20th, give
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a little information as to his own minor literary la-

bours:—
" The article on Gourgaud's Narrative * is by a certain

Vieux Routier of your Grace's acquaintance, who would wil-

lingly have some military hints from you for the continuation

of the article, if at any time you should feel disposed to amuse

yourself with looking at the General's most marvellous per-

formance. His lies are certainly like the father who begot

them. Do not think that at any time the little trumpery in-

telligence this place affords can interrupt my labours while it

amuses your Grace. I can scribble as fast in the Court of

Session as anywhere else, without the least loss of time or

hinderance of business. At the same time, I cannot help

laughing at the miscellaneous trash I have been putting out of

my hand, and the various motives which made me undertake

the jobs. An article for the Edinburgh Review f— this for

the love of Jeffrey, the editor— the first for ten years. Do.,

being the article Drama for the Encyclopedia— this for the

sake of Mr. Constable, the publisher. Do. for the Blackwoodian

Magazine— this for love of the cause I espoused. Do. for the

Quarterly Review J— this for the love of myself, I believe, or,

which is the same thing, for the love of £100, which I wanted

for some odd purpose. As all these folks fight like dog and cat

among themselves, my situation is much like the Suave mare

tnagno, and so forth

" I hope your Grace will never think of answering the

Gazettes at all, or even replying to letters of business, until

you find it quite convenient and easy. The Gazette will con-

tinue to appear as materials occur. Indeed I expect, in the

end of nest week, to look in upon Bowhill, per the Selkirk

* Article on General Gourgaud's Memoirs in Blackwood's Magazine
for November 1818.

t Article on Maturin's Women, or Pour et Contre. (Miscellaneous

Prose Works, Vol. XVIII.)

X Article on Childe Harold, Canto IV. (Misc. Prose Works VoL
XVII.)
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mail, about eight at night, with the hope of spending a (lay

there, which will be more comfortable than at Abbotsford,

where I should feel like a mouse below a firlot. If I find the

Court can spare so important a person for one day, I shall

order my pony up to meet me at Bowhill, and, supposing me
to come on Friday night, I can easily return by the Blucher

on Monday, dining and sleeping at Huntly Burn on the Sun

day. So I shall receive all necessary reply in person."

Good Queen Charlotte died on the 17th of this month

;

and in writing to Mr. Morritt on the 21st, Scott thus ex-

presses what was, I believe, the universal feeling at the

moment :
—

" So we have lost the old Queen. She has only had the

sad prerogative of being kept alive by nursing for some pain-

ful weeks, whereas perhaps a subject might have closed the

scene earlier. I fear the effect of this event on public man-

ners— were there but a weight at the back of the drawing-

room door, which would slam it in the face of w s, its fall

ought to be lamented ; and I believe that poor Charlotte really

adopted her rules of etiquette upon a feeling of duty. If we
should suppose the Princess of Wales to have been at the head

of the matronage of the land for these last ten years, what

would have been the difference on public opinion ! No man
of experience will ever expect the breath of a court to be

favourable to correct morals— sed si non caste caute tamen.

One half of the mischief is done by the publicity of the evil,

which corrupts those which are near its influence, and fills

with disgust and apprehension those to whom it does not

directly extend. Honest old Evelyn's account of Charles the

Second's court presses on one's recollection, and prepares the

mind for anxious apprehensions."

Towards the end of this month Scott received from his

kind friend Lord Sidmouth, then Secretary of State for

the Home Department, the formal announcement of th«
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Prince Regent's desire (which had been privately com-

municated some months earlier through the Lord Chief-

Commissioner Adam) to confer on him the rank of Baro-

net. "When Scott first heard of the Regent's gracious

intention, he had signified considerable hesitation about

the prudence of his accepting any such accession of rank

;

for it had not escaped his observation, that such airy

sounds, however modestly people may be disposed to esti-

mate them, are apt to entail in the upshot additional cost

upon their way of living, and to affect accordingly the

plastic fancies, feelings, and habits of their children. But

Lord Sidmouth's letter happened to reach him a few days

after he had heard of the sudden death of his wife's

brother, Charles Carpenter, who had bequeathed the re-

version of his fortune to his sister's family ; and this cir-

cumstance disposed Scott to wave his scruples, chiefly

with a view to the professional advantage of his eldest

son, who had by this time fixed on the life of a soldier.

As is usually the case, the estimate of Mr. Carpenter's

property transmitted at the time to England proved to

have been an exaggerated one ; as nearly as my present

information goes, the amount was doubled. But as to the

only question of any interest, to wit, how Scott himself

felt on all these matters at the moment, the following let-

ter to one whom he had long leaned to as a brother, will

be more satisfactory than anything else it is in my power

\o quote :
—

" To J. B. S. Morritt, Esq., M. P., Rokeby.

" Edinburgh, 7th December 1818.

" My Dear Morritt,— I know you are indifferent to nothing

that concerns us, and therefore I take an early opportunity to

acquaint you with the mixture of evil and good which has
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very lately befallen us. On Saturday last we had the advice

of the death of my wife's brother Charles Carpenter, commer-

cial resident at Salem, in the Madras Establishment. This

event has given her great distress. She has not, that we
know of, a single blood-relation left in the world, for her uncle,

the Chevalier de la Volere,* colonel of a Russian regiment, is

believed to have been killed in the campaign of 1813. My
wife has been very unwell for two days, and is only now sit-

ting up and mixing with us. She has that sympathy which

we are all bound to pay, but feels she wants that personal in-

terest in her sorrow which could only be grounded on a per-

sonal acquaintance with the deceased.

" Mr. Carpenter has, with great propriety, left his property

in life-rent to his wife— the capital to my children. It seems

to amount to about £40,000. Upwards of £30,000 is in the

British funds ; the rest, to an uncertain value, in India. I hope

this prospect of independence will not make my children dif-

ferent from that which they have usually been — docile, duti-

ful, and affectionate. I trust it will not. At least, the first

expression of their feelings was honourable, for it was a unani-

mous wish to give up all to their mother. This I explained to

them was out of t He question ; but that, if they should be in

possession at any time of this property, they ought, among

them, to settle an income of £400 or £500 on their mother for

her life, to supply her with a fund at her own uncontrolled dis-

posal, for any indulgence or useful purpose that might be re-

quired. Mrs. Scott will stand in no need of this ; but it is a

pity to let kind affections run to waste; and if they never

have it in their power to pay such a debt, their willingness to

have done so will be a pleasant reflection. I am Scotchman

enough to hate the breaking up of family ties, and the too

close adherence to personal property. For myself, this event

makes me neither richer nor poorer directly ; but indirectly it

will permit me to do something for my poor brother Tom's

* I know nothing of the history or fate of this gentleman, except

that he was an ardent royalist, and emigrated from France early in tin

devolution.
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family, besides pleasing myself in ' plantings, and policies, and

biggings,' * with a safe conscience.

" There is another thing I have to whisper to your faithful

ear. Our fat friend, being desirous to honour Literature in

my unworthy person, has intimated to me, by his organ the

Doctor, f that, with consent ample and unanimous of all the

potential voices of all his ministers, each more happy than

another of course on so joyful an occasion, he proposes to dub

me Baronet. It would be easy saying a parcel of fine things

about my contempt of rank, and so forth ; but although I would

not have gone a step out of my way to have asked, or bought,

or begged or borrowed a distinction, which to me personally

will rather be inconvenient than otherwise, yet, coming as it

does directly from the source of feudal honours, and as an

honour, I am really gratified with it ;— especially as it is inti-

mated, that it is his Royal Highness's pleasure to heat the oven

for me expressly, without waiting till he has some new batch

of Baronets ready in dough. In plain English, I am to be

gazetted per se. My poor friend Carpenter's bequest to my
family has taken away a certain degree of impecuniosity, a

necessity of saving cheese-parings and candle-ends, which al-

ways looks inconsistent with any little pretension to rank.

But as things now stand, Advance banners in the name of God

and St. Andrew. Remember, I anticipate the jest, 'I like

not such grinning honours as Sir Walter hath.' % After all, if

one must speak for themselves, I have my quarters and em-

blazonments, free of all stain but Border theft and High Trea-

son, which I hope are gentlemanlike crimes ; and I hope Sir

* I believe this is a quotation from some old Scotch chronicler on

the character of King James V.

t The Doctor was Mr. Canning's nickname for Lord Sidmouth, the

eon of an accomplished physician, the intimate friend of the great Lord

Chatham. Mr. Sheridan, when the Scotch Members deserted the Ad-

dington administration upon a trying vote, had the grace to say to the

Premier, across the table of the House of Commons,— " Doctor ! th«

Thanes fly from thee !

"

\ Sir Walter Blunt— 1st King Henry IV., Act V. Scene 3.

vol. v. 12
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Walter Scott will not sound worse than Sir Humphry Davy,

though my merits are as much under his, in point of utility, aa

can well be imagined. But a name is something, and mine is

the better of the two. Set down this flourish to the account

of national and provincial pride, for you must knew we have

more Messieurs de Sotenville* in our Border counties *han

anywhere else in the Lowlands— I cannot say for the High-

lands. The Duke of Buccleuch, greatly to my joy, resolves to

go to France for a season. Adam Fergusson goes with him, to

glad him by the way. Charlotte and the young folks join in

kind compliments. Most truly yours,

"Walter Scott."

A few additional circumstances are given in a letter

of the same week to Joanna Baillie. To her, after men-

tioning the testamentary provisions of Mr. Carpenter,

Scott says—
" My Dear Friend,— I am going to tell you a little secret.

I have changed my mind, or rather existing circumstances

have led to my altering my opinions in a case of sublunary

honour. I have now before me Lord Sidmouth's letter, con-

taining the Prince's gracious and unsolicited intention to give

me a Baronetcy. It will neither make me better nor worse

than I feel myself— in fact it will be an incumbrance rather

than otherwise ; but it may be of consequence to Walter, for

the title is worth something in the army, although not in a

learned profession. The Duke of Buccleuch and Scott 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 earnest opinion to accept of an honour directly de-

rived from the source of honour, and neither begged nor

.sought, as is the usual fashion. Several of my ancestors bore

the title in the 1 7th century ; and were it of consequence, I

have no reason to be ashamed of the decent and respectable

persons who connect me with that period when they carried

into the field, like Madoc—
* See Moliere's " George Dandin."
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4 The crescent, at whose gleam the Cambrian oft,

Cursing his perilous tenure, wound his horn; '
—

bo that, as a gentleman, I may stand on as good a footing aa

other new creations. Respecting the reasons peculiar to my-

self which have made the Prince show his respect for general

literature in my person, I cannot be a good judge, and your

friendly zeal will make you a partial one :— the purpose is fair,

honourable, and creditable to the Sovereign, even though it

should number him among the monarchs who made blunders

in literary patronage. You know Pope says—
4 The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles,

One knighted Blackmore, and one pensioned Quarles.' *

So let the intention sanctify the error, if there should be one

on this great occasion. The time of this grand affair is uncer-

tain: it is coupled with an invitation to London, which it

would be inconvenient to me to accept, unless it should happen

that I am called to come up by the affairs of poor Carpenter's

estate. Indeed, the prospects of my children form the prin-

cipal reason for a change of sentiments upon this flattering

offer, joined to my belief that, though I may stiil be a scribbler

from inveterate habit, I shall hardly engage again in any work

of consequence.

" We had a delightful visit from the Eichardsons, only rather

too short. He will give you a picture of Abbotsford, but not as

it exists in my mind's eye, waving with all its future honours.

The pinasters are thriving very well, and in a year or two

more Joanna's Bower will be worthy of the name. At present

it is like Sir Roger de Coverley's portrait, which hovered be-

tween its resemblance to the good knight and to a Saracen.

Now the said bower has still such a resemblance to its original

character of a gravel pit, that it is not fit to be shown to

* bairns and fools,' who, according to our old canny proverb,

should never see half-done work ; but Nature, if she works

llowly, works surely, and your laurels at Abbotsford will soon

flourish as fair as those you have won on Parnassus. I rather

* Imitations of Horace. B. ii. Ep. 1. v. 386.
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fear that a quantity of game which was shipped awhile ago at

Inverness for the Doctor, never reached him: it is rather a

transitory commodity in London ; there were ptarmigan, grouse,

and black game. I shall be grieved if they have miscarried.—
My health, thank God, continues as strong as at any period in

my life ; only I think more of rule and diet than I used to do,

and observe as much as in me lies the advice of my friendly

physician, who took such kind care of me : my best respects

attend him, Mrs. Baillie, and Mrs. Agnes. Ever, my dear

friend, most faithfully yours, W. S."

In the next of these letters Scott alludes, among other

things, to a scene of innocent pleasure which I often wit-

nessed afterwards. The whole of the ancient ceremonial

of the daft days, as they are called in Scotland, obtained

respect at Abbotsford. He said it was uncanny, and

would certainly have felt it very uncomfortable, not to

welcome the new year in the midst of his family and a

few old friends, with the immemorial libation of a het

'pint ; but of all the consecrated ceremonies of the time,

none gave him such delight as the visit which he received

as Laird from all the children on his estate, on the last

morning of every December— when, in the words of an

obscure poet often quoted by him,

" The cottage bairns sing blythe and gay,

At the ha' door for hogmanay."

" To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.

" Abbotsford, 1st January 1819.

"My Dear Friend,— Many thanks for your kind letter.

Ten brace of ptarmigan sailed from Inverness about the 24th,

directed for Dr. Baillie ;— if they should have reached, I hope

fou would seize some for yourself and friends, as I learn the

Doctor is on duty at Windsor. I do not know the name of

Ihe vessel, but they were addressed to Dr. Baillie, London,
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which I trust was enough, for there are not two. The Doctor

has been exercising his skill upon my dear friend and chief,

the Duke of Buccleuch, to whom I am more attached than to

any person beyond the reach of my own family, and has ad-

vised him to do what, by my earnest advice, he ought to have

done three years ago— namely, to go to Lisbon : he left this

vicinity with much reluctance to go to Toulouse, but if he will

be advised, should not stop save in Portugal or the south of

Spain. The Duke is one of those retired and high-spirited

men who will never be known until the world asks what be-

came of the huge oak that grew on the brow of the hill, and

sheltered such an extent of ground. During the late distress,

though his own immense rents remained in arrears, and though

I know he was pinched for money, as all men were, but more

especially the possessors of entailed estates, he absented him-

self from London in order to pay with ease to himself the

labourers employed on his various estates. These amounted

(for I have often seen the roll and helped to check it) to nine

hundred and fifty men, working at day wages, each of whom
on a moderate average might maintain three persons, since

the single men have mothers, sisters, and aged or very young

relations to protect and assist. Indeed it is wonderful how

much even a small sum, comparatively, will. do in supporting

the Scottish labourer, who is in his natural state perhaps one

of the best, most intelligent, and kind-hearted of human be-

ings ; and in truth I have limited my other habits of expense

very much since I fell into the habit of employing mine honest

people. I wish you could have seen about a hundred children,

being almost entirely supported by their fathers' or brothers'

labour, come down yesterday to dance to the pipes, and get a

piece of cake and bannock, and pence a-piece (no very deadly

largess) in honour of hogmanay. I declare to you, my dear

friend, that when I thought tiie poor fellows who kept these

children so neat, and well taught, and well behaved, were

ilaving the whole day for eighteen-pence or twenty-pence at

the most, I was ashamed of their gratitude and of their becks

and bows. But after all, one does what one can, and it ia
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better twenty families should be comfortable according to theii

wishes and habits, than half that number should be raised

above their situation. Besides, like Fortunio in the fairy tale,

I have my gifted men— the best wrestler and cudgel-player—
the best runner and leaper— the best shot in the little district

;

and as I am partial to all manly and athletic exercises, these

are great favourites, being otherwise decent persons, and bear

ing their faculties meekly. All this smells of sad egotism, bu

what can I write to you about, save what is uppermost in my
own thoughts : and here am I, thinning old plantations and

planting new ones; now undoing what has been done, and

now doing what I suppose no one would do but myself, and ac-

complishing all my magical transformations by the arms and

legs of the aforesaid genii, conjured up to my aid at eighteen-

pence a-day. There is no one with me but my wife, to whom
the change of scene and air, with the facility of easy and unin-

terrupted exercise, is of service. The young people remain in

Edinburgh to look after their lessons, and Walter, though pas-

sionately fond of shooting, only staid three days with us, his

mind running entirely on mathematics and fortification, French

and German. One of the excellencies of Abbotsford is very

bad pens and ink ; and besides, this being New Year's Day,

and my writing-room above the servants' hall, the progress of

my correspondence is a little interrupted by the Piper singing

Gaelic songs to the servants, and their applause in conse-

quence. Adieu, my good and indulgent friend : the best in-

fluences of the New Year attend you and yours, who so well

Jeserve all that they can bring. Most affectionately yours,

" Walter Scott."

Before quitting the year 1818, I ought to have men-

tioned that among Scott's miscellaneous occupations in its

autumn, he found time to contribute some curious mate-

rials toward a new edition of Burt's Letters from the

North of Scotland, which had been undertaken by his old

fccquaintance, Mr. Robert Jameson. During the winter
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session he appears to have made little progress with his

novel ; his painful seizures of cramp were again recurring

frequently, and he probably thought it better to allow the

story of Lammermoor to lie over until his health should

be reestablished. In the mean time he drew up a set of

topographical and historical essays, which originally ap-

peared in the successive numbers of the splendidly illus-

trated work, entitled Provincial Antiquities of Scotland.*

But he did this merely to gratify his own love of the sub-

ject, and because, well or ill, he must be doing something.

He declined all pecuniary recompense ; but afterwards,

when the success of the publication was secure, accepted

from the proprietors some of the beautiful drawings by

Turner, Thomson, and other artists, which had been pre-

pared to accompany his text. These drawings are now in

the little breakfast-room at Abbotsford— the same which

had been constructed for his own den, and which I found

him occupying as such in the spring of 1819.

In the course of December 1818, he also opened an

important negotiation with Messrs. Constable, which was

completed early in the ensuing year. The cost of his

building had, as is usual, exceeded his calculation ; and

he had both a large addition to it, and some new pur-

chases of land, in view. Moreover, his eldest son had

now fixed on the cavalry, in which service every step in-

fers very considerable expense. The details of this ne-

gotiation are remarkable ;— Scott considered himself as a

very fortunate man when Constable, who at first offered

£10,000 for all his then existing copyrights, agreed to

give for them £12,000. Meeting a friend in the street,

just after the deed had been executed, he said he wagered

* These charming essays are now reprinted in his Miscellaneous

Prose Works (vol. vii. Edit. 1834, and in vol. i Edit. 1841.)
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no man could guess ai; how large a price Constable had

estimated his " eild kye " (cows barren from age). The
copyrights thus transferred were, as specified in the in-

strument—
" The said Walter Scott, Esq. s present share, being the entire copy

right of Waverley.

Do. do. . . Guy Mannering.

Do. do. . . Antiquary.

Do. do. . . Rob Roy.

Do. do. . Tales of ray Landlord, 1st Series.

Do. do. . do. 2d Series.

Do. do. . do. 3d Series.

Do. do. . . Bridal of Trierraain.

Do. do. . . Harold the Dauntless.

Do. do. . . Sir Tristrem.

Do. do. . . Roderick Collection.

Do. do. . Paul's Letters.

Do. being one eighth of . The Lay of the Last Minstrel.

Do. being one half of . The Lady of the Lake.

Do. being one half of . Rokeby.

Do. being one half of . . The Lord of the Isles."

The instrument contained a clause binding Messrs.

Constable never to divulge the name of the Author of

Waverley during his life, under a penalty of £2000.

I may observe, that had these booksellers fulfilled their

part of this agreement, by paying off, prior to their in-

solvency in 1826, the whole bonds for £12,000, which

they signed on the 2d of February 1819, no interest

in the copyrights above specified could have been ex-

pected to revert to the Author of Waverley : but more

of this in due season.

He alludes to the progress of the treaty in the follow-

ing letter to Captain Adam Fergusson, who had, as has

llready appeared, left Scotland with the Duke of Buc«

cleuch. His Grace hearing, when in London, that one

of the Barons of Exchequer at Edinburgh meant speed-
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ily to resign, the Captain had, by his desire, written to

urge on Scott the propriety of renewing his application

for a seat on that bench ; which, however, Scott at once

refused to do. There were several reasons for this ab-

stinence ; among others, he thought such a promotion at

this time would interfere with a project which he had

formed of joining " the Chief and the Aid-de-camp " in

fhe course of the spring, and accomplishing in their so-

ciety the tour of Portugal and Spain— perhaps of Italy

also. Some such excursion had been strongly recom-

mended to him by his own physicians, as the likeliest

means of interrupting those habits of sedulous exertion

at the desk, which they all regarded as the true source

of his recent ailments, and the only serious obstacle to

his cure ; and his standing as a Clerk of Session, con-

sidering how largely he had laboured in that capacity

for infirm brethren, would have easily secured him a

twelvemonth's leave of absence from the Judges of hi?

Court. But the principal motive was, as we shall see,

his reluctance to interfere with the claims of the thete

Sheriff of Mid-Lothian, his own and Fergusson's old

friend and school-fellow, Sir William Rae— who, how-

ever, accepted the more ambitious post of Lord Advocate,

in the course of the ensuing summer.

" To Captain Adam Fergusson, Ditton Park, Windsor.

" 15th January 1819.

"Dear Adam,— Many thanks for your kind letter, this mo-

ment received. I would not for the world stand in Jackie (I

oeg his pardon, Sir John) Peartree's way.* He has merited

* Jackie Peartree had, it seems, heen Sir William Rae's nickname

»t the High School. He probably owed it to some exploit in an or-

.hard.
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the cushion en haut, and besides he needs it. To me it would

make little difference in point of income. The otium cum

dignitate, if it ever come, will come as well years after this aa

now. Besides, I am afraid the opening will be soon made,

through the death of our dear friend the Chief Baron, of

whose health the accounts are unfavourable.* Immediate

promotion would be inconvenient to me, rather than ether-

wise, because I have the desire, like an old fool as I am, courir

un peu le monde. I am beginning to draw out from my liter-

ary commerce. Constable has offered me £10,000 for the

copyrights of published works which have already produced

more than twice the sum. I stand out for £ 1 2,000. Tell this

to the Duke ; he knows how I managed to keep the hen till

the rainy day was past. I will write two lines to Lord Mel-

ville, just to make my bow for the present, resigning any

claims I have through the patronage of my kindest and best

friend, for I have no other, till the next opportunity. I should

have been truly vexed if the Duke had thought of writing

about this. I don't wish to hear from him till I can have his

account of the lines of Torres Vedras. I care so little how or

where I travel, that I am not sure at all whether I shall not

come to Lisbon and surprise you, instead of going to Italy by

Switzerland ; that is, providing the state of Spain will allow

me, without any unreasonable danger of my throat, to get from

Lisbon to Madrid, and thence to Gibraltar. I am determined

to roll a little about, for I have lost much of my usual views of

summer pleasure here. But I trust we shall have one day the

Maid of Lorn (recovered of her lameness), and Charlie Stuart

(reconciled to bogs), and Sybil Grey (no longer retrograde),

and the Duke set up by a southern climate, and his military

and civil aides-de-camp, with all the rout of younkers and dogs,

and a brown hill-side, introductory to a good dinner at Bow-

hill or Drumlanrig, and a merry evening. Amen, and God

lend it. As to my mouth being stopped with the froth of the

* The Right Honourable Lord Dundas of Arniston, Chief Baron of

the Scotch Exchequer, died 17th June 1819. See post, p. 289.
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title, that is, as the learned Partridge says, a non sequitur.

You know the schoolboy's expedient of first asking mustard for

his beef, and then beef for his mustard. Now, as they put the

mustard on my plate, without my asking it, I shall consider

myself, time^ and place serving, as entitled to ask a slice of

beef; that is to say, I would do so if I cared much about it

;

but as it is, I trust it to time and chance, which, as you, dear

Adam, know, have (added to the exertions of kind friends)

been wonderful allies of mine. People usually wish their

letters to come to hand, but I hope you will not receive this in

Britain. I am impatient to hear you have sailed. All here

are well and hearty. The Baronet * and I propose to go up

to the Castle to-morrow to fix on the most convenient floor of

the Crown House for your mansion, in hopes you will stand

treat for gin-grog and Cheshire cheese on your return, to re-

ward our labour. The whole expense will fall within the

Treasury order, and it is important to see things made con-

venient. I will write a long letter to the Duke to Lisbon.

Yours ever, Walter Scott.

" P. S.— No news here, but that the goodly hulk of conceit

and tallow, which was called Macculloch, of the Royal Hotel,

Prince's Street, was put to bed dead-drunk on Wednesday

night, and taken out the next morning dead-by-itself-dead.

Mair skaith at Sheriffmuir."

" To J. Richardson, Esq., Fludyer Street, Westminster.

" Edinburgh, 18th January 1819.

" My Dear Richardson,— Many thanks for your kind letter.

i own I did mystify Mrs. ***** a little about the report

you mention; and I am glad to hear the finesse succeeded.-f

She came up to me with a great overflow of gratitude for the

delight and pleasure, and so forth, which she owed to me on

account of these books. Now, as she knew very well that I

* Mr. William Cierk.

f The wife of one of the Edinburgh Judges is alluded to.
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had never owned myself the author, this was not polite polite-

ness, and she had no right to force me up into a corner and

compel me to tell her a word more than I chose, upon a sub-

ject which concerned no one but myself— and I have no

notion of being pumped by any old dowager Lady of Session,

male or female. So I gave in dilatory defences, under pro-

testation to add and eik ; for I trust, in learning a new slang,

you have not forgot the old. In plain words, I denied the

charge, and as she insisted to know who else could write these

novels, I suggested Adam Fergusson as a person having all

the information and capacity necessary for that purpose. But

the inference that he was the author was of her own dedu-

cing ; and thus ended her attempt, notwithstanding her having

primed the pump with a good dose of flattery. It is remark-

able, that among all my real friends to whom I did not choose

to communicate this matter, not one ever thought it proper or

delicate to tease me about it. Respecting the knighthood, I

can only say, that coming as it does, and I finding myself and

my family in circumstances which will not render the petit titre

ridiculous, I think there would be more vanity in declining

than in accepting what is offered to me by the express wish of

the Sovereign as a mark of favour and distinction. Will you

be so kind as to inquire and let me know what the fees, &c.

of a baronetcy amount to— for I must provide myself accord-

ingly, not knowing exactly when this same title may descend

upon me. I am afraid the sauce is rather smart. I should

like also to know what is to be done respecting registration of

arms and so forth. Will you make these inquiries for me sotto

voce ? I should not suppose, from the persons who sometimes

receive this honour, that there is any inquiry about descent or

genealogy; mine were decent enough folks, and enjoyed the

honour in the seventeenth century, so I shall not be first of the

title ; and it will sound like that of a Christian knight, as Sir

Sydney Smith said.

" I had a letter from our immortal Joanna some fortnight

since, when T was enjoying myself at Abbotsford. Never was

there such a season, flowers springing, birds singing, grubs
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eating the wheat— as if it was the end of May. After all,

nature had a grotesque, and inconsistent appearance, and I

could not help thinking she resembled a withered beauty who

persists in looking youthy, and dressing conform thereto. I

thought the loch should have had its blue frozen surface, and

russet all about it, instead of an unnatural gaiety of green.

So much are we the children of habit, that we cannot always

enjoy thoroughly the alterations which are most for our ad-

vantage.— They have filled up the historical chair here. I

own I wish it had been with our friend Campbell, whose genius

is such an honour to his country. But he has cast anchor I

suppose in the south. Your friend, Mrs. Scott, was much cast

down with her brother's death. His bequest to my family

leaves my own property much at my own disposal, which is

pleasant enough. I was foolish enough sometimes to be vexed

at the prospect of my library being sold sub hasta, which is

now less likely to happen. I always am, most truly yours,

"Walter Scott."

On the 15th of February 1819, Scott witnessed the

first representation, on the Edinburgh boards, of the most

meritorious and successful of all the Terryfications, though

Terry himself was not the manufacturer. The drama of

Rob Roy will never again be got up so well in all its

parts, as it then was by William Murray's company ; the

manager's own Captain Thornton was excellent— and so

was the Dugald Creature of a Mr. Duff— there was also

a good Mattie— about whose equipment, by the by, Scott

felt such interest that he left his box between the acts

to remind Mr. Murray that she "must have a mantle

with her lanthorn
;

") — but the great and unrivalled

attraction was the personification of Bailie Jarvie, by

Charles Mackay, who, being himself a native of Glasgow,

entered into the minutest peculiarities of the character

with high gusto, and gave the west-country dialect in its
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most racy perfection. It was extremely diverting to watch

the play of Scott's features during this admirable realiza-

tion of his conception ; and I must add, that the behaviour

of the Edinburgh audience on all such occasions, while

the secret of the novels was preserved, reflected great

honour on their good taste and delicacy of feeling. He
seldom, in those days, entered his box without receiving

some mark of general respect and admiration ; but I

never heard of any pretext being laid hold of to connect

these demonstrations with the piece he had come to wit-

ness, or, in short, to do or say anything likely to interrupt

his quiet enjoyment of the evening in the midst of his

family and friends. The Rob Roy had a continued run

of forty-one nights, during February and March ; and it

was played once a-week, at least, for many years after-

wards. Mackay, of course, always selected it for his bene-

fit ; *— and I now print from Scott's MS. a letter, which,

no doubt, reached the mimic Bailie in the handwriting of

one of the Ballantynes, on the first of these occurrences:—

" To Mr. Charles Mackay, Theatre-Royal, Edinr -

{Private.)

" Friend Mackay,— My lawful occasions having brought

me from my residence at Gandercleuch to this great city, it

was my lot to fall into company with certain friends, who im-

petrated from me a consent to behold the stage-play, which

hath been framed forth of an history entitled Rob (seu potius

Robert) Roy ; which history, although it existeth not in mine

erudite work, entitled Tales of my Landlord, hath nathless a

near relation in style and structure to those pleasant narra-

tions. Wherefore, having surmounted those arguments whilk

* " Between February 15, 1819, and March 14th, 1837, Rob Roy
Was played in the Theatre-Royal, Edinburgh, 285 times."— Lettet

from Mr. W. Murray.
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were founded upon the unseemliness of a personage in my
place and profession appearing in an open stage-play house,

and having buttoned the terminations of my cravat into my
bosom, in order to preserve mine incognito, and indued an

outer coat over mine usual garments, so that the hue thereof

might not betray my calling, I did place myself (much elbowed

by those who little knew whom they did incommode) in that

place of the Theatre called the two-shilling gallery, and be-

held the show with great delectation, even from the rising of

the curtain to the fall thereof.

" Chiefly, my facetious friend, was I enamoured of the very

lively representation of Bailie Nicol Jarvie, in so much that I

became desirous to communicate to thee my great admiration

thereof, nothing doubting that it will give thee satisfaction to

be apprised of the same. Yet further, in case thou shouldst

be of that numerous class of persons who set less store by good

words than good deeds, and understanding that there is as-

signed unto each stage-player a special night, called a benefit

(it will do thee no harm to know that the phrase cometh from

two Latin words, bene and facio), on which their friends and

patrons show forth their benevolence, I now send thee mine in

the form of a five-ell web (hoc jocose, to express a note for

£5), as a meet present for the Bailie, himself a weaver, and

the son of a worthy deacon of that craft. The which propine

I send thee in token that it is my purpose, business and health

permitting, to occupy the central place of the pit on the night

of the said beneficiary or benefit.

" Friend Mackay ! from one, whose profession it is to teach

others, thou must excuse the freedom of a caution. I trust

thou wilt remember that, as excellence in thine art cannot be

Attained without much labour, so neither can it be extended,

or even maintained, without constant and unremitted exer-

tion ; and further, that the decorum of a performer's private

character (and it gladdeth me to hear that thine is respec-

table) addeth not a little to the value of his public exer-

tions.

u Finally, in respect there is nothing perfect in this world,
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— at least I have never received a wholly faultless version

from the very best of my pupils— I pray thee not to let Rob
Roy twirl thee around in the ecstacy of thy joy, in regard it

oversteps the limits of nature, which otherwise thou so sedu-

lously preservest in thine admirable national portraiture of

Bailie Nicol Jarvie.— I remain thy sincere friend and well-

wisher, Jedediah Cleishbotham*



LETTER TO LORD MONTAGU. 193

CHAPTER XLIV.

Recurrence of Scotfs Illness— Death of the Duke of Buc-

cleuch— Letters to Captain Fergusson, Lord Montagu, Mr.

Southey, and Mr. Shortreed— Scotfs sufferings while dic-

tating the Bride of Lammermoor— Anecdotes by James Bal-

lantyne, Sfc— Appearance of the Third Series of the Tales

of my Landlord— Anecdote of the Earl of Buchan.

MARCH— JUNE, 1819.

It had been Scott's purpose to spend the Easter vaca-

tion in London, and receive his baronetcy ; but this was

prevented by the serious recurrence of the malady which

so much alarmed his friends in the early part of the year

1817, and which had continued ever since to torment him

at intervals. The subsequent correspondence will show

that afflictions of various sorts were accumulated on his

head at the same period :
—

" To the Lord Montagu, Ditton Park, Windsor.

" Edinburgh, 4th March 1819.

* My Dear Lord,— The Lord President tells me he has a

letter from his son, Captain Charles Hope, R. N., who had

just taken leave of our High Chief, upon the deck of the

LifFey. He had not seen the Duke for a fortnight, and was

pleasingly surprised to find his health and general appearance

so very much improved. For my par*., having watched him

vol. v. 13
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with such unremitting attention, I feel very confident in the

effect of a change of air and of climate. It is with great

pleasure that I find the Duke has received an answer from me
respecting a matter about which he was anxious, and on which

I could make his mind quite easy. His Grace wished Adam
Fergusson to assist him as his confidential secretary ; and with

all the scrupulous delicacy that belongs to his character, he

did not like to propose this, except through my medium as a

common friend. Now, I can answer for Adam, as I can for

myself, that he will have the highest pleasure in giving assist-

ance in every possible way the Duke can desire ; and if forty

years' intimacy can entitle one man to speak for another, I

believe the Duke can find nowhere a person so highly quali-

fied for such a confidential situation. He was educated for

business, understands it well, and was long a military secre-

tary ;
— his temper and manners your Lordship can judge as

well as I can, and his worth and honour are of the very first

water. I confess I should not be surprised if the Duke should •

wish to continue the connexion even afterwards, for I have

often thought that two hours' letter-writing, which is his

Grace's daily allowance, is rather worse than the duty of a

Clerk of Session, because there is no vacation. Much of this

might surely be saved by an intelligent friend, on whose style

of expression, prudence, and secrecy, his Grace could put per-

fect reliance. Two words marked on any letter by his own
hand, would enable such a person to refuse more or less posi-

tively— to grant directly or conditionally— or, in short, to

maintain the exterior forms of the very troublesome and ex-

tensive correspondence which his Grace's high situation entails

upon him. I think it is Mons. Le Due de Saint Simon who
tells us of one of Louis XIV. 's ministers qui'l avoit la plume—
which he explains by saying that it was his duty to imitate the

King's handwriting so closely, as to be almost undistinguish-

able, and make him on all occasions parler tres noblement. I

wonder how the Duke gets on without such a friend. In th«

mean time, however, I am glad I can assure him of Fergus-

ion's willing and ready assistance while abroad ; and I am
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happy to find still further that he had got that assurance be-

fore they sailed, for tedious hours occur on board of ship, when

it will serve as a relief to talk over any of the private affairs

which the Duke wishes to intrust to him.

" I have been very unwell from a visitation of my old enemy,

the cramp in my stomach, which much resembles, as I conceive,

the process by which the deil would make one's king's-hood into

a spleuchan,* according to the anathema of Burns. Unfortu-

nately, the opiates which the medical people think indispensa-

ble to relieve spasms, bring on a habit of body which has to be

counteracted by medicines of a different tendency, so as to

produce a most disagreeable see-saw— a kind of pull-devil,

pull-baker contention, the field of battle being my unfortunate

prcecordia. I am better to-day, and I trust shall be able to dis-

pense with these alternations. I still hope to be in London in

April.

" I will write to the Duke regularly, for distance of place

acts in a contrary ratio on the mind and on the eye : trifles,

instead of being diminished, as in prospect, become important

and interesting, and therefore he shall have a budget of them.

Hogg is here busy with his Jacobite songs. I wish he may get

handsomely through, for he is profoundly ignorant of history,

and it is an awkward thing to read in order that you may
write, f I give him all the help I can, but he sometimes poses

me. For instance, he came yesterday, open mouth, inquiring

what great dignified clergyman had distinguished himself at

* King's-Hood— "The second of the four stomachs of ruminating

Mimials." Jamieson. — Spleuchan— The Gaelic name of the High-

lander's tobacco-pouch.

t "lam sure I produced two volumes of Jacobite Relics, such as no

man in Scotland or England could have produced but myself." So

says Hogg, ipse — see his Autobiography, 1832, p. 88. I never saw the

Shepherd so elated as he was on the appearance of a very severe arti-

cle on this book in the Edinburgh Review ; for, to his exquisite delight,

khe hostile critic selected for exceptive encomium one " old Jacobite

strain," viz. " Donald M'Gillavry," which Hogg had fabricated the

year before. Scott, too, enjoyed *his joke almost as much as the

Shepherd.
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KUliecrankie— not exactly the scene where one would have

expected a churchman to shine— and I found with some di£

ficulty, that he had mistaken Major-General Canon, called, in

Kennedy's Latin Song, Canonicus Gallovidiensis, for the canon

of a cathedral. Ex ungue leonem. Ever, my dear Lord, your

truly obliged and faithful Walter Scott."
'

Before this letter reached Lord Montagu, his brothe±

had sailed for Lisbon. The Duke of Wellington had

placed his house in that capital (the Palace das Necessi-

dades) at the Duke of Buccleuch's disposal ; and in the

affectionate care and cheerful society of Captain Fergus-

son, the invalid had every additional source of comfort

that his friends could have wished for him. But the

malady had gone too far to be arrested by a change of

climate ; and the letter which he had addressed to Scott,

when about to embark at Portsmouth, is endorsed with

these words— " The last I ever received from my dear

friend the Duke of Buccleuch.— Alas ! alas / " The

principal object of this letter was to remind Scott of

his promise to sit to Raeburn for a portrait, to be hung

up in that favourite residence where the Duke had en-

joyed most of his society. " My prodigious undertak-

ing," writes his Grace, " of a west wing at Bowhill, is

begun. A library of forty-one feet by twenty-one, is

to be added to the present drawing-room. A space for

one picture is reserved over the fire-place, and in this

warm situation I intend to place the Guardian of Lit-

erature. I should be happy to have my friend Maida

appear. It is now almost proverbial, ' Walter Scott and

his Dog.' Raeburn should be warned that I am as well

acquainted with my friend's hands and arms as with his

nose— and Vandyke was of my opinion. Many of R.'a

works are shamefully finished— the face studied, bu/
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everything else neglected. This is a fair opportunity

of producing something really worthy of his skill."

I shall insert by and by Scott's answer— which never

reached the Duke's hand— with another letter of the

same date to Captain Fergusson ; but I must first in-

troduce one, addressed a fortnight earlier to Mr. Southey,

who had been distressed by the accounts he received of

Scott's health from an American traveller, Mr. George

Ticknor of Boston— a friend, and worthy to be such,

of Mr. Washington Irving. The Poet Laureate, by the

way, had adverted also to an impudent trick of a London

bookseller, who shortly before this time announced cer-

tain volumes of Grub-Street manufacture, as "A New
Series of the Tales of my Landlord," and who, when

John Ballantyne, as the " agent for the author of Wa-
verley," published a declaration that the volumes thus

advertised were not from that writer's pen, met John's

declaration by an audacious rejoinder— impeaching his

authority, and asserting that nothing but the personal

appearance in the field of the gentleman for whom Bal-

lantyne pretended to act, could shake his belief that he

was himself in the confidence of the true Simon Pure.*

This affair gave considerable uneasiness at the time, and

for a moment the dropping of Scott's mask seems to have

been pronounced advisable by both Ballantyne and Con-

* June 1839.— A friend has sent me the following advertisement

from an Edinburgh newspaper of 1819 :—
"TALES OF MY LANDLORD.

" The Public are respectfully informed, that the Work announced

for publication under the title of ' Tales of my Landlord, Fourth

Series, containing Pontefract Castle,' is not written by the Author of

the First, Second, and Third Series of Tales of my Landlord, of

which we are the Proprietors and Publishers.

" Archibald Constable & Co."
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stable. But he was not to be worked upon by such

means as these. He calmly replied, " The Author who

lends himself to such a triek must be a blockhead— let

them publish, and that will serve our purpose better than

anything we ourselves could do." I have forgotten the

names of the " tales," which, being published accordingly

fell still-born from the press. Mr. Southey had likewise

dropped some allusions to another newspaper story of

Scott's being seriously engaged in a dramatic work— a

rumour which probably originated in the assistance he

had lent to Terry in some of the recent highly popular

adaptations of his novels to the purposes of the stage

;

though it is not impossible that some hint of the Devorgoil

matter may have transpired. " It is reported," said the

Laureate, " that you are about to bring forth a play, and

I am greatly in hopes it may be true ; for I am verily

persuaded that in this course you might run as brilliant

a career as you have already done in narrative— both

in prose and rhyme ;— for as for believing that you

have a double in the field— not I ! Those same powers

would be equally certain of success in the drama, and

were you to give them a dramatic direction, and reign for

a third seven years upon the stage, you would stand

alone in literary history. Indeed already I believe that

no man ever afforded so much delight to so great a num-

ber of his contemporaries in this or in any other country.

God bless you, my dear Scott, and believe me ever yours

affectionately, R. S." Mr. Southey's letter had further

jmnounced his wife's safe delivery of a son ; the approach

rf the conclusion of his History of Brazil ; and his un«

dertaking of the Life of "Wesley.
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" To Robert Southey, Esq., Keswick.

" Abbotsford, 4th April 1819.

M My Dear Southey,— Tidings from you must be always ac-

ceptable, even were the bowl in the act of breaking at the

fountain— and my health is at present very totterish. I have

gone through a cruel succession of spasms and sickness, which

have terminated in a special fit of the jaundice, so that I might

sit for the image of Plutus, the god of specie, so far as com-

plexion goes. I shall like our American acquaintance the

better that he has sharpened your remembrance of me, but he

is also a wondrous fellow for romantic lore and antiquarian

research, considering his country. I have now seen four or

five well-lettered Americans, ardent in pursuit of knowledge,

and free from the ignorance and forward presumption which

distinguish many of their countrymen. I hope they will inocu-

late their country with a love of letters, so nearly allied to a

des\re of peace and a sense of public justice— virtues to which

the great Transatlantic community is more strange than could

be wished. Accept my best and most sincere wishes for the

health and strength of your latest pledge of affection. When
I think what you have already suffered, I can imagine with

what mixture of feelings this event must necessarily affect

you; but you need not be told that we are in better guid-

ance than our own. I trust in God this late blessing will be

permanent, and inherit your talents and virtues. When I

look around me, and see how many men seem to make it their

pride to misuse high qualifications, can I be less interested

than I truly am, in the fate of one who has uniformly dedi-

cated his splendid powers to maintaining the best interests of

humanity ? I am very angry at the time you are to be in

London, as I must be therp in about a fortnight, or so soon as

I can shake off this depressing complaint, and it would add

not a little that I should meet you there. My chief purpose is

io put my eldest son into the army. I could have wished he

had chosen another profession, but have no title to combat a
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choice which would have been my own had my lameness per-

mitted. Walter has apparently the dispositions and habits

fitted for the military profession, a very quiet and steady tem-

per, an attachment to mathematics and their application, good

sense, and uncommon personal strength and activity, with ad-

dress in most exercises, particularly horsemanship.
u— I had written thus far last week when I was interrupted,

first by the arrival of our friend Ticknor with Mr. Cogswell,

another well-accomplished Yankee— (by the by, we have them
of all sorts, e. g. one Mr. ****** *, ratlfer a fine man, whom
the girls have christened, with some humour, the Yankee
Doodle Dandle.) They have had Tom Drum's entertainment,

for I have been seized with one or two successive crises of my
cruel malady, lasting in the utmost anguish from eight to ten

hours. If I had not the strength of a team of horses, I could

never have fought through it, and through the heavy fire of

medical artillery, scarce less exhausting— for bleeding, blis-

tering, calomel, and ipecacuanha have gone on without inter-

mission— while, during the agony of the spasms, laudanum

became necessary in the most liberal doses, though inconsistent

with the general treatment. I did not lose my senses, because

I resolved to keep them, but I thought once or twice they

would have gone overboard, top and top-gallant. I should be

a great fool, and a most ungrateful wretch, to complain of such

inflictions as these. My life has been, in all its private and

public relations, as fortunate perhaps as was ever lived, up to

this period ; and whether pain or misfortune may lie behind

he dark curtain of futurity, I am already a sufficient debtor

to the bounty of Providence to be resigned to it. Fear is an

evil that has never mixed with my nature, nor has even un-

wonted good fortune rendered my love of life tenacious ; and

jo I can look forward to the possible conclusion of these scenes

of agony with reasonable equanimity, and suffer chiefly through

the sympathetic distress of my family.

" Other ten days have passed away, for I would not

send this Jeremaid to tease you, while its termination seemed

doubtful. For the present,
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* The game is done— I've won, I've won,

Quoth she, and whistles thrice.' *

I am this day, for the first time, free from the relics of my dis-

order, and, except in point of weakness, perfectly well. But

no broken-down hunter had ever so many sprung sinews,

whelks, and bruises. I am like Sancho after the doughty

affair of the Yanguesian Carriers, and all through the un-

natural twisting of the muscles under the influence of that

Goule the cramp. I must be swathed in Goulard and Rose-

mary spirits

—

probatum est.

" I shall not fine and renew a lease of popularity upon the

theatre. To write for low, ill-informed, and conceited actors,

whom you must please, for your success is necessarily at their

mercy, I cannot away with. How would you, or how do you

think I should, relish being the object of such a letter as

Kean f wrote t'other day to a poor author, who, though a

pedantic blockhead, had at least the right to be treated as a

gentleman by a copper-laced, twopenny tearmouth, rendered

mad by conceit and success ? Besides, if this objection were

out of the way, I do not think the character of the audience in

London is such that one could have the least pleasure in pleas-

ing them. One half come to prosecute their debaucheries, so

openly that it would degrade a bagnio. Another set to snooze

off their beef-steaks and port wine ; a third are critics of the

fourth column of the newspaper ; fashion, wit, or literature,

there is not ; and, on the whole, I would far rather write

verses for mine honest friend Punch and his audience. The
only thing that could tempt me to be so silly, would be to

assist a friend in such a degrading task who was to have the

whole profit and shame of it.

" Have you seen decidedly the most full and methodized

collection of Spanish romances (ballads) published by the in-

dustry of Depping (Altenburgh and Leipsic), 1817? It is

* These lines are from Coleridge's Ancient Mariner.

t The reader will find something about this actor's quarrel with Mr.

Bucke, author of "The Italians," in Barry CornwaJ' s Life of Kean,

vol. ii. p. 178.
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quite delightful. Ticknor had set me agog to see it, without

affording me any hope it could be had in London, when by

one of these fortunate chances which have often marked my
life, a friend, who had been lately on the Continent, came un-

expectedly to inquire for me, and plucked it forth par maniere

de cadeau. God prosper you, my dear Southey, in your la-

bours ; but do not work too hard— experto crede. This con-

clusion, as well as the confusion of my letter, like the Bishop

of Grenada's sermon, savours of the apoplexy. My most re-

spectful compliments attend Mrs. S. Yours truly,

" Walter Scott.

" P. S. — I shall long to see the conclusion of the Brazil

history, which, as the interest comes nearer, must rise even

above the last noble volume. Wesley you alone can touch:

but will you not have the hive about you ? When I was about

twelve years old, I heard him preach more than once, stand-

ing on a chair, in Kelso churchyard. He was a most vener-

able figure, but his sermons were vastly too colloquial for the

taste of Saunders. He told many excellent stories. One I

remember, which he said had happened to him at Edinburgh.

* A drunken dragoon,' said Wesley, ' was commencing an asser-

tion in military fashion, G—d eternally d—n me, just as I was

passing. I touched the poor man on the shoulder, and when

he turned round fiercely, said calmly, you mean God bless you.*

In the mode of telling the story he failed not to make us sensi-

ble how much his patriarchal appearance, and mild yet bold

rebuke, overawed the soldier, who touched his hat, thanked

tlim, and, I think, came to chapel that evening."

" To Robert Shortreed, Esq., Sheriff-Substitute, 8fc, Jedburgh.

" Abbotsford, 13th April 1819.

" Dear Bob,— I am very desirous to procure, and as soon

as possible, Mrs. Shortreed's excellent receipt for making

yeast. The Duke of Buccleuch complains extremely of the

four yeast at Lisbon as disagreeing with his stomach, and I
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never tasted half such good bread as Mrs. Shortreed has baked

at home. I am sure you will be as anxious as I am that the

receipt should be forwarded to his Grace as soon as possible.

I remember Mrs. Shortreed giving a most distinct account of

the whole affair. It should be copied over in a very distinct

hand, lest Mons. Florence makes blunders.

"lam recovering from my late indisposition, but as weak as

water. To write these lines is a fatigue. I scarce think I can

be at the circuit at all— certainly only for an hour or two.

So on this occasion I will give Mrs. Shortreed's kind hospitality

a little breathing time. I am tired even with writing these

few lines. Yours ever, Walter Scott."*

" To His Grace the Duke of Buccleuch, #*c., Lisbon.

" Abbotsford, 15th April 1819.

" My Dear Lord Duke,— How very strange it seems that

this should be the first letter I address to your Grace, and you

so long absent from Scotland, and looking for all the news and

nonsense of which I am in general such a faithful reporter.

Alas ! I have been ill— very— very ill— only Dr. Baillie

says there is nothing of consequence about my malady except

the pain— a pretty exception— said pain being intense enough

to keep me roaring as loud as your Grace's ci-devant John of

Lorn, and of, generally speaking, from six to eight hours' in-

cessant duration, only varied by intervals of deadly sickness.

Poor Sophia was alone with me for some time, and managed a

half-distracted pack *of servants with spirit, and sense, and

presence of mind, far beyond her years, never suffering her

terror at seeing me in a state so new to her, and so alarming,

to divert her mind an instant from what was fit and proper to

be done. Pardon this side compliment to your Grace's little

Jacobite, to whom you have always been so kind. If sympathy

* " Sir Walter got not only the recipe for making bread from us—
but likewise learnt the best mode of cutting it ' in a family way.' The

bread-board and large knife used at Abbotsford at breakfast-time, were

adopted by Sir Walter, after seeing them ' work well ' in our family.*'

*• Note by Mr. Andrew Shortreed.
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could have cured me, I should not have been long ill. Gentle

and simple were all equally kind, and even old Tom Watson
crept down from Falshope to see how I was coming on, and

to ejaculate ' if anything ailed the Shirra, it would be sair on

the Duke.' The only unwelcome resurrection was that of old

*****, whose feud with me (or rather dryness) I had well

hoped was immortal ; but he came jinking over the moor with

daughters and ponies, and God knows what, to look after my
precious health. I cannot tolerate that man ; it seems to me
as if I hated him for things not only past and present, but for

Rome future offence, which is as yet in the womb of fate.

" I have had as many remedies sent me for cramp and
jaundice as would set up a quack doctor :— three from Mrs.

Plummer, each better than the other— one at least from

every gardener in the neighbourhood— besides all sorts of

recommendations to go to Cheltenham, to Harrowgate, to

Jericho for aught I know. Now if there is one thing I de-

test more than another, it is a watering-place, unless a very

pleasant party be previously formed, when, as Tony Lumpkin
says, ' a gentleman may be in a concatenation.' The most

extraordinary recipe was that of my Highland piper, John

Bruce, who spent a whole Sunday in selecting twelve stones

from twelve south-running streams, with the purpose that I

should sleep upon them, and be whole. I caused him to be

told that the recipe was infallible, but that it was absolutely

necessary to success that the stones should be wrapt up in the

petticoat of a widow who had never wished to marry again

;

upon which the piper renounced all hope of completing the

charm. I had need of a softer couch than Bruce had destined

me, for so general was the tension of the nerves all over the

body, although the pain of the spasms in the stomach did aot

iuffer the others to be felt, that my whole left leg was covered

with swelling and inflammation, arising from the unnatural

action of the muscles, and I had to be carried about like a

child. My right leg escaped better, the muscles there having

less irritability, owing to its lame state. Your Grace may

imagine the energy of pain in the nobler parts, when crampi
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in the extremities, sufficient to produce such effects, were un-

noticed by me during their existence. But enough of so dis-

agreeable a subject.

"Respecting the portrait, I shall be equally proud and

happy to sit for it, and hope it may be so executed as to be

in some degree worthy of the preferment to which it is des-

tined.* But neither my late golden hue, (for I was covered

with jaundice,) nor my present silver complexion (looking

much more like a spectre than a man), will present any idea

of my quondam beef-eating physiognomy. I must wait till the

age of brass, the true juridical bronze of my profession, shall

again appear on my frontal. I hesitate a little about Raeburn,

unless your Grace is quite determined. He has very much to

do ; works just now chiefly for cash, poor fellow, as he can

have but a few years to make money ; and has twice already

made a very chowder-headed person of me. I should like

much (always with your approbation) to try Allan, who is a

man of real genius, and has made one or two glorious portraits,

though his predilection is to the historical branch of the art.

We did rather a handsome thing for him, considering that in

Edinburgh we are neither very wealthy nor great amateurs.

A hundred persons subscribed ten guineas a-piece to raffle f

* The position in the Library at Bowhill, originally destined by the

late Duke of Buccleuch for a portrait that never was executed, is now
filled by that which Raeburn painted in 1808 for Constable, and which

has been engraved for these memoirs.

t Three pictures were ultimately raffled for; and the following note,

dated April the 1st, 1819, shows how keenly and practically Scott,

almost in the crisis of his malady, could attend to the details of such

a business :
—
" To J. G. Lockhart, Esq., Advocate, Edinburgh.

"I have been dreadfully ill since I wrote to you, but I

think I have now got the turn fairly. It was quite time, for though

the doctors say the disease is not dangerous, yet I could not have en-

dured six days more agony. I have a summons from the ingenious

Mr. David Bridges to attend to my interests at his shop next Saturday,

or send some qualified person to act on my behalf. I suppose that this

mysterious missive alludes to the plan about Allan's pictures, and at
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for his fine picture of the Circassian Chief selling slaves to the

Turkish Pacha— a bea itiful and highly poetical picture.

There was another small picture added by way of second

prize, and, what is curious enough, the only two peers on the

list, Lord Wemyss and Lord Fife, both got prizes. Allan has

made a sketch which I shall take to town with me when I can

go, in hopes Lord Stafford, or some other picture-buyer, ma)
fancy it, and order a picture. The subject is the murder of

Archbishop Sharpe on Magus Moor, prodigiously well treated.

The savage ferocity of the assassins, crowding one on another

to strike at the old prelate on his knees— contrasted with the

old man's figure— and that of his daughter endeavouring to

interpose for his protection, and withheld by a ruffian of milder

mood than his fellows :— the dogged fanatical severity of B-a-

thillet's countenance, who remained on horseback, witnessing,

with stern fanaticism, the murder he did not choose to be ac-

tive in, lest it should be said that he struck out of private re-

venge— are all amazingly well combined in the sketch. I

question if the artist can bring them out with equal spirit in

the painting which he meditates.* Sketches give a sort of fire

any rate I hope you will act for me. I should think a raffle with dice

would give more general satisfaction than a lottery. You would be

astonished what unhandsome suspicions well-educated and sensible

persons will take into their heads, when a selfish competition awakens
the mean and evil passions of our nature. Let each subscriber throw

the dice in person or by proxy, leaving out all who throw under a cer-

tain number, and let this be repeated till the number is so far reduced

that the three who throw highest may hold the prizes. I have much
to say to you, and should you spare me a day about the end of next

week, I trust you will find me pretty bobbish. Always yours affection-

ately, W. S."

The Mr. David Bridges here mentioned has occurred already.

—

See ante, p. 136. The jokers in Blackwood made him happy by

dubbing him " The Director-General of the Fine Arts for Scotland."

—— He says the subscribers for the Allan-Raffle were not so numeroua

as Scott had supposed. [Mr. Bridges died in November 1840, in hia

34th year.]

* The fine picture which Allan executed is in the possession of Mr
tockhart of Milton-Lockhart, and has been well engraved.
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to the imagination of the spectator, who is apt to fancy a great

deal more for himself, than the pencil, in the finished picture,

can possibly present to his eye afterwards.— Constable has

offered Allan three hundred pounds to make sketches for an

edition of the Tales of My Landlord, and other novels of that

cycle, and says he will give him the same sum next year, so,

from being pinched enough, this very deserving artist suddenly

finds himself at his ease. He was long at Odessa with the

Duke of Richelieu, and is a very entertaining person.

" I saw with great pleasure Wilkie's sketch of your Grace,

and I think when I get to town I shall coax him out of a copy,

to me invaluable. I hope, however, when you return, you will

sit to Lawrence. We should have at least one picture of your

Grace from the real good hand. Sooth to speak, I cannot say

much for the juvenile representations at Bowhill and in the li-

brary at Dalkeith. Return, however, with the original features

in good health, and we shall not worry you about portraits. The

library at Bowhill will be a delightful room, and will be some

consolation to me who must, I fear, lose for some time the com-

forts of the eating-room, and substitute panada and toast and

water for the bonny haunch and buxom bottle of claret. Truth

is, I must make great restrictions on my creature-comforts, at

least till my stomach recovers its tone and ostrich-like capacity

of digestion. Our spring here is slow, but not unfavourable : the

country looking very well, and my plantings for the season

quite completed. I have planted quite up two little glens,

leading from the Aide-de-Camp's habitation up to the little loch,

and expect the blessings of posterity for the shade and shelter

I shall leave, where, God knows, I found none.

" It is doomed this letter is not to close without a request,

i conclude your Grace has already heard from fifty applicants

that the kirk of Middlebie is vacant, and I come forward as

the fifty-first (always barring prior engagements and better

claims) in behalf of George Thomson, a son of the minister of

Melrose, being the grinder of my boys, and therefore deeply

entitled to my gratitude and my good offices as far as they

jan go. He is nearer Parson Abraham Adams than any living
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creature I ever saw — very learned, very religious, very sim-

ple, and extremely absent. His father, till very lately, had

but a sort of half stipend, during the incumbency of a certain

notorious Mr. , to whom he acted only as assistant.

The poor devil was brought to the grindstone (having had the

want of precaution to beget a large family), and became the

very figure of a fellow who used to come upon the stage to

sing ' Let us all be unhappy together.' This poor lad George

was his saving angel, not only educating himself, but taking on

him the education of two of his brothers, and maintaining

them out of his own scanty pittance. He is a sensible lad,

and by no means a bad preacher, a staunch Anti-Gallican, and

orthodox in his principles. Should your Grace find yourself

at liberty to give countenance to this very innocent and de-

serving creature, I need not say it will add to the many favours

you have conferred on me ; but I hope the parishioners will

have also occasion to say, ' Weel bobbit, George of Middlebie.'

Your Grace's Aide-de-camp, who knows young Thomson well,

will give you a better idea of him than I can do. He lost a leg

by an accident in his boyhood, which spoiled as bold and fine-

looking a grenadier as ever charged bayonet against a French-

man's throat. I think your Grace will not like him the worse

for having a spice of military and loyal spirit about him. If

you knew the poor fellow, your Grace would take uncommon

interest in him, were it but for the odd mixture of sense and

simplicity, and spirit and good morals. Somewhat too much

of him.

" I conclude you will go to Mafra, Cintra, or some of these

places, which Baretti describes so delightfully, to avoid the

great heats, when the Palace de las Necessidades must become

rather oppressive. By the by, though it were only for the

credit of the name, I am happy to learn it has that useful

English comfort, a water-closet. I suppose the armourer of

the LifFey has already put it in complete repair. Your Grace

Bees the most secret passages respecting great men cannot be

tiidden from their friends. There is but little news here bu.

death in the clan. Harden's sister is dead — a cruel blow to
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Lady Die,* who is upwards of eighty-five, and accustomed to

no other society. Again, Mrs. Frank Scott, his uncle's widow,

is dead, unable to survive the loss of two fine young men in

India, her sons, whose death closely followed each other. All

this is sad work ; but it is a wicked and melancholy world we

live in. God bless you, my dear, dear Lord. Take great

care of your health for the sake of all of us. You are the

breath of our nostrils, useful to thousands, and to many of

these thousands indispensable. I will write again very soon,

when I can keep my breast longer to the desk without pain,

for I am not yet without frequent relapses, when they souse

me into scalding water without a moment's delay, where I lie,

as my old grieve Tom Purdie said last night, being called to

assist at the operation, ' like a haulded saumon.' I write a

few lines to the Aide-de-Camp, but I am afraid of putting this

letter beyond the bounds of Lord Montagu's frank. When I

can do anything for your Grace here, you know I am most

pleased and happy.— Ever respectfully and affectionately your

Grace's Walter Scott."

" To Captain Adam Fergusson, fyc. Sfc. fyc.

" Abbotsford, April 16, 1819.

" My Dear Adam,— Having only been able last night to

finish a long letter to the Chief, I now add a few lines for the

Aide-de-Camp. I have had the pleasure to hear of you regu-

larly from Jack,f who is very regular in steering this way

when packets arrive; and I observe with great satisfaction

that you think our good Duke's health is on the mending

hand. Climate must operate as an alterative, and much can-

not perhaps be expected from it at first. Besides, the great

heat must be a serious drawback. But I hope you will try by

and by to get away to Cintra, or some of those sequestered

retreats where there are shades and cascades to cool the air.

I have an idea the country there is eminently beautiful I

vol. v. 14

* See ante, Vol. I. p. 283.

f Captain John Fergusson, R. N.
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am afraid the Duke has not yet been able to visit Torres Ve-

dras, but you must be meeting with things everywhere to put

you in mind of former scenes. As for the Senhoras, I have little

doubt that the difference betwixt your military hard fare and

Florence's high sauces and jellies will make them think that

time has rather improved an old friend than otherwise. Apro-

pos of these ticklish subjects. I am a suitor to the Duke,

with little expectation of success (for I know his engage-

ments), for the kirk of Middlebie to George Thomson, the

\ery Abraham Adams of Presbytery. If the Duke mentions

him to you (not otherwise) pray lend him a lift. With a kirk

and a manse the poor fellow might get a good farmer's daugh-

ter, and beget grenadiers for his Majesty's service. But as 1

said before, I dare say all St. Hubert's black pack are in full

cry upon the living, and that he has little or no chance. It is

something, however, to have tabled him, as better may come

of it another day.

" All at Huntly Burn well and hearty, and most kind in

their attentions during our late turmoils. Bauby * came over

to offer her services as sick-nurse, and I have drunk scarce

anything but delicious ginger-beer of Miss Bell's brewing,

since my troubles commenced. They have been, to say the

least, damnable ; and I think you would hardly know me.

When I crawl out on Sybil Grey, I am the very image of

Death on the pale horse— lanthorn-jawed, decayed in flesh,

stooping as if I meant to eat the pony's ears, and unable to

go above a footpace. But although I have had, and must

expect, frequent relapses, yet the attacks are more slight, and

I trust I shall mend with the good weather. Spring sets in

very pleasantly, and in a settled fashion. I have planted a

number of shrubs, &c. at Huntly Burn, and am snodding up

the drive of the old farmhouse, enclosing the Toftfield, and

making a good road from the parish road to your gate. This

I tell you to animate you to pick up a few seeds both of forest

trees, shrubs, and vegetables ; we will rear them in the hot

* Bauby— i. e. Barbara, was a kind old housekeeper of the Miss

Fergussons.
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house, and divide honourably. Avis au lecteur. I have been

a good deal intrusted to the care of Sophia, who is an admi-

rable sick-nurse. Mamma has been called to town by two

important avocations : to get a cook— no joking matter,—
and to see Charles, who was but indifferent, but has recov-

ered. You must have heard of the death of Joseph Hume,

David's only son. Christ ! what a calamity !— just entering

life with the fairest prospects— full of talent, and the heir

of an old and considerable family— a fine career before him

:

all this he was one day, or rather one hour — or rather in

the course of five minutes— so sudden was the death— and

then— a heap of earth. His disease is unknown ;
something

about the heart, I believe ; but it had no alarming appear-

ance, nothing worse than a cold and sore throat, when con-

vulsions came, and death ensued. It is a complete smash to

poor David, who had just begun to hold his head up after his

wife's death. But he bears it stoutly, and goes about his

business as usual. A woful case. London is now out of the

question with me ; I have no prospect of being now able to

stand the journey by sea or land ; but the best is, I have no

pressing business there. The Commie * takes charge of Wal-

ter's matters— cannot, you know, be in better hands ; and

Lord Melville talks of gazetting quam primum. I will write

a long letter very soon, but my back, fingers, and eyes ache

with these three pages. All here send love and fraternity.

Yours ever most truly, Walter Scott.

" P. S.— By the by, old Kennedy, the tinker, swam for his

life at Jedburgh, and was only, by the sophisticated and timid

evidence of a seceding doctor, who differed from all his breth-

ren, saved from a well-deserved gibbet. He goes to botanize

for fourteen years. Pray tell this to the Duke, for he was

4 An old soldier of the Duke's,

And the Duke's old soldier.'

Bix of his brethren, I am told, were in court, and kith and

. * The Lord Chief-Commissioner Adam.
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kin without end. I am sorry so many of the clan are left.

The cause of quarrel with the murdered man was an old

feud between two gipsey clans, the Kennedies and Irvings,

which, about forty years since, gave rise to a desperate quar-

rel and battle on Hawick Green, in which the grandfathers

of both Kennedy, and Irving whom he murdered, were en-

gaged."

In the next of these letters there is allusion to a drama,

on the story of the Heart of Mid-Lothian, of which Mr.

Terry had transmitted the MS. to Abbotsford— and

which ultimately proved very successful. Terry had,

shortly before this time, become the acting manager of

the Haymarket Theatre.

" To D. Terry, Esq., Haymarket, London.

"Abbotsford, 18th April 1819.

" Dear Terry,— I am able (though very weak) to answer

your kind inquiries. I have thought of you often, and been

on the point of writing or dictating a letter, but till very

lately I could have had little to tell you of but distress and

agony, with constant relapses into my unhappy malady, so

that for weeks I seemed to lose rather than gain ground, all

food nauseating on my stomach, and my clothes hanging about

me like a potato-bogle,* with from five or six to ten hours of

mortal pain every third day ; latterly the fits have been much
milder, and have at last given way to the hot bath without

any use of opiates ; an immense point gained, as they hurt

my general health extremely. Conceive my having taken, in

the course of six or seven hours, six grains of opium, three of

hyoscyamus, near 200 drops of laudanum— and all without

any sensible relief of the agony under which I laboured. My
stomach is now"getting confirmed, and I have great hopes the

bout is over ; it has been a dreadful set-to. I am sorry to

bear Mrs. Terry is complaining
;
you ought not to let hej

* Anglice— Scarecrow.
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labour, neither at Abbotsford sketches nor at anything else,

but to study to keep her mind amused as much as possible. As

for Walter, he is a shoot of an AVc,* and I have no fear ofhim

:

I hope he remembers Abbotsford and his soldier namesake.
w I send the MS.— I wish you had written for it earlier

My touching, or even thinking of it, was out of the question

;

my corrections would have smelled as cruelly of the cramp,

as the Bishop of Grenada's homily did of the apoplexy. In-

deed 1 hold myself inadequate to estimate those criticisms

which rest on stage effect, having been of late very little of

« play-going person. Would to Heaven these sheets could do

for you what Rob Roy has done for Murray ; he has abso-

lutely netted upwards of £3000 : to be sure, the man who

played the Bailie made a piece of acting equal to whatever

has been seen in the profession. For my own part, I was

actually electrified by the truth, spirit, and humour which he

threw into the part. It was the living Nicol Jarvie : conceited,

pragmatical, cautious, generous, proud of his connexion with

Rob Roy, frightened for him at the same time, and yet ex-

tremely desirous to interfere with him as an adviser: The

tone in which he seemed to give him up for a lost man after

having provoked him into some burst of Highland violence,

• Ah Rab ! Rab !
' was quite inimitable. I do assure you I

never saw a thing better played. It is like it may be his only

part, for no doubt the Patavinity and knowledge of the pro-

vincial character may have aided him much— but still he

must be a wonderful fellow; and the houses he drew were

tremendous.

" I am truly glad you are settled in London— ' a rolling

stone '— ' the proverb is something musty :

' f it is always

difficult to begin a new profession ; I could have wished you

quartered nearer us, but we shall always hear of you. The
becoming stage-manager at the Haymarket, I look upon as a

great step : well executed, it cannot but lead to something of

the same kind elsewhere. You must be aware of stumbling

over a propensity which easily besets you from the habit of

* Anglice— an Oak. t Hamlet, Act III. Scene 2.
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not having your time fully employed— I mean what the

women very expressively call dawdling. Your motto must be

Hoc age. Do instantly whatever is to be done, and take the

hours of reflection or recreation after business, and never be-

fore it. When a regiment is under march, the rear is often

thrown into confusion because the front do not move steadily

and without interruption. It is the same thing with business.

If that which is first in hand is not instantly, steadily, and
regularly despatched, other things accumulate behind till af-

fairs begin to press all at once, and no human brain can stand

the confusion : pray mind this— it is one of your few

weak points— ask Mrs. Terry else. A habit of the mind it

is which is very apt to beset men of intellect and talent,

especially when their time is not regularly filled up, but left

at their own arrangement. But it is like the ivy round the

oak, and ends by limiting, if it does not destroy, the power of

manly and necessary exertion. I must love a man so well to

whom I offer such a word of advice, that I will not apologise

for it, but expect to hear you are become as regular as a

Dutch clock— hours, quarters, minutes, all marked and ap-

propriated. This is a great cast in life, and must be played

with all skill and caution.

" We wish much to have a plan of the great bed, that we
may hang up the tester. Mr. Atkinson offered to have it

altered or exchanged ; but with the expense of land-carriage

and risk of damage, it is not to be thought of. I enclose a

letter to thank him for all his kindness. I should like to

have the invoice when the things are shipped. I hope they

will send them to Leith, and not to Berwick. The plasterer

has broke a pane in the armoury. I enclose a sheet with the

size, the black lines being traced within the lead ; and I add a

rough drawing of the arms, which are those of my mother.

I should like it replaced as soon as possible, for I will set the

expense against the careless rascal's account.

" I have got a beautiful scarlet paper, inlaid with goW
(rather crimson than scarlet) in a present from India, which

vill hang the parlour to a T : But we shall want some arti»
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ties from town to enable us to take possession of the parlour

— namely, a carpet— you mentioned a wainscotpattern, which

would be delightful— item, grates for said parlour and ar-

moury— a plain and unexpensive pattern, resembling that in

my room (which vents most admirably), and suited by half-

dogs for burning wood. The sideboard and chairs you have

mentioned. I see Mr. Bullock (George's brother) advertises

his museum for sale. I wonder if a good set of real tilting

armour could be got cheap there. James Ballantyne got me
one very handsome bright steel cuirassier of Queen Elizabeth's

time, and two less perfect, for £ 20— dog cheap ; they make a

great figure in the armoury. Hangings, curtains, &c. I be-

lieve we shall get as well in Edinburgh as in London ; it is

in your joiner and cabinet work that your infinite superiority

lies.

" Write to me if I can do aught about the play— though

I fear not : much will depend on Dumbiedykes, in whom Lis-

ten will be strong. Sophia has been chiefly my nurse, as an

indisposition of little Charles called Charlotte to town. She

returned yesterday with him. All beg kind compliments to

you and Mrs. Terry and little Walter. I remain your very

feeble but convalescent to command, Walter Scott.

" P. S.— We must not forget the case for the leaves of the

table while out of use ; without something of the kind, I am
afraid they will be liable to injury, which is a pity, as they are

so very beautiful." *

The accounts of Scott's condition circulated in Edin-

burgh in the course of this April were so alarming, that

I should not have thought of accepting his invitation to

revisit Abbotsford, unless John Ballantyne had given me
better tidings about the end of the month. He informed

* The Duke of Buccleuch gave Scott some old oak-roots from Drum-
Unrig, out of which a very beautiful set of dinner-tables were manu-

factured by Messrs. Bullock.
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me that his " illustrious friend " (for so both the Ballan-

tynes usually spoke of him) was so much recovered as to

have resumed his usual literary tasks, though with this

difference, that he now, for the first time in his life, found

it necessary to employ the hand of another. I have now

before me a letter of the 8th April, in which Scott says

to Constable— " Yesterday I began to dictate, and did it

easily and with comfort. This is a great point— but I

must proceed by little and little ; last night I had a slight

return of the enemy— but baffled him ;
"— and he again

writes to the bookseller on the 11th— " John Ballantyne

is here, and returns with copy, which my increasing

strength permits me to hope I may now furnish regu-

larly."

The copy (as MS. for the press is technically called)

which Scott was thus dictating, was that of the Bride of

Lammermoor, and his amanuenses were William Laid-

law and John Ballantyne ;
— of whom he preferred the

latter, when he could be at Abbotsford, on account of the

superior rapidity of his pen ; and also because John kept

his pen to the paper without interruption, and, though

with many an arch twinkle in his eyes, and now and then

an audible smack of his lips, had resolution to work on

like a well-trained clerk ; whereas good Laidlaw entered

with such keen zest into the interest of the story as it

flowed from the author's lips, that he could not suppress

exclamations of surprise and delight— " Gude keep us

a' !— the like o' that ! — eh sirs ! eh sirs !
"— and so

forth— which did not promote despatch. I have often,

however, in the sequel, heard both these secretaries de-

scribe the astonishment with which they were equally

affected when Scott began this experiment. The affeo

tionate Laidlaw beseeching him to stop dictating, when
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his audible suffering filled every pause, " Nay, Willie,"

he answered, " only see that the doors are fast. I would

fain keep all the cry as well as all the wool to ourselves

;

but as to giving over work, that can only be when I am

in woollen." John Ballantyne told me, that after the first

day he always took care to have a dozen of pens made

before he seated himself opposite to the sofa on which

Scott lay, and that though he often turned himself on his

pillow with a groan of torment, he usually continued the

sentence in the same breath. But when dialogue of pecul-

iar animation was in progress, spirit seemed to triumph

altogether over matter— he arose from his couch and

walked up and down the room, raising and lowering his

voice, and as it were acting the parts. It was in this fash-

ion that Scott produced the far greater portion of The

Bride of Lammermoor— the whole of the Legend of

Montrose— and almost the whole of Ivanhoe. Yet,

when his health was fairly reestablished, he disdained to

avail himself of the power of dictation, which he had thus

put to the sharpest test, but resumed, and for many years

resolutely adhered to, the old plan of writing everything

with his own hand. When I once, some time afterwards,

expressed my surprise that he did not consult his ease,

and spare his eyesight at all events, by occasionally dic-

tating, he answered— "I should as soon think of getting

into a sedan chair while I can use my legs."

On one of the envelopes in which a chapter of the

Bride of Lammermoor reached the printer in the Canon-

gate about this time (May 2, 1819), there is this note in

the author's own handwriting :
—

" Dear James,— These matters will need more than your

usual carefulness. Look sharp — double sharp— my trust if

constant in thee :
—
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' Tarry woo, tarry woo,

Tarry woo is ill to spin

;

Card it weel, card it weel,

Card it weel ere ye begin.

When 'tis carded, row'd, and spun,

Then the work is hafflins done

;

But when woven, drest, and clean,

It may be cleading for a queen.'

" So be it,— W. S."

Bat to return :— I rode out to Abbotsford with John

Ballantyne towards the end of the spring vacation, and

though he had warned me of a sad change in Scott's ap-

pearance, it was far beyond what I had been led to an-

ticipate. He had lost a great deal of flesh— his clothes

hung loose about him— his countenance was meagre,

haggard, and of the deadliest yellow of the jaundice—
and his hair, which a few weeks before had been but

slightly sprinkled with grey, was now almost literally

snow-white. His eye, however, retained its fire un-

quenched ; indeed it seemed to have gained in brilliancy

from the new langour of the other features ; and he re-

ceived us with all the usual cordiality, and even with little

perceptible diminishment in the sprightliness of his man-

ner. He sat at the table while we dined, but partook only

of some rice pudding ; and after the cloth was drawn,

while sipping his toast and water, pushed round the bot-

tles in his old style, and talked with easy cheerfulness of

the stout battle he had fought, and which he now seemed

to consider as won.

" One day there was," he said, " when I certainly began

to have great doubts whether the mischief was not getting

at my mind— and I'll tell you how I tried to reassure

myself on that score. I was quite unfit for anything like

original composition ; but I thought if I could turn an old
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German ballad I had been reading into decent rhymes, I

might dismiss my worst apprehensions— and you shall

Bee what came of the experiment." He then desired his

daughter Sophia to fetch the MS. of The Noble Moringer,

as it had been taken down from his dictation, partly by

her and partly by Mr. Laidlaw, during one long and pain-

ful day while he lay in bed. He read it to us as it stood,

and seeing that both Ballantyne and 1 were much pleased

with the verses, he said he should copy them over,

—

make them a little " tighter about the joints,"— and give

me them to be printed in the Edinburgh Annual Register

for 1816,— to consult him about which volume had part-

ly been the object of my visit ; and this promise he re-

deemed before I left him.

The reading of this long ballad, however,— (it consists

of forty-three stanzas) *— seemed to have exhausted

him : he retired to his bed-room ; and an hour or two

after, when we were about to follow his example, his

family were distressed by the well-known symptoms of

another sharp recurrence of his affliction. A large dose

of opium and the hot bath were immediately put in req-

uisition. His good neighbour, Dr. Scott of Darnlee, was

sent for, and soon attended ; and in the course of three

or four hours we learned that he was once more at ease.

But I can never forget the groans which, during that

space, his agony extorted from him. Well knowing the

iron strength of his resolution, to find him confessing its

extremity, by cries audible not only all over the house,

but even to a considerable distance from it— (for Ballan-

tyne and I, after he was put into his bath, walked forth to

be out of the way, and heard him distinctly at the bowl-

ing-green) — it may be supposed that this was sufficiently

* See ScoWs Poetical Works, p. 618, (Edin. Ed.)
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alarming, even to my companion ; how much more to me,

who had never before listened to that voice, except in the

gentle accents of kindness and merriment.

I told Ballantyne that I saw this was no time for my
visit, and that I should start for Edinburgh again at an

early hour— and begged he would make my apologies—
in the propriety of which he acquiesced. But as I was

dressing, about seven next morning, Scott himself tapped

at my door, and entered, looking better I thought than at

my arrival the day before. " Don't think of going," said

he ; "I feel hearty this morning, and if my devil does

come back again, it won't be for three days at any rate.

For the present, I want nothing to set me up except a

good trot in the open air, to drive away the accursed

vapours of the laudanum I was obliged to swallow last

night. You have never seen Yarrow, and when I have

finished a little job I have with Jocund Johnny, we
shall all take horse and make a day of it." When I said

something about a ride of twenty miles being rather a

bold experiment after such a night, he answered, that he

had ridden more than forty, a week before, under similar

circumstances, and felt nothing the worse. He added,

that there was an election on foot, in consequence of the

ieath of Sir John Riddell, of Riddell, Member of Parlia-

ment for the Selkirk district of Burghs, and that the bad

health and absence of the Duke of Buccleuch rendered it

quite necessary that he should make exertions on this oc-

casion. " In short," said he, laughing, " I have an errand

which I shall perform— and as I must pass Newark, you

had better not miss the opportunity of seeing it under so

excellent a cicerone as the old minstrel,

• Whose withered cheek and tresses grey

Shall yet see many a better day.' "
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About eleven o'clock, accordingly, he was mounted, by

the help of Tom Purdie, upon a staunch, active cob,

yclept Sybil Grey,— exactly such a creature as is de-

scribed in Mr. Dinmont's Dumple— while Ballantyne

sprung into the saddle of noble Old Mortality, and we

proceeded to the town of Selkirk, where Scott halted to

do business at the Sheriff-Clerk's, and begged us to move

onward at a gentle pace until he should overtake us. He
came up by and by at a canter, and seemed in high glee

with the tidings he had heard about the canvass. And so

we rode by Philiphaugh, Carterhaugh, Bowhill, and New-

ark, he pouring out all the way his picturesque anecdotes

of former times— more especially of the fatal field where

Montrose was finally overthrown by Leslie. He described

the battle as vividly as if he had witnessed it ; the pass-

ing of the Ettrick at daybreak by the Covenanting Gen-

eral's heavy cuirassiers, many of them old soldiers of

Gustavus Adolphus, and the wild confusion of the High-

land host when exposed to their charge on an extensive

haugh as flat as a bowling-green. He drew us aside at

Slain-men's-lee, to observe the green mound that marks

ihe resting-place of the slaughtered royalists ; and point-

ing to the apparently precipitous mountain, Minchmoor,

over which Montrose and his few cavaliers escaped, men-

tioned, that, rough as it seemed, his mother remembered

passing it in her early days in a coach and six, on her

way to a ball at Peebles— several footmen marching on

either side of the carriage to prop it up, or drag it through

bogs, as the case might require. He also gave us, with

all the dramatic effect of one of his best chapters, the his-

tory of a worthy family who, inhabiting at the time of the

battle a cottage on his own estate, had treated with par-

ticular kindness a young officer of Leslie's army quartered
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on them for a night or two before. When parting from

them to join the troops, he took out a purse of gold, and

told the goodwoman that he had a presentiment he should

not see another sun set, and in that case would wish his

money to remain in her kind hands ; but, if he should

survive, he had no doubt she would restore it honestly

The young man returned mortally wounded, but lingered

awhile under her roof, and finally bequeathed to her and

hers his purse and his blessing. " Such," he said, " was

the origin of the respectable lairds of , now my
good neighbours."

The prime object of this expedition was to talk over

the politics of Selkirk with one of the Duke of Buccleuch's

great store-farmers, who, as the Sheriff had learned, pos-

sessed private influence with a doubtful bailie or deacon

among the Souters. I forget the result, if ever I heard

it. But next morning, having, as he assured us, enjoyed

a good night in consequence of this ride, he invited us to

accompany him on a similar errand across Bowden Moor,

and up the Valley of the Ayle ; and when we reached a

particular bleak and dreary point of that journey, he in-

formed us that he perceived in the waste below a wreath

of smoke, which was the appointed signal that a wavering

Souter of some consequence had agreed to give him a

personal interview where no Whiggish eyes were likely

to observe them ;— and so, leaving us on the road, he

proceeded to thread his way westward, across moor and

bog, until we lost view of him. I think a couple of hours

might have passed before he joined us again, which was,

rs had been arranged, not far from the village of Lillies-

leaf. In that place, too, he had some negotiation of the

Bame sort to look after ; and when he had finished it, he

rode with us all round the ancient woods of Riddell, bu»*
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Would not go near the house ; I suppose lest any of the

afflicted family might still be there. Many were his

lamentations over the catastrophe which had just befallen

them. " They are," he said, * one of the most venerable

races in the south of Scotland— they were here long be-

fore these glens had ever heard the name of Soulis or

Douglas— to say nothing of Buccleuch : they can show

a Pope's bull of the tenth century, authorizing the then

Riddell to marry a relation within the forbidden degrees.

Here they have been for a thousand years at least ; and

now all the inheritance is to pass away, merely bec>rtise

one good worthy gentleman would not be contented to

enjoy his horses, his hounds, and his bottle of claret, like

thirty or forty predecessors, but must needs turn scientific

agriculturist, take almost all his fair estate into his own

hand, superintend for himself perhaps a hundred ploughs,

and try every new nostrum that has been tabled by the

quackish improvers of the time. And what makes the

thing ten times more wonderful is, that he kept day-book

and ledger, and all the rest of it, as accurately as if he

had been a cheesemonger in the Grassmarket." Some of

the most remarkable circumstances in Scott's own sub-

sequent life have made me often recall this conversation—

with more wonder than he expressed about the ruin of

the Riddells.

I remember he told us a world of stories, some trag-

ical, some comical, about the old lairds of this time-hon-

oured lineage ; and among others, that of the seven Bibles

and the seven bottles of ale, which he afterwards inserted

in a note to the Bride of Lammermoor.* He was also

* " It was once the universal custom to place ale, wine, or some

Strong liquor, in the chamber of an honoured guest, to assuage his

thirst should he feel any on awakening in the night, which, consider-

ing that the hospitality of that period often reached excess, was by no
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full of anecdotes about a friend of his father's, a minister

of Lilliesleaf, who reigned for two generations the most

popular preacher in Teviotdale ; but I forget the orator's

name. When the original of Saunders Fairford con-

gratulated him in his latter days on the undiminished

authority he still maintained— every kirk in the neigh-

bourhood being left empty when it was known he was

to mount the tent at any country sacrament— the shrewd

divine answered, " Indeed, Mr. Walter, I sometimes think

means unlikely. The author has met some instances of it in former

days, and in old-fashioned families. It was, perhaps, no poetic fiction

that records how

1 My cummer and I lay down to sleep

With two pint stoups at our bed feet

;

And aye when we waken'd we drank them dry

:

What think you o' my cummer and I ?

'

" It is a current story in Teviotdale, that in the house of an ancient

family of distinction, much addicted to the Presbyterian cause, a Bible

was always put into the sleeping apartment of the guests, along with

a bottle of strong ale. On some occasion there was a meeting of

clergymen in the vicinity of the castle, all of whom were invited to

dinner by the worthy Baronet, and several abode all night. Accord-

ing to the fashion of the times, seven of the reverend guests were

allotted to one large barrack-room, which was used on such occasions

of extended hospitality. The butler took care that the divines were

presented, according to custom, each with a Bible and a bottle of ale.

But after a little consultation among themselves, they are said to have

recalled the domestic as he was leaving the apartment. • My friend,'

said one of the venerable guests, ' you must know, when we meet to-

gether as brethren, the youngest minister reads aloud a portion of

Scripture to the rest; — only one Bible, therefore, is necessary; take

»way the other six, and in their place bring six more bottles of

lie.'

" This synod would have suited the ' hermit sage ' of Johnson, who

answered a pupil who inquired for the real road to happiness with tht

celebrated line,

1 Come, my lad, and drink some beer !
' "

— See The Bride of Lammermoor, Note to chap. xiv.
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it's vera surprising. There's aye a talk of this or that

wonderfully gifted young man frae the college ; but when-

ever I'm to be at the same occasion with ony o' them, I

e'en mount the white horse in the Revelations, and he

dings them a'."

Thus Scott amused himself and us as we jogged home-

wards : and it was the same the following day, when (no

election matters pressing) he rode with us to the west-

ern peak of the Eildon hills, that he might show me
the whole panorama of his Teviotdale, and expound the

direction of the various passes by which the ancient fo-

rayers made their way into England, and tell the names

and the histories of many a monastic chapel and baronial

peel, now mouldering in glens and dingles that escape

the eye of the traveller on the highways. Among other

objects on which he descanted with particular interest,

were the ruins of the earliest residence of the Kerrs of

Cessford, so often opposed in arms to his own chieftains

of Branksome, and a desolate little kirk on the adjoining

moor, where the Dukes of Roxburghe are still buried in

the same vault with the hero who fell at Turnagain.

Turning to the northward, he showed us the crags and

tower of Smailholme, and behind it the shattered frag-

ment of Erceldoune— and repeated some pretty stanzas

ascribed to the last of the real wandering minstrels of

this district, by name Burn :—
" Sing Erceldoune, and Cowdenknowes,
Where Homes Lad ance commanding,
And Drygrange, wi' the milk-white ewes,

'Twixt Tweed and Leaaer standing.

The bird that flees through Redpath trees

And Gledswood banks each morrow,

May chaunt and sing— sweet Leader's haughs

And Bonny howms of Yarrow.

TOJ.. V. 15
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M But Minstrel Burn cannot assuage

His grief while life endureth,

To see the changes of this age

Which fleeting time procureth;

For mony a place stands in hard case,

Where blythe folks kent nae sorrow,

With Homes that dwelt on Leader side,

And Scotts that dwelt on Yarrow."

That night he had again an attack of his cramp, but

not so serious as the former. Next morning he was

again at work with Ballantyne at an early hour ; and

when I parted from him after breakfast, he spoke cheer-

fully of being soon in Edinburgh for the usual business

of his Court. I left him, however, with dark prognos-

tications ; and the circumstances of this little visit to

Abbotsford have no doubt dwelt on my mind the more

distinctly, from my having observed and listened to him

throughout under the painful feeling that it might very

probably be my last.

On the 5th of May, he received the intelligence of the

death of the Duke of Buccleuch, which had occurred at

Lisbon on the 20th April; and next morning he wrote

as follows to his Grace's brother :
—

" To the Lord Montagu, Ditton Park.

" Abbotsford, 6th May 1819.

My Dear Lord,— I heard from Lord Melville, by yester-

day's post, the calamitous news which your Lordship's very

kind letter this moment confirmed, had it required confirma-

tion. For this fortnight past, my hopes have been very faint

indeed, and on Wednesday, when I had occasion to go to

Yarrow, and my horse turned from habit to go up the avenue

it Bowhill, I felt deeply impressed that it was a road I should

seldom travel for a long time at least. To your Lordship—
let me add, to myself— this is an irreparable loss ; for such a
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fund of excellent sense, high principle, and perfect honour,

have been rarely combined in the same individual. To the

country the inestimable loss will be soon felt, even by those

who were insensible to his merits, or wished to detract from

them, when he was amongst us. In my opinion he never re-

covered his domestic calamity. He wrote to me, a few days

after that cruel event, a most affectionate and remarkable

letter, explaining his own feelings, and while he begged that

I would come to him, assuring me that I should find him the

game he would be for the future years of his life. He kept

his word ; but I could see a grief of that calm and concen-

trated kind which claims the hours of solitude and of night

for its empire, and gradually wastes the springs of life.

" Among the thousand painful feelings which this mel-

ancholy event had excited, I have sometimes thought of his

distance from home. Yet this was done with the best inten-

tion, and upon the best advice, and was perhaps the sole

chance which remained for reestablishment. It has pleased

God that it has failed ; but the best means were used under

the best direction, and mere mortality can do no more. I am
very anxious about the dear young ladies, whose lives were so

much devoted to their father, and shall be extremely desirous

of knowing how they are. The Duchess has so much firm-

ness of mind, and Lady M. so much affectionate prudence,

that they will want no support that example and kindness

can afford. To me the world seems a sort of waste without

him. We had many joint objects, constant intercourse, and

unreserved communication, so that through him and by him

I took interest in many things altogether out of my own

sphere, and it seems to me as if the horizon were narrowed

and lowered around me. But God's will be done; it is all

that brother or friend can or dare say. — I have reluctance

to mention the trash which is going on here. Indeed, I think

Bttle is altered since I wrote to your Lordship fully, except-

ing that last night late, Chisholm * arrived at Abbotsford from

Lithgow, recalled by the news which had somehow reached

* Mr. Chisholm was the Tory candidate for the Selkirk burghs.
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Edinburgh,— as I suspect by some officiousness of

He left Lithgow in such a state that there is no doubt he will

carry that burgh, unless Pringle * gets Selkirk. He is gone

off this morning to try the possible and impossible to get the

single vote which he wants, or to prevail on one person to

stand neuter. It is possible he may succeed, though this event,

when it becomes generally known, will be greatly against his

efforts. I should care little more about the matter, were it

not for young Walter, f and for the despite I feel at the suc-

cess of speculations which were formed on the probability of

the event which has happened. Two sons of*******
came here yesterday, and with their father's philosophical

spirit of self-accommodation, established themselves for the

night. Betwixt them and Chisholm's noise, my head and my
stomach suffered so much (under the necessity of drowning

feelings which I could not express), that I had a return of the

spasms, and I felt as if a phantasmagoria was going on around

me. Quiet, and some indulgence of natural and solitary sor-

row, have made me well. To-day I will ride up to Selkirk

and see the magistrates, or the chief of them. It is necessary

they should not think the cause deserted. If it is thought prop-

er to suspend the works at Bowhill, perhaps the measure may
be delayed till the decision of this matter.

" I am sure, my dear Lord, you will command me in all I

can do. I have only to regret it is so little. But to show that

my gratitude has survived my benefactor, would be the pride

and delight of my life. I never thought it possible that a man
could have loved another so much, where the distance of rank

was so very great. But why recur to things so painful ? I

pity poor Adam Fergusson, whose affections were so much

engaged by the Duke's kindness, and who has with his gay

temper a generous and feeling heart. The election we may
lose, but not our own credit, and that of the family— that you

may rest assured of. My best respects and warmest sympathy

attend the dear young ladies, and Lady Montagu. I shall be

* Mr. Pringle of Clifton, the Whig candidate,

f Walter Francis, the present Duke of Buccleuch.
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anxious to know how the Duchess-Dowager does under this

great calamity. The poor boy— what a slippery world is

before him, and how early a dangerous, because a splendid,

lot is presented to him ! But he has your personal protection.

Believe me, with a deep participation in your present distress,

your Lordship's most faithfully, Walter Scott."

Scott drew up for Ballantyne's newspaper of that week

the brief character of Charles, Duke of Buccleuch, which

has since been included in his Prose Miscellanies (vol.

iv., Edin. Ed.) ; and the following letter accompanied

a copy of it to Ditton Park :
—

" To the Lord Montagu, Sfc. 8fc. 8fc.

" My Dear Lord,— I send you the newspaper article under

a different cover. I have studied so much to suppress my own
feelings, and so to give a just, calm, and temperate view of

the excellent subject of our present sorrow, such as I conceive

might be drawn by one less partially devoted to him, that it

has to my own eye a cold and lifeless resemblance of an origi-

nal so dear to me. But I was writing to the public, and to a

public less acquainted with him than a few years' experience

would have made them. Even his own tenantry were but

just arrived at the true estimation of his character. I wrote,

therefore, to insure credit and belief, in a tone greatly under

my own feelings. I have ordered twenty-five copies to be put

in a different shape, of which I will send your Lordship twenty.

It has been a painful task, but I feel it was due from me. I

am just favoured with your letter. I beg your Lordship will

\iot write more frequently than you find quite convenient, for

you must have now more than enough upon you. The ar-

rangement respecting Boughton* is what I expected— the

* Boughton, in Northamptonshire. This seat came into the posses-

lion of Henry, Duke of Buccleuch, by his marriage with the daughter

%nd heiress of John, the last Duke of Montagu, who survived for
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lifeless remains will be laid where the living thoughts had long

been. I grieve that I shall not see the last honours, yet I

hardly know how I could have gone through the scene.

" Nothing in the circumstances could have given me the

Batisfaction which I receive from your Lordship's purpose of

visiting Scotland, and bringing down the dear young ladies,

who unite so many and such affecting ties upon the regard

and affection of every friend of the family. It will be a meas-

ure of the highest necessity for the political interest of the

family, and your Lordship will have an opportunity of hearing

much information of importance, which really could not be

made subject of writing. The extinction of fire on the heartha

of this great house, would be putting out a public light and a

public beacon in the time of darkness and storms. Ever your

most faithful W. S."

On the 11th of May, Scott returned to Edinburgh, and

was present next day at the opening of the Court of Ses-

sion ; when all who saw him were as much struck as I

had been at Abbotsford with the lamentable change his

illness had produced in his appearance. He was unable

to persist in attendance at the Clerk's table— for several

weeks afterwards I think he seldom if ever attempted it

;

— and I well remember that, when the Third Series of

the Tales of My Landlord at length came out (which was

on the 10th of June), he was known to be confined to bed,

and the book was received amidst the deep general im-

pression that we should see no more of that parentage.

On the 13th he wrote thus to Captain Fergusson, who

had arrived in London with the remains of the Duke of

Buccleuch :
—

»any years her son E uke Charles. At Boughton, as the reader wil

»ee, Scott's early frien 1, the Duchess Harriet of Buccleuch, had beel

buried in 1814.
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u To Captain Adam Fergusson, fyc. fyc, Montagu House,

Whitehall.

" My Dear Adam,— I am sorry to say I have had another

eight days' visit of my disorder, which has confined me chiefly

to my bed. It is not attended with so much acute pain as in

spring, but with much sickness and weakness. It will perhaps

shade off into a mild chronic complaint— if it returns fre-

quently with the same violence, I shall break up by degrees,

and follow my dear Chief. I do not mean that there is the

least cause for immediate apprehension, but only that the con-

stitution must be injured at last, as well by the modes of cure,

or rather of relief, as by the pain. My digestion as well as my
appetite are for the present quite gone— a change from

former days of Leith and Newhaven parties. I thank God I

can look at this possibility without much anxiety, and without

a shadow of fear.

" Will you, if your time serves, undertake two little com-

missions for me ? One respects a kind promise of Lord Mon-

tagu to put George Thomson's name on a list for kirk prefer-

ment. I don't like to trouble him with letters— he must be

overwhelmed with business, and has his dear brother's punctu-

ality in replying even to those which require none. I would

fain have that Scottish Abr. Adams provided for if possi-

ble. My other request is, that you will, if you can, see Terry,

and ask him what is doing about my dining-room chairs, and

especially about the carpet, for I shall not without them have

the use of what Slender calls 4 mine own great parlour ' this

season. I should write to him, but am really unable. I hope

you will soon come down — a sight of you would do me good

at the worst turn I have yet had. The Baronet* is very

kind, and comes and sits by me. Everybody likes the Regalia,

and I have heard of no one grudging their hog-\— but you

must get something better. I have been writing to the Com-

mie % about this. He has been inexoressibly kind in Walter'

* Mr. William Clerk. f A shilling,

t The Lord Chief-Commissioner Adam.
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matter, and the Duke of York has promised an early com-

mission. When you see our friend, you can talk over this, and

may perhaps save him the trouble of writing particular direc-

tions what further is to be done. Iago's rule, I suppose— 4 put

money in my purse.' I wish in passing you would ask how the

ladies are in Piccadilly. Yours ever, W. Scott."

The Bride of Lammermoor, and the Legend of Mon-

trose, would have been read with indulgence had they

needed it ; for the painful circumstances under which

they must have been produced were known wherever

an English newspaper made its way ; but I believe that,

except in numerous typical errors, which sprung of ne-

cessity from the author's inability to correct any proof-

sheets, no one ever affected to perceive in either tale the

slightest symptom of his malady. Dugald Dalgetty was

placed by acclamation in the same rank with Bailie Jar-

vie— a conception equally new, just, and humorous, and

worked out in all the details, as if it had formed the

luxurious entertainment of a chair as easy as was ever

shaken by Rabelais ; and though the character of Mon-

trose himself seemed hardly to have been treated so fully

as the subject merited, the accustomed rapidity of the

novelist's execution would have been enough to account

for any such defect. Of Caleb Balderstone— (the hero

of one of the many ludicrous delineations which he owed

to the late Lord Haddington, a man of rare pleasantry,

and one of the best tellers of old Scotch stories that I

ever heard)— I cannot say that the general opinion was

then, nor do I believe it ever since has been, very favour-

able. It was pronounced at the time, by more than one

critic, a mere caricature ; and though Scott himself would

never in after-days admit this censure to be just, he al-

lowed that "he might have sprinkled rather too much
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parsley over his chicken." But even that blemish, for I

grant that I think it a serious one, could not disturb the

profound interest and pathos of the Bride of Lammer-

moor— to my fancy the most pure and powerful of all

the tragedies that Scott ever penned. The reader will

be well pleased, however, to have, in place of any crit-

ical observations on this work, the following particulars

of its composition from the notes which its printer dic-

tated when stretched on the bed from which he well

knew he was never to rise.

" The book," ( says James Ballantyne) " was not only

written, but published, before Mr. Scott was able to rise

from his bed ; and he assured me, that when it was first

put into his hands in a complete shape, he did not rec-

ollect one single incident, character, or conversation it

contained ! He did not desire me to understand, nor did

I understand, that his illness had erased from his mem-
ory the original incidents of the story, with which he

had been acquainted from his boyhood. These remained

rooted where they had ever been ; or, to speak more

explicitly, he remembered the general facts of the exist-

ence of the father and mother, of the son and daughter,

of the rival lovers, of the compulsory marriage, and the

attack made by the bride upon the hapless bridegroom,*

* There appeared in the Edinburgh Evening Post of October 10,

1840, a letter dated September 5th, 1823, addressed by Sir J. Home
Dalrymple Elphinstone, Bart, to the late Sir James Stewart Denham
of Coltness, Bart., both descendants of the Lord President Stair, whose

daughter was the original of the " Bride of Lammermoor," from which

it appears that, according to the traditional creed of the Dalrymple

timily, the lady's unhappy lover, Lord Rutherford, had found means

to be secreted in the nuptial chamber, and that the wound of the

bridegroom, Sir David Dunbar of Baldoon, was inflicted by his Lord-

ihip's hand. The letter in question will be found on pp. 18-23 of vol. i.

of the Bride of Lammtrmoor, (Household Edition of the Waverley

Novels.)
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with the general catastrophe of the whole. All these

things he recollected just as he did before he took to his

bed : but he literally recollected nothing else— not a sin-

gle character woven by the romancer, not one of the

many scenes and points of humour, nor anything with

which he was connected as the writer of the work. * For

a long time,' he said, ' I felt myself very uneasy in the

course of my reading, lest I should be startled by meet-

ing something altogether glaring and fantastic. How-
ever, I recollected that you had been the printer, and I

felt sure that you would not have permitted anything of

this sort to pass.' * Well/ I said, ' upon the whole, how

did you like it ?
'

* Why/ he said, * as a whole, I felt it

monstrous gross and grotesque ; but still the worst of it

made me laugh, and I trusted the good-natured public

would not be less indulgent.' I do not think I ever ven-

tured to lead to the discussion of this singular phenom-

enon again ; but you may depend upon it, that what I

have now said is as distinctly reported as if it had been

taken down in short-hand at the moment ; I should not

otherwise have ventured to allude to the matter at alL

I believe you will agree with me in thinking that the

history of the human mind contains nothing more won-

derful."

Soon after Scott re-appeared in the Parliament-house,

he came down one Saturday to the vaulted chambers

below, where the Advocates' Library was then kept, to

attend a meeting of the Faculty, and as the assembly

was breaking up, he asked me to walk home with him,

taking Ballantyne's printing-office in our way. He moved

languidly, and said, if he were to stay in town many

days, he must send for Sybil Grey ; but his conversation

was heart-whole ; and, in particular, he laughed till, de-
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6pite his weakness, the stick was flourishing in his hand,

over the following almost incredible specimen of that

most absurd personage the late Earl of Buchan.

Hearing one morning shortly before this time, that

Scott was actually in extremis, the Earl proceeded to

Castle Street, and found the knocker tied up. He then

descended to the door in the area, and was there re-

ceived by honest Peter Mathieson, whose face seemed

to confirm the woful tidings, for in truth his master was

ill enough. Peter told his Lordship that he had the

strictest orders to admit no visitor ; but the Earl would

take no denial, pushed the bashful coachman aside, and

elbowed his way up-stairs to the door of Scott's bed-

chamber. He had his fingers upon the handle before

Peter could give warning to Miss Scott ; and when she

appeared to remonstrate against such an intrusion, he

patted her on the head like a child, and persisted in

his purpose of entering the sick-room so strenuously,

that the young lady found it necessary to bid Peter see

the Earl down stairs again, at whatever damage to his

dignity. Peter accordingly, after trying all his eloquence

in vain, gave the tottering, bustling, old, meddlesome

coxcomb a single shove,— as respectful, doubt not, as

a shove can ever be,— and he accepted that hint, and

made a rapid exit. Scott, meanwhile, had heard the

confusion, and at length it was explained to him ; when,

fearing that Peter's gripe might have injured Lord Bu-

chan's feeble person, he desired James Ballantyne, who
had been sitting by his bed, to follow the old man home—
make him comprehend, if he could, that the family were

in such bewilderment of alarm, that the ordinary rules of

civility were out of the question — and, in fine, inquire

what had been the object of his lordship's intended visit.
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James proceeded forthwith to the Earl's house in George

Street and found him strutting about his library in a tow-

ering indignation. Ballantyne's elaborate demonstrations

of respect, however, by degrees softened him, and he con-

descended to explain himself. " I wished," said he, " to

embrace Walter Scott before he died, and inform him

that I had long considered it as a satisfactory circum-

stance that he and I were destined to rest together in

the same place of sepulchre. The principal thing, how-

ever, was to relieve his mind as to the arrangements of

his funeral— to show him a plan which I had prepared

for the procession— and, in a word, to assure him that I

took upon myself the whole conduct of the ceremonial at

Dryburgh." He then exhibited to Ballantyne a formal

programme, in which, as may be supposed, the predom-

inant feature was not Walter Scott, but David Earl of

Buchan. It had been settled, inter alia, that the said

Earl was to pronounce an eulogium over the grave,

after the fashion of French Academicians in the Pere

la Chaise.

And this silliest and vainest of busy-bodies was the

elder brother of Thomas and Henry Erskine ! But the

story is well known of his boasting one day to the late

Duchess of Gordon of the extraordinary talents of his

family— when her unscrupulous Grace asked him, very

coolly, whether the wit had not come by the mother, and

been all settled on the younger branches ?

Scott, as bis letters to be quoted presently will show,

had several more attacks of his disorder, and some very

severe ones, during the autumn of 1819 ; nor, indeed, had

it quite disappeared until about Christmas. But from

me time of his return to Abbotsford in July, when he

adopted the system of treatment recommended by a skil
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ful physician (Dr. Dick), who had had large experience

in maladies of this kind during his Indian life, the seiz-

ures gradually became less violent, and his confidence

that he was ultimately to baffle the enemy remained

unshaken.

As I had no opportunity of seeing him again until he

was almost entirely reestablished, I shall leave the prog-

ress of his restoration to be collected from his corre-

spondence. But I must not forget to set down what his

daughter Sophia afterwards told me of his conduct upon

one night in June, when he really did despair of himself.

He then called his children about his bed, and took leave

of them with solemn tenderness. After giving them, one

by one, such advice as suited their years and characters,

he added— " For myself, my dears, I am unconscious of

ever having done any man an injury, or omitted any fair

opportunity of doing any man a benefit. I well know

that no human life can appear otherwise than weak and

filthy in the eyes of God : but I rely on the merits and

intercession of our Redeemer." He then laid his hand

on their heads, and said— " God bless you ! Live so

that you may all hope to meet each other in a better

place hereafter. And now leave me, that I may turn

my face to the wall." They obeyed him ; but he pres-

ently fell into a deep sleep ; and when he awoke from

it after many hours, the crisis of extreme danger was

felt by himself, and pronounced by his physician, to

have been overcome.
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CHAPTER XLV.

Gradual reestablishment of Scotfs health— Ivanhoe in prog-

ress — His son Walter joins the Eighteenth Regiment of

Hussars — Scotfs Correspondence with his Son — Miscel-

laneous Letters to Mrs. Maclean Clephane, M. W. Harts*

tonge, J. G. Lockhart, John Ballantyne, John Richardson,

Miss Edgeworth, Lord Montagu, 8fc. — Abbotsford visited

by Prince Leopold of Saze-Coburg— Death of Mrs. WiU
liam Erskine.

1819.

Before Scott left Edinburgh, on the 12th of July, he

had not only concluded his bargain with Constable for

another novel, but, as will appear from some of his

letters, made considerable progress in the dictation of

Ivanhoe.

That he already felt great confidence on the score of

his health, may be inferred from his allowing his son,

Walter, about the middle of the month, to join the

18th regiment of Hussars, in which he had, shortly

before, received his commission as Cornet.

Scott's letters to his son, the first of his family that left

the house, will merit thenceforth a good deal of the read-

er's attention. Walter was, when he thus quitted Ab-

botsford to try his chances in the active world, only in

the eighteenth year of his age ; and the fashion of edu

cation in Scotland is such, that he had scarcely ever slept
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a night under a different roof from his parents, until this

separation occurred. He had been treated from his cra-

dle with all the indulgence that a man of sense can ever

permit himself to show to any of his children ; and for

several years he had now been his father's daily com-

panion in all his out-of-doors occupations and amuse-

ments. The parting was a painful one ; but Scott's

ambition centered in the heir of his name, and instead

of fruitless pinings and lamentings, he henceforth made

it his constant business to keep up such a frank corres-

pondence with the young man as might enable himself

to exert over him, when at a distance, the gentle influ-

ence of kindness, experience, and wisdom. The series

of his letters to his son is, in my opinion, by far the

most interesting and valuable, as respects the personal

character and temper of the writer. It will easily be

supposed that, as the young officer entered fully into

his father's generous views of what their correspond-

ence ought to be, and detailed every little incident of

his new career with the same easy confidence as if he

had been writing to a friend or elder brother not very

widely differing from himself in standing, the answers

abound with opinions on subjects with which I have no

right to occupy or entertain my readers : but I shall in-

troduce in the prosecution of this work, as many speci-

mens of Scott's paternal advice as I can hope to ren-

der generally intelligible without indelicate explanations

— and more especially such as may prove serviceable

to other young persons when first embarking under their

own pilotage upon the sea of life. Scott's manly kind-

ness to his boy, whether he is expressing approbation

or censure of his conduct, can require no pointing out

;

and his practical wisdom was of that liberal order, based
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on such comprehensive views of man and the world, that

I am persuaded it will often be found available to the

circumstances of their own various cases, by young men
of whatever station or profession.

I shall, nevertheless, adhere as usual to the chrono-
logical order ; and one or two miscellaneous letters must
accordingly precede the first article of his correspond-

ence with the Cornet. He alludes, however, to the

youth's departure in the following—

" To Mrs. Maclean Clephane of Torloisk.

" Abbotsford, July 15th, 1819.

" Dear Mrs. Clephane,— Nothing could give me more

pleasure than to hear you are well, and thinking of looking

this way. You will find all my things in very different order

from when you were here last, and plenty of room for matron

and miss, man and maid. We have no engagements, except

to Newton Don about the 20th August— if we be alive— no

unreasonable proviso in so long an engagement. My health,

however, seems in a fair way of being perfectly restored. It

is a joke to talk of any other remedy than that forceful but

most unpleasant one— calomel. I cannot say I ever felt ad-

vantage from anything else ; and I am perfectly satisfied that,

used as an alterative, and taken in very small quantities for a

long time, it must correct all the inaccuracies of the biliary

organs. .At least it has done so in my case more radically than

I could have believed possible. I have intermitted the regime

for some days, but begin a new course next week for precau-

tion. Dr. Dick, of the East-India Company's service, has put

me on this course of cure, and says he never knew it fail un-

less when the liver was irreparably injured. I believe I shall

go to Carlsbad next year. If I must go to a watering-place, I

should like one where I might hope to see and learn something

new myself, instead of being hunted down by some of the con-

founded lion-catchers who haunt English spas. I have not the
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art of being savage to those people, though few are more an-

noyed by them. I always think of Snug the Joiner—
1 If I should as lion come in strife

Into such place, 'twere pity on my life.'

U I have been delayed in answering your kind letter by

Walter's departure from us to join his regiment, the 18th

Dragoons. He has chosen a profession for which he is well

suited, being of a calm but remarkably firm temper— fond of

mathematics, engineering, and all sorts of calculation — clear-

headed, and good-natured. When you add to this a good

person and good manners, with great dexterity in horseman-

ship and all athletic exercises, and a strong constitution, one

hopes you have the grounds of a good soldier. My own selfish

wish would have been that he should have followed the law

;

but he really had no vocation that way, wanting the acuteness

and liveliness of intellect indispensable to making a figure in

that profession. So I am satisfied all is for the best, only I

shall miss my gamekeeper and companion in my rides and

walks. But so it was, is, and must be— the young must part

from the nest, and learn to wing their own way against the

storm.

" I beg my best and kindest compliments to Lady Compton.

Stooping to write hurts me, or I would have sent her a few

lines. As I shall be stationary here for all this season, I shall

not see her, perhaps, for long enough. Mrs. Scott and the

girls join in best love, and I am ever, dear Mrs. Clephane,

your faithful and most obedient servant,

" Walter Scott."

I have had some hesitation about introducing the next

letter— which refers to the then recent publication of a

sort of mock-tour in Scotland, entitled " Peter's Letters

to his Kinsfolk." Nobody but a very young and a very

thoughtless person could have dreamt of putting forth

such a book ; yet the Epistles of the imaginary Dr.

vol. v. 16
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Morris have been so often denounced as a mere string

of libels, that I think it fair to show how much more

leniently Scott judged of them at the time. Moreover,

his letter is a good specimen of the liberal courtesy with

which, on all occasions, he treated the humblest aspirants

in literature. Since I have alluded to Peter's Letters at

all, I may as well take the opportunity of adding that

they were not wholly the work of one hand.

" To J. G. Lockhart, Esq., Carnbroe House, Hollytown.

" Abbotsford, July 19th, 1819.

*' My Dear Sir,— Distinguendum est. When I receive a

book ex dono of the author, in the general case I offer my
thanks with all haste before I cut a leaf, lest peradventure I

should feel more awkward in doing so afterwards, when they

must not only be tendered for the well-printed volumes them-

selves, and the attention which sent them my way, but more-

over for the supposed pleasure I have received from the con-

tents. But with respect to the learned Dr. Morris, the case is

totally different, and I formed the immediate resolution not to

say a word about that gentleman's labours without having read

them at least twice over— a pleasant task, which has been in-

terrupted partly by my being obliged to go down the country,

partly by an invasion of the Southron, in the persons of Sir

John Shelley, famous on the turf, and his lady. I wish Dr.

Morris had been of the party, chiefly for the benefit of a little

Newmarket man, called Cousins, whose whole ideas, similes,

illustrations, &c. were derived from the course and training

stable. He was perfectly good-humoured, and I have not

laughed more this many a day.

44 1 think the Doctor has got over his ground admirably ;
—

only the general turn of the book is perhaps too favourable,

both to the state of our public society, and of individual

eharacter :
—
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' His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd

Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud.' *

But it was, in every point of view, right to take this more

favourable tone, and to throw a Claude Lorraine tint over our

northern landscape. We cannot bear the actual bare truth,

either in conversation, or that which approaches nearest to

conversation, in a work like the Doctor's, published within the

circle to which it refers.

"For the rest, the Doctor has fully maintained his high

character for force of expression, both serious and comic, and

for acuteness of observation— rem acu tetigit— and his scalpel

has not been idle, though his lenient hand has cut sharp and

clean, and poured balm into the wound. What an acquisition

it would have been to our general information to have had

such a work written, I do not say fifty, but even five-and-

twenty years ago; and how much of grave and gay might

then have been preserved, as it were, in amber, which have

now mouldered away. When I think that at an age not much
younger than yours I knew Black, Ferguson, Robertson, Ers-

kine, Adam Smith, John Home, &c. &c, and at least saw

Burns, I can appreciate better than any one the value of a

work which, like this, would have handed them down to pos-

terity in their living colours. Dr. Morris ought, like Nour-

jahad, to revive every half century, to record the fleeting

manners of the age, and the interesting features of those who
will be only known to posterity by their works. If I am very

partial to the Doctor, which I am not inclined to deny, re-

member I have been bribed by his kind and delicate account

of his visit to Abbotsford. Like old Cumberland, or like my
own grey cat, I will e'en purr and put up my back, and enjoy

his kind flattery, even when I know it goes beyond my merits.

" I wish you would come and spend a few days here, while

.his delightful weather lasts. I am now so well as quite to

enjoy the society of my friends, instead of the woful pickle in

which I was in spring, when you last favoured me. It was,

however, dignus vindice nodus, for no less a deity descended to

* Goldsmith's Retaliation.
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my aid than the potent Mercury himself, in the shape of calo-

mel, which I have been obliged to take daily, though in small

quantities, for these two months past. Notwithstanding the

inconveniences of this remedy, I thrive upon it most marvel-

loasly, having recovered both sleep and appetite ; so when you

incline to come this way, you will find me looking pretty bob-

(. — Yours very truly, Walter Scott."

On the same day, Scott wrote as follows, to John Bal-

lantyne, who had started for London, on his route to

Paris in quest of articles for next winter's auction-room

— and whose good offices he was anxious to engage on

behalf of the Cornet, in case they should happen to be

in the metropolis at the same time :
—

" To Mr. John Ballantyne, care of Messrs. Longman #• Co.,

London.

" Abbotsford, July 19th, 1819.

" Dear John,— I have only to say, respecting matters here,

that they are all going on quietly. The first volume is very

nearly finished, and the whole will be out in the first or second

week of September. It will be well if you can report your-

self in Britain by that time at farthest, as something must be

done on the back of this same Ivanhoe.

" Walter left us on Wednesday night, and will be in town

by the time this reaches you, looking, I fancy, very like a cow

in a fremd loaning.* He will be heard of at Miss Dumergue's.

Pray look after him, and help him about his purchases.

" I hope you will be so successful in your foreign journey as

to diddle the Edinburgh folk out of some cash this winter.

But don't forget September, if you wish to partake the advan-

tages thereof.

" I wish you would see what good reprints of old books are

come out this year at Triphook's, and send me a note of them,

— Yours very truly, W. Scott."

* Anglice— a strange pasture.
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John Ballantyne found the Cornet in London, and did

for him what his father had requested.

" To Mr. John Ballantyne.

" Abbotsford, July 26, 1819.

"Dear John,— I have yours with the news of Walter's

rattle-traps, which are abominably extravagant. But there is

no help for it but submission. The things seem all such as

cannot well be wanted. How the devil they mount them to

such a price, the tailors best know. They say it takes nine

tailors to make a man— apparently, one is sufficient to ruin

him. We shall rub through here well enough, though James

is rather glumpy and dumpy— chiefly, I believe, because his

child is unwell. If you can make any more money for me in

London, good and well. I have no spare cash till Ivanhoe

comes forth.— Yours truly, W. Scott.

"P. S.— Enclosed are sundry letters of introduction for

the ci-devant Laird of Gilnockie."

" To Miss Edgeworth of Edgeworthstown.

"Abbotsford, July 21, 1819.

" My Dear Miss Edgeworth,— When this shall happen to

•each your hands, it will be accompanied by a second edition

of Walter Scott, a tall copy, as collectors say, and bound in

Turkey leather, garnished with all sorts of fur and frippery—
not quite so well lettered, however, as the old and vamped

wiginal edition. In other, and more intelligible phrase, the

;all Cornet of Hussars, whom this will introduce to you, is my
eldest son, who is now just leaving me to join his regiment in

Ireland. I have charged him, and he is himself sufficiently

anxious, to avoid no opportunity of making your acquaintance,

as to be known to the good and the wise is by far the best

privilege he can derive from my connexion with literature. I

tave always felt the value of having access to persons of talent
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and genius to be the best part of a literary man's prerogative,

and you will not wonder, I am sure, that I should be desirous

this youngster should have a share of the same benefit.

" I have had dreadful bad health for many months past, and

have endured more pain than I thought was consistent with

Ufe. But the thread, though frail in some respects, is tough in

others ; and here am I with renewed health, and a fair pros-

pect of regaining my strength, much exhausted by such a

train of suffering.

" I do not know when this will reach you, my son's motions

being uncertain. But, find you where or when it will, it

comes, dear Miss Edgeworth, from the sincere admirer of your

genius, and of the patriotic and excellent manner in which it

has always been exerted. In which character I subscribe my-

self ever yours truly, Walter Scott."

I believe, at the time when the foregoing letter was

written, Scott and Miss Edgeworth had never met. The

next was addressed "to a gentleman whose acquaintance

the poet had formed when collecting materials for his

edition of Swift. On that occasion Mr. Hartstonge was

of great service to Scott— and he appears to have paid

him soon afterwards a visit at Abbotsford. Mr. Hart-

gtonge was an amiable and kind-hearted man, and en-

ihusiastically devoted to literature ; but his own poetical

^lents were undoubtedly of the sort that finds little fa-

vour either with gods or columns. He seems to have

written shortly before this time to inquire about his old

acquaintance's health.

" To Matthew Weld Hartstonge, Esq., Molesworth Street,

Dublin.

"Abbotsford, July 21, 1819.

" My Dear Sir,— Fortunately at present my
system is pretty strong. In the meanwhile my family are be»
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ginning to get forwards. Walter— (you remember my wad-

ing into Cauldshields loch to save his little frigate from wreck)

— is now a Cornet of six feet two inches in your Irish 18th

Hussars ; the regiment is now at Cork, and will probably be

next removed to Dublin, so you will see your old friend with a

new face ; be-furred, be-feathered, and be-whiskered in the

highest military ton. I have desired him to call upon you,

should he get to Dublin on leave, or come there upon duty. I

miss him here very much, for he was my companion, game-

keeper, &c. &c, and when one loses one's own health and

strength, there are few things so pleasant as to see a son enjoy-

ing both in the vigour of hope and promise. Think of this,

my good friend, and as you have kind affections to make some

good girl happy, settle yourself in life while you are young,

and lay up, by so doing, a stock of domestic happiness, against

age or bodily decay. There are many good things in life,

whatever satirists and misanthropes may say to the contrary

;

but probably the best of all, next to a conscience void of

offence (without which, by the by, they can hardly exist), are

the quiet exercise and enjoyment of the social feelings, in

which we are at once happy ourselves, and the cause of happi-

ness to them who are dearest to us.

" I have no news to send you from hence. The addition to

my house is completed with battlement and bartisan, but the

old cottage remains hidden among creepers, until I shall have

leisure— i. e. time and money — to build the rest of my man-
sion— which I will not do hastily, as the present is amply suf-

ficient for accommodation. Adieu, my dear sir ; never reckon

the degree of my regard by the regularity of my correspond-

ence, for besides the vile diseases of laziness and procrasti-

nation, which have always beset me, I have had of late both

t>ain and languor sufficient to justify my silence. Believe me,
however, always most truly yours, Walter Scott."

The first letter the young Cornet received from his

father after mounting his " rattle-traps " was the fol-

lowing :
—
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" To Cornet Walter Scott, 18th Hussars, Cork.

"Abbotsford, Aug. 1,1819.

" Dear Walter,— I was glad to find you got safe to the

hospitable quarters of Piccadilly, and 'were put on the way of

achieving your business well and expeditiously. You would

receive a packet of introductory letters by John Ballantyne, to

whom I addressed them.

" I had a very kind letter two days ago from your Colonel.*

Had I got it sooner it would have saved some expense in

London, but there is no help for it now. As you are very fully

provided with all these appointments, you must be particular

in taking care of them, otherwise the expense of replacing

them will be a great burden. Colonel Murray seems disposed

to show you much attention. He is, I am told, rather a re-

served man, which indeed is the manner of his family. You
will, therefore, be the more attentive to what he says, as well

as to answer all advances he may make to you with cordiality

and frankness ; for if you be shy on the one hand, and he re-

served on the other, you cannot have the benefit of his advice,

which I hope and wish you may gain. I shall be guided by

his opinion respecting your allowance : he stipulates that you

shall have only two horses (not to be changed without his con-

sent), and on no account keep a gig. You know of old how

1 detest that mania of driving wheel-barrows up and down,

when a man has a handsome horse, and can ride him. They

are both foolish and expensive things, and, in my opinion, are

only fit for English bagmen— therefore gig it not, I pray

you.

" In buying your horses you will be very cautious. I see

Colonel Murray has delicacy about assisting you directly in

the matter— for he says very truly that some gentlemen make

a sort of traffic in horse-flesh— from which his duty and incli-

nation equally lead him to steer clear. But he will take care

* The then commandant of the 18th Hussars was Lieut.-Colonel th«

Hon. Henry Murray, brother to the Earl of Mansfield.
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that you don't buy any that are unfit for service, as in the

common course they must be approved by the commandant as

chargers. Besides which, he will probably give you some pri-

vate hints, of which avail yourself, as there is every chance of

your needing much advice in this business. Two things I

preach on my own experience:

—

1st, Never to buy an aged

horse, however showy. He must have done work, and, at

any rate, will be unserviceable in a few years. 2dly, To buy

rather when the horse is something low in condition, that you

may the better see all his points. Six years is the oldest at

which I would purchase. You will run risk of being jockeyed

by knowing gentlemen of your own corps parting with their

experienced chargers to oblige you. Take care of this. Any
good-tempered horse learns the dragoon duty in wonderfully

short time, and you are rider enough not to want one quite

broke in. Look well about you, and out into the country.

Excellent horses are bred all through Munster, and better have

a clever young one than an old regimental brute foundered by

repeated charges and bolts. If you see a brother-officer's

horse that pleases you much, and seems reasonable, look par-

ticularly how he stands on his forelegs, and for that purpose

see him in the stable. If he shifts and shakes a little, have

nothing to say to him. This is the best I can advise, not

doubting you will be handsomely excised after all. The officer

who leaves his corps may be disposing of good horses, and per-

haps selling reasonable. One who continues will not, at least

should not, part with a good horse without some great advan-

tage.

" You will remain at Cork till you have learned your regi-

mental duty, and then probably be despatched to some outr

v\uarter. I need not say how anxious I am that you should

keep up your languages, mathematics, and other studies. To
have lost that which you already in some degree possess— and

that which we don't practise we soon forget— would be a sub-

ject of unceasing regret to you hereafter. You have good

utroductions, and don't neglect to avail yourself of them.

Something in this respect your name may do for you— a fair
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advantage, if used with discretion and propriety. By the way
I suspect you did not call on John Richardson.

" The girls were very dull after you left us ; indeed the

night you went away, Anne had hysterics, which lasted some

time. Charles also was down in the mouth, and papa and

mamma a little grave and dejected. I would not have you

think yourself of too great importance neither, for the greatest

personages are not always long missed, and to make a bit of a

parody—
' Down falls the rain, up gets the sun,

Just as if Walter were not gone.'

We comfort ourselves with the hopes that you are to be happy

in the occupation you have chosen, and in your new society.

Let me know if there are any well-informed men among them,

though I don't expect you to find out that for some time. Be
civil to all, till you can by degrees find out who are really best

deserving.

"I enclose a letter from Sophia, which doubtless contains

all the news. St. Boswell's Fair rained miserably, and disap-

pointed the misses. The weather has since been delightful,

and harvest advances fast. All here goes its old round— the

habits of age do not greatly change, though those of youth do.

Mamma has been quite well, and so have I— but I still take

calomel. I was obliged to drink some claret with Sir A. Don,

Sir John Shelley, and a funny little Newmarket quizzy, called

Cousins, whom they brought here with them the other day,

but I was not the worse. I wish you had Sir J. S. at your

elbow when you are buying your horses— he is a very know-

ing man on the turf. I like his lady very much. She is per-

fectly feminine in her manners, has good sense, and playa

divinely on the harp ; besides all which, she shoots wild boars,

and is the boldest horsewoman I ever saw. I saw her at Paris

ride like a lapwing, in the midst of all the aide-de-camps and

suite of the Duke of Wellington.

" Write what your horses come to, &c. Your outfit will be

an expensive matter ; but once settled, it will be fairly launch-

ing you into life in the way you wished, and I trust youi wiL
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see the necessity of prudence and a gentlemanlike economy,

which consists chiefly in refusing one's self trifling indulgences

until we can easily pay for them. Once more, I beg you to

be attentive to Colonel Murray and to his lady. I hear of a

disease among the moorfowl. I suppose they are dying for

grief at your departure. Ever, my dear boy, your affec-

tionate father, Walter Scott."

" To the Same.

" 7th August 1819

" Dear Walter,— .... I shall be curious to know how you

like your brother-officers, and how you dispose of your time.

The drills and riding-school will, of course, occupy much of

your mornings for some time. I trust, however, you will keep

in view drawing, languages, &c. It is astonishing how far

even half an hour a-day regularly bestowed on one object,

will carry a man in making himself master of it. The habit

of dawdling away time is easily acquired, and so is that of

putting every moment either to use or to amusement.

" You will not be hasty in forming intimacies with any of

your brother-officers, until you observe which of them are

most generally respected, and likely to prove most creditable

friends. It is seldom that the people who put themselves

hastily forward to please, are those most worthy of being

known. At the same time you will take care to return all

civility which is offered, with readiness and frankness. The
Italians have a proverb, which I hope you have not forgot

poor Pierrotti's lessons so far as not to comprehend— 'Volto

sciolto e pensieri stretti.* There is no occasion to let any one

eee what you exactly think of him ; and it is the less prudent,

as you will find reason, in all probability, to change your

opinion more than once.

I shall be glad to hear of your being fitted with a good ser-

vant Most of the Irish of that class are scapegraces— drink,

steal, and lie like the devil. If you could pick up a canny

Scot, it would be well. Let me know aoout your mess. To
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drink hard is none of your habits; but even drinking what is

called a certain quantity every day, hurts the stomach, and by

hereditary descent yours is delicate. I believe the poor Duke
of Buccleuch laid the foundation of that disease which occa-

sioned his premature death in the excesses of Villars's regi-

ment ; and I am sorry and ashamed to say, for your warning,

that the habit of drinking wine, so much practised when I was

a young man, occasioned, I am convinced, many of my cruel

stomach complaints. You had better drink a bottle of wine

on any particular occasion, than sit and soak and sipple at an

English pint every day.

" All our bipeds are well. Hamlet had an inflammatory

attack, and I began to think he was going mad, after the ex-

ample of his great namesake, but Willie Laidlaw bled him,

and he has recovered. Pussy is very well. Mamma, the girls,

and Charlie, join in love. Yours affectionately, W. S.

" P. S. — Always mention what letters of mine you have re-

ceived, and write to me whatever comes into your head. It is

the privilege of great boys when distant that they cannot tire

papas by any length of detail upon any subject."

" To the Same.

" Abbotsford, 13th August 181».

" My Dearest Walter, — I am very much obliged to Col-

onel Murray for the trouble he has taken on your behalf. I

hope he has received the letter which I wrote to him a fort-

night since under Mr. Freeling's cover. It enclosed a parcel

of letters to you. I took the liberty of asking his advice what

allowance you should have to assist you. You know pretty

well my circumstances and your own, and that I wish you to

be comfortable, but not in any respect extravagant ; and this

for your own sake, and not for that of money, which I never

valued very much, perhaps not so much as I ought to have

done. I think by speaking to Colonel Murray you may get

at his opinion, and I have so much trust in your honour and
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affection as to confide in your naming your own allowance.

Meantime, lest the horse should starve while the grass grows,

I enclose a cheque upon Messrs. Coutts for £50, to accompt

of your first year's allowance. Your paymaster will give you

the money for it I dare say. You have to indorse the bill,

t. e. write your name on the back of it.

" All concerned are pleased with your kind tokens of re-

membrance from London. Mamma and I like the caricatures

very much. I think, however, scarce any of them shows the

fancy and talent of old Gilray : he became insane, I suppose

by racking his brain in search of extravagant ideas, and was

supported in his helpless condition by the woman who keeps

the great print-shop in St. James' Street, who had the gen-

erosity to remember that she had made thousands by his la-

bour.

" Everything here goes on in the old fashion, and we are all

as well as possible, saving that Charles rode to Lawrence fair

yesterday in a private excursion, and made himself sick with

eating gingerbread, whereby he came to disgrace.

" Sophia has your letter of the 4th, which she received yes-

terday. The enclosed will help you to set up shop and to

get and pay whatever is necessary. I wish we had a touch

of your hand to make the parties rise in the morning, at

which they show as little alertness as usual.

" I beg you will keep an account of money received and

paid. Buy a little book ruled for the purpose, for pounds,

shillings, and pence, and keep an account of cash received

and expended. The balance ought to be cash in purse, if

the book is regularly kept. But any very small expenses you

can enter as ' Sundries, £0:3:6,' which saves trouble.

" You will find this most satisfactory and useful. But, in-

deed, arithmetic is indispensable to a soldier who means to

rise in his profession. All military movements depend upon

talculation of time, numbers, and distance.

"Dogs all well— cat sick— supposed with eating birds in

their feathers. Sisters, brother, and mamma join in love to

<he 'poor wounded hussa-a-r';— I dare say you have heard
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the song, if not, we shall send it for the benefit of the mess

Yours affectionately, Walter Scott.

"P. S. — Yesterday, the 12th, would, I suppose, produce

•ome longings after the Peel heights."

In the following letter to Mr. Richardson, we see Scott

busied about certain little matters of heraldic importance

which had to be settled before his patent of baronetcy

could be properly made out. He also alludes to two lit-

tle volumes, which he edited during this autumn— the

Memorials of the Haliburtons, a thin quarto (never pub-

lished) — and the poems of Patrick Carey, of which

he had given specimens some years before in the An-
nual Register.

" To John Richardson, Esq., Fludyer Street, Westminster.

" Abbotsford, 22d August 1819.

" My Dear Richardson,— I am sorry Walter did not get to

your kind domicile. But he staid but about five or six days in

London, and great was his haste, as you may well suppose.

He had a world of trinkums to get, for you know there goes as

much to the man-millinery of a young officer of hussars as to

that of an heiress on her bridal day. His complete equipage,

horses not included, cost about £360, and if you add a couple

of blood horses, it will be £200 more, besides the price of his

commission, for the privilege of getting the hardness of his

skull tried by a brick-bat at the next meeting of Radical Re-

formers. I am not much afraid of these folks, however, be-

cause I remember 1793 and 1794, when the same ideas pos-

sessed a much more formidable class of the people, being

received by a large proportion of farmers, shopkeepers, and

otheis, possessed of substance. A mere mob will always be a

fire of loose straw ; but it is melancholy to think of the indi-

vidual mischief that may be done. I did not find it quite ad
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risable to take so long a journey as London this summer. I

am quite recovered ; but my last attack was of so dreadful a

nature, that I wish to be quite insured against another— t. e.

as much as one can be insured against such a circumstance—
before leaving home for any length of time.

" To return to the vanities of this world, from what threat-

ened to hurry me to the next : I enclose a drawing of my
arms, with the supporters which the heralds here assign me.

Our friend Harden seems to wish I would adopt one of his

Mer-maidens, otherwise they should be both Moors, as on the

left side. I have also added an impression of my seal. You

can furnish Sir George Naylor with as much of my genealogy

as will serve the present purpose. I shall lose no time in con-

necting myself by a general service with my granduncle, the

last Haliburton of Dryburgh Abbey, or Newmains, as they

call it. I spoke to the Lyon-office people in Edinburgh. I

find my entry there will be an easy matter, the proofs being

very pregnant and accessible. I would not stop for a trifling

expense to register my pedigree in England, as far as you

think may be necessary, to show that it is a decent one. My
ancestors were brave and honest men, and I have no reason to

be ashamed of them, though they were neither wealthy nor

great.

" As something of an antiquary and genealogist, I should not

like there were any mistakes in this matter, so I send you a

small note of my descent by my father and my paternal grand-

mother, with a memorandum of the proofs by which they may
be supported, to which I might add a whole cloud of oral wit-

nesses. I hate the being suspected of fishing for a pedigree,

or bolstering one up with false statements. How people can

bring themselves to this, I cannot conceive. I send you a copy

of the Haliburton MS., of which I have printed twenty for the

satisfaction of a few friends. You can have any part of them

copied in London which ought to be registered. I should like

if Sir George Naylor would take the trouble of looking at the

oroofs, which are chiefly extracts from the public records. I

take this opportunity to send you also a copy of a little ama-
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teur-book— Carey's Poems — a thoroughbred Cavalier, and,

I think, no bad versifier. Kind compliments to Mrs. Richard-

son. Yours, my dear Richardson, most truly,

" Walter Scott."

" To Cornet W. Scott, 18th Hussars, Cork.

" Abbotsford, 4th Sept. 1819.

" Dear Walter,— Your very acceptable letter of the 26th

reached me to-day. I had begun to be apprehensive that the

draft had fallen into the hands of the Philistines, but the very

long calm must have made the packets slow in their progress,

which I suppose was the occasion of the delay. Respecting

the allowance, Colonel Murray informs me that from £ 200 to

£250, in addition to the pay of a Cornet, ought to make a

young man very comfortable. He adds, which I am much
pleased to hear, that your officers are, many of them, men
of moderate fortune, and disposed to be economical. 1 had

thought of £200 as what would suit us both, but when I

see the account which you very properly keep, I shall be bet

ter able to determine. It must be considered that any uncom

mon expense, as the loss of a horse or the like, may occasion

an extra draft over and above the allowance. I like very

much your methodical arrangement as to expenses ; it is rather

a tiresome thing at first to keep an accompt of pounds, shil-

lings, and pence, but it is highly necessary, and enables one to

see how the money actually goes. It is, besides, a good practical

way of keeping up acquaintance with arithmetic, and you will

soon find that the principles on which all military movements

turn are arithmetical, and that though one may no doubt

learn to do them by rote, yet to understand them, you must

have recourse to numbers. Your adjutant will explain this to

you. By the way, as he is a foreigner, you will have an op-

portunity to keep up a little of your French and German.

Both are highly necessary to you ; the knowledge of the last,

with few other qualications, made several officers' fortunes last

war.
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"I observe with pleasure you are making acquaintances

among the gentry, which I hope you will not drop for want of

calling, &c. I trust you have delivered all your recommenda-

tions, for it is an affront to omit doing so, both to the person

who writes them, and those for whom they are designed. Op
the other hand, one always holds their head a little better up

in the world when they keep good society. Lord and Lady
Melville are to give you recommendations when you go to

Dublin. I was at Melville Castle for two days, and found

them both well. I was also one day at Langholm Lodge to

meet Lord Montagu. Possibly, among your Irish friends, you

may get some shooting. I shall be glad you avail yourself of

any such opportunities, and also that, when you get your own

horses, you hunt in the winter, if you be within the reach of

hounds. Nothing confirms a man in horsemanship so well as

hunting, though I do not recommend it to beginners, who are

apt to learn to ride like grooms. Besides the exercise, field-

sports make a young soldier acquainted with the country, and

habituate him to have a good eye for distance and for taking

up the carte du pays in general, which is essential to all, but

especially to officers of light troops, who are expected to dis-

play both alertness and intelligence in reporting the nature of

the country, being in fact the eyes of the army. In every

point of view, field-sports are preferable to the in-doors' amuse-

ment of a billiard-table, which is too often the lounging-place

for idle young officers, where there is nothing to be got but a

habit of throwing away time, and an acquaintance with the

very worst society— I mean at public billiard-rooms— for un-

questionably the game itself is a pretty one, when practised

among gentlemen and not made a constant habit of. But

public billiard-tables are almost always the resort of black-legs

*nd sharpers, and all that numerous class whom the French

call chevaliers d'industrie, and we knights of the whipping-post.

" I am glad you go to the anatomical lectures. An ac-

maintance with our own very extraordinary frame is a use-

ful branch of general knowledge, and as you have some turn

for drawing, it will also enable you to judge of the proper

vol. v. 17
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mode of disposing the limbs and muscles of your figures,

should you prosecute the art so far. In fact, there is no

branch of study can come much amiss to a young man,

providing he does study, and very often the precise occupa-

tion of the time must be trusted to taste and opportu-

nity.

" The White Boys made a great noise when I was a boy.

But Ireland (the more is the pity) has never been without

White Boys, or Right Boys, or Defenders, or Peep-of-day

Boys, or some wild association or another for disturbing the

peace of the country. We shall not be many degrees better

if the Radical reformers be not checked. The Manchester

Yeomen behaved very well, upsetting the most immense crowd

ever was seen, and notwithstanding the lies in the papers,

without any unnecessary violence. Mr. Hunt pretends to

have had several blows on his head with sabres, but has no

wound to show for it. I am disposed to wish he had got such

a one as once on a day I could have treated him to. I am
apt to think his politic pate would have broached no more

sedition.

" Miss Rutherford and Eliza Russell are now with us. We
were also favoured with a visit of the Miss s, who

are rather empty canisters, though I dare say very good girls.

Anne tired of them most inhospitably. Mrs. Maclean Cle-

phane and her two unmarried daughters are now here ; being,

as we say, pears of another tree. Your sisters seem very fond

of the young ladies, and I am glad of it, for they will see that

a great deal of accomplishment and information may be com-

pletely reconciled with liveliness, fun, good-humour, and good-

breeding.

" All here send love. Dogs and cat are well. I dare say

)ou have heard from some other correspondent that poor

Lady Wallace died of an inflammation, after two days' ill-

ness. Trout* has returned here several times, poor fellow,

* Lady Walt ace was a pony; Trout a favourite pointer which the

Cornet had given, at leaving home, to the young Laird of Harden, now
.he Master of Polwarth.
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and seems to look for you ; but Henry Scott is very kind to

him, and he is a great favourite.

" As you Hussars smoke, I will give you one of my pipes,

but you must let me know how I can send it safely. It is

a very handsome one, though not my best. I will keep my
Meerschaum until I make my continental tour, and then

you shall have that also. I hope you will get leave for a

few months, and go with me. Yours very affectionately,

"Walter Scott."

About this time, as the succeeding letters will show.

Abbotsford had the honour of a short visit from Prince

Leopold of Saxe-Coburg, now King of the Belgians.

Immediately afterwards Scott heard of the death of

Mrs. William Erskine, and repaired to Edinburgh to

condole with his afflicted friend.* His allusions mean-

while, to views of buying more land on Tweedside, are

numerous. These speculations are explained in a most

characteristic style to the Cornet ; and we see that one

of them was cut short by the tragical death of a bonnet-

laird already introduced to the reader's notice— namely,

Lauchie Longlegs, the admired of Geoffrey Crayon.

" To Cornet Walter Scott, 18th Hussars, Cork.

" Abbotsford, 27th Sept. 1819.

"My Dear Walter,— Your letter of the 10th gave me the

pleasant assurance that you are well and happy, and attend-

ing to your profession. We have been jogging on here in the

old fashion, somewhat varied by an unexpected visit, on Fri-

day last, from no less a person than Prince Leopold. I con-

clude you will have all the particular* of this important event

from the other members of the family, so I shall only say that

when I mentioned the number of your regiment, the Prince

* For Scott's Epitaph for Mrs. Erskine see his Poetical Work*,

*. 678, (Edin. Ed.)
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paid he had several friends in the 18th, and should now think

he had one more, which was very polite. By the way, I hear

an excellent character of your officers for regularity and gen-

tlemanlike manners. This report gives me great pleasure, for

to live in bad society will deprave the best manners, and to

live in good will improve the worst.

" I am trying a sort of bargain with neighbour Nicol Milne

at present. He is very desirous of parting with his estate of

Faldonside, and if he will be contented with a reasonable

price, I am equally desirous to be the purchaser. I conceive

it will come to about £30,000 at least. I will not agree tc

give a penny more ; and I think that sum is probably £2000

and more above its actual marketable value. But then it lies

extremely convenient for us, and would, joined to Abbotsford,

make a very gentlemanlike property, worth at least £1800

or £2000 a-year. I can command about £10,000 of my own,

and if I be spared life and health, I should not fear rubbing

off' the rest of the price, as Nicol is in no hurry for payment.

As you will succeed me in my landed property, I think it right

to communicate my views to you. I am much moved by the

prospect of getting at about £2000 or £3000 worth of marie,

which lies on Milne's side of the loch, but which can only be

drained on my side, so that he can make no use of it. This

would make the lands of Abbotsford worth 40s. an acre over-

head, excepting the sheep farm. I am sensible I might dis-

pose of my money to more advantage, but probably to none

which, in the long run, would be better for you— certainly

to none which would be productive of so much pleasure to

myself. The woods are thriving, and it would be easy, at a

trifling expense, to restore Faldonside loch, and stock it with

fish. In fact, it would require but a small dam-head. By
means of a little judicious planting, added to what is already

there, the estate might be rendered one of the most beautifu

in this part of Scotland. Such are my present plans, my dear

boy, having as much your future welfare and profit in view as

the immediate gratification of my own wishes.

" I am very sorry to tell you that poor Mrs. William Erskine
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is no more. She was sent by the medical people on a tour to

the lakes of Cumberland, and was taken ill at Lowood, on

Windermere. Nature, much exhausted by her previous in-

disposition, sunk under four days' illness. Her husband was

with her, and two of her daughters— he is much to be pitied.

" Mr, Rees, the bookseller, told me he had met you in the

Btreets of Cork, and reported well of the growth of your

Schnurr-bart. I hope you know what that means. Pray

write often, as the post comes so slow. I keep all your let-

ters, and am much pleased with the frankness of the style.

No word of your horses yet ? but it is better not to be im-

patient, and to wait for good ones. I have been three times

on Newark, and killed six hares each time. The two young

dogs are capital good.

" I must not omit to tell you our old, and, I may add, our

kind neighbour Lauchie, has departed, or, as Tom expresses

it, has been fairly flytten out o' the warld. You know the old

quarrel betwixt his brother and him about the wife :— in an

ill-fated hour Jock the brother came down to Lochbreist with

a sister from Edinburgh, who was determined to have her

share of the scolding-match ; they attacked poor old Lauchie

like mad folks, and reviled his wife in all sort of evil language.

At length his passion was wrought up to a great pitch, and he

answered with much emotion, that if she were the greatest

in Edinburgh, it was not their business, and as he

uttered this speech, he fell down on his back, and lay a dead

man before them. There is little doubt the violence of the

agitation had broke a blood-vessel in the heart or brain. A
very few days since he was running up and down calling for a

coffin, and wishing to God he was in one ; to which Swan-

Bton,* who was present, answered, he could not apply to a

better hand, and he would make him one if he had a mind.

He has left a will of his own making, but from some infor-

mality I think it will be set aside. His land cannot come into

* John Swanston had then the care of the saw-mill at Toftfield ; he

tfas one of Scott's most valued dependants, and in the sequel suc/-

ceeded Tom Purdie as his henchman.
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the market until his girl comes of age, which, by the way,

makes me more able for the other bargain. * * * * The
blackcocks are very plenty. I put up fourteen cocks and hens

in walking up the Clappercleuch to look at the wood. Do you

not wish you had been on the outside with your gun ? Tom
has kept us well supplied with game ; he boasts that he shot

fifteen times without a miss. I shall be glad to hear that you

do the same on Mr. Newenham's grounds. Mamma, the girls,

and Charles, all join in love and affection. Believe me ever,

dear Walter, your affectionate father,

" Walter Scott."

" To the Lord Montagu, fyc. fyc. fyc.

" Abbotsford, 3d October 1819.

" My Dear Lord,— I am honoured with your Buxton let-

ter. . . . Anent Prince Leopold, I only heard of his approach at

eight o'clock in the morning, and he was to be at Selkirk by

eleven. The magistrates sent to ask me to help them to re-

ceive him. It occurred to me he might be coming to Melrose

to see the Abbey, in which case I could not avoid asking him

to Abbotsford, as he must pass my very door. I mentioned

this to Mrs. Scott, who was lying quietly in bed, and I wish

you had heard the scream she gave on the occasion. ' What
have we to offer him ?

'— ' Wine and cake,' said I, thinking

to make all things easy ; but she ejaculated, in a tone of utter

despair— ' Cake ! ! where am I to get cake ? ' However, being

partly consoled with the recollection that his visit was a very

improbable incident, and curiosity, as usual, proving too strong

for alarm, she set out with me in order not to miss a peep of

the great man. James Skene and his lady were with us, and

we gave our carriages such additional dignity as a pair of

leaders could add, and went to meet him in full puff*. The

Prince very civilly told me, that, though he could net see Mel-

rose on this occasion, he wished to come to Abbotsford for an

hour. New despair on the part of Mrs. Scott, who began to

institute a domiciliary search for cold meat through the whole
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eity of Selkirk, which produced one shoulder of cold lamb. In

the meanwhile, his Royal Highness received the civic honours

of the birse * very graciously. I had hinted to Bailie Lang,f

that it ought only to be licked symbolically on the present oc-

casion ; so he flourished it three times before his mouth, but

without touching it with his lips, and the Prince followed his

xample as directed. Lang made an excellent speech— sensi-

le, and feeling, and well delivered. The Prince seemed much

surprised at this great propriety of expression and behaviour

in a magistrate, whose people seemed such a rabble, and whose

whole band of music consisted in a drum and fife. He noticed

to Bailie Anderson, that Selkirk seemed very populous in pro-

portion to its extent. ' On an occasion like this it seems so,'

answered the Bailie,— neatly enough, I thought. I question if

any magistrates in the kingdom, lord mayors and aldermen not

excepted, could have behaved with more decent and quiet

good-breeding. Prince Leopold repeatedly alluded to this

during the time he was at Abbotsford. I do not know how
Mrs. Scott ultimately managed ; but with broiled salmon, and

blackcock, and partridges, she gave him a very decent lunch

;

and I chanced to have some very fine old hock, which was

mighty germain to the matter.

" The Prince seems melancholy, whether naturally or from

habit, I do not pretend to say ; but I do not remember think-

ing him so at Paris, where I saw him frequently, then a much
poorer man than myself; yet he showed some humour, for,

alluding to the crowds that followed him everywhere, he men-

tioned some place where he had gone out to shoot, but was

afraid to proceed for fear of ' bagging a boy.' He said he

really thought of getting some shooting-place in Scotland, and

promised me a longer visit on his return. If I had had a day's

notice to have warned the waters, we could have met him with

a very respectable number of the gentry ; but there was no

time for this, and probably he liked it better as it was. There

* See ante, Vol. IV. p. 276.

t Scott's good friend, Mr. Andrew Lang, Sheriff-Clerk for Selkirk-

thire, was then chief magistrate of the county town.
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was only young Clifton who could have come, and he was shy

and cubbish, and would not, though requested by the Selkirk

people. He was perhaps ashamed to march through Coventry

with them. It hung often and sadly on my mind that he was

wanting who could and would have received him like a Prince

indeed ; and yet the meeting betwixt them, had they been

fated to meet, would have been a very sad one. I think I

have now given your lordship a very full, true, and particular

account of our royal visit, unmatched even by that of King

Charles at the Castle of Tillietudlem. That we did not speak

of it for more than a week after it happened, and that that

emphatic monosyllable, The Prince, is not heard amongst us

more than ten times a-day, is, on the whole, to the credit of

my family's understanding. The piper is the only one whose

brain he seems to have endangered ; for, as the Prince said he

preferred him to any he had heard in the Highlands— (which,

by the way, shows his Royal Highness knows nothing of the

matter) — the fellow seems to have become incapable of his

ordinary occupation as a forester, and has cut stick and stem

without remorse to the tune of Phail Phranse, i. e. The Prince's

Welcome.
" I am just going to the head-court with Donaldson, and go

a day sooner to exhume certain old monuments of the Ruther-

fords at Jedburgh. Edgerstone * is to meet me at Jedburgh

for this research, and then we shall go up with him to dinner.

My best respects attend Lady Montagu. I wish this letter

may reach you on a more lively day than it is written in, for

it requires little to add to its dulness. Tweed is coming down

very fast, the first time this summer. Believe me, my dear

Lord, most truly yours, Walter Scott."

* The late John Rutherford of Edgerstone, long M. P. for Roxburgh*

shire, was a person of high worth, and universally esteemed. Scott

used to say Edgerstone was his beau ideal of the character of a country

gentleman. He was, I believe, the head of the once great and power

ful clan of Rutherford.
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" To W. Scott, Esq., 18th Hussars, Cork.

" Abbotsford, 14th October 1819. .

" Dear Walter,— I had your last letter, and am very glad

you find pleasant society. Mrs. Dundas of Arniston is so good

as to send you some introductions, which you will deliver as

soon as possible. You will be now in some degree accustomed

to meet with strangers, and to form your estimate of their

character and manners. I hope, in the mean time, the French

and German are attended to
;
please to mention in your next

letter what you are reading, and in what languages. The
hours of youth, my dear Walter, are too precious to be spent

all in gaiety. We must lay up in that period when our spirit

is active, and our memory strong, the stores of information

which are not only to facilitate our progress through life, but

to amuse and interest us in our later stage of existence. I

very often think what an unhappy person I should have been,

if I had not done something more or less towards improving

my understanding when I was at your age ; and I never re-

flect, without severe self-condemnation, on the opportunities of

acquiring knowledge which I either trifled with, or altogether

neglected. I hope you will be wiser than I have been, and
experience less of that self-reproach.

" My last acquainted you with Mrs. Erskine's death, and I

grieve to say we have just received intelligence that our kind

neighbour and good friend Lord Somerville is at the very last

gasp. His disease is a dysentery, and the symptoms, as his

brother writes to Mr. Samuel Somerville, are mortal. He is

at Vevay, upon his roa'd, I suppose, to Italy, where he had

purposed spending the winter. His death, for I understand

nothing else can be expected, will be another severe loss to

me ; for he was a kind, good friend, and at my time of day

men do not readily take to new associates. I must own this

has been one of the most melancholy years I ever past. The
poor Duke, who loved me so well— Mrs. Erskine— Lord

Somerville— not to mention others with whom I was less inti-

mate, make it one vear of mourning. I should not forget the
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Chief Baron, who, though from ill health we met of late seldom,

was always my dear friend, and indeed very early benefactor.

I must look forwards to seeing in your success and respecta-

bility, and in the affection and active improvement of all of

you, those pleasures which are narrowed by the death of my
contemporaries. Men cannot form new intimacies at my
period of life, but must be happy or otherwise according to

the good fortune and good conduct of those near relatives who

rise around them.

" I wish much to know if you are lucky in a servant. Trust

him with as little cash as possible, and keep short accounts.

Many a good servant is spoiled by neglecting this simple pre-

caution. The man is tempted to some expense of his own,

gives way to it, and then has to make it up by a system of

overcharge and peculation ; and thus mischief begins, and the

carelessness of the master makes a rogue out of an honest lad,

and cheats himself into the bargain.

" I have a letter from your uncle Tom, telling me his eldest

daughter is to be forthwith married to a Captain Huxley of

his own regiment. As he has had a full opportunity of being

acquainted with the young gentleman, and approves of the

match, I have to hope that it will be a happy one. I fear

there is no great fortune in the case on either side, which is to

be regretted.

" Of domestic affairs I have little to tell you. The harvest

Las been excellent, the weather delightful ; but this I must

often have repeated. To-day I was thinning out fir-trees in

the thicket, and the men were quite exhausted with the heat,

and I myself, though only marking the trees, felt the exercise

sufficiently warm. The wood is thriving delightfully. On the

28th we are to have a dance in honour of your birthday. 1

wish you could look in upon us for the day at least— only I am
afraid we could not part with you when it was over, and so you

would be in the guise of Cinderella, when she outstaid her time

at the ball, and all her finery returned into its original base

materials. Talking of balls, the girls would tell you the Met

rose hop, where mamma presided, went off well.
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** I expect poor Erskine and his daughter next week, or the

week after. I went into town to see him— and found him

oearing his great loss with his natural gentleness and patience.

But he was sufficiently distressed, as he has great reason to be.

I also expect Lord and Lady Melville here very soon. Sir

William Rae (now Lord Advocate) and his lady came to us

on Saturday. On Sunday Maida walked with us, and in

jumping the paling at the Greentongue park contrived to

hang himself up by the hind leg. He howled at first, but

seeing us making towards him he stopped crying, and waved

his tail, by way of signal, it was supposed, for assistance. He
sustained no material injury, though his leg was strangely

twisted into the bars, and he was nearly hanging by it. He
showed great gratitude in his way to his deliverers.

" This is a long letter, and little in it ; but that is nothing

extraordinary. All send best love— and I am ever, dear

Walter, your affectionate father, Walter Scott."

" To Thomas Scott, Esq., Paymaster 70th Regiment, Canada.

"Abbotsford, 16th Oct. 1819.

" Dear Tom,— I received yesterday your very acceptable

letter, containing the news of Jessie's approaching marriage,

in which, as a match agreeable to her mother and you, and

.relieving your minds from some of the anxious prospects which

Vaunt those of parents, I take the most sincere interest. Be-

fore this reaches you, the event will probably have taken place.

Meantime, I enclose a letter to the bride or wife, as the case

may happen to be. I have sent a small token of good-will to

oallast my good wishes, which you will please to value for the

voung lady, that she may employ it as most convenient or

agreeable to her. A little more fortune would perhaps have

done the young folks no harm; but Captain Huxley, being

such as you describe him, will have every chance of getting

porward in his profession ; and the happiest marriages are often

those in which there is, at first, occasion for prudence and

economy. I do certainly feel a little of the surprise which you
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hint at, for time flies over our heads one scarce marks how,

and children become marriageable ere we consider them as

out of the nursery. My eldest son, Walter, has also wedded

himself— but it is to a regiment of hussars. He is at present

a cornet in the 18th, and quartered in Cork barracks. He is

capital at most exercises, but particular as a horseman. I do

not intend he shall remain in the cavalry, however, but shall

get him into the line when he is capable of promotion. Since

he has chosen this profession, I shall be desirous that he follows

it out in good earnest, and that can only be done by getting

into the infantry.

" My late severe illness has prevented my going up to Lon-

don to receive the honour which the Prince Regent has an-

nounced his intention to inflict upon me. My present inten-

tion is, if I continue as well as I have been, to go up about

Christmas to get this affair over. My health was restored (I

trust permanently) by the use of calomel, a very severe and

painful remedy, especially in my exhausted state of body, but

it has proved a radical one. By the way, Radical is a word

in a very bad odour here, being used to denote a set of black-

guards a hundred times more mischievous and absurd than our

old friends in 1794 and 1795. You will learn enough of the

doings of the Radical Reformers from the papers. In Scot-

land we are quiet enough, excepting in the manufacturing dis-

tricts, and we are in very good hands, as Sir William Rae, our

old commander, is Lord Advocate Rae has been here two or

three days, and left me yesterday— he is the old man, sen-

% ble, cool-headed, and firm, always thinking of his duty, never

of himself. He inquired kindly after you, and I think will be

disposed to serve you, should an opportunity offer. Poor Wil-

liam Erskine has lost his excellent wife, after a long and wast-

ing illness. She died at Lowood on Windermere, he having

been recommended to take her upon a tour about three weeks

before her death. 1 own I should scarce forgive a physician

who should contrive to give me this addition to family distress.

1 went to town last week to see him, and found him, upon the

whole, much better than I expected. I saw my mother on the



LETTER TO TERRY NOV. 1819. 269

lame occasion, admirably well indeed. She is greatly better

than this time two years, when she rather quacked herself a

little too much. I have sent your letter to our mother, and

will not fail to transmit to our other friends the agreeable news

of your daughter's settlement. Our cousin, Sir Harry Mac-

dougal, is marrying his eldest daughter to Sir Thomas Bris-

bane, a very good match on both sides. I have been paying

a visit on the occasion, which suspends my closing this letter.

I hope to hear very soon from you. Respecting our silence, L,

like a ghost, only waited to be spoken to, and you may depend

on me as a regular correspondent, when you find time to be

one yourself. Charlotte and the girls join in kind love to

Mrs. Scott and all the family. I should like to know what

you mean to do with young Walter, and whether I can assist

you in that matter. Believe me, dear Tom, ever your affec-

tionate brother, W. Scott."

" To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

" Abbotsford, Nov. 10, 1819.

" My Dear Terry,— I should be very sorry if you thought

the interest I take in you and yours so slight as not to render

your last letter extremely interesting. We have all our va-

rious combats to fight in this best of all possible worlds, and,

like brave fellow-soldiers, ought to assist one another as much
as possible. I have little doubt, that if God spares me till my
little namesake be fit to take up his share of the burden, I

may have interest enough to be of great advantage to him in

,he entrance of life. In the present state of your own pro-

fession, you would not willingly, I suppose, choose him to follow

it ; and, as it is very seductive to young people of a lively tem-

per and good taste for the art, you should, I think, consider

early how you mean to dispose of little Walter, with a view,

that is, to the future line of life which you would wish him to

Adopt. Mrs. Terry has not the good health which all who
know her amiable disposition and fine accomplishments would

anxiously wish her
;
yet, with impaired health and the caution
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which it renders necessary, we have very frequently instances

of the utmost verge of existence being attained, while robust

strength is cut off in the middle career. So you must be of

good heart, and hope the best in this as in other cases of a

like affecting nature. I go to town on Monday, and will for-

ward under Mr. Freeling's cover as much of Ivanhoe as is

finished in print. It is completed, but in the hands of a very

slow transcriber; when I can collect it, I will send you the

MS., which you will please to keep secret from every eye. I

think this will give a start, if it be worth taking, of about a

month, for the work will be out on the 20th of December. It

is certainly possible to adapt it to the stage, but the expense

of scenery and decorations would be great, this being a tale

of chivalry, not of character. There is a tale in existence,

by dramatizing which, I am certain, a most powerful effect

might be produced : it is called Undine, and I believe has been

translated into French by Mademoiselle Montolieu, and into

English from her version : do read it, and tell me your opin-

ion : in German the character of Undine is exquisite. The

only objection is, that the catastrophe is unhappy, but this

might be altered. I hope to be in London for ten days the

end of next month ; and so good-bye for the present, being

in great haste, most truly yours, W. Scott."

I conclude this chapter with a letter written two or

three days before Scott quitted Abbotsford for the win-

ter session. It is addressed to his friend Hartstonge,

who had taken the opportunity of the renewal of Scott's

correspondence to solicit his opinion and assistance touch-

ing a MS. drama ; and the reader will be diverted with

the style in which the amiable tragedian is treated to his

mietus :—
" To Matthew Weld Hartstonge, Esq., Dublin.

" Abbotsford, 11th Nov. 1819.

"My Dear Sir,— I was duly favoured with your packet,

containing the play, as well as your very kind letter. I wil!
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•ndeavour (though extremely unwilling to offer criticism on

most occasions) to meet your confidence with perfect frank-

ness. I do not consider the Tragedy as likely to make that

favourable impression on the public which I would wish that

the performance of a friend should effect— and I by no means

recommend to you to hazard it upon the boards. In other

compositions, the neglect of the world takes nothing from the

merit of the author ; but there is something ludicrous in being

affiche as the author of an unsuccessful play. Besides, you

entail on yourself the great and eternal plague of altering

and retrenching to please the humours of performers, who
are, speaking generally, extremely ignorant, and capricious

in proportion. These are not vexations to be voluntarily

undertaken; and the truth is, that in the present day there

is only one reason which seems to me adequate for the en-

countering the plague of trying to please a set of conceited

performers and a very motley audience,— I mean the want

of money, from which fortunately, you are exempted. It is

very true that some day or other a great dramatic genius may
arise to strike out a new path ; but I fear till this happens no

great effect will be produced by treading in the old one. The
reign of Tragedy seems to be over, and the very considerable

poetical abilities which have been lately applied to it, have

failed to revive it. Should the public ever be indulged with

small theatres adapted to the hours of the better ranks in life,

.ihe dramatic art may recover ; at present it is in abeyance—
and I do therefore advise you in all sincerity to keep the

Tragedy (which I return under cover) safe under your own
charge. Pray think of this as one of the most unpleasant

offices of friendship— and be not angry with me for having

been very frank, upon an occasion when frankness may be

tiore useful than altogether palatable.

" I am much obliged to you for your kind intentions towards

my young Hussar. We have not heard from him for three

weeks. I believe he is making out a meditated visit to Kil-

larney. I am just leaving the country for Edinburgh, to at-

tend my duty in the courts ; but the badness of the weather in
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some measure reconciles me to the unpleasant change. I have

the pleasure to continue the most satisfactory accounts of my
health ; it is, to external appearance, as strong as in my
strongest days— indeed, after I took once more to Sancho's

favourite occupations of eating and sleeping, I recovered my
losses wonderfully. Very truly yours,

"Walter Scott."
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CHAPTER XLVI.

Political Alarms — The Radicals — Levies of Volunteers—
Project of the Buccleuch Legion— Death of Scott's Mother^

her Brother Dr. Rutherford, and her Sister Christian — Let-

ters to Lord Montagu, Mr. Thomas Scott, Cornet Scott, Mr.

Laidlaw, and Lady Louisa Stewart— Publication of Ivanhoe.

1819.

Towards the winter of 1819 there prevailed a spirit

of alarming insubordination among the mining population

of Northumberland and the weavers of the West of Scot-

land ; and Scott was particularly gratified with finding

that his own neighbours at Galashiels had escaped the

contagion. There can be little doubt that this exemp-

tion was principally owing to the personal influence and

authority of the Laird of Abbotsford and Sheriff of the

Forest ; but the people of Galashiels were also fortunate

in the qualities of their own beneficent landlords, Mr.

Scott of Gala, and Mr. Pringle of Torwoodlee. The
progress of the western Reformers by degrees led even

the most important Whigs in that district to exert them-

selves in the organization of volunteer regiments, both

mounted and dismounted ; and, when it became generally

suspected that Glasgow and Paisley maintained a dan

gerous correspondence rith the refractory colliers of

Northumberland— Scott, and his friends the Lairds of

VOL. V 18
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Torwoodlee and Gala, determined to avail themselves

of the loyalty and spirit of the men of Ettrick and

Teviotdale, and proposed first raising a company of

sharpshooters among their own immediate neighbours,

and afterwards— this plan receiving every encourage-

ment— a legion or brigade upon a large scale, to be

called the Buccleuch Legion. During November and

December 1819, these matters formed the chief daily

care and occupation of the author of Ivanhoe ; and

though he was still obliged to dictate most of the chap-

ters of his novel, we shall see that, in case it should be

necessary for the projected levy of Foresters to march

upon Tynedale, he was prepared to place himself at their

head.

He had again intended, as soon as he should have

finished Ivanhoe, to proceed to London, and receive his

baronetcy ; but as that affair had been crossed at Easter

by his own illness, so at Christmas it was again obliged

to be put off in consequence of a heavy series of domes-

tic afflictions. Within one week Scott lost his excellent

mother, his uncle Dr. Daniel Rutherford, Professor of

Botany in the University of Edinburgh— and their sis-

ter, Christian Rutherford, already often mentioned as

one of the dearest and most esteemed of all his friends

and connexions.

The following letters require no further introduction

or comment :
—

" To the Lord Montagu, Buxton.

" Abbotsford, 12th Nov. 1819.

'« My Dear Lord,— ****** t w ish j tad any news U
send your Lordship ; but the best is, we are all quiet here

The Galashiels weavers, both men and masters, have made
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vheir political creed known to me, and have sworn themselves

anti-radical. They came in solemn procession, with their

banners, and my own piper at their head, whom they had

borrowed for the nonce. But the Tweed being in flood, we
could only communicate like Wallace and Bruce across the

Carron. However, two deputies came through in the boat,

and made me acquainted with their loyal purposes. The

evening was crowned with two most distinguished actions—
the weavers refusing, in the most peremptory manner, to ac-

cept of a couple of guineas to buy whiskey, and the renowned

John of Skye, piper in ordinary to the Laird of Abbotsford, no

less steadily refusing a very handsome collection, which they

offered him for his minstrelsy. All this sounds very nonsensi-

cal, but the people must be humoured and countenanced when

they take the right turn, otherwise they will be sure to take

the wrong. The accounts from the West sometimes make me
wish our little Duke five or six years older, and able to get on

horseback. It seems approaching to the old song—
* Come fill up our cup, come fill up our can,

Come saddle the horses, and call up our men,

Come open the gates, and let us go free,

And we'll show them the bonnets of bonny Dundee. '
*

"lam rather too old for that work now, and I cannot look

forward to it with the sort of feeling that resembled pleasure

— as I did in my younger and more healthy days. However,

I have got a good following here, and will endeavour to keep

them together till times mend.

" My respectful compliments attend Lady Montagu, and I

am always, with the greatest regard, your Lordship's very

faithful Walter Scott."

" To Cornet Walter Scott, 18th Hussars.

"Edinburgh, 13th Nov. 1819.

* Dear Walter,— I am much surprised and rather hurt at

not hearing from you for so long a while. You ought to ro-

* See Scott's Poetical Works, p. 75, (Edin. Ed.)
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member that, however pleasantly the time may be passing

with you, we at home have some right to expect that a part of

it (a very small part will serve the turn) should be dedicated,

were it but for the sake of propriety, to let us know what you

are about. I cannot say I shall be flattered by finding myself

under the necessity of again complaining of neglect. To write

once a-week to one or other of us, is no great sacrifice, and it ia

what I earnestly pray you to do.

" We are to have great doings in Edinburgh this winter.

No less than Prince Gustavus of Sweden is to pass the season

here, and do what Princes call studying. He is but half a

Prince either, for this Northern Star is somewhat shorn of his

beams. His father was, you know, dethroned by Buonaparte,

at least by the influence of his arms, and one of his generals,

Bernadotte, made heir of the Swedish throne in his stead.

But this youngster, I suppose, has his own dreams of royalty,

for he is nephew to the Emperor of Russia (by the mother's

side), and that is a likely connexion to be of use to him, should

the Swedish nobles get rid of Bernadotte, as it is said they

wish to do. Lord Melville has recommended the said Prince

particularly to my attention, though I do not see how I can do

much for him.

" I have just achieved my grand remove from Abbotsford to

Edinburgh— a motion which you know I do not make with

great satisfaction. We had the Abbotsford hunt last week.

The company was small, as the newspapers say, but select, and

we had excellent sport, killing eight hares. We coursed on

Gala's ground, and he was with us. The dinner went off with

its usual alacrity, but we wanted you and Sally to ride and

mark for us.

" I enclose another letter from Mrs. Dundas of Arniston. I

am afraid you have been careless in not delivering those I for-

merly forwarded, because in one of them, which Mrs. Dun-

das got from a friend, there was enclosed a draft for some

money. I beg you will be particular in delivering any letters

intrusted to you, because though the good-nature of the writers

may induce them to write to be of service to you, yet it is
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possible that they may, as in this instance, add things which

are otherwise of importance to their correspondents. It is

probable that you may have picked up among your military

friends the idea that the mess of a regiment is all in all suf-

ficient to itself; but when you see a little of the world you will

be satisfied that none but pedants— for there is pedantry in

all professions— herd exclusively together, and that those who
do so are laughed at in real good company. This you may
take on the authority of one who has seen more of life and

society, in all its various gradations, from the highest to the

lowest, than a whole hussar regimental mess, and who would

be much pleased by knowing that you reap the benefit of an

experience which has raised him from being a person of small

consideration to the honour of being father of an officer of

hussars. I therefore enclose another letter from the same

kind friend, of which I pray you to avail yourself. In fact,

those officers who associate entirely among themselves see and

know no more of the world than their messman, and get con-

ceited and disagreeable by neglecting the opportunities offered

for enlarging their understanding. Every distinguished soldier

whom I have known, and I have known many, was a man of

the world, and accustomed to general society.

" To sweeten my lecture, I have to inform you that, this

being quarter-day, I have a remittance of £50 to send you

whenever you are pleased to let me know it will be accept-

able— for, like a ghost, I will not speak again till I am
spoken to.

" I wish you not to avail yourself of your leave of absence

this winter, because, if my health continues good, I shall en-

deavour to go on the Continent next summer, and should be

very desirous to have you with me ; therefore, I beg you to

look after your French and German. We had a visit from a

very fine fellow indeed at Abbotsford,— Sir Thomas Brisbane,

who long commanded a brigade in the Peninsula. He is very

icientific, but bores no one with it, being at the same time a

frell-informed man on all subjects, and particularly alert in his

wn profession, and willing to talk about what he has seen.
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Sir Harry Hay Macdougal, whose eldest daughter he is tc

marry, brought him to Abbotsford on a sort of wedding visit,

as we are cousins according to the old fashion of country kin

;

Beardie, of whom Sir Harry has a beautiful picture, being a

son of an Isabel Macdougal, who was, I fancy, grand-aunt to

Sir Harry.

" Once more, my dear Walter, write more frequently, and

do not allow yourself to think that the first neglect in corre-

spondence I have ever had to complain of has been on your

part. I hope you have received the Meerschaum pipe.—

I

remain your affectionate father, Walter Scott."

" To the Same.

" Edinburgh, 3d December 1819.

" My Dear Walter,— I hope your servant proves careful

and trusty. Pray let me know this. At any rate, do not

trust him a bit further than you can help it, for in buying

anything you will get it much cheaper yourself than he will.

We are now settled for the winter ; that is, all of them except-

ing myself, who must soon look southwards. On Saturday we

had a grand visitor, i. e. the Crown Prince of Sweden, under

the name of Count Itterburg. His travelling companion or

tutor is Baron de Polier, a Swiss of eminence in literature and

rank. They took a long look at King Charles XII., who, you

cannot have forgotten, keeps his post over the dining-room

chimney; and we were all struck with the resemblance be-

twixt old Ironhead, as the janissaries called him, and his

descendant. The said descendant is a very fine lad, with

very soft and mild manners, and we passed the day very

pleasantly. They were much diverted with Captain Adam,*

who outdid his usual outdoings, and, like the barber of Bag-

lad, danced the dance and sung the song of every person he

spoke of.

" I am concerned I cannot give a very pleasant account of

things here. Glasgow is in a terrible state. The Radical!

* Sir Adam Fergusson.
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had a plan to seize on 1000 stand of arms, as well as a depdt

of ammunition, which had been sent from Edinburgh Castle

for the use of the volunteers. The Commander-in-Chief, Sir

Thomas Bradford, went to Glasgow in person, and the whole

city was occupied with patroles of horse and foot, to deter

them from the meditated attack on the barracks. The arms

were then delivered to the volunteers, who are said to be 4000

on paper ; how many effective and trustworthy, I know not.

But it was a new sight in Scotland on a Sunday to see all the

inhabitants in arms, soldiers patrolling the streets, and the

utmost precaution of military service exacted and observed in

an apparently peaceful city.

"The Old Blue Regiment of volunteers was again sum-

moned together yesterday. They did not muster very numer-

ous, and looked most of them a little ancient. However, they

are getting recruits fast and then the veterans may fall out of

the ranks. The Commander-in-Chief has told the President

that he may soon be obliged to leave the charge of the Castle

to these armed citizens. This looks serious. The President *

made one of the most eloquent addresses that ever was heard,

to the Old Blues. The Highland Chiefs have offered to raise

their clans, and march them to any point in Scotland where

their services shall be required. To be sure, the Glasgow folks

would be a little surprised at the arrival of Dugald Dhu,
' brogues an' brochan an* a'.' I shall, I think, bid Ballantyne

send you a copy of his weekly paper, which often contains

things you would like to see, and will keep you in mind of

Old Scotland.

" They are embodying a troop of cavalry in Edinburgh—
nice young men and good horses. They have paid me the

ompliment to make me an honorary member of the corps, as

«y days of active service have been long over. Pray take

care, however, of my sabre, in case the time comes which

must turn out all.

* The Right Honourable Charles Hope, Lord President of the Court

»f Session, was Colonel-commandant ot the Old Blues, or Firsf Regi-

ment of Edinburgh Volunteers.
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" I have almost settled that, if things look moderately tran-

quil in Britain in spring and summer, I will go abroad, and
take Charles, with the purpose of leaving him, for two or three

years, at the famous institution of Fellenborg, near Berne, of

which I hear very highly. Two of Fraser Tytler's sons are

there, and he makes a very favourable report of the whole

establishment. I think that such a residence abroad will not

only make him well acquainted with French and German, as

indeed he will hear nothing else, but also prevent his becoming

an Edinburgh peiit-mailre of fourteen or fifteen, which he could

otherwise scarce avoid. I mentioned to you that I should be

particularly glad to get you leave of absence, providing it does

not interfere with your duty, in order that you may go with

us. If I have cash enough, I will also take your sister and

mamma, and you might return home with them by Paris, in

case I went on to Italy. All this is doubtful, but I think it is

almost certain that Charles and I go, and hope to have you

with us. This will be probably about July next, and I wish

you particularly to keep it in view. If these dark prospects

become darker, which God forbid ! neither you nor I will have

it in our power to leave the post to which duty calls us.

"Mamma and the girls are quite well, and so is Master

Charles, who is of course more magnificent, as being the only

specimen of youthhead at home. He has got an old broad-

sword hanging up at his bed-head, which, to be the more ready

for service, hath no sheath. To this I understand we are to

trust for our defence against the Radicals. Anne (notwith-

standing the assurance) is so much afraid of the disaffected,

that last night, returning with Sophia from Portobello, where

they had been dancing with the Scotts of Harden, she saw a

Radical in every man that the carriage passed. Sophia is of

course wise and philosophical, and mamma has not yet beeu

able to conceive why we do not catch and hang the whole of

them, untried and unconvicted. Amidst all their various emo.

tions, they join in best love to you ; and I always am verir

ruly yours, W. Scott.

"P. &,— I shall set off for London on the 25th."
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" To the Same.

" Edinburgh, 17th December 1819.

"My Dear Walter,— I have a train of most melancholy

news to acquaint you with. On Saturday I saw your grand-

mother perfectly well, and on Sunday the girls drank tea with

her, when the good old lady was more than usually in spirits

;

and, as if she had wished to impress many things on their

memory, told over a number of her old stories with her usual

alertness and vivacity. On Monday she had an indisposition,

which proved to be a paralytic affection, and on Tuesday she

was speechless, and had lost the power of one side, without

any hope of recovery, although she may linger some days.

But what is very remarkable, and no less shocking, Dr.

Rutherford, who attended his sister in perfect health upon

Tuesday, died himself upon the Wednesday morning. He
had breakfasted without intimating the least illness, and was

dressed to go out, and particularly to visit my mother, when
he sunk backwards, and died in his daughter Anne's arms,

almost without a groan. To add to this melancholy list, our

poor friend, Miss Christie, is despaired of. She was much
affected by my mother's fatal indisposition, but does not know
as yet of her brother's death.

" Dr. Rutherford was a very ingenious as well as an excel-

lent man, more of a gentleman than his profession too often

are, for he could not take the back-stairs mode of rising in it,

otherwise he might have been much more wealthy. He ought

to have had the Chemistry class, as he was one of the best

-hemists in Europe ; * but superior interest assigned it to

* " The subject of his Thesis is singular, and entitles Rutherford to

ra~k very high among the chemical philosophers of modern times. Its

title is ' De Aere Mephitico,' &c. — It is universally admitted that Dr.

Rutherford first discovered this gas— the reputation of his discovery

being speedily spread through Europe, his character as a chemist of

the first eminence was firmly estaolished, and much was augured from

h young man in his twenty-second year having distinguished himself

10 remarkably."— Bower's History of the University of Edinburgh,

rol. iii. (1830), pp. 260-261.
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another, who, though a neat experimentalist, is not to be com-

pared to poor Daniel for originality of genius. Since you knew
him, his health was broken and his spirits dejected, which may
be traced to the loss of his eldest son on board an East India-

man, and also, I think, to a slight paralytic touch which he

had some years ago.

" To all this domestic distress I have to add the fearful and

unsettled state of the country. All the regular troops are

gone to Glasgow. The Mid-Lothian Yeomanry and other

corps of volunteers went there on Monday, and about 5000

men occupied the town. In the meanwhile, we were under

considerable apprehension here, the Castle being left in the

charge of the city volunteers and a few veterans.

" All our corner, high and low, is loyal. Torwoodlee, Gala,

and I, have offered to raise a corps, to be called the Loyal

Foresters, to act anywhere south of the Forth. If matters get

worse, 1 will ask leave of absence for you from the Command-
er-in-chief, because your presence will be materially useful to

levy men, and you can only be idle where you are, unless Ire-

land should be disturbed. Your old corps of the Selkirkshire

Yeomanry have been under orders, and expect to be sent

either to Dumfries or Carlisle. Berwick is dismantled, and

they are removing the stores, cannon, &c, from one of the

strongest places here, for I defy the devil to pass the bridge at

Berwick, if reasonably well kept by 100 men. But there is a

spirit of consternation implied in many of the orders, which,

entre nous, I like worse than what I see or know of the cir-

cumstances which infer real danger. For myself I am too old

to fight, but nobody is too old to die, like a man of virtue and

honour, in defence of the principles he has always maintained.

" I would have you to keep yourself ready to return here

suddenly, in case the Duke of York should permit your tem-

porary services in your own country, which, if things grow

worse, I will certainly ask. The fearful thing is the secret an*1

steady silence observed by the Radicals in all they do. Yet,

without anything like effective arms or useful discipline, with-

out money and without a commissariat, what can they do, but
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according to their favourite toast, have blood and plunder?

Mamma and the girls, as well as Charles, send kind love.

Your affectionate father, Walter Scott."

" To Mr. William Laidlaw, Kaeside.

" Edinburgh, Dec 20, 1819.

" My Dear Willie,— Distress has been very busy with me
since I wrote to you. I have lost, in the course of one week,

my valued relations, Dr. and Miss Rutherford— happy in this,

that neither knew of the other's dissolution. My dear mother

has offered me deeper subject of affliction, having been struck

with the palsy, and being now in such a state that I scarce

hope to see her again.

" But the strange times compel me, under this pressure of

domestic distress, to attend to public business. I find Mr. Scott

of Gala agrees with me in thinking we should appeal at this

crisis to the good sense and loyalty of the lower orders, and we
have resolved to break the ice, and be the first in the Low-

lands, so far as I have yet heard of, to invite our labourers and

those over whom circumstances and fortune give us influence,

to rise with us in arms, and share our fate. You know, as well

as any one, that I have always spent twice the income of my
property in giving work to my neighbours, and I hope they

will not be behind the Galashiels people, who are very zeal-

ous. Gala and I go hand in hand, and propose to raise at

least a company each of men, to be drilled as sharpshooters or

infantry, which will be a lively and interesting amusement for

the young fellows. The dress we propose to be as simple, and

at the same time as serviceable as possible ;— a jacket and

trowsers of Galashiels grey cloth, and a smart bonnet with a

small feather, or, to save even that expense, a sprig of holly.

And we will have shooting at the mark, and prizes, and fun

and a little whiskey, and daily pay when on duty or drill. I

beg of you, dear Willie, to communicate my wish to all who
have received a good turn at my hand, or may expect one, or

may be desirous of doing me one— (for I should be sorry
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Darnick and Brigend were beat)— and to all other free and

honest fellows who will take share with me on this occasion.

I do not wish to take any command farther than such as shall

entitle me to go with the corps, for I wish it to be distinctly

understood that, in whatever capacity, 7" go with them, and take

a share in good or bad as it casts up. I cannot doubt that I

will have your support, and I hope you will use all your en-

thusiasm in our behalf. Morrison volunteers as our engineer.

Those who I think should be spoke to are the following, among
the higher class—

" John Usher.* He should be lieutenant, or his son ensign.

" Sam Somerville. f I will speak to him— he may be lieu-

tenant, if Usher declines ; but I think, in that case, Usher

should give us his son.

" Young Nicol Milne J is rather young, but I will offer to

his father to take him in.

" Harper § is a sine qua non. Tell him I depend on him

for the honor of Darnick. I should propose to him to take a

gallant halbert.

" Adam Fergusson thinks you should be our adjutant.

John Fergusson I propose for captain. He is steady, right

bold, and has seen much fire. The auld captain will help us

in one shape or other. For myself, I know not what they pro-

pose to make of me, but it cannot be anything very active.

However, I should like to have a steady quiet horse, drilled to

stand fire well, and if he has these properties, no matter how

* Mr. Usher has already been mentioned as Scott's predecessor in

the property of Toftfield. He now resided near those lands, and was

Scolt's tenant on the greater part of them.

t Samuel Somerville, W. S. (a son of the historian of Queen Anne)

had a pretty villa at Lowood, on the Tweed, immediately opposite tha

seat of his relation, Lord Somerville, of whose estate he had the man-

agement.

% Nicol Milne, Esq. (now advocate), eldest son of the Laird of Fal-

aonside.

§ Harper, keeper of a little inn at Darnick, was a gallant and spir

vted yeoman— uniformly the gainer of the prizes at every contest o*

Strength and agility in that district.
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stupid, so he does not stumble. In this case the price of such

a horse will be no object.

" These, my dear friend, are your beating orders. I would

propose to raise about sixty men, and not to take old men.

John the Turk* will be a capital corporal; and I hope in

general that all my young fellows will go with me, leaving the

older men to go through necessary labour. Sound Tom what

he would like. I think, perhaps, he would prefer managing

matters at home in your absence and mine at drill.

" John of Skye is cock-a-hoop upon the occasion, and I sup-

pose has made fifty blunders about it by this time. You must

warn Tom Jamieson, Gordon Winness, John Swanston (who

will carry off all the prizes at shooting), Davidson, and so forth.

" If you think it necessary, a little handbill might be circu-

lated. But it may be better to see if Government will accept

our services ; and I think, in the situation of the country, when

work is scarce, and we offer pay for them playing themselves,

we should have choice of men. But I would urge no one to

do what he did not like.

" The very precarious state of my poor mother detains me
here, and makes me devolve this troublesome duty upon you.

All you have to do, however, is to sound the men, and mark

down those who seem zealous. They will perhaps have to

fight with the pitmen and colliers of Northumberland for de-

fence of their firesides, for these literal blackguards are got

beyond the management of their own people. And if such is

the case, better keep them from coming into Scotland, than

encounter the mischief they might do there. Yours always

most truly, Walter Scott."

u To Thomas Scott, Esq., 10th Regiment, Kingston, Canada.

" Edinburgh, 22d December 1819.

" My Dear Tom,— I wrote you about ten days since, stating

that we were all well here. In that very short space a change

* One of Scott's foresters— thus designated as being, in all setuea

of the word, a gallant fellow.
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bo sudden and so universal has taken place amsng your friendi

here, that I have to communicate to you a most miserable cat-

alogue of losses. Our dear mother was on Sunday the 12th

December in all her usual strength and alertness of mind. I

had seen and conversed with her on the Saturday preceding,

und never saw her better in my life of late years. My two

daughters drank tea with her on Sunday, when she was un-

commonly lively, telling them a number of stories, and being

in rather unusual spirits, probably from the degree of excita-

tion which sometimes is remarked to precede a paralytic af-

fection. In the course of Monday she received that fatal

summons, which at first seemed slight ; but in the night be-

twixt Monday and Tuesday our mother lost the use both of

speech and of one side. Since that time she has lain in bed

constantly, yet so sensible as to see me and express her ear-

nest blessing on all of us. The power of speech is totally lost »

nor is there any hope, at her advanced age, that the scene

can last long. Probably a few hours will terminate it. At

any rate, life is not to be wished, even for our nearest and

dearest, in those circumstances. But this heavy calamity was

only the commencement of our family losses. Dr. Ruther-

ford, who had seemed perfectly well, and had visited my
mother upon Tuesday the 14th, was suddenly affected with

gout in his stomach, or some disease equally rapid, on Wed-
nesday the 15th, and without a moment's warning or com-

plaint, fell down a dead man, almost without a single groan.

You are aware of his fondness for animals : he was just strok-

ing his cat after eating his breakfast, as usual, when, without

more warning than a half-uttered exclamation, he sunk on the

ground, and died in the arms of his daughter Anne. Though

the Doctor had no formed complaint, yet I have thought him

looking poorly for some months ; and though there was no fail-

ure whatever in intellect, or anything which approached it

yet his memory was not so good; and I thought he paused

during the last time he attended me, and had difficulty in

recollecting the precise terms of his recipe. Certainly there

was a great decay of outward strength. We were very anx
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ious about the effect this fatal news was likely to produce on

the mind and decayed health of our aunt, Miss C. Rutherford,

and resolved, as her health had been gradually falling off ever

gince she returned from Abbotsford, that she should never

learn anything of it until it was impossible to conceal it

longer. But God had so ordered it that she was never to

know the loss she had sustained, and which she would have

felt so deeply. On Friday the 17th December, the second

day after his brother's death, she expired, without a groan

and without suffering, about six in the morning. And so we
lost an excellent and warm-hearted relation, one of the few

women I ever knew whose strength of mental faculties en-

abled her, at a mature period of life, to supply the defects

of an imperfect education. It is a most uncommon and af-

flicting circumstance, that a brother and two sisters should be

taken ill the same day— that two of them should die, without

any rational possibility of the survivance of the third— and

that no one of the three could be affected by learning the

loss of the other. The Doctor was buried on Monday the 20th,

and Miss Rutherford this day (Wednesday the 22d), in the

burial-place adjoining to and surrounding one of the new Epis-

copal chapels,* where Robert Rutherford f had purchased a

burial-ground of some extent, and parted with one-half to

the Russells. It is surrounded with a very high wall, and

all the separate burial-grounds (five I think in number) are

separated by party-walls going down to the depth of twelve

feet, so as to prevent the possibility either of encroachment,

or of disturbing the relics of the dead. I have purchased one-

half of Miss Russell's interest in this sad spot, moved by its

extreme seclusion, privacy, and security. When poor Jack

was buried in the Greyfriars' churchyard, where my father

and Anne lie, % I thought their graves more encroached upon

* St. John's Chapel.

f Robert Rutherford, Esq., W. S., son to the Professor of Botany.

X
" Our family heretofore buried in the Greyfriar's churchyard, close

by the entrance to Heriot's Hospital, and on the southern or left-hard

•ide as you pass from the churchyard." — MS. Memorandum.
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than I liked to witness ; and in this new place I intend to lay

our poor mother when the scene shall close ; so that the broth-

er and the two sisters, whose fate has been so very closely en-

twined in death, may not be divided in the grave,— and this

I hope you will approve of.

"Thursday* December 23c?.—My mother still lingers this

morning, and as her constitution is so excellent, she may
perhaps continue to exist some time, or till another stroke.

It is a great consolation that she is perfectly easy. All her

affairs of every sort have been very long arranged for this

great change, and with the assistance of Donaldson and Mac-

culloch, you may depend, when the event takes place, that

your interest will be attended to most pointedly. — I hope our

civil tumults here are like to be ended by the measures of

Parliament. I mentioned in my last that Kinloch of Kinloch

was to be tried for sedition. He has forfeited his bail, and

was yesterday laid under outlawry for non-appearance. Our

neighbours in Northumberland are in a deplorable state ; up-

wards of 50,000 blackguards are ready to rise between Tyne

and Wear.* On the other hand, the Scottish frontiers are

steady and loyal, and arming fast. Scott of Gala and I have

offered 200 men, all fine strapping young fellows, and good

marksmen, willing to go anywhere with us. We could easily

double the number. So the necessity of the times has made

me get on horseback once more. Our mother has at differ-

ent times been perfectly conscious of her situation, and knew
every one, though totally unable to speak. She seemed to

take a very affectionate farewell of me the last time I saw

her, which was the day before yesterday; and as she was

much agitated, Dr. Keith advised I should not see her again,

unless she seemed to desire it, which hitherto she has not done.

She sleeps constantly, and will probably be so removed. Our

family sends love to yours. Yours most affectionately,

"Walter Scott."

* This was a ridiculously exaggerated report of that period ol

ularm.
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Scott's excellent mother died on the 24th December

— the day after he closed the foregoing letter to his

brother.

On the 18th, in the midst of these accumulated af-

flictions, the romance of Ivanhoe made its appearance.

The date has been torn from the following letter, but it

was evidently written while all these events were fresh

and recent.

" To the Lady Louisa Stewart, Ditton Park, Windsor.

" Dear Lady Louisa,— I am favoured with your letter from

Ditton, and am glad you found anything to entertain you in

Ivanhoe. Novelty is what this giddy-paced time demands

imperiously, and 1 certainly studied as much as I could to get

out of the old beaten track, leaving those who like to keep the

road, which I have rutted pretty well. I have had a terrible

time of it this year, with the loss of dear friends and near re-

lations ; it is almost fearful to count up my losses, as they make
me bankrupt in society. My brother-in-law ; our never-to-be-

enough regretted Duke ; Lord Chief Baron, my early, kind,

and constant friend, who took me up when I was a young

fellow of little mark or likelihood ; the wife of my intimate

friend William Erskine ; the only son of my friend David

Hume, a youth of great promise, and just entering into life,

who had grown up under my eye from childhood ; my excel-

lent mother; and, within a few days, her surviving brother

and sister. My mother was the only one of these whose death

was the natural consequence of very advanced life. And our

sorrows are not at an end. A sister of my mother's, Mrs.

Russell of Ashestiel, long deceased, had left (besides several

sons, of whom only one now survives and is in India) three

daughters, who lived with her youngest sister, Miss Ruther-

ford, and were in the closest habits of intimacy with us The
eldest of these girls, and a most excellent creature she is, was

in summer so much shocked by the sudden news of the death

vol. v. 19
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»f one of the brothers I have mentioned, that she was deprived

of the use of her limbs by an affection either nervous or para-

lytic. She was slowly recovering from this afflicting and help-

less situation, when the sudden fate of her aunts and uncle,

particularly of her who had acted as a mother to the family,

brought on a new shock; and though perfectly possessed of

her mind, she has never since been able to utter a word. Her

youngest sister, a girl of one or two and twenty, was so much

shocked by this scene of accumulated distress, that she was

taken very ill, and having suppressed and concealed her dis-

order, relief came too late, and she has been taken from us

also. She died in the arms of the elder sister, helpless as I

have described her ; and to separate the half dead from the

actual corpse was the most melancholy thing possible. You

can hardly conceive, dear Lady Louisa, the melancholy feel-

ing of seeing the place of last repose belonging to the devoted

family open four times within so short a space, and to meet the

same group of sorrowing friends and relations on the same sor-

rowful occasion. Looking back on those whom I have lost, all

well known to me excepting my brother-in-law, whom I could

only judge of by the general report in his favour, I can scarce

conceive a group possessing more real worth and amiable

qualities, not to mention talents and accomplishments. I have

never felt so truly what Johnson says so well—
' Condemn'd to Hope's delusive mine,

As on we toil from day to day,

By sudden blasts, or slow decline,

Our social comforts drop away.' *

" I am not sure whether it was your ladyship, or the poor

Duchess of Buccleuch, who met my mother once, and flattered

me by being so much pleased with the good old lady. She had

a mind peculiarly well stored with much acquired information

and natural talent, and as she was very old, and had an excel-

lent memory, she could draw without the least exaggeration or

tffectation the most striking pictures of the past age. If

* Lines on the death of Mr. Robert Levet.
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have been able to do anything in the way of painting the past

times, it is very much from the studies with which she pre-

sented me. She connected a long period of time with the

present generation, for she remembered, and had often spoken

with, a person who perfectly recollected the battle of Dunbar,

and Oliver Cromwell's subsequent entry into Edinburgh. She

preserved her faculties to the very day before her final illness

;

for our friends Mr. and Mrs. Scott of Harden visited her on

the Sunday ; and, coming to our house after, were expressing

their surprise at the alertness of her mind, and the pleasure

which she had in talking over both ancient and modern events.

She had told them 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 de-

tailed (for she was a great genealogist) their connexion with

existing families. On the subsequent Monday she was struck

with a paralytic affection, suffered little, and that with the

utmost patience ; and what was God's reward, and a great one

to her innocent and benevolent life, she never knew that her

brother and sister, the last thirty years younger than herself,

had trodden the dark path before her. She was a strict econo-

mist, which she said enabled her to be liberal ; out of her little

income of about £300 a-year, she bestowed at least a third in

Well-chosen charities, and with the rest lived like a gentle-

woman, and even with hospitality more general than seemed

to suit her age
;
yet I could never prevail on her to accept of

any assistance. You cannot conceive how affecting it was to

me to see the little preparations of presents which she had as-

sorted for the New Year— for she was a great observer of the

old fashions of her period— and to think that the kind heart

was cold which delighted in all these acts of kindly affection.

I should apologize, I believe, for troubling your ladyship with

these melancholy details ; but you would not thank me for a

letter written with constraint, and my mind is at present very

full of this sad subject, though I scarce know any one to whom
I would venture to say so much. I hear no good news of Lady
4nne, though Lord Montagu writes cautiously. The weather



292 LIFE OP SIR WALTER SCOTT.

is now turning milder, and may, I hope, be favourable to her

jomplaint. After my own family, my thought most frequently

lurns to these orphans, whose parents I loved and repected so

much.— I am always, dear Lady Louisa, your very respectful

*nd obliged Walter Scott."

There is in the library at Abbotsford a fine copy of

rfaskerville's folio Bible, two volumes, printed at Cam
oridge in 1763 ; and there appears on the blank leaf,

in the trembling handwriting of Scott's mother, this in-

scription— " To my dear son, Walter Scott, from his af-

fectionate Mother, Anne Rutherford,—January 1st, 1819."

Under these words her son has written as follows :
—

"This Bible was the gift of my grandfather Dr. John

Rutherford, to my mother, and presented by her to me

;

being, alas ! the last gift which I was to receive from that

excellent parent, and, as I verily believe, the thing which

she most loved in the world,— not only in humble ven-

eration of the sacred contents, but as the dearest pledge

of her father's affection to her. As such she gave it to

me ; and as such I bequeath it to those who may repre-

sent me— charging them carefully to preserve the same,

'in memory of those to whom it has belonged. 1820."

If literary success could have either filled Scott's head

or hardened his heart, we should have no such letters

as those of December 1819. Ivanhoe was received

throughout England with a more clamorous delight than

any of the Scotch novels had been. The volumes (three

in number) were now, for the first time, of the post 8vo

form, with a finer paper than hitherto, the press-work

much more elegant, and the price accordingly raised from
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eight shillings the volume to ten ; yet the copies sold in

this original shape were twelve thousand.

I ought to have mentioned sooner, that the original in-

tention was to bring out Ivanhoe as the production of a

new hand, and that, to assist this impression, the work

was printed in a size and manner unlike tht preceding

ones ; but Constable, when the day of publication ap-

proached, remonstrated against this experiment, and it

was accordingly abandoned.

The reader has already been told that Scott dictated

the greater part of this romance. The portion of the

MS. which is his own, appears, however, not only as

well and firmly executed as that of any of the Tales

of my Landlord, but distinguished by having still fewer

erasures and interlineations, and also by being in a small-

er hand. The fragment is beautiful to look at— many

pages together without one alteration.* It is, I suppose,

superfluous to add, that in no instance did Scott re-write

his prose before sending it to the press. Whatever may

have been the case with his poetry, the world uniformly

received the prima cura of the novelist.

As a work of art, Ivanhoe is perhaps the first of all

Scott's efforts, whether in prose or in verse ; nor have

the strength and splendour of his imagination been dis-

played to higher advantage than in some of the scenes

of this romance. But I believe that no reader who is

capable of thoroughly comprehending the author's Scotch

character and Scotch dialogue will ever place even Ivan-

hoe, as a work of genius, on the same level with Wa-
verley, Guy Mannering, or the Heart of Mid-Lothian.

* A facsimile of a page is given with this volume. Three of these

MS. pages were a fair day's work in the author's estimation— equal

to 15 or 16 of the original impression.
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There is, to me, something so remarkably characteris-

tic of Scott's mind and manner in a particular passage

of the Introduction, which he penned ten years after-

wards for this work, that I must be pardoned for ex-

tracting it here. He says— " The character of the fair

Jewess found so much favour in the eyes of some fair

readers, that the writer was censured, because, when ar

ranging the fates of the characters of the drama, he had

not assigned the hand of Wilfred to Rebecca, rather than

the less interesting Rowena. But, not to mention that

the prejudices of the age rendered such an union almost

impossible, the author may, in passing, observe that he

thinks a character of a highly virtuous and lofty stamp

is degraded rather than exalted by an attempt to reward

virtue with temporal prosperity. Such is not the recom-

pense which providence has deemed worthy of suffering

merit ; and it is a dangerous and fatal doctrine to teach

young persons, the most common readers of romance,

that rectitude of conduct and of principle are either

naturally allied with, or adequately rewarded by, the

gratification of our passions, or attainment of our wishes.

In a word, if a virtuous and self-denied character is dis-

missed with temporal wealth, greatness, rank, or the in-

dulgence of such a rashly-formed or ill-assorted passion

as that of Rebecca for Ivanhoe, the reader will be apt

to say, verily Virtue has had its reward. But a glance

cn the great picture of life will show, that the duties of

self-denial, and the sacrifice of passion to principle, are

seldom thus remunerated ; and that the internal con-

sciousness of their high-minded discharge of duty pro-

duces on their own reflections a more adequate recom-

pense, in the form of that peace which the world cannot

give or take away."
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The introduction of the charming Jewess and her father

originated, I find, in a conversation that Scott held with

his friend Skene during the severest season of his bodily

sufferings in the early part of this year. " Mr. Skene,"

says that gentleman's wife, * sitting by his bedside, and

trying to amuse him as well as he could in the intervals

of pain, happened to get on the subject of the Jews, as

he had observed them when he spent some time in Ger-

many in his youth. Their situation had naturally made

a strong impression ; for in those days they retained their

own dress and manners entire, and were treated with

considerable austerity by their Christian neighbours, be-

ing still locked up at night in their own quarter by great

gates ; and Mr. Skene, partly in seriousness, but partly

from the mere wish to turn his mind at the moment upon

something that might occupy and divert it, suggested that

a group of Jews would be an interesting feature if he

could contrive to bring them into his next novel." Upon

the appearance of Ivanhoe, he reminded Mr. Skene of

this conversation, and said, " You will find this book owes

not a little to your German reminiscences." Mrs. Skene

.idds— f Dining with us one day, not long before Ivanhoe

was begun, something that was mentioned led him to de-

scribe the sudden death of an advocate of his acquaint-

ance, a Mr. Elphinstone, which occurred in the Outer-

house soon after he was called to the bar. It was, he said,

no wonder that it had left a vivid impression on his mind,

for it was the first sudden death he ever witnessed ; and

he now related it so as to make us all feel as if we had

the scene passing before our eyes. In the death of the

Templar in Ivanhoe, I recognized the very picture— I

believe I may safely say the very words." *

* See Ivanhoe, end of chap, xliv., (Edin Ed.)
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By the way, before Ivanhoe made its appearance, I

had myself been formally admitted to the author's secret

;

but had he favoured me with no such confidence, it would

have been impossible for me to doubt that I had been

present some months before at the conversation which

suggested, and indeed supplied all the materials of, one

of its most amusing chapters. I allude to that in which

our Saxon terms for animals in the field, and our Norman
equivalents foi4 them as they appear on the table, and so

on, are explained and commented on. All this Scott owed

to the after-dinner talk one day in Castle Street of his old

friend Mr. William Clerk,— who, among other elegant

pursuits, has cultivated the science of philology very

deeply.

I cannot conclude this chapter without observing that

the publication of Ivanhoe marks the most brilliant epoch

in Scott's history as the literary favourite of his contem-

poraries. With the novel which he next put forth, the

immediate sale of these works began gradually to decline

;

and though, even when that had reached its lowest declen-

sion, it was still far above the most ambitious dreams of

any other novelist, yet the publishers were afraid the an-

nouncement of anything like a falling-off might cast a

damp over the spirits of the author. He was allowed to

^emain, for several years, under the impression that what-

ever novel he threw off commanded at once the old trium-

Dhant sale of ten or twelve thousand, and was afterwards,

when included in the collective edition, to be circulated

*n that shape also as widely as Waverley or Ivanhoe. In

my opinion, it would have been very unwise in the book-

sellers to give Scott any unfavourable tidings upon such

subjects after the commencement of the malady which

proved fatal to him,— for that from the first shook his
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mind ; but I think they took a false measure of the man

when they hesitated to tell him exactly how the matter

stood, throughout 1820 and the three or four following

years, when his intellect was as vigorous as it ever had

been, and his heart as courageous ; and I regret their

scruples (among other reasons), because the years now
mentioned were the most costly ones in his life ; and for

every twelvemonths in which any man allows himself, or

is encouraged by others, to proceed in a course of unwise

expenditure, it becomes proportionably more difficult for

him to pull up when the mistake is at length detected or

recognized.
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CHAPTER XLVII.

The Visionary— The Peel of Darnick — Scott's Saturday

Excursions to Abbotsford—A Sunday there in February

— Constable— John Ballantyne— Thomas Purdie, Sfc.—

i

Prince Gustavus Vasa— Proclamation of King George IV.

— Publication of the Monastery.

1820.

In the course of December 1819 and January 1820,

Scott drew up three essays, under the title of " The Vis-

ionary," upon certain popular doctrines or delusions, the

spread of which at this time filled with alarm, not only

Tories like him, but many persons who had been distin-

guished through life for their adherence to politick liber-

alism. These papers appeared successively in James

Ballantyne's Edinburgh Weekly Journal, and their parent-

age being obvious, they excited much attention in Scot-

land. Scott collected them into a pamphlet, which had

also a large circulation ; and I remember his showing

very particular satisfaction when he observed a mason

reading it to his comrades as they sat at their dinner, by

a new house on Leith Walk. During January, however,

his thoughts continued to be chiefly occupied with the

details of the proposed corps of Foresters ; of which, I

believe it was at last settled, as far as depended on the

other gentlemen concerned in it, that he should be the
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Major. He wrote and spoke on this subject with undi-

minished zeal, until the whole fell to the ground in con-

sequence of the Government's ultimately declining to

take on itself any part of the expense ; a refusal which

must have been fatal to any such project when the Duke

of Buccleuch was a minor. He felt the disappointment

keenly ; but, in the mean time, the hearty alacrity with

which his neighbours of all classes gave in their adhesion,

had afforded him much pleasure, and, as regarded his own
immediate dependants, served to rivet the bonds of affec-

tion and confidence, which were to the end maintained

between him and them. Darnick had been especially

ardent in the cause, and he thenceforth considered its

volunteers as persons whose individual fortunes closely

concerned him. I could fill many a page with the letters

which he wrote at subsequent periods, with the view of

promoting the success of these spirited young fellows in

their various departments of industry : they were proud

of their patron, as may be supposed, and he was highly

gratified, as well as amused, when he learned that,

—

while the rest of the world were talking of " The Great

Unknown,"— his usual sobriquet among these villagers

was " The Duke of Damick." Already his possessions

almost encircled this picturesque and thriving hamlet;

and there were few things on which he had more strongly

fixed his fancy than acquiring a sort of symbol of seign-

iory there, by becoming the purchaser of a certain then

ruinous tower that predominated, with a few coeval trees,

over the farm-houses and cottages of his ducal vassals.

A letter, previously quoted, contains an allusion to this

Peelhouse of Darnick ; which is moreover exactly de-

scribed in the novel which he had now in hand— the

Monastery. The interest Scott seemed to take in the
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Peel, awakened, however, the pride of its hereditary pro-

prietor : and when that worthy person, who had made some

money by trade in Edinburgh, resolved on fitting it up for

the evening retreat of his own life, his Grace of Darnick

was too happy to wave his pretensions.

This was a winter of uncommon severity in Scotland

;

and the snow lay so deep and so long as to interrupt very

seriously all Scott's country operations. I find, in his

letters to Laidlaw, various paragraphs expressing the

concern he took in the hardships which his poor neigh-

bours must be suffering. Thus, on the 19th of January,

he says

—

" Dear Willie,— I write by the post that you may receive

the enclosed, or rather subjoined, cheque for £60, in perfect

safety. This dreadful morning will probably stop Mercer.*

It makes me shiver in the midst of superfluous comforts to

think of the distress of others. £10 of the £60 I wish you to

distribute among our poorer neighbours, so as may best aid

them. I mean not only the actually indigent, but those who

are, in our phrase, ill aff. I am sure Dr. Scott f will assist you

with his advice in this labour of love. I think part of the

wood-money % too, should be given among the Abbotstown

folks if the storm keeps them off work, as is like. Yours truly,

" Walter Scott.

" Deep, deep snow lying here. How do the goodwife and

bairns ? The little bodies will be half-buried in snow drift."

And again, on the 25th, he writes thus :
—

" Dear Willie,— I have yours with the news of the inunda-

tion, which, it seems, has done no damage. I hope Mai will

* The weekly Darnick carrier.

f Dr. Scott of Darnlee. — See ante, p. 151. This very amiable

modest, and intelligent friend of Sir Walter Scott's, died in 1837.

\ Some money expected from the sale of larches.
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be taken care of. He should have a bed in the kitchen, and

always be called in-doors after it is dark, for all the kind are

Ravage at night. Please cause Swanston to knock him up a

box, and fill it with straw from time to time. I enclose a

cheque for £50 to pay accounts, &c. Do not let the poor

bodies want for a £5, or even a £10, more or less;—
' We'll get a blessing wi' the lave,

And never miss't.' *

« Yours, W. S."

In the course of this month, through the kindness of

Mr. Croker, Scott received from the late Earl Bathurst,

then Colonial Secretary of State, the offer of an appoint-

ment in the civil service of the East-India Company for

his second son : and this seemed at the time too good a

thing not to be gratefully accepted ; though the apparent-

ly increasing prosperity of his fortunes induced him, a

few years afterwards, to indulge his parental feelings by

throwing it up. He thus alludes to this matter in a letter

to his good old friend at Jedburgh :
—

* To Robert Shortreed, Esq., Sheriff-Substitute of Roxburgh'

shire, Jedburgh.

" Edinburgh, 19th Jan. 1820.

" My Dear Sir,— I heartily congratulate you on getting the

appointment for your son William in a manner so very pleas-

ant to your feelings, and which is, like all Whytbank does,

considerate, friendly, and generous,f I am not aware that I

have any friends at Calcutta, but if you think letters to Sir

* Burns— Lines to a Mouse.

t " An India appointment, with the name blank, which the late Mr.

*»ringle of Whytbank sent unsolicited, believing it might be found

•seful to a family where there were seven sons to provide for." — Note

by Mr. A. Shorirede.
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John Malcolm and Lieut.-Colonei Russell would serve my
young friend, he shall have my best commendations to them.

" It is very odd that almost the same thing has happened to

me ; for about a week ago I was surprised by a letter, saying

that an unknown friend (who since proves to be Lord Bathurst,

whom I never saw or spoke with) would give my second son

a writer's situation for India. Charles is two years too young

for this appointment ; but I do not think I am at liberty to

decline an offer so advantageous, if it can be so arranged that,

by exchange or otherwise, it can be kept open for him. Ever

yours faithfully, Walter Scott."

About the middle of February— it having been ere

that time arranged that I should marry his eldest daugh-

ter in the course of the spring,— I accompanied him and

part of his family on one of those flying visits to Abbots-

ford, with which he often indulged himself on a Saturday

during term. Upon such occasions Scott appeared at

the usual hour in Court, but wearing, instead of the offi-

cial suit of black, his country morning dress— green jacket

and so forth,— under the clerk's gown ; a license of which

many gentlemen of the long robe had been accustomed to

avail themselves in the days of his youth— it being then

considered as the authentic badge that they were lairds as

well as lawyers— but which, to use the dialect of the

place, had fallen into desuetude before I knew the Parlia-

ment House. He was, I think, one of the two or three,

or at most the half-dozen, who still adhered to this priv-

ilege of their order ; and it has now, in all likelihood, be-

come quite obsolete, like the ancient custom, a part of the

same system, for all Scotch barristers to appear without

gowns or wigs, and in coloured clothes, when upon circuit.

At noon, when the Court broke up, Peter Mathieson was

sure to b 3 in attendance in the Parliament Close, and five

minutes after, the gown had been tossed off, and Scott,
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rubbing his hands for glee, was under weigh for Tweed-

Bide. On this occasion, he was, of course, in mourning

;

but I have thought it worth while to preserve the circum-

stance of his usual Saturday's costume. As we proceeded,

he talked without reserve of the novel of the Monastery,

of which he had the first volume with him : and men-

tioned, what he had probably forgotten when he wrote the

Introduction of 1830, that a good deal of that volume had

been composed before he concluded Ivanhoe. " It was a

relief," he said, " to interlay the scenery most familiar to

me with the strange world for which I had to draw so

much on imagination."

Next morning there appeared at breakfast John Bal-

lantyne, who had at this time a shooting or hunting-box

a few miles off, in the vale of the Leader, and with him

Mr. Constable, his guest ; and it being a fine clear day,

as soon as Scott had read the Church service and one of

Jeremy Taylor's sermons, we all sallied out, before noon,

on a perambulation of his upland territories ; Maida and

the rest of the favourites accompanying our march. At

starting we were joined by the constant henchman, Tom
Purdie— and I may save myself the trouble of any at-

tempt to describe his appearance, for his master has given

us an inimitably true one in introducing a certain person-

age of his Redgauntlet :— "He was, perhaps, sixty years

old ; yet his brow was not much furrowed, and his jet

black hair was only grizzled, not whitened, by the ad-

vance of age. All his motions spoke strength unabated ;

and though rather undersized, he had very broad shoul-

ders, was square made, thin-flanked, and apparently com-

bined in his frame muscular strength and activity ; the

\ast somewhat impaired, perhaps, by years, but the first

remaining in full vigour. A hard and harsh countenance

;
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eyes far sunk under projecting eye-brows, which were

grizzled like his hair : a wide mouth, furnished from ear

to ear with a range of unimpaired teeth of uncommon
whiteness, and a size and breadth which might have be-

come the jaws of an ogre, completed this delightful por-

trait." Equip this figure in Scott's cast-off green jacket,

white hat and drab trousers ; and imagine that years of

kind treatment, comfort, and the honest consequence of a

confidential grieve, had softened away much of the hard-

ness and harshness originally impressed on the visage by

anxious penury and the sinister habits of a black-Jisher ,

— and the Tom Purdie of 1820 stands before us.

We were all delighted to see how completely Scott had

recovered his bodily vigour, and none more so than Con-

stable, who, as he puffed and panted after him up one

ravine and down another, often stopped to wipe his fore-

head, and remarked that " it was not every author who
should lead him such a dance." But Purdie's face shone

with rapture as he observed how severely the swag-bellied

bookseller's activity was tasked. Scott exclaiming exult-

ingly, though perhaps for the tenth time, " This will be a

glorious spring for our trees, Tom !
"— " You may say

that, Shirra," quoth Tom,— and then lingering a moment

for Constable— "My certy," he added, scratching his

head, " and I think it will be a grand season for our buikt

too." But indeed Tom always talked of our bulks as if

they had been as regular products of the soil as our aits

and our birks. Having threaded, first the Hexilcleugh,

and then the Rhymer's Glen, we arrived at Huntly Burn,

where the hospitality of the kind Weird-Sisters, as Scott

called the Miss Fergussons, reanimated our exhausted

Bibliopoles, and gave them courage to extend their walk

r little further down the same famous brook. Here there
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was a small cottage in a very sequestered situation, by

making some little additions to which Scott thought it

might be converted into a suitable summer residence for

his daughter and future son-in-law. The details of that

plan were soon settled — it was agreed on all hands that

a sweeter scene of seclusion could not be fancied. He
repeated some verses of Rogers' " Wish," which paint t> i

spot :

—

" Mine be a cot beside the hill—
A bee-hive's hum shall soothe my ear;

A willowy brook that turns a mill,

With many a fall shall linger near: " &c.

But when he came to the stanza—
" And Lucy at her wheel shall sing,

In russet-gown and apron blue,"

he departed from the text, adding—
" But if Bluestockings here you bring,

The Great Unknown won't dine with you."

Johnny Ballantyne, a projector to the core, was partic-

ularly zealous about this embryo establishment. Fore-

seeing that he should have had walking enough ere he

reached Huntly Burn, his dapper little Newmarket
groom had been ordered to fetch Old Mortality thither,

and now, mounted on his fine hunter, he capered about

us, looking pallid and emaciated as a ghost, but as gay

and cheerful as ever, and would fain have been permitted

to ride over hedge and ditch to mark out the proper line

of the future avenue. Scott admonished him that the

country-people, if they saw him at such work, would take

the whole party for heathens ; and clapping spurs to his

Xorse, he left us. " The deil's in the body," quoth Tom
Purdie, " he'll be ower every yett atween this and Turn-

yol. v. 20
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again, though it be the Lord's day. I wadna wonder if

he were to be ceeted before the Session." " Be sure,

Tarn," cries Constable, " that ye egg on the Dominie to

blaw up his father— I would na grudge a hundred miles

o' gait to see the ne'er-do-weel on the stool, and neither,

I'll be sworn, would the Sheriff."— " Na, na," quoth the

Sheriff; " we'll let sleeping dogs be, Tam."

As we walked homeward, Scott, being a little fatigued,

laid his left hand on Tom's shoulder, and leaned heavily

for support, chatting to his " Sunday pony," as he called the

affectionate fellow, just as freely as with the rest of the

party, and Tom put in his word shrewdly and manfully,

and grinned and grunted whenever the joke chanced to

be within his apprehension. It was easy to see that his

heart swelled within him from the moment that the

Sheriff got his collar in his gripe.

There arose a little dispute between them about what

tree or trees ought to be cut down in a hedge-row that we

passed, and Scott seemed somewhat ruffled with finding

that some previous hints of his on that head had not been

attended to. When we got into motion again, his hand

was on Constable's shoulder— and Tom dropped a pace

or two to the rear, until we approached a gate, when he

jumped forward and opened it. " Give us a pinch of

your snuff, Tom," quoth the Sheriff— Tom's mull was

produced, and the hand resumed its position. I was much

diverted with Tom's behaviour when we at length reached

Abbotsford. There were some garden chairs on the green

in front of the cottage porch. Scott sat down on one of

them to enjoy the view of his new tower as it gleamed in

the sunset, and Constable and I did the like. Mr. Purdie

remained lounging near us for a few minutes, and then

asked the Sheriff " to speak a word." They withdrew
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together into the garden — and Scott presently rejoined

ns with a particularly comical expression of face. As

6oon as Tom was out of sight, he said— " Will ye guess

what he has been saying, now ?— Well, this is a great

satisfaction ! Tom assures me that he has thought the

matter over, and will take my advice about the thinning of

that clump behind Captain Fergusson's." *

I must not forget that, whoever might be at Abbotsford,

Tom always appeared at his master's elbow on Sunday,

when dinner was over, and drank long life to the Laird

and the Lady and all the good company, in a quaigh of

whiskey, or a tumbler of wine, according to his fancy. I

believe Scott has somewhere expressed in print his satis-

faction that, among all the changes of our manners, the

ancient freedom of personal intercourse may still be in-

lulged between a master and an out-of-doors' servant

;

but in truth he kept by the old fashion even with domes-

tic servants, to an extent which I have hardly seen prac-

* I am obliged to my friend Mr. Scott of Gala for reminding me of

the following trait of Tom Purdie. The first time Mr. John Richard-

son of Fludyer Street came to Abbotsford, Tom (who took him for a

Southron) was sent to attend upon him while he tried for a fish (». e.

a salmon) in the neighbourhood of Melrose Bridge. As they walked

thither, Tom boasted grandly of the size of the fish he had himself

caught there, evidently giving the stranger no credit for much skill in

the Waltonian craft. By and by, however, Richardson, who is an ad-

mirable angler, hooked a vigorous fellow, and after a beautiful exhibi-

tion of the art, landed him in safety. "A fine fish, Tom."— " Oo,

aye, Sir," quoth Tom— "it's a bonny grilse." "A grilse, Tom! "

says Mr. R. — " it's as heavy a salmon as the heaviest you were telling

me about." Tom showed his teeth in a smile of bitter incredulity;

but while they were still debating, Lord Somerville's fisherman came
up with scales in his basket and Richardson insisted on having his vic-

tim weighed. The result was triumphant for the captor. " Weel,"
•ays Tom, letting the salmon drop on the turf— "weel, ye are »

jneikle fish, mon— and a meikle fule too," (he added in a lower key y

to let Yoursell be kilt by an Englandei." [1839.]
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tised by any other gentleman. He conversed with his

coachman if he sat by him, as he often did on the box—
with his footman, if he happened to be in the rumble

;

and when there was any very young lad in the household,

he held it a point of duty to see that his employments

were so arranged as to leave time for advancing his edu-

cation, made him bring his copy-book once a-week to the

library, and examined him as to all that he was doing.

Indeed he did not confine this humanity to his own peo-

ple. Any steady servant of a friend of his was soon con-

sidered as a sort of friend too, and was sure to have a

kind little colloquy to himself at coming and going.

With all this, Scott was a very rigid enforcer of discipline

— contrived to make it thoroughly understood by all

about him, that they must do their part by him as he did

his by them ; and the result was happy. I never knew

any man so well served as he was— so carefully, so re-

spectfully, and so silently ; and I cannot help doubting if,

in any department of human operations, real kindness

ever compromised real dignity.

In a letter, already quoted, there occurs some mention

of the Prince Gustavus Vasa, who was spending this

winter in Edinburgh, and his Royal Highness's accom-

plished attendant, the Baron Polier. I met them fre-

quently in Castle Street, and remember as especially

interesting the first evening that they dined there. The

only portrait in Scott's Edinburgh dining-room was one

of Charles XII. of Sweden, and he was struck, as in-

deed every one must have been, with the remarkable

resemblance which the exiled Prince's air and features

presented to the hero of his race. Young Gustavus, on

his part, hung with keen and melancholy enthusiasm on

Scott's anecdotes of the expedition of Charles Edward
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Stewart.— The Prince, accompanied by Scott and my-

self, witnessed the ceremonial of the proclamation of

King George IV. on the 2d of February at the Cross

of Edinburgh, from a window over Mr. Constable's shop

in the High Street ; and on that occasion also, the air

of sadness that mixed in his features with eager cu-

riosity, was very affecting. Scott explained all the de-

tails to him, not without many lamentations over the

barbarity of Auld Reekie bailies, who had removed

the beautiful Gothic Cross itself, for the sake of wid-

ening the thoroughfare. The weather was fine, the

sun shone bright ; and the antique tabards of the her-

alds, the trumpet notes of God save the King, and the

hearty cheerings of the immense uncovered multitude

that filled the noble old street, produced altogether a

scene of great splendour and solemnity. The Royal

Exile surveyed it with a flushed cheek and a watery

eye, and Scott, observing his emotion, withdrew with me

to another window, whispering— " Poor lad ! poor lad

!

God help him." Later in the season, the Prince spent a

few days at Abbotsford ; but I have said enough to ex-

plain some allusions in the next letter to Lord Montagu,

in which Scott also adverts to several public events of

January and February 1820— the assassination of the

Duke of Berri— the death of King George III.— the

general election which followed the royal demise— and

its more unhappy consequence, the re-agitation of the

old disagreement between George IV. and his wife, who,

as soon as she learned his accession to the throne, an-

nounced her resolution of returning from the Continent

(where she had been leading for some years a wandering

life), and asserting her rights as Queen. The Tory gen-

tleman in whose canvass of the Selkirk boroughs Scott
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was now earnestly concerned, was his worthy friend, Mr,

Henry Monteith of Carstairs, who ultimately carried the

election.

" To the Lord Montagu, #•<?., Ditton Park.

" Edinburgh, 22d February 1820.

" My Dear Lord,— I have nothing to say, except that Sel-

kirk has declared decidedly for Monteith, and that his calling

and election seem to be sure. Roxburghshire is right and

tight. Harden will not stir for Berwickshire. In short, within

my sphere of observation, there is nothing which need make
you regret your personal absence ; and I hope my dear young

namesake and chief will not find his influence abated while he

is unable to head it himself. It is but little I can do, but it

shall always be done with a good will— and merits no thanks,

for I owe much more to his father's memory than ever I can

pay a tittle of. I often think what he would have said or

wished, and within my limited sphere, that will always be a

rule to me while I have the means of advancing in any respect

the interest of his son ;
— certainly, if anything could increase

this desire, it would be the banner being at present in your

Lordship's hand. I can do little but look out a-head, but that

is always something. When I look back on the house of Buc-

cleuch, as I once knew it, it is a sad retrospect. But we must

look forward, and hope for the young blossom of so goodly a

tree. I think your Lordship judged quite right in carrying

Walter in his place to the funeral.* He will long remember

it, and may survive many occasions of the same kind, to all

human appearance. — Here is a horrid business of the Duke
de Berri. It was first told me yesterday by Count Itterburg

(t. e. Prince Gustavus of Sweden, son of the ex-King), who
comes to see me very often. No fairy tale could match the ex-

travagance of such a tale being told to a private Scotch gentle-

man by such a narrator, his own grandfather having perished

* The funeral of George III. at Windsor: the young Duke of Buo
eleuch was at this time at Eton.
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In the same manner. But our age has been one of complete

revolution, baffling all argument and expectation. As to the

King and Queen, or, to use the abbreviation of an old Jacobite

of my acquaintance, who, not loving to hear them so called at

full length, and yet desirous to have the newspapers read to

him, commanded these words always to be pronounced as the

etters K. and Q.— I say then, as to the K. and the Q., I ven-

ure to think, that whichever strikes the first blow will lose the

battle. The sound, well-judging, and well-principled body of

the people will be much shocked at the stirring such a hateful

and disgraceful question. If the K. urges it unprovoked, the

public feeling will put him in the wrong ; if he lets her alone,

her own imprudence, and that of her hot-headed adviser

Harry Brougham, will push on the discussion ; and, take a

fool's word for it, as Sancho says, the country will never bear

her coming back, foul with the various kinds of infamy she

has been stained with, to force herself into the throne. On
the whole, it is a discussion most devoutly to be deprecated by

those who wisl* well to the Royal family.

" Now for a very different subject. I have a report that

there is found on the farm of Melsington, in a bog, the limb of

a bronze figure, full size, with a spur on the heel. This has

been reported to Mr. Riddell, as Commissioner, and to me as

Antiquary in chief, on the estate. I wish your lordship would

permit it to be sent provisionally to Abbotsford, and also allow

me, if it shall seem really curious, to make search for the rest

of the statue. Clarkson * has sent me a curious account of it

;

and that a Roman statue (for such it seems) of that size should

be found in so wild a place, has something very irritating to

the curiosity. I do not of course desire to have anything more

than the opportunity of examining the relique. It may be the

foundation of a set of bronzes, if stout Lord Wa ter should

turn to virtu.

u Always, my dear Lord, most truly yours,

" Walter Scott."

* Ebenezer Clarkson, Esq., a surgeon of distinguished skill at Sel-

kirk, and through life a trusty friend and crony of the Sheriff's.
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The novel of the Monastery was published by Messrs.

Longman & Co., in the beginning of March. It ap-

peared not in the post 8vo form of Ivanhoe, but in 3

vols. 12mo, like the earlier works of the series. In fact,

a few sheets of the Monastery had been printed before

Scott agreed to let Ivanhoe have " By the Author of

Waverley " on its title-page ; and the different shape

of the two books belonged to the abortive scheme of

passing off " Mr. Laurence Templeton " as a hitherto

unheard-of candidate for literary success.
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CHAPTER XLVIII.

Scott revisits London— His Portrait by Lawrence, and Bus\

by Chantrey— Anecdotes by Allan Cunningham— letters

to Mrs. Scott, Laidlaw, Sfc. — His Baronetcy gazetted —
Marriage of his Daughter Sophia— Letter to " the Baron

of Galashiels*'— Visit of Prince Gustavus Vasa at Abbots-

ford— Tenders of Honorary Degrees from Oxford and

Cambridge— Letter to Mr. Thomas Scott.

1820.

At the rising of his Court on the 12th of March, Scott

proceeded to London, for the purpose of receiving his

baronetcy, which he had been prevented from doing in

the spring of the preceding year by his own illness,

and again at Christmas by accumulated family afflic-

tions. On his arrival in town, his son the Cornet met

him ; and they both established themselves at Miss Dum
ergue's.

One of his first visitors was Sir Thomas Lawrence,

who informed him that the King had resolved to adorn
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the great gallery, then in progress at Windsor Castle,

with portraits by his hand of his Majesty's most dis-

tinguished contemporaries ; all the reigning monarchs of

Europe, and their chief ministers and generals, had al-

ready sat for this purpose : on the same walls the King

desired to see exhibited those of his own subjects who

had attained the highest honours of literature and science

— and it was his pleasure that this series should com-

mence with Walter Scott. The portrait was of course

begun immediately, and the head was finished before

Scott left town. Sir Thomas has caught and fixed with

admirable skill one of the loftiest expres*sions of Scott's

countenance at the proudest period of his life : to the

perfect truth of the representation, every one who ever

surprised him in the act of composition at his desk, will

bear witness. The expression, however, was one with

which many who had seen the man often, were not

familiar ; and it was extremely unfortunate that Sir

Thomas filled in the figure from a separate sketch after

he had quitted London. When I first saw the head, I

thought nothing could be better ; but there was an evi-

dent change for the worse when the picture appeared

in its finished state— for the rest of the person had

been done on a different scale, and this neglect of pro-

portion takes considerably from the majestic effect which

vhe head itself, and especially the mighty pile of fore-

head, had in nature. I hope one day to see a good en-

graving of the head alone, as I first saw it floating on

9, dark sea of canvass.

Lawrence told me, several years afterwards, that, in

his opinion, the two greatest men he had painted were

the Duke of Wellington and Sir Walter Scott; "and

it was odd," said he, " that they both chose usually the
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same hour for sitting— seven in the morning. They
were both as patient sitters as I ever had. Scott, how-

ever, was, in my case at least, a very difficult subject.

I had selected what struck me as his noblest look ; but

when he was in the chair before me, he talked away on

all sorts of subjects in his usual style, so that it cost me
great pains to bring him back to solemnity, when I had

to attend to anything beyond the outline of a subordinate

feature. I soon found that the surest recipe was to say

something that would lead him to recite a bit of poetry.

I used to introduce, by hook or by crook, a few lines of

Campbell or Byron— he was sure to take up the pas-

sage where I left it, or cap it by something better—
and then— when he was, as Dryden says of one of his

heroes—
4 Made up of three parts fire— so full of heaven

It sparkled at his eyes ' —

then was my time— and I made the best use I could

cf it. The hardest day's work I had with him was

once when * * * * * -j- accompanied him to my paint-

ing room. ***** was in particular gay spirits, and

nothing would serve him but keeping both artist and

fitter in a perpetual state of merriment by anecdote

upon anecdote about poor Sheridan. The anecdotes

were mostly in themselves black enough — but the

style of the contour was irresistibly quaint and comi-

cal. When Scott came next, he said he was ashamed

of himself for laughing so much as he listened to them;

for truly,' quoth he, * if the tithe was fact, *****
aiight have said to Sherry— as Lord Braxfield once

•sud to an eloquent culprit at the bar— * Ye're a vera

t A distinguished Whig friend.
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elever chiel', man, but ye wad be nane the waur o' a

hanging.'

"

It was also during this visit to London that Scott sat

to Mr. (now Sir Francis) Chantrey for that bust which

alone preserves for posterity the cast of expression most

fondly remembered by all who ever mingled in his domes-?

tic circle. Chantrey's request that Scott would sit to him

was communicated through Mr. Allan" Cunningham, then

(as now) employed as Clerk of the Works in our great

Sculptor's establishment. Mr. Cunningham, in his early

days, when gaining his bread as a stone-mason in Niths-

dale, made a pilgrimage on foot into Edinburgh, for the

sole purpose of seeing the author of Marmion as he

passed along the street. He was now in possession of a

celebrity of his own, and had mentioned to his patron his

purpose of calling on Scott to thank him for some kind

message he had received, through a common friend, on the

subject of those " Remains of Nithsdale and Galloway

Song," which first made his poetical talents known to the

public. Chantrey embraced this opportunity of convey-

ing to Scott his own long-cherished ambition of modelling

his head ; and Scott at once assented to the flattering

proposal. " It was about nine in the morning," says Mr.

Cunningham, " that I sent in my card to him at Miss

Dumergue's in Piccadilly. It had not been gone a

minute, when I heard a quick heavy step coming, and in

he came, holding out both hands, as was his custom, and

saying, as he pressed mine— ' Allan Cunningham, I am
glad to see you.' I said something," continues Mr. C,
* about the pleasure I felt in touching the hand that had

charmed me so much. He moved his hand, and with one

of his comic smiles, said, * Ay— and a big brown hand

it is.' I was a little abashed at first : Scott saw it, and
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sooa put me at my ease ; he had the power— 1 had

almost called it the art, but art it was not— of winning

one's heart and restoring one's confidence beyond any man

I ever met." Then ensued a little conversation, in which

Scott complimented Allan on his ballads, and urged him

to try some work of more consequence, quoting Burns's

words, " for dear auld Scotland's sake ;
" but being engaged

to breakfast in a distant part of the town, he presently

dismissed his visitor, promising to appear next day at an

early hour, and submit himself to Mr. Chantrey's inspec-

tion.

Chantrey's purpose had been the same as Lawrence's

— to seize a poetical phasis of Scott's countenance ; and

he proceeded to model the head as looking upwards,

gravely and solemnly. The talk that passed, meantime,

had equally amused and gratified both, and fortunately, at

parting, Chantrey requested that Scott would come and

breakfast with him next morning before they recom-

menced operations in the studio. Scott accepted the in-

vitation, and when he arrived again in Ecclestone Street,

found two or three acquaintances assembled to meet him,

— among others, his old friend Richard Heber. The
breakfast was, as any party in Sir Francis Chantrey's

house is sure to be, a gay and joyous one, and not having

seen Heber in particular for several years, Scott's spirits

were unusually excited by the presence of an intimate

associate of his youthful days. I transcribe what follows

from Mr. Cunningham's Memorandum :—
" Heber made many inquiries about old friends in

Edinburgh, and old books and old houses, and reminded

the other of their early socialities. ' Ay,' said Mr. Scott,

I remember we once dined out together, and sat so late

that when we came away the night and day were so neat>
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ly balanced, that we resolved to walk about till sunrise

The moon was not down, however, and we took advan*

tage of her ladyship's lantern, and climbed to the top of

Arthur's Seat ; when we came down we had a rare ap

petite for breakfast.'— * I remember it well,' said Heber.

'Edinburgh was a wild place in those days,— it abounded

in clubs— convivial clubs.'— ' Yes,' replied Mr. Scott,

'and abounds still ; but the conversation is calmer, and

there are no such sallies now as might be heard in other

times. One club, I remember, was infested with two

Kemps, father and son ; when the old man had done

speaking, the young one began,— and before he grew

weary, the father was refreshed, and took up the song.

John Clerk, during a pause, was called on for a stave

;

he immediately struck up, in a psalm-singing tone, and

electrified the club with a verse which sticks like a burr

to my memory—
' Now, God Almighty judge James Kemp,

And likewise his son John,

And hang them over Hell in hemp,

And burn them in brimstone.'—

u In the midst of the mirth which this specimen of

psalmody raised, John (commonly called Jack) Fuller,

the member for Surrey, and standing jester of the House

of Commons, came in. Heber, who was well acquainted

with the free and joyous character of that worthy, began

to lead him out by relating some festive anecdotes : Ful-

ler growled approbation, and indulged us with some of his

odd sallies ; things which he assured us ' were damned

good, and true too, which was better.' Mr. Scott, who

was standing when Fuller came in, eyed him at first with

a look grave and considerate ; but as the stream of con

rersation flowed, his keen eye twinkled brighter and
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brighter ; his stature increased, for he drew himself up,

and seemed to take the measure of the hoary joker, body

and soul. An hour or two of social chat had meanwhile

induced Mr. Chantrey to alter his views as to the bust,

and when Mr. Scott left us, he said to me privately, 'This

will never do— I shall never be able to please myself

with a perfectly serene expression. I must try his con-

versational look, take him when about to break out into

some sly funny old story.' As Chantrey said this, he took

a string, cut off the head of the bust, put it into its present

position, touched the eyes and the mouth slightly, and

wrought such a transformation upon it, that when Scott

came to his third sitting, he smiled and said,— ' Ay,

ye're mair like yoursel now !— Why Mr. Chantrey, no

witch of old ever performed such cantrips with clay as

this.'

"

These sittings were seven in number ; but when Scott

revisited London a year afterwards, he gave Chantrey

several more, the bust being by that time in marble.

Allan Cunningham, when he called to bid him farewell,

as he was about to leave town on the present occasion,

found him in court dress, preparing to kiss hands at the

Levee, on being gazetted as Baronet. " He seemed

anything but at his ease," says Cunningham, "in that

strange attire ; he was like one in armour— the stiff

tut of the coat— the large shining buttons and buckles

— the lace ruffles— the queue— the sword— and the

cocked hat, formed a picture at which I could not for-

bear smiling. He surveyed himself in the glass for a

moment, and burst into a hearty laugh. ' O Allan,' he

Kiid, ' O Allan, what creatures we must make of our-

selves in obedience to Madam Etiquette ! See'st thou

lot, I say, what a deformed thief this fashion is?— how
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giddily she turns about all the hotbloods between four-

teen and five-and-thirty ? '" *

Scott's baronetcy was conferred on him, not in con-

sequence of any Ministerial suggestion, but by the King

personally, and of his own unsolicited motion ; and when

the poet kissed his hand, he said to him— "I shall al-

ways reflect with pleasure on Sir Walter Scott'3 having

been the first creation of my reign."

The Gazette announcing his new dignity was dated

March 30, and published on the 2d of April 1820

;

and the Baronet, as soon afterwards as he could get

away from Lawrence, set out on his return to the

North ; for he had such respect for the ancient preju-

dice (a classical as well as a Scottish one) against mar-

rying in May, that he was anxious to have the ceremony

in which his daughter was concerned, over before that

unlucky month should commence. It is needless to say,

that during this stay in London he had again experi-

enced, in its fullest measure, the enthusiasm of all ranks

of his acquaintance ; and I shall now transcribe a few

paragraphs from domestic letters, which will show, among

other things, how glad he was when the hour came that

restored him to his ordinary course of life.

" To Mrs. Scott, 39 Castle Street, Edinburgh.

" Piccadilly, 20th March 1820.

'* My Dear Charlotte,— I have got a delightful plan for the

addition at Abb , which I think will make it quite com-

plete, and furnish me with a handsome library, and you with a

drawing-room and better bed-room, with good bed-rooms for

company, &c. It will cost me a little hard work to meet the

expense, but I have been a good while idle. I hope to leave

* Much ado about Nothing, Act III. Scene 3.
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this town early next week, and shall hasten back with great

delight to my own household gods.

" I hope this will find you from under Dr. Ross's charge. I

expect to see you quite in beauty when I come down, for I as-

sure you I have been coaxed by very pretty ladies here, and

look for merry faces at home. My picture comes on, and will

be a grand thing, but the sitting is a great bore. Chantrey's

bust is one of the finest things he ever did. It is quite the

fashion to go to see it— there's for you. Yours, my dearest

love, with the most sincere affection,

"Walter Scott."

" To the Same.

" March 27, Piccadilly.

** My Dear Charlotte,— 1 have the pleasure to say that

Lord Sidmouth has promised to dismiss me in all my honours

by the 30th, so that I can easily be with you by the end of

April 5 and you and Sophia may easily select the 28th, 29th,

or 30th, for the ceremony. I have been much feted here, as

usual, and had a very quiet dinner at Mr. Arbuthnot's yester-

day with the Duke of Wellington, where Walter heard the

great Lord in all his glory talk of war and Waterloo. Here is a

hellish— yes, literally a hellish bustle. My head turns round

with it. The whole nob of the Middlesex blackguards pass

through Piccadilly twice a-day, and almost drive me mad with

their noise and vociferation.* Pray do, my dear Charlotte,

write soon. You know those at a distance are always anxious

to hear from home. I beg you to say what would give you

pleasure that I could bring from this place, and whether you

want anything from Mrs. Arthur for yourself, Sophia, or

Anne ; also what would please little Charles. You know you

may stretch a point on this occasion. Richardson says your

honours will be gazetted on Saturday ; certainly very soon, as

the King, I believe, has signed the warrant. When, or how I

lhall see him, is not determined, but I suppose I shall have to

* The general election was going on.

VOL.. VI. 2
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go to Brighton. My best love attends the girls, little Charles,

and all the quadrupeds.

"I conclude that the marriage will take place in Castle

Street, and want to know where they go, &c. All this you

will have to settle without my wise head ; but I shall be terri-

bly critical— so see you do all right. I am always, dearest

Charlotte, most affectionately yours,

"Walter Scott."

(" For the Lady Scott of Abbotsford—tobe." )

u To Mr. James Ballantyne, Printer, St. John Street, Edin-

burgh.

11 28th March, 96 Piccadilly.

" Dear James,— I am much obliged by your attentive let-

ter. Unquestionably Longman & Co. sell their books at sub-

scription price, because they have the first of the market, and

only one-third of the books ; so that, as they say with us, ' let

them care that come ahint.' This I knew and foresaw, and the

ragings of the booksellers, considerably aggravated by the dis-

pleasure of Constable and his house, are ridiculous enough

;

and as to their injuring the work, if it have a principle of loco-

motion in it, they cannot stop it— if it has not, they cannot

make it move. I care not a bent twopence about their quar-

rels ; only I say now, as I always said, that Constable's man-

agement is best, both for himself and the author ; and had we
not been controlled by the narrowness of discount, I would put

nothing past him. I agree with the public in thinking the

work not very interesting; but it was written with as much

>are as the others— that is, with no care at all; and,

4 If it is na weil bobbit, we'll bobb it again.'

" On these points I am Atlas. I cannot write much in this

bustle of engagements, with Sir Francis's mob hollowing under

'he windows. I find that even this light composition demands

\ certain degree of silence, and I might as well live in a cot-

ton-mill Lord Sidmouth tells me I will obtain leave to quit
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London by the 30th, which will be delightful news, for I find 1

cannot bear late hours and great society so well as formerly
j

and yet it is a fine thing to hear politics talked of by Ministers

of State, and war discussed by the Duke of Wellington.

" My occasions here will require that John or you send me
two notes payable at Courts' for £300 each, at two and three

months' date. I will write to Constable for one at £350,

which will settle my affairs here— which, with fees and other

matters, come, as you may think, pretty heavy. Let the bills

be drawn payable at Courts', and sent without delay. I will

receive them safe if sent under Mr. Freeling's cover. Mention

particularly what you are doing, for now is your time to push

miscellaneous work. Pray take great notice of inaccuracies in

the Novels. They are very very many— some mine, I dare

Bay— but all such as you may and ought to correct. If you

would call on William Erskine (who is your well-wisher, and a

little mortified he never sees you), he would point out some of

them.

" Do you ever see Lockhart ? You should consult him on

every doubt where you would refer to me if present. Youra

very truly, W. S.

" You say nothing of John, yet I am anxious about him."

" To Mr. Laidlaw, Kaeside, Melrose.

" London, April 2, 1820.

" Dear Willie,— I had the great pleasure of your letter,

which carries me back to my own braes, which I love so

dearly, out of this place of bustle and politics. When I can

see my Master— and thank him for many acts of favour— I

chink I will bid adieu to London for ever ; for neither the

lours nor the society suit me so well as a few years since.

There is too much necessity for exertion, too much brilliancy

and excitation from morning till night.

" I am glad the sheep are away, though at a loss. I should

think the weather rather too dry for planting, judging by what



20 LIFE OP SIR WALTER SCOTT.

we have here. Do not let Tom go on sticking in plants to no

purpose— better put in firs in a rainy week in August. Give

my service to him. I expect to be at Edinburgh in the end of

this month, and to get a week at Abbotsford before the Session

sits down. I think you are right to be in no hurry to let

Broomielees. There seems no complaint of wanting money
here just now, so I hope things will come round.— Eve
yours truly, Walter Scott."

" To Miss Scott, Castle Street, Edinburgh.

" London, April 3, 1820.

" Dear Sophia,— I have no letter from any one at home ex-

cepting Lockhart, and he only says you are all well ; and I

trust it is so. I have seen most of my old friends, who are a

little the worse for the wear, like myself. A five years' march

down the wrong side of the hill tells more than ten on the

right side. Our good friends here are kind as kind can be,

and no frumps. They lecture the Cornet a little, which he

takes with becoming deference and good humour. There is a

certain veil of Flanders lace floating in the wind for a certain

occasion, from a certain godmother, but that is more than a

dead secret.

" We had a very merry day yesterday at Lord Melville's,

where we found Lord Huntly * and other friends, and had a

bumper to the new Baronet, whose name was gazetted that

evening. Lady Huntly plays Scotch tunes like a Highland

angel. She ran a set of variations on * Kenmure's on and

awaV which I told her were enough to raise a whole country-

Bide. I never in my life heard such fire thrown into that sort

of music. 1 am now laying anchors to windward, as John

Fergusson says, to get Walter's leave extended. We saw the

D. of York, who was very civil, but wants altogether the cour-

tesy of the King. I have had a very gracious message from

the King. He is expected up very soon, so I don't go tc

Brighton, which is so far good. I fear his health is not strong

* The late Duke of Gordon.
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Meanwhile all goes forward for the Coronation. The expense

of the robes for the peers may amount to £400 a-piece. All

the ermine is bought up at the most extravagant prices. I

hear so much of it, that I really think, like Beau Tibbs,*

I shall be tempted to come up and see it, if possible. Indeed,

I don't see why I should not stay here, as I seem to be for-

gotten at home. The people here are like to smother me with

kindness, so why should I be in a great hurry to leave them ?

"I write, wishing to know what I could bring Anne and

you and mamma down, that would be acceptable ; and I shall

be much obliged to you to put me up to that matter. To little

Charles also I promised something, and I wish to know what

he would like. I hope he pays attention to Mr. Thompson, to

whom remember my best compliments. I hope to get some-

thing for him soon.

" To-day I go to spend my Sabbath quietly with Joanna

Baillie and John Richardson, at Hampstead. The long Cornet

goes with me. I have kept him amongst the seniors ; never-

theless he seems pretty well amused. He is certainly one of

the best-conditioned lads I ever saw, in point of temper.

" I understand you and Anne have gone through the cere-

mony of confirmation. Pray write immediately, and let me
know how you are all going on, and what you would like to

have, all of you. You know how much I would like to please

you. Yours, most affectionately, Walter Scott."

While Scott remained in London, the Professorship of

Moral Philosophy in the University of Edinburgh be-

came vacant by the death of Dr. Thomas Brown ; and

among others who proposed themselves as candidates to

fill it, was the author of the Isle of Palms. He was op-

posed in the Town Council (who are the patrons of most

»f the Edinburgh Chairs), on various pretences, but sole-

ly, in fact, on party grounds,— certain humorous political

pieces having much exacerbated the Whigs of the North

* See Goldsmith's Citizen of the World, No 105.
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against him ; and I therefore wrote to Scott, requesting

him to animate the Tory Ministers in his behalf. Sir

Walter did so, and Mr. Wilson's canvass was successful.

The answer to my communication was in these terms :
—

" To J. G. Lockhart, Esq., Great King Street, Edinburgh.

" London, 30th March 1820.

" Dear Lockhart,— I have yours of the Sunday morning,

which has been terribly long of coming. There needed no

Apology for mentioning anything in which I could be of service

to Wilson ; and, so far as good words and good wishes here can

do, I think he will be successful ; but the battle must be fought

in Edinburgh. You are aware that the only point of excep-

tion to Wilson may be, that, with the fire of genius, he has

possessed some of its eccentricities ; but, did he ever ap-

proach to those of Henry Brougham, who is the god of Whig-

gish idolatry ? If the high and rare qualities with which he is

invested are to be thrown aside as useless, because they may
be clouded by a few grains of dust which he can blow aside at

pleasure, it is less a punishment on Mr. Wilson than on the

country. I have little doubt he would consider success in this

weighty matter as a pledge for binding down his acute and

powerful mind to more regular labour than circumstances have

hitherto required of him, for indeed, without doing so, the ap-

pointment could in no point of view answer his purpose. He
must stretch to the oar for his own credit, as well as that of hia

friends ; and if he does so, there can be no doubt that his

efforts will be doubly blessed, in reference both to himself and

to public utility. He must make every friend he can amongst

the Council. Palladio Johnstone should not be omitted. If

my wife canvasses him, she may do some good.*

* Mr. Robert Johnstone, a grocer on a large scale on the North Bridge

af Edinburgh, and long one of the leading Bailies, was about this time

„he prominent patron of some architectural novelties in Auld Reekie

which had found no favour with Scott;— hence his praenomen of Pal
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" You must, of course, recommend to Wilson great temper

m his canvass— for wrath will do no good. After all, he must

leave off sack, purge and live clea &ly as a gentleman ought to

do ; otherwise people will compare his present ambition to that

of Sir Terry O'Fag, when he wished to become a judge. • Our

pleasant follies are made the whips to scourge us,' as Lear

ays ; for otherwise, what could possibly stand in the way of hia

omination ? I trust it will take place, and give him the con-

sistence and steadiness which are all he wants to make him the

first man of the age.

" I am very angry with Castle Street— not a soul has writ-

ten me, save yourself, since I came to London. Yours very

truly, Walter Scott."

Sir Walter, accompanied by the Cornet, reached Ed-

inburgh late in April, and on the 29th of that month

he gave me the hand of his daughter Sophia. The

wedding, more Scotico, took place in the evening ; and

adhering on all such occasions to ancient modes of ob-

servance with the same punctiliousness which he men-

tions as distinguishing his worthy father, he gave a jolly

supper afterwards to all the friends and connexions of

the young couple.

His excursions to Tweedside during Term-time were,

with very rare exceptions, of the sort which I have de-

scribed in the preceding chapter ; but he departed from

his rule about this time in honour of the Swedish Prince,

who had expressed a wish to see Abbotsford before leav-

ing Scotland, and assembled a number of his friends and

neighbours to meet his Royal Highness. Of the invita-

tions which he distributed on tnis occasion, I insert one

specimen— that addressed to Mr. Scott of Gala.

hdio— which he owed, I believe, to a song in Blackwood's Magazine

The good Bailie had been at the H gh School with Sir Walter and

•heir friendlv intercourse was never interrupted but by death.
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" To the Baron of Galashiels

** The Knight of Abbotsford sends greeting.

" Trusty and well-beloved — Whereas Gustavus, Prince

Royal of Sweden, proposeth to honour our poor house of Ab-

botsford with his presence on Thursday next, and to repose

himself there for certain days, We do heartily pray you, out

of the love and kindness which is and shall abide betwixt us, to

be aiding to us at this conjuncture, and to repair to Abbotsford

with your lady, either upon Thursday or Friday, as may best

suit your convenience and pleasure, looking for no denial at

your hands ;— Which loving countenance we will, with all

thankfulness, return to you at your mansion of Gala. The
hour of appearance being five o'clock, we request you to be

then and there, present, as you love the honour of the name

;

and so advance banners in the name of God and St. Andrew.
" Walter Scott.

" Given at Edinburgh, )

20th May 1820."
J

The visit* of Count Itterburg is alluded to in this letter

to the Cornet, who had now rejoined his regiment in Ire-

land. It appears that on reaching head-quarters he had

found a charger hors de combat.

" To Walter Scott, Esq., 18th Hussars, Cork.

" Castle Street, May 31, 1820.

" Dear Walter,— I enclose the cheque for the allowance

;

pray take care to get good notes in exchange. You had bet-

ter speak to the gentleman whom Lord Shannon introduced

you to, for, when banks take a-breaking, it seldom stops with

the first who go. I am very sorry for your loss. You must be

economical for a while, and bring yourself round again, for at

this moment I cannot so well assist as I will do by and by

So do not buy anything but what you need.

" I was at Abbotsford for three days last week, to receive

Count Itterburg, who seemed very happy while with us, and
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was much affected when he took his leave. I am sorry for him

— his situation is a very particular one, and his feelings appear

to be of the kindest order. When he took leave of me, he pre-

sented me with a beautiful seal, with all our new blazonries

cut on a fine amethyst ; and what I thought the prettiest part,

on one side of the setting is cut my name, on the other the

Prince's— Gustaf. He is to travel through Ireland, and will

probably be at Cork. You will, of course, ask the Count and

Baron to mess, and offer all civilities in your power, in which,

I dare say, Colonel Murray will readily join. They intend to

inquire after you.

" I nave bought the land adjoining to the Burnfoot Cottage,

so that we now march with the Duke of Buccleuch all the way

round that course. It cost me £2300 —but there is a great

deal of valuable fir planting, which you may remember ; fine

roosting for the black game. Still I think it is £200 too dear,

but Mr. Laidlaw thinks it can be made worth the money, and

it rounds the property off very handsomely. You cannot but

remember the ground ; it lies under the Eildon, east of the

Chargelaw.

" Mamma, Anne, and Charles are all well. Sophia has been

complaining of a return of her old sprain. I told her Lock-

hart would return her on our hands as not being sound wind

and limb.

"I beg you to look at your French, and have it much at

heart that you should study German. Believe me, always

affectionately yours, Walter Scott."

In May 1820, Soott received from both the English

Universities the highest compliment which it was in

their power to offer him. The Vice-Chancellors of Ox-

ford and Cambridge communicated to him, in the same

week, their request that he would attend at the approach-

ing Commemorations, and accept the honorary degree of

Doctor in Civil Law. It was impossible for him to leave

Scotland again that season ; and on various subsequent



26 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

renewals of the same flattering proposition from either

body, he was prevented, by similar circumstances, from

availing himself of their distinguished kindness.

In the course of a few months, Scott's family arrange-

ments had undergone, as we have seen, considerable al-

teration. Meanwhile he continued anxious to be allowed

to adopt, as it were, the only son of his brother Thomas ;

and the letter, in consequence of which that promising

youth was at last committed to his charge, contains so

much matter likely to interest parents and guardians,

that, though long, I cannot curtail it.

" To Thomas Scott, Esq., Paymaster 70th Regiment.

" Abbotsford, 23d July 1820.

" My Dear Tom,— Your letter of May, this day received,

made me truly happy, being the first I have received from you

since our dear mother's death, and the consequent breaches

which fate has made in our family. My own health continues

quite firm, at no greater sacrifice than bidding adieu to our

old and faithful friend John Barleycorn, whose life-blood has

become a little too heavy for my stomach. I wrote to you

from London concerning the very handsome manner in which

the King behaved to me in conferring my petit titre, and also

of Sophia's intended marriage, which took place in the end of

April, as we intended. I got Walter's leave prolonged, that

he might be present, and I assure you, that when he attended

the ceremony in full regimentals, you have scarce seen a

handsomer young man. He is about six feet and an inch, and

perfectly well made. Lockhart seems to be everything I could

wish,— and as they have enough to live easily upon for the pres-

ent, and good expectations for the future, life opens well with

them. They are to spend their vacations in a nice little cot-

tage, in a glen belonging to this property, with a rivulet in

front, and a grove of trees on the east side to keep away th«
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cold wind. It is about two miles distant from this house, and

a very pleasant walk reaches to it through my plantations,

which now occupy several hundred acres. Thus there will be

space enough betwixt the old man of letters and the young

one. Charles's destination to India is adjourned till he reaches

the proper age : it seems he cannot hold a writership until he

is sixteen years old, and then is admitted to study for two years

at Hertford College.

" After my own sons, my most earnest and anxious wish will

be, of course, for yours,— and with this view I have pondered

well what you say on the subject of your Walter ; and what-

ever line of life you may design him for, it is scarce possible

but that I can be of considerable use to him. Before fixing,

however, on a point so very important, I would have you con-

sult the nature of the boy himself. I do not mean by this that

you should ask his opinion, because at so early an age a well

bred up child naturally takes up what is suggested to him by

his parents ; but I think you should consider, with as much
impartiality as a parent can, his temper, disposition, and quali-

ties of mind and body. It is not enough that you think there

is an opening for him in one profession rather than another,—
for it were better to sacrifice the fairest prospects of that kind

than to put a boy into a line of life for which he is not calcu-

lated. If my nephew is steady, cautious, fond of sedentary

life and quiet pursuits, and at the same time a proficient in

arithmetic, and with a disposition towards the prosecution of its

highest branches, he cannot follow a better line than that of an

accountant. It is highly respectable— and is one in which,

with attention and skill, aided by such opportunities as I may
be able to procure for him, he must ultimately succeed. I say

ultimately— because the harvest is small and the labourers

numerous in this as in other branches of our legal practice

;

and whoever is to dedicate himself to them, must look for a

long and laborious tract of attention ere he reaches the reward

of his labours. If I live, however, I will do all I can for him,

and see him put under a proper person, taking his 'prentice

fee, &c. upon myself. But if, which may possibly be the case,
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the lad has a decided turn for active life and adventure, ia

high-spirited, and impatient of long and dry labour, with some

of those feelings not unlikely to result from having lived all his

life in a camp or a barrack, do not deceive yourself, my dear

brother— you will never make him an accountant
;
you will

never be able to convert such a sword into a pruning-hook,

merely because you think a pruning-hook the better thing of

the two. In this supposed case, your authority and my recom-

mendation might put him into an accountant's office; but it

would be just to waste the earlier years of his life in idleness,

with all the temptations to dissipation which idleness gives way
to ; and what sort of a place a writing-chamber is, you cannot

but remember. So years might wear away, and at last the

youth starts off from his profession, and becomes an adventurer

too late in life, and with the disadvantage, perhaps, of offended

friends and advanced age standing in the way of his future

prospects.

" This is what I have judged fittest in my own family, for

Walter would have gone to the Bar had I liked ; but I was

sensible (with no small reluctance did I admit the conviction)

that I should only spoil an excellent soldier to make a poc
and undistinguished gownsman. On the same principle I

shall send Charles to India,— not, God knows, with my will,

for there is little chance of my living to see him return ; but

merely that, judging by his disposition, I think the voyage of

his life might be otherwise lost in shallows. He has excellent

parts, but they are better calculated for intercourse with the

world than for hard and patient study. Having thus sent one

son abroad from my family, and being about to send off the

other in due time, you will not, I am sure, think that I can

mean disregard to your parental feelings in stating what I can

do for your Walter. Should his temper and character incline

for active life, I think I can promise to get him a cadetship in

the East-India Company's service ; so soon as he has had the

necessary education, I will be at the expense of his equipment

and passage-money ; and when he reaches India, there he i»

sumpletely provided, secure of a competence if he lives, anc1
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with great chance of a fortune if he thrives. I am aware this

would be a hard pull at Mrs. Scott's feelings and yours ; but

recollect, your fortune is small, and the demands on it numer-

ous, and pagodas and rupees are no bad things. I can get

Walter the first introductions, and if he behaves himself as

becomes your son, and my nephew, I have friends enough in

India, and of the highest class, to insure his success, even his

rapid success— always supposing my recommendations to be

seconded by his own conduct. If, therefore, the youth has

anything of your own spirit, for God's sake do not condemn

him to a drudgery which he will never submit to— and re-

member, to sacrifice his fortune to your fondness will be sadly

mistaken affection. As matters stand, unhappily you must

be separated ; and considering the advantages of India, the

mere circumstance of distance is completely counterbalanced.

Health is what will naturally occur to Mrs. Scott; but the

climate of India is now well understood, and those who attend

to ordinary precautions live as healthy as in Britain. And so

I have said my say. Most heartily will I do my best in any

way you may ultimately decide for ; and as the decision really

ought to turn on the boy's temper and disposition, you must be

a better judge by far than any one else. But if he should re-

semble his father and uncle in certain indolent habits, I fear he

will make a better subject for an animating life of enterprise

than for the technical labour of an accountant's desk. There

is no occasion, fortunately, for forming any hasty resolution.

When you send him here, I will do all that is in my power to

stand in the place of a father to him, and you may fully rely

on my care and tenderness. If he should ultimately stay at

Edinburgh, as both my own boys leave me, I am sure I shall

have great pleasure in having the nearest in blood after them

with me. Pray send him as soon as you can, for at his age,

and under imperfect opportunities of education, he must have

a good deal to make up. I wish I could be of the same use to

you which I am sure 1 can be to your son.

" Of public news I have little to send. The papers will tell

Ton the issue of the Radical row for the present The yeo-
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manry behaved most gallantly. There is in Edinburgh a

squadron as fine as ours was— all young men, and zealous

soldiers. They made the western campaign with the greatest

spirit, and had some hard and fatiguing duty, long night-

marches, surprises of the enemy, and so ftvtv, jjat no fight, for

the whole Radical plot went to the devil when it came to gun

and sword. Scarce any blood was shed, except in a trifling

skirmish at Bonnymuir, near Carron. The rebels were behind

a wall, and fired on ten hussars and as many yeomen—the

latter under command of a son of James Davidson, W. S.

The cavalry cleared the wall, and made them prisoners to a

man. The Commission of Oyer and Terminer is now busy

trying them and others. The Edinburgh young men showed

great spirit ; all took arms, and my daughters say (I was in

London at the time), that not a feasible-looking beau was to

be had for love or money. Several were like old Beardie

;

they would not shave their moustaches till the Radicals were

put down, and returned with most awful whiskers. Lockhart

is one of the cavalry, and a very good trooper. It is high to

hear these young fellows talk of the Raid of Airdrie, the trot

of Kilmarnock, and so on, like so many moss-troopers.

" The Queen is making an awful bustle, and though by all

accounts her conduct has been most abandoned and beastly,

she has got the whole mob for her partisans, who call her in-

jured innocence, and what not. She has courage enough to

lare the worst, and a most decided desire to be revenged of

him, which, by the way, can scarce be wondered at. If she had

as many followers of high as of low degree (in proportion),

and funds to equip them, I should not be surprised to she her

fat bottom in a pair of buckskins, and at the head of an army

— God mend all. The things said of her are beyond all usual

profligacy. Nobody of any fashion visits her. I think myself

monstrously well clear of London and its intrigues, when 1

look round my green fields, and recollect I have little to do

but to

' make my grass mow
And my apple-tree grow
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u I beg my kind love to Mrs. Huxley. I have a very ac-

ceptable letter from her, and I trust to retain the place she

promises me in her remembrance. Sophia will be happy to

hear from Uncle Tom, when Uncle Tom has so much leisure.

My best compliments attend your wife and daughters, not for-

getting Major Huxley and Walter. My dear Tom, it will be

a happy moment when circumstances shall permit us a meet-

ing on this side Jordan, as Tabitha says, to talk over old

ftoriee, and lay new plans. So many things have fallen out

which I had set my heart upon strongly, that I trust this may
happen among others.— Believe me, yours very affectionatelyi

" Walter Scott." *

• Here ended Vol. IV. of the Original Edition.— [18*

J
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CHAPTER XLIX.

Autumn at Abbotsford — Scotts Hospitality— Visit of Sir

Humphry Davy, Henry Mackenzie, Dr. Wollaston, and Wil-

liam Stewart Rose— Coursing on Newark Hill— Salmon-

fishing— The Festival at Boldside— The Abbotsford Hunt

— The Kirn, #*c.

1820.

About the middle of August, my wife and I went to

Abbotsford ; and we remained there for several weeks,

during which I became familiarized to Sir Walter Scott's

mode of existence in the country. It was necessary to

observe it, day after day for a considerable period, before

one could believe that such was, during nearly half the

year, the routine of life with the most productive author

of his age. The humblest person who stayed merely for

a short visit, must have departed with the impression that

what he witnessed was an occasional variety ; that Scott's

courtesy prompted him to break in upon his habits when

he had a stranger to amuse ; but that it was physically

impossible that the man who was writing the Waverley

romances at the rate of nearly twelve volumes in the

j car, could continue, week after week, and month after

month, to devote all but a hardly perceptible fraction of

his mornings to out-of-doors' occupations, and the whole

of his evenings to the entertainment of a constantly vary-

ing circle of guests.



AUTUMN AT ABBOTSFORD— 1820. 33

The hospitality of his afternoons must alone have beet

enough to exhaust the energies of almost any man ; for

his visitors did not mean, like those of country-houses in

general, to enjoy the landlord's good cheer and amuse

each other ; but the far greater portion arrived from a dis-

tance, for the sole sake of the Poet and Novelist himself,

whose person they had never before seen, and whose voice

they might never again have any opportunity of hear-

ing. No other villa in Europe was ever resorted to fron:

the same motives, and to anything like the same extent,

except Ferney ; and Voltaire never dreamt of being vis-

ible to his hunters, except for a brief space of the day ;—
few of them even dined with him, and none of them seem

to have slept under his roof. Scott's establishment, on

the contrary, resembled in every particular that of the

affluent idler, who, because he has inherited, or would fain

transmit, political influence in some province, keeps open

house— receives as many as he has room for, and sees

their apartments occupied, as soon as they vacate them,

by another troop of the same description. Even on gen-

tlemen guiltless of inkshed, the exercise of hospitality

upon this sort of scale is found to impose a heavy tax

;

;ew of them, now-a-days, think of maintaining it for any

large portion of the year: very few indeed below the

highest rank of the nobility— in whose case there is

usually a staff of led-captains, led-chaplains, servile dan-

dies, and semi-professional talkers and jokers from Lon-

don, to take the chief part of the burden. Now, Scott

had often in his mouth the pithy verses—
44 Conversation is but carving:—
Give no more to every guest,

Than he's able to digest:

Give him always of the prime,

VOL. VI. 3
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And bat little at a time;

Carve to all but just enough,

Let them neither starve nor stuff;

And that you may have your due.

Let your neighbours carve for you

:

" -

and he, in his own familiar circle always, and in other

circles where it was possible, furnished a happy exempli-

fication of these rules and regulations of the Dean of

St. Patrick's. But the same sense and benevolence which

dictated adhesion to them among his old friends and ac-

quaintance, rendered it necessary to break them when he

was receiving strangers of the class I have described

above at Abbotsford : he felt that their coming was the

best homage they could pay to his celebrity, and that it

would have been as uncourteous in him not to give them

their fill of his talk, as it would be in your every-day lord

of manors to make his casual guests welcome indeed to

his venison, but keep his grouse-shooting for his immedi-

ate allies and dependants.

Every now and then he received some stranger who

was not indisposed to take his part in the carving ; and

how good-humouredly he surrendered the lion's share to

any one that seemed to covet it— with what perfect

placidity he submitted to be bored even by bores of the

first water, must have excited the admiration of many
besides the daily observers of his proceedings. I have

heard a spruce Senior "Wrangler lecture him for half an

evening on the niceties of the Greek epigram ; I have

heard the poorest of all parliamentary blunderers try to

detail to him the pros and cons of what he called the

Truck system ; and in either case the same bland eye

watched the lips of the tormentor. But, with such ludi

erous exceptions, Scott was the one object of the Abbots-
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ford pilgrims ; and evening followed evening only to show

him exerting, for their amusement, more of animal spirits,

lo say nothing of intellectual vigour, than would have

been considered by any other man in the company as

sufficient for the whole expenditure of a week's existence.

Yet this was not the chief marvel ; he talked of things

that interested himself, because he knew that by doing so

he should give most pleasure to his guests. But how vast

was the range of subjects on which he could talk with

unaffected zeal ; and with what admirable delicacy of

instinctive politeness did he select his topic according to

the peculiar history, study, pursuits, or social habits of the

stranger !— How beautifully he varied his style of letter-

writing, according to the character and situation of his

multifarious correspondents, the reader has already been

enabled to judge ; but to carry the same system into

practice at sight— to manage utter strangers, of many
and widely different classes, in the same fashion, and with

the same effect— called for a quickness of observation,

and fertility of resource, such as no description can con-

vey the slightest notion of to those who never witnessed

the thing for themselves. And all this was done without

approach to the unmanly trickery of what is called catch-

ing the tone of the person one converses with. Scott took

the subject on which he thought such a man or woman
would like best to hear him speak— but not to handle it

in their way, or in any way but what was completely,

and most simply his own;— not to flatter them by em-

bellishing, with the illustration of his genius, the views

and opinions which they were supposed to entertain,—

but to let his genius play out its own variations, for his

own delight and theirs, as freely and easily, and with as

aidless a multiplicity of delicious novelties, as ever the
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magic of Beethoven or Mozart could fling over the few

primitive notes of a village air.

It is the custom in some, perhaps in many country*

houses, to keep a register of the guests, and I have often

regretted that nothing of the sort was ever attempted at

Abbotsford. It would have been a curious record— es-

pecially if so contrived— (as I have seen done) — that

the names of each day should, by their arrangement on

the page, indicate the exact order in which the company

sat at dinner. It would hardly, I believe, be too much to

affirm, that Sir Walter Scott entertained, under his roof,

in the course of the seven or eight brilliant seasons when

his prosperity was at its height, as many persons of dis-

tinction in rank, in politics, in art, in literature, and in

science, as the most princely nobleman of his age ever did

in the like space of time.— I turned over, since I wrote

the preceding sentence, Mr. Lodge's compendium of the

British Peerage, and on summing up the titles which sug-

gested to myself some reminiscence of this kind, I found

them nearly as one out of six.— I fancy it is not beyond

the mark to add, that of the eminent foreigners who vis-

ited our island within this period, a moiety crossed the

Channel mainly in consequence of the interest with which

his writings had invested Scotland— and that the hope

of beholding the man under his own roof was the crown-

ing motive with half that moiety. As for countrymen of

his own,, like him ennobled, in the higher sense of that

word, by the display of their intellectual energies, if any

one such contemporary can be pointed out as having

crossed the Tweed, and yet not spent a day at Abbots-

"ord, I shall be surprised.

It is needless to add, that Sir Walter was familiarly

known, long before the days I am speaking of, to al
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most all the nobility and higher gentry of Scotland ; and

consequently, that there seldom wanted a fair proportion

of them to assist him in doing the honours of his country.

It is still more superfluous to say so respecting the heads

of his own profession at Edinburgh : Sibi et amicis—
Abbotsford was their villa whenever they pleased to resort

to it, and few of them were ever absent from it long. He
lived meanwhile in a constant interchange of easy visits

with the gentlemen's families of Teviotdale and the For-

est ; so that, mixed up with his superfine admirers of the

Mayfair breed, his staring worshippers from foreign parts,

and his quick-witted coevals of the Parliament-House—
there was found generally some hearty homespun laird,

with his dame— the young laird, a bashful bumpkin,

perhaps, whose ideas did not soar beyond his gun and

pointer— or perhaps a little pseudo-dandy, for whom the

Kelso race-course and the Jedburgh ball were " Life," and
" the World ;

" and not forgetting a brace of " Miss Raw-

bolds," * in whom, as their mamma prognosticated, some

of Sir Walter's young Waverleys or Osbaldistones might

peradventure discover a Flora Maclvor or a Die Vernon.

To complete the olla podrida, we must remember that no

old acquaintance, or family connexions, however remote

their actual station or style ofmanners from his own, were

forgotten or lost sight of. He had some, even near rela-

tions, who, except when they visited him, rarely if ever

found admittance to what the haughty dialect of the upper

vorld is pleased to designate exclusively as society. These

urere welcome guests, let who might be under that roof;

* v There were the six Miss Rawbolds— pretty dears 1

Ail song and sentiment; whose hearts were set

Less on a 'invent than a coronet."

Don Juan, canto xiii. st. 85.
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and it was the same with many a worthy citizen of Edin-

burgh, habitually moving in the obscurest of circles, who

had been in the same class with Scott at the High School,

or his fellow-apprentice when he was proud of earning

threepence a page by the use of his pen. To dwell on

nothing else, it was surely a beautiful perfection of real

universal humanity and politeness, that could enable this

great and good man to blend guests so multifarious in one

group, and contrive to make them all equally happy with

him, with themselves, and with each other.

I remember saying to William Allan one morning as the

whole party mustered before the porch after breakfast,—
"A faithful sketch of what you at this moment see, would

be more interesting a hundred years hence, than the

grandest so-called historical picture that you will ever ex-

hibit at Somerset-House;" and my friend agreed with

me so cordially, that I often wondered afterwards he had

not attempted to realize the suggestion. The subject

ought, however, to have been treated conjointly by him

(or Wilkie) and Edwin Landseer. It was a clear, bright

September morning, with a sharpness in the air that

doubled the animating influence of the sunshine, and all

was in readiness for a grand coursing-match on Newark

Hill. The only guest who had chalked out other sport

for himself was the stanchest of anglers, Mr. Rose ;— but

he, too, was there on his shelty, armed with his salmon-

rod and landing-net, and attended by his humorous squire

Hinves, and Charlie Purdie, a brother of Tom, in those

days the most celebrated fisherman of the district. This

little group of Waltonians, bound for Lord Somerville'

preserve, remained lounging about to witness the start of

the main cavalcade. Sir Walter, mounted on Sibyl, was

marshalling the order of procession with a huge hunting
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wrhip ; and among a dozen frolicsome youths and maidens,

who seemed disposed to laugh at all discipline, appeared,

each on horseback, each as eager as the youngest sports-

man in the troop, Sir Humphry Davy, Dr. Wollaston,

and the patriarch of Scottish belles-lettres, Henry Mac-

kenzie. The Man of Feeling, however, was persuaded

with some difficulty to resign his steed for the present to

his faithful negro follower, and to join Lady Scott in the

sociable, until we should reach the ground of our battue.

Laidlaw, on a long-tailed wiry Highlander, yclept Hoddin

Grey, which carried him nimbly and stoutly, although his

feet almost touched the ground as he sat, was the adjutant.

But the most picturesque figure was the illustrious in-

ventor of the safety-lamp. He had come for his favourite

sport of angling, and had been practising it successfully

with Rose, his travelling companion, for two or three

days preceding this, but he had not prepared for cours-

ing fields, or had left Charlie Purdie's troop for Sir Wal-

ter's on a sudden thought ; and his fisherman's costume—
a brown hat with flexible brims, surrounded with line

upon line, and innumerable fly-hooks—jack-boots worthy

of a Dutch smuggler, and a fustian surtout dabbled with

the blood of salmon, made a fine contrast with the smart

jackets, white-cord breeches, and well polished jockey-

boots of the less distinguished cavaliers about him. Dr.

Wollaston was in black, and with his noble serene dig-

nity of countenance might have passed for a sporting

archbishop. Mr. Mackenzie, at this time in the 76th

year of his age, with a white hat turned up with green,

*reen spectacles, green jacket, and long brown leathern

gaiters buttoned upon his nether anatomy, wore a dog-

whistle round his neck, and had all over the air of as res-

tlute a devotee as the gay Captain of Huntly Burn. Tom
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Purdie and his subalterns had preceded us by a few

hours with all the greyhounds that could be collected at

Abbotsford, Darnick, and Melrose ; but the giant Maida

had remained as his master's orderly, and now gambolled

about Sibyl Grey, barking for mere joy like a spaniel

puppy.

The order of march had been all settled, and the socia-

ble was just getting under weigh, when the Lady Anne
broke from the line, screaming with laughter, and ex-

claimed, " Papa, papa, I knew you could never think of

going without your pet." Scott looked round, and I

rather think there was a blush as well as a smile upon his

face, when he perceived a little black pig frisking about

his pony, and evidently a self-elected addition to the party

of the day. He tried to look stern, and cracked his whip

at the creature, but was in a moment obliged to join in

the general cheers. Poor piggy soon found a strap round

its neck, and was dragged into the background :— Scott,

watching the retreat, repeated with mock pathos the first

verse of an old pastoral song—
" What will I do gin my hoggie * die ?

My joy, my pride, my hoggie!

My only beast, I had nae mae,

And wow ! but I was vogie !
"

— the cheers were redoubled— and the squadron moved

* Hog signifies in the Scotch dialect a young sheep that has nevei

been shorn. Hence, no doubt, the name of the Poet of Ettrick— de-

rived from a long line of shepherds. Mr. Charles Lamb, however

in one of his sonnets, suggests this pretty origin of his " Familj

Name":—
" Perhaps some shepherd on Lincolnian plains,

In manners guileless as his own sweet flocks,

Received it first amid the merry mocks

And arch allusions of his fellow swains."
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This pig had taken— nobody could tell how— a most

•entimental attachment to Scott, and was constantly urging

its pretensions to be admitted a regular member of his

tail along with the greyhounds and terriers ; but, indeed,

I remember him suffering another summer under the

same sort of pertinacity on the part of an affectionate hen.

I leave the explanation for philosophers— but such were

the facts. I have too much respect for the vulgarly ca-

lumniated donkey to name him in the same category of

pets with the pig and the hen ; but a year or two after

this time, my wife used to drive a couple of these animals

in a little garden chair, and whenever her father appeared

at the door of our cottage, we were sure to see Hannah
More and Lady Morgan (as Anne Scott had wickedly

christened them) trotting from their pasture to lay their

noses over the paling, and, as Washington Irving says of

the old white-haired hedger with the Parisian snuff-box,

" to have a pleasant crack wf the laird/'

But to return to the chasse. On reaching Newark

Castle, we found Lady Scott, her eldest daughter, and

the venerable Mackenzie, all busily engaged in unpack-

ing a basket that had been placed in their carriage, and

arranging the luncheon it contained upon the mossy

rocks overhanging the bed of the Yarrow. When such

of the company as chose had partaken of this refection,

the Man of Feeling resumed his pony, and all ascended

the mountain, duly marshalled at proper distances, so as

to beat in a broad line over the heather, Sir Walter di-

recting the movement from the right wing— towards

Blackandro. Davy, next to whom I chanced to be rid-

ing, laid his whip about the fern like an experienced

hand, but cracked many a joke, too, upon his own jack-

toots, and surveying the long eager battalion of bush-
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rangers, exclaimed, — " Good heavens ! is it thus that I

visit the scenery of the Lay of the Last Minstrel ? " He
then kept muttering to himself, as his glowing eye—
(the finest and brightest that I ever saw)— ran over

the landscape, some of those beautiful lines from the

Conclusion of the Lay—
"But still,

When summer smiled on sweet Bowhill,

And July's eve, with balmy breath,

Waved the blue-bells on Newark heath,

When throstles sung in Hareheadshaw,

And corn was green on Carterhaugh,

And flourished, broad, Blackandro's oak,

The aged harper's soul awoke," &c.

Mackenzie, spectacled though he was, saw the first sit-

ting hare, gave the word to slip the dogs, and spurred

after them like a boy. All the seniors, indeed, did well

as long as the course was upwards, but when puss took

down the declivity, they halted and breathed themselves

upon the knoll— cheering gaily, however, the young

people, who dashed at full speed past and below them.

Coursing on such a mountain is not like the same sport

over a set of fine English pastures. There were gulfs

to be avoided and bogs enough to be threaded— many
a stiff nag stuck fast— many a bold rider measured his

length among the peat-hags— and another stranger to

the ground besides Davy plunged neck-deep into a treach-

erous well-head, which, till they were floundering in it,

had borne all the appearance of a piece of delicate

green turf. When Sir Humphry emerged from his in-

voluntary bath, his habiliments garnished with mud,

Blime, and mangled water-cresses, Sir Walter received

him with a triumphant encore/ But the philosopher

had his revenge, for joining soon afterwards in a brisk
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gallop, Scott put Sibyl Grey to a leap beyond her prow-

ess, and lay humbled in the ditch, while Davy, who was

better mounted, cleared it and him at a bound. Hap-

pily there was little damage done— but no one was

sorry that the sociable had oeen detained at the foot of

the hill.

I have seen Sir Humphry in many places, and in

company of many different descriptions; but never to

such advantage as at Abbotsfbrd. His host and he de-

lighted in each other, and the modesty of their mutual

admiration was a memorable spectacle. Davy was by

nature a poet— and Scott, though anything but a phi-

losopher in the modern sense of that term, might, I think

it very likely, have pursued the study of physical science

with zeal and success, had he happened to fall in with

such an instructor as Sir Humphry would have been to

him, in his early life. Each strove to make the other

talk— and they did so in turn more charmingly than I

ever heard either on any other occasion whatsoever.

Scott in his romantic narratives touched a deeper chord

of feeling than usual, when he had such a listener as

Davy ; and Davy, when induced to open his views upon

any question of scientific interest in Scott's presence, did

so with a degree of clear energetic eloquence, and with

a flow of imagery and illustration, of which neither his

habitual tone of table-talk (least of all in London), nor

any of his prose writings (except, indeed, the posthumous

Consolations of Travel) could suggest an adequate no-

tion. I say his prose writings— for who that has read

his sublime quatrains on the doctrine of Spinoza can

ubt that he might have united, if he had pleased, in

some great didactic poem, the vigorous ratiocination of

Dryden and the moral majesty of Wordsworth ? I re*
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-member William Laidlaw whispering to me, one night,

when their " rapt talk " had kept the circle round the

fire until long after the usual bedtime of Abbotsford—
" Gude preserve us ! this is a very superior occasion

!

Eh, sirs
!

" he added, cocking his eye like a bird, " I

wonder if Shakspeare and Bacon ever met to screw ilk

other up ?
"

Since I have touched on the subject of Sir Walter's

autumnal diversions in these his latter years, I may as

well notice here two annual festivals, when sport wa3

made his pretext for assembling his rural neighbours

about him— days eagerly anticipated, and fondly re-

membered by many. One was a solemn bout of salmon-

fishing for the neighbouring gentry and their families,

instituted originally, I believe, by Lord Somerville, but

now, in his absence, conducted and presided over by the

Sheriff. Charles Purdie, already mentioned, had charge

(partly as lessee) of the salmon-fisheries for three or four

miles of the Tweed, including all the water attached to

the lands of Abbotsford, Gala, and Allwyn ; and this fes-

tival had been established with a view, besides other

considerations, of recompensing him for the attention he

always bestowed on any of the lairds or their visitors

that chose to fish, either from the banks or the boat,

within his jurisdiction. His selection of the day, and

other precautions, generally secured an abundance of

sport for the great anniversary ; and then the whole

party assembled to regale on the newly caught prey,

broiled, grilled, and roasted in every variety of prepara-

tion, beneath a grand old ash, adjoining Charlie's cottage

at Boldside, on the northern margin of the Tweed, about

a mile above Abbotsford. This banquet took place ear

lier in the day or later, according to circumstances ; bu*
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it often lasted till the harvest moon shone on the lovely

scene and its revellers. These formed groups that would

have done no discredit to Watteau — and a still better

hand has painted the background in the Introduction to

the Monastery :— "On the opposite bank of the Tweed

might be seen the remains of ancient enclosures, sur-

rounded by sycamores and ash-trees of considerable size.

These had once formed the crofts or arable ground of a

village, now reduced to a single hut, the abode of a fish-

erman, who also manages a ferry. The cottages, even

the church which once existed there, have sunk into ves-

tiges hardly to be traced without visiting the spot, the

inhabitants having gradually withdrawn to the more

prosperous town of Galashiels, which has risen into con-

sideration within two miles of their neighbourhood. Su-

perstitious eld, however, has tenanted the deserted grove

with aerial beings, to supply the want of the mortal ten-

ants who have deserted it. The ruined and abandoned

churchyard of Boldside has been long believed to be

haunted by the Fairies, and the deep broad current of

the Tweed, wheeling in moonlight round the foot of the

6teep bank, with the number of trees originally planted

for shelter round the fields of the cottagers, but now pre-

senting the effect of scattered and detached groves, fill

up the idea which one would form in imagination for a

scene that Oberon and Queen Mab might love to revel

in. There are evenings when the spectator might be-

lieve, with Father Chaucer, that the

Queen of Faery,

With harp, and pipe, and symphony,

Were dwelling in the place.' "

Sometimes the evening closed with a " burning of the
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water ;
" and then the oheriff, though now not so agile

as when he practised that rough sport in the early times

of Ashestiel, was sure to be one of the party in the boat,

— held a torch, or perhaps took the helm,— and seemed

to enjoy the whole thing as heartily as the youngest of

his company—
" 'Tis blithe along the midnight tide,

With stalwart arm the boat to guide—'

On high the dazzling blaze to rear,

And heedful plunge the barbed spear;

Rock, wood, and scaur, emerging bright,

Fling on the stream their ruddy light,

And from the bank our band appears

Like Genii armed with fiery spears." *

The other " superior occasion " came later in the sea-

son ; the 28th of October, the birthday of Sir Walter's

eldest son, was, I think, that usually selected for the

Abbotsford Hunt. This was a coursing-field on a large

scale, including, with as many of the young gentry as

pleased to attend, all Scott's personal favourites among

the yeomen and farmers of the surrounding country.

The Sheriff always took the field, but latterly devolved

the command upon his good friend Mr. John Usher, the

ex-laird of Toftfield ; and he could not have had a more

skilful or a better-humoured lieutenant. The hunt took

place either on the moors above the Cauldshiels Loch,

or over some of the hills on the estate of Gala, and we

had commonly, ere we returned, hares enough to supply

the wife of every farmer that attended, with soup for a

week following. The whole then dined at Abbotsford,

the Sheriff in the chair, Adam Fergusson croupier, and

Dominie Thomson, of course, chaplain. George, by the

tfay, was limself an eager partaker in the preliminary

* See Poetical Wcrhs, p. 694. (Edin. Ed.)
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sport ; and now he would favour us with a grace, in

Bums's phrase, " as long as my arm," beginning with

thanks to the Almighty, who had given man dominion

over the fowls of the air, and the beasts of the field,

and expatiating on this text with so luculent a com-

mentary, that Scott, who had been fumbling with his

spoon long before he reached his Amen, could not help

exclaiming as he sat down, " Well done, Mr. George

!

I think we've had everything but the view holla
!

"

The company, whose onset had been thus deferred,

were seldom, I think, under thirty in number, and

sometimes they exceeded forty. The feast was such

as suited the occasion— a baron of beef, roasted, at

the foot of the table, a salted round at the head, while

tureens of hare-soup, hotchpotch, and cockeyleekie, ex-

tended down the centre, and such light articles as geese,

turkeys, entire sucking-pigs, a singed sheep's head, and

the unfailing haggis, were set forth by way of side-

dishes. Blackcock and moorfowl, bushels of snipe, black

-puddings, white puddings, and pyramids of pancakes,

formed the second course. Ale was the favourite bev-

erage during dinner, but there was plenty of port and

sherry for those whose stomachs they suited. The
quaighs of Glenlivet were filled brimful, and tossed off

as if they held water. The wine decanters made a few

rounds of the table, but the hints for hot punch and

toddy soon became clamorous. Two or three bowls

were introduced, and placed under the supervision of

experienced manufacturers,— one of these being usually

the Ettrick Shepherd,— and then the business of the

evening commenced in good earnest. The faces shone

und glowed like those at Camacho's wedding : the chair-

man told his richest stories of old rural life, Lowland or
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Highland; Fergusson and humbler heroes fought their

peninsular battles o'er again ; the stalwart Dandie Din-

monts lugged out their last winter's snow-storm, the par-

ish scandal, perhaps, or the dexterous bargain of the

Northumberland tryste ; and every man was knocked

down for the song that he sung best, or took most

pleasure in singing. Sheriff-substitute Shortreed— (a

cheerful, hearty, little man, with a sparkling eye and a

most infectious laugh) — gave us Dick 0' the Cow, or

Now Liddesdale has ridden a raid; his son Thomas
(Sir Walter's assiduous disciple and assistant in Border

Heraldry and Genealogy) shone without a rival in The

Douglas Tragedy and The Twa Corbies; a weather-

beaten, stiff-bearded veteran, Captain Ormistoun, as he

was called (though I doubt if his,rank was recognized

at the Horse-Guards), had the primitive pastoral of

Cowdenknowes in sweet perfection ; Hogg produced The

Women folk, or The Kye comes hame ; and, in spite of

many grinding notes, contrived to make everybody de-

lighted, whether with the fun or the pathos of his bal-

lad; the Melrose doctor sang in spirited style some of

Moore's masterpieces ; a couple of retired sailors joined

in Bould Admiral Duncan upon the high sea;— and

the gallant croupier crowned the last bowl with Ale,

good ale, thou art my darling! Imagine some smart

Parisian savant — some dreamy pedant of Halle or

Heidelberg— a brace of stray young Lords from

Oxford or Cambridge, or perhaps their prim college

tutors, planted here and there amidst these rustic was-

sailers— this being their first vision of the author of

Marmion and Ivanhoe, and he appearing as heartily at

home in the scene as if he had been a veritable Dandit

himself— his face radiant, his laugh gay as childhood
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his chorus always ready. And so it proceeded until

some worthy, who had fifteen or twenty miles to ride

home, began to insinuate that his wife and bairns would

be getting sorely anxious about the fords, and the Dum-

pies and Hoddins were at last heard neighing at the

gate, and it was voted that the hour had come for dock

an dorrach— the stirrup-cup — to wit, a bumper all

round of the unmitigated mountain dew. How they

all contrived to get home in safety, Heaven only knows

— but I never heard of any serious accident except

upon one occasion, when James Hogg made a bet at

starting that he would leap over his wall-eyed pony as

she stood, and broke his nose in this experiment of

" o'ervaulting ambition." One comely goodwife, far off

among the hills, amused Sir Walter by telling him, the

next time he passed her homestead after one of these

jolly doings, what her husband's first words were when

he alighted at his own door— " Ailie, my woman, I'm

ready for my bed— and oh lass (he gallantly added), I

wish I could sleep for a towmont, for there's only ae

thing in this warld worth living for, and that's the

Abbotsford hunt !

w

It may well be supposed that the President of the

Boldside Festival and the Abbotsford Hunt did not

omit the good old custom of the Kirn. Every Novem-
ber, before quitting the country for Edinburgh, he gave

a harvest-home, on the most approved model of former

days, to all the peasantry on his estate, their friends

and kindred, and as many poor neighbours besides as

his barn could hold. Here old and young danced from

sunset to sunrise,— John of Skye's bagpipe being relieved

at intervals by the violin of some "Wandering Willie
; "—

ind the laird and all his family were present during the
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early part of the evening— he and his wife to distrib-

ute the contents of the first tub of whiskey-punch, and

his young people to take their due share in the endless

reels and hornpipes of the earthen floor. As Mr. Mor-

ritt has said of him as he appeared at Laird Nippy's

kirn of earlier days, " to witness the cordiality of his

reception might have unbent a misanthrope." He had

his private joke for every old wife or " gausie carle,"

his arch compliment for the ear of every bonny lass,

and his hand and his blessing for the head of every

little Eppie Daidle from Abbotstown or Broomielees.

" The notable paradox," he says in one of the most

charming of his essays, " that the residence of a proprie-

tor upon his estate is of as little consequence as the bodily

presence of a stockholder upon Exchange, has, we be-

lieve, been renounced. At least, as in the case of the

Duchess of Suffolk's relationship to her own child, the

vulgar continue to be of opinion that there is some dif-

ference in favour of the next hamlet and village, and

even of the vicinage in general, when the squire spends

his rents at the manor-house, instead of cutting a figure

in France or Italy. A celebrated politician used to say

he would willingly bring in one bill to make poaching

felony, another to encourage the breed of foxes, and a

third to revive the decayed amusements of cock-fighting

and bull-baiting— that he would make, in short, any

sacrifice to the humours and prejudices of the country

gentlemen, in their most extravagant form, provided only

he could prevail upon them to ' dwell in their own houses,

be the patrons of their own tenantry, and the fathers of

their own children.' '* *

* Essay on Landscape Gardening, Miscellaneous Prose Works, (Edit

1841) vol. i. p. viii.
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CHAPTER L.

Publication of the Abbot— The Blair-Adam Club— Kelso,

Waltonhall, Sfc.— Ballantyne*s Novelist's Library— Acquit-

tal of Queen Caroline— Service of the Duke of Buccleuch

— Scott elected President of the Royal Society of Edin-

burgh— The Celtic Society— Letters to Lord Montagu, Cor-

net Scott, Charles Scott, Allan Cunningham, 8fc.— KenU-

worth published.

1820-1821.

In the September of 1820, Longman, in conjunction

with Constable, published The Abbot— the continuation,

to a certain extent, of The Monastery, of which I barely

mentioned the appearance under the preceding March.

I had nothing of any consequence to add to the informa-

tion which the subsequent Introduction affords us respect-

ing the composition and fate of the former of these novels.

It was considered as a failure— the first of the series on

which any such sentence was pronounced ;— nor have I

much to allege in favour of the White Lady of Avenel,

generally, criticised as the primary blot— or of Sir Percy

Shafton, who was loudly, though not quite so generally,

condemned. In either case, considered separately, he

Beems to have erred from dwelling (in the German taste)

on materials that might have done very well for a rapid

•ketch. The phantom with whom we have leisure to
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become familiar, is sure to fail— even the witch of En-

dor is contented with a momentary appearance and five

syllables of the shade she evokes. And we may say

the same of any grotesque absurdity in human manners.

Scott might have considered with advantage how light-

ly and briefly Shakspeare introduces his Euphuism —

-

though actually the prevalent humour of the hour when

he was writing. But perhaps these errors might hav«

attracted little notice had the novelist been successful

in finding some reconciling medium capable of giving

consistence and harmony to his naturally incongruous

materials. " These," said one of his ablest critics, " are

joined— but they refuse to blend : Nothing can be more

poetical in conception, and sometimes in language, than

the fiction of the White Maid of Avenel ; but when this

ethereal personage, who rides on the cloud which 'for

Araby is bound '— who is

' Something between heaven and hell,

Something that neither stood nor fell,'—

— whose existence is linked by an awful and mysterious

destiny to the fortunes of a decaying family ; when such

a being as this descends to clownish pranks, and pro-

motes a frivolous jest about a tailor's bodkin, the course

of our sympathies is rudely arrested, and we feel as if

the author had put upon us the old-fashioned pleasantry

of selling a bargain." *

The beautiful natural scenery, and the sterling Scotch

characters and manners introduced in the Monastery

are, however, sufficient to redeem even these mistakes

and, indeed, I am inclined to believe that it will ultimate-

ly occupy a securer place than some romances enjoying

• Adolphus's Letters to Heber, r. 13.
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hitherto a far higher reputation, in which he makes no

use of Scottish materials.

Sir Walter himself thought well of The Abbot when

he had finished it. When he sent me a complete copy

I found on a slip of paper at the beginning of volume

first, these two lines from Tom Crib's Memorial to Con*

fress—
" Up he rose in a funk, lapped a toothful of brandy,

And to it again ! — any odds upon Sandy ! "—

and whatever ground he had been supposed to lose in

the Monastery, part at least of it was regained by this

tale, and especially by its most graceful and pathetic

portraiture of Mary Stuart. " The Castle of Loch-

leven," says the Chief-Commissioner Adam, " is seen at

every turn from the northern side of Blair-Adam.

This castle, renowned and attractive above all the others

in my neighbourhood, became an object of much in-

creased attention, and a theme of constant conversation,

after the author of Waverley had, by his inimitable

power of delineating character— by his creative poetic

fancy in representing scenes of varied interest— and

by the splendour of his romantic descriptions, infused

a more diversified and a deeper tone of feeling into the

history of Queen Mary's captivity and escape."

I have introduced this quotation from a little book

privately printed for the amiable Judge's own family and

familiar friends, because Sir Walter owned to myself at

the time, that the idea of The Abbot had arisen in his

mind during a visit to Blair-Adam. In the pages of the

tale itself, indeed, the beautiful localities of that estate

are distinctly mentioned, with an allusion to the virtues

*nd manners that adorn its mansion, such as must have
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been intended to satisfy the possessor (if he could have

had any doubts on the subject) as to the authorship of

those novels.

The Right Honourable William Adam— (who must

pardon my mentioning him here as the only man I ever

knew that rivalled Sir Walter Scott in uniform gracious-

ness of bonhommie and gentleness of humour)* — was

appointed, in 1815, to the Presidency of the Court for

Jury Trial in Civil Cases, then instituted in Scotland,

and he thenceforth spent a great part of his time at his

paternal seat in Kinross-shire. Here, about Midsummer

1816, he received a visit from his near relation William

Clerk, Adam Fergusson, his hereditary friend and es-

pecial favourite, and their lifelong intimate, Scott. They

remained with him for two or three days, in the course

of which they were all so much delighted with their host,

and he with them, that it was resolved to reassemble the

party, with a few additions, at the same season of every

following year. This was the origin of the Blair-Adam
Club, the regular members of which were in number

nine ; viz. the four already named— the Chief-Com-

missioner's son, Admiral Sir Charles Adam— his son-

in-law, the late Mr. Anstruther Thomson of Charleton,

in Fifeshire— Mr. Thomas Thomson, the Deputy-Regis-

ter of Scotland— his brother, the Rev. John Thomson,

minister of Duddingston, who, though a most diligent and

affectionate parish priest, has found leisure to make him-

self one of the first masters of the British School of

Landscape Painting— and the Right Hon. Sir Samuel

Shepherd, who, after filling with high distinction the

office of Attorney-General in England, became Chief

Baron of the Court of Exchequer in Scotland, shortly

* See ante, Vol. IV. p 218.
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after the third anniversary of this brotherhood, into

which he was immediately welcomed with unanimous

cordiality. They usually contrived to meet on a Fri-

day ; spent the Saturday in a ride to some scene of

historical interest within an easy distance ; enjoyed a quiet

Sunday at home— * duly attending divine worship at

the Kirk of Cleish (not Cleishbotham) "— gave Monday

morning to another Antiquarian excursion, and returned

to Edinburgh in time for the Courts of Tuesday. From
1816 to 1831 inclusive, Sir Walter was a constant at-

tendant at these meetings. He visited in this way Castle

Campbell, Magus Moor, Falkland, Dunfermline, St. An-

drews, and many other scenes of ancient celebrity : to

one of those trips we must ascribe his dramatic sketch

of Macduff's Cross— and to that of the dog-days of

1819, we owe the weightier obligation of The Abbot.

I expect an easy forgiveness for introducing from the

liber rarissimus of Blair-Adam the page that belongs to

that particular meeting— which, though less numerous

than usual, is recorded as having been "most pleasing

and delightful." " There were," writes the President,

" only five of us ; the Chief Baron, Sir Walter, Mr. Clerk,

Charles Adam, and myself. The weather was sultry,

almost beyond bearing. We did not stir beyond the

bounds of the pleasure-ground, indeed not far from the

vicinity of the house ; wandering from one shady place

to another, lolling upon the grass, or sitting upon pros-

trate trees not yet carried away by the purchaser. Our

conversation was constant, though tranquil ; and what

might be expected from Mr. Clerk, who is a superior con-

verses and whose mind is stored with knowledge ; and

from Sir Walter Scott, who has let the public know what

his powers are. Our talk was of all sorts (except of
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heeves.) Besides a display of their historic knowledge, at

once extensive and correct, they touched frequently on

the pleasing reminiscences of their early days. Shep-

herd and I could not go back to those periods ; but we
could trace our own intimacy and constant friendship for

more than forty years back, when in 1783 we began our

professional pursuits on the Circuit. So that if Scott

could describe, with inconceivable humour, their doings

at Mr. Murray's of Simprim, when emerging from boy-

hood ; when he, and Murray, and Clerk, and Adam Fer-

gusson, acted plays in the schoolroom (Simprim making

the dominie bear his part) — when Fergusson was

prompter, orchestra, and audience— and as Scott said,

representing the whole pit, kicked up an * O. P.' row by

anticipation ; and many other such recollections— Shep-

herd and I could tell of our Circuit fooleries, as old Field-

ing (the son of the great novelist) called them— of the

Circuit songs which Will Fielding made and sung,— and

of the grave Sir William Grant (then a briefless barris-

ter), ycleped by Fielding the Chevalier Grant, bearing

his part in those fooleries, enjoying all our pranks with

great zest, and who talked of them with delight to his

dying day. When the conversation took a graver tone,

and turned upon literary subjects, the Chief-Baron took

a great share in it ; for notwithstanding his infirmity of

deafness, he is a most pleasing and agreeable converser,

and readily picks up what is passing ; and having a clas-

sical mind and classical information, gives a pleasing, gen-

tlemanly, and well-informed tone to general conversation.

— Before I bring these recollections of our social and

cheerful doings to a close, let me observe, that there was

a characteristic feature attending them, which it would be

injustice to the individuals who composed our parties no'
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wO mention. The whole set of us were addicted to take a

full share of conversation, and to discuss every subject

that occurred with sufficient keenness. The topics were

multifarious, and the opinions of course various ; but dur-

ing the whole time of our intercourse, for so many years,

four days at a time, and always together, except when we

were asleep, there never was the least tendency, on any

occasion, to any unruly debate, nor to anything that devi-

ated from the pure delight of social intercourse."

The Chief-Commissioner adds the following particulars

in his appendix :— " Our return from Blair-Adam (after

the first meeting of the Club) was very early on a Tuesday

morning, that we might reach the Courts by nine o'clock.

An occurrence took place near the Hawes' Inn, which left

little doubt upon my mind that Sir Walter Scott was the

author of Waverley, of Guy Mannering, and of the Anti-

quary, his only novels then published. The morning

was prodigiously fine, and the sea as smooth as glass.

Sir Walter and I were standing on the beach, enjoying

the prospect; the other gentlemen were not come from

the boat. The porpoises were rising in great numbers,

when Sir Walter said to me— ' Look at them, how they are

showing themselves ; what fine fellows they are ! I have

the greatest respect for them : I would as soon kill a man

as a phoca.' I could not conceive that the same idea

could occur to two men respecting this animal, and set

down that it could only be Sir Walter Scott who made

the phoca have the better of the battle with the Antiqua-

ry's nephew, Captain M'Intyre.*

" Soon after, another occurrence quite confirmed me as

to the authorship of the novels. On that visit to Blair-

* The good Chief-Commissioner makes a little mistake here— a
vhoca being, not a porpoise, but a Seal.
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Adam, in course of conversation, I mentioned an anecdote

about Wilkie, the author of the Epigoniad, who was but a

formal poet, but whose conversation was most amusing,

and full of fancy. Having heard much of him in my
family, where he had been very intimate, I went, when

quite a lad, to St. Andrews, where he was a Professor,

for the purpose of visiting him. I had scarcely let him

know who I was, when he said, ' Mr. William, were you

ever in this place before ?
' I said no. ' Then, sir, you

must go and look at Regulus' Tower,— no doubt you will

have something of an eye of an architect about you ;
—

walk up to it at an angle, advance and recede until you

get to see it at its proper distance, and come back and tell

me whether you ever saw anything so beautiful in build-

ing : till I saw that tower and studied it, I thought the

beauty of architecture had consisted in curly-wurlies, but

now I find it consists in symmetry and proportion.' In

the following winter Rob Roy was published, and there I

read that the Cathedral of Glasgow was a ' respectable

Gothic structure, without any curly-wurlies.''

" But what confirmed, and was certainly meant to dis-

close to me the author (and that in a very elegant man-

ner), was the mention of the Kiery Craigs— a picturesque

piece of scenery in the grounds of Blair-Adam— as being

in the vicinity of Kelty Bridge, the howf of Auchter-

muchty, the Kinross carrier.— It was only an intimate

friend of the family, in the habit of coming to Blair-Adam,

who could know anything of the Kiery Craigs or its

name ; and both the scenery and the name had attrac-

tions for Sir Walter.

" At our first meeting after the publication of the

Abbot,' when the party was assembled on the top of the

rock, the Chief-Baron Shepherd, looking Sir Walter fnll
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in the face, and stamping his staff on the ground, said,—
Now, Sir Walter, I think we be upon the top of the

Kiery Craggs.' Sir Walter preserved profound silence

;

but there was a conscious looking down, and a considera-

ble elongation of his upper lip."

Since I have obtained permission to quote from this

private volume, I may as well mention that I was partly

moved to ask that favour, by the author's own confession

that his "Blair-Adam, from 1733 to 1834," originated

in a suggestion of Scott's. "It was," says the Judge,
fi on a fine Sunday, lying on the grassy summit of Ben-

narty, above its craggy brow, that Sir Walter said, look-

ing first at the flat expanse of Kinross-shire (on the

south side of the Ochils), and then at the space which

Blair-Adam fills between the hill of Drumglow (the

highest of the Cleish hills) and the valley of Lochore

—
' What an extraordinary thing it is, that here to the

north so little appears to have been done, when there

are so many proprietors to work upon it; and to the

south, here is a district of country entirely made by the

efforts of one family, in three generations, and one of

them amongst us in the full enjoyment of what has been

done by his two predecessors and himself ? Blair-Adam,

as I have always heard, had a wild, uncomely, and un-

hospitable appearance, before its improvements were

begun. It would be most curious to record in writing

*ts original state, and trace its gradual progress to its

present condition.' " Upon this suggestion, enforced by

the approbation of the other members present, the Presi-

dent of the Blair-Adam Club commenced arranging the

materials for what constitutes a most instructive as well

as entertaining history of the agricultural and arbori-

lultural progress of his domains, in the course of a hun-
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dred years, under his grandfather, his father (the cele-

brated architect), and himself. And Sir Walter had

only suggested to his friend of Kinross-shire what he

was resolved to put into practice with regard to his own

improvements on Tweedside ; for he begun at precisely

the same period to keep a regular Journal of all his

rural transactions, under the title of " Sylva Abbots-

FORDIENSIS."

For reasons, as we have seen, connected with the

affairs of the Ballantynes, Messrs. Longman published

the first edition of the Monastery ; and similar circum-

stances induced Sir Walter to associate this house with

that of Constable in the succeeding novel. Constable

disliked its title, and would fain have had The Nunnery

instead : but Scott stuck to his Abbot. The bookseller

grumbled a little, but was soothed by the author's recep-

tion of his request that Queen Elizabeth might be

brought into the field in his next romance, as a compan-

ion to the Mary Stuart of the Abbot. Scott would not

indeed indulge him with the choice of the particular

period of Elizabeth's reign, indicated in the proposed title

of The Armada; but expressed his willingness to take

up his own old favourite, the legend of Meikle's ballad.

He wished to call the novel, like the ballad, Cumnor-Hall,

k»ut in further deference to Constable's wishes, substituted

" Kenilworth." John Ballantyne objected to this title,

and told Constable the result would be " something

worthy of the kennel
;

" but Constable had all reason to

be satisfied with the child of his christening. His part-

ner, Mr. Cadell, says— " His vanity boiled over so

much at this time, on having his suggestion gone into,

that when in his high moods, he used to stalk up and

down his room, and exclaim, * By G—, I am all but the
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author of the Waverley Novels !
' " Constable's biblio-

graphical knowledge, however, it is but fair to say, was

really of most essential service to Scott upon many of

these occasions ; and his letter (now before me) propos-

ing the subject of The Armada, furnished the Novelist

with such a catalogue of materials for the illustration

of the period as may, probably enough, have called forth

some very energetic expression of thankfulness.

Scott's kindness secured for John Ballantyne the usual

interest in the profits of Kenilworth, the last of his great

works in which this friend was to have any concern. I

have already mentioned the obvious drooping of his health

and strength ; and a document to be introduced presently,

will show that John himself had occasional glimpses, at

least, of his danger, before the close of 1819. Never-

theless, his spirits continued, at the time of which I am
now treating, to be in general as high as ever ;— nay, it

was now, after his maladies had taken a very serious

shape, and it was hardly possible to look on him without

anticipating a speedy termination of his career, that the

gay hopeful spirit of the shattered and trembling invalid

led him to plunge into a new stream of costly indulgence.

It was an amiable point in his character that he had

always retained a tender fondness for his native place.

He had now taken up the ambition of rivalling his illus-

trious friend, in some sort, by providing himself with a

summer retirement amidst the scenery of his boyhood

;

and it need not be doubted, at the same time, that in

erecting a villa at Kelso, he anticipated and calculated on

substantial advantages from its vicinity to Abbotsford.

One fine day of this autumn I accompanied Sir Wal-

ter to inspect the progress of this edifice, which was to

\ave the title of Walton Hall. John had purchased tw«
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or three old houses of two stories in height, with notched

gables and thatched roofs, near the end of the long

original street of Kelso, and not far from the gateway of

the Duke of Boxburghe's magnificent park, with their

email gardens and paddocks running down to the margin

of the Tweed. He had already fitted up convenient bach-

elor's lodgings in one of the primitive tenements, and

converted the others into a goodly range of stabling, and

was now watching the completion of his new corps de logis

behind, which included a handsome entrance-hall, or

Baloon, destined to have old Piscators bust, on a stand, in

the centre, and to be embellished all round with emblems

of his sport. Behind this were spacious rooms overlook-

ing the little pleasance, which was to be laid out some-

what in the Italian style, with ornamental steps, a fountain

and jet oVeau, and a broad terrace hanging over the river,

and commanding an extensive view of perhaps the most

beautiful landscape in Scotland. In these new dominions

John received us with pride and hilarity ; and we then

walked with him over this pretty town, lounged away an

hour among the ruins of the Abbey, and closed our per-

ambulation with the Garden, where Scott had spent some

of the happiest of his early summers, and where he

pointed out with sorrowful eyes the site of the Platanus

under which he first read Percy's Reliques. Returning

to John's villa, we dined gaily, al fresco, by the side of

his fountain ; and after not a few bumpers to the prosper-

ity of Walton Hall, he mounted Old Mortality, and es-

corted us for several miles on our ride homewards. It

was this day that, overflowing with kindly zeal, Scott re-

vived one of the long-forgotten projects of their early

connection in business, and offered his services as editor

of a Novelist's Library, to be printed and published fbl
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the sole benefit of his host. The offer was eagerly em-

braced, and when, two or three mornings afterwards John

returned Sir Walter's visit, he had put into his hands the

MS. of that admirable life of Fielding, which was fol-

lowed at brief intervals, as the arrangements of the pro-

jected work required, by others of Smollett, Richardson,

Defoe, Sternej Johnson, Goldsmith, Le Sage, Horace

Walpole, Cumberland, Mrs. Radcliffe, Charles Johnstone,

Clara Reeve, Charlotte Smith, and Robert Bage. The

publication of the first volume of " Ballantyne's Novelist's

Library" did not take place, however, until February

1821 ; and the series was closed soon after the proprietor's

death in the ensuing summer. In spite of the charming

prefaces, in which Scott combines all the graces of his

easy narrative with a perpetual stream of deep and gen-

tle wisdom in commenting on the tempers and fortunes of

his best predecessors in novel literature, and also with

expositions of his own critical views, which prove how
profoundly he had investigated the principles and practice

of those masters before he struck out a new path for him-

self— in spite of these delightful and valuable essays, the

publication was not prosperous. Constable, after Ballan-

tyne's death, would willingly have resumed the scheme.

But Scott had by that time convinced himself that it was

in vain to expect much success for a collection so bulky

and miscellaneous, and which must of necessity include a

large proportion of matter, condemned by the purity,

whether real or affected, of modern taste. He could

hardly have failed to perceive, on reflection, that his own

novels, already constituting an extensive library of fiction,

in which no purist could pretend to discover danger for

the morals of youth, had in fact superseded the works of

.ess strait-laced days in the only permanently and solidly
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profitable market for books of this order. He at ali

events declined Constable's proposition for renewing and

extending this attempt. What he did, was done gratu-

itously for John Ballantyne's sake ; and I have dwelt on

it thus long, because, as the reader will perceive by and

by, it was so done during (with one exception) the very

busiest period of Scott's literary life.

Shortly before Scott wrote the following letters, he had

placed his second son (at this time in his fifteenth year)

finder the care of the Reverend John Williams, who had

been my intimate friend and companion at Oxford, with a

view of preparing him for that University. Mr. Williams

was then Vicar of Lampeter, in Cardiganshire, and the

high satisfaction with which his care of Charles Scott in-

spired Sir Walter, induced several other Scotch gentle-

men of distinction by and by to send their sons also to his

Welsh parsonage ; the result of which northern connec-

tions was important to the fortunes of one of the most

accurate and extensive scholars and most skilful teachers

of the present time.

" To Walter Scott, Esq., 18t7i Hussars, Cork.

" Edinburgh, 14th November 1820.

" My Dear Walter,— I send you a cheque on Coutts for

your quarter's allowance. I hope you manage your cash like

a person of discretion— above all, avoid the card-tables of

ancient dowagers. Always remember that my fortune, how-

ever much my efforts may increase it, and although I am im-

proving it for your benefit, not for any that can accrue in my
own time,— yet never can be more than a decent independ.

ence, and therefore will make a poor figure unless managed

with good sense, moderation, and prudence— which are habits

easily acquired in youth, while habitual extravagance is a fault

very difficult to be afterwards corrected.
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" We came to town yesterday, and bade adieu to Abbotsford

for the season. Fife,* to mamma's great surprise and scandal,

chose to stay at Abbotsford with Mai, and plainly denied to

follow the carriage— so our canine establishment in Castle

Street is reduced to little Ury.f We spent two days at Amis-

ton, on the road,— and on coming here, found Sophia as nicelj

and orderly settled in her house as if she had been a married

woman these five years. I believe she is very happy— per-

haps unusually so, for her wishes are moderate, and all seem

anxious to please her. She is preparing in due time for the

arrival of a little stranger, who will make you an uncle, and

me (God help me !) a grandpapa.

" The Bound Towers you mention are very curious, and

seem to have been built, as the Irish hackney-coachman said

of the Martello one at the Black Bock, ' to puzzle posterity.'

There are two of them in Scotland— both excellent pieces of

architecture; one at Brechin, built quite close to the old

church, so as to appear united with it, but in fact it is quite

detached from the church, and sways from it in a high wind,

when it vibrates like a lighthouse. The other is at Abernethy

in Perthshire— said to have been the capital city of the Picts.

I am glad to see you observe objects of interest and curiosity,

because otherwise a man may travel over the universe without

acquiring any more knowledge than his horse does.

"We had our hunt, and our jollification after it, on last

Wednesday. It went off in great style, although I felt a little

sorry at having neither Charles nor you in the field. By the

way, Charles seems most admirably settled. I had a most

sensible letter on the subject from Mr. Williams, who appears

to have taken great pains, and to have formed a very just con-

ception both of his merits and foibles. When I have an op-

portunity, I will hand you his letter ; for it will entertain you,

tt is so correct a picture of Monsieur Charles.

" Dominie Thomson has gone to a Mrs. Dennistoun, of Col-

grain, to drill her youngsters. I am afraid he will find a

* Finelte— a spaniel of Lady Scott's.

t Urisk— a small terrier of the long silky-haired Kintail breed.

VOL. VI 5



66 LIFE OP SIR WALTER SCOTT.

change ; but I hope to have a nook open to him by and by —
as a sort of retreat or harbour on his lee. Adieu, my dear—
always believe me your affectionate father,

"Walter Scott."

" To Mr. Charles Scott

;

( Care of the Rev. John Williams, Lampeter.)

" Edinburgh, 14th Nov. 1820.

14 My Dear Boy Charles,— Your letters made us all very

happy, and I trust you are now comfortably settled and plying

your task hard. Mr. Williams will probably ground you more

perfectly in the grammar of the classical languages than has

hitherto been done, and this you will at first find but dry work.

But there are many indispensable reasons why you must be-

stow the utmost attention upon it. A perfect knowledge of

the classical languages has been fixed upon, and not without

good reason, as the mark of a well-educated young man ; and

though people may have scrambled into distinction without it,

it is always with the greatest difficulty, just like climbing over

a wall, instead of giving your ticket at the door. Perhaps

you may think another proof of a youth's talents might have

been adopted ; but what good will arise from your thinking so,

if the general practice of society has fixed on this particular

branch of knowledge as the criterion ? Wheat or barley were

as good grain, I suppose, as sesamum / but it was only to sesa-

mum that the talisman gave way, and the rock opened ; and it

is equally certain that, if you are not a well-founded grammat-

ical scholar in Greek and Latin, you will in vain present other

qualifications to distinction. Besides, the study of grammar,

from its very asperities, is calculated to teach youth that

patient labour which is necessary to the useful exertion of the

understanding upon every other branch of knowledge; and

your great deficiency is want of steadiness and of resolute ap-

plication to the dry as well as the interesting parts of your

learning. But exerting yourself, as I have no doubt you will

do, under the direction of so learned a man and so excellent
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teacher as Mr. Williams, and being without the temptations to

idleness which occurred at home, I have every reason to be-

lieve that to your natural quickness you will presently add

such a habit of application and steadiness, as will make you a

respected member of society, perhaps a distinguished one. It

is very probable that the whole success of your future life may
depend on the manner in which you employ the next two

years ; and I am therefore most anxious' you should fully avail

yourself of the opportunities now afforded you.

" You must not be too much disconcerted with the apparent

dryness of your immediate studies. Language is the great

mark by which man is distinguished from the beasts, and a

strict acquaintance with the manner in which it is composed,

becomes, as you follow it a little way, one of the most curious

and interesting exercises of the intellect.

" We had our grand hunt on Wednesday last, a fine day,

and plenty of sport. We hunted all over Huntly wood, and

so on to Halidon and Prieston— saw twelve hares, and killed

six, having very hard runs, and tiring three packs of grews

completely. In absence of Walter and you, Stenhouse the

horse-couper led the field, and rode as if he had been a piece

of his horse, sweltering like a wild-drake all through Marriage-

Moss, at a motion betwixt swimming and riding. One un-

lucky accident befell ; — Queen Mab, who was bestrode by

Captain Adam, lifted up her heels against Mr. Craig of Gala-

shiels,* whose leg she greeted with a thump like a pistol-shot,

while by the same movement she very nearly sent the noble

Captain over her ears. Mr. Craig was helped from horse, but

wo aid not permit his boot to be drawn off, protesting he would

faint if he saw the bone of hia leg sticking through the stock-

ing. Some thought he was reluctant to exhibit his legs in

their primitive and unclothed simplicity, in respect they have

an unhappy resemblance to a pair of tongs. As for the Cap-

tain, he declared that if the accident had happened in action,

* Mr. George Craig, factor to the laird of Gala, and manager of a

little branch bank at Galashiels. This worthy maD was one of the

*egular members of the Abbotsford Hunt.
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the surgeon and drum-boys would have had off, not his boot

only, but his leg to boot, before he could have uttered a re-

monstrance. At length Gala and I prevailed to have the boot

drawn, and to my great joy I found the damage was not seri-

ous, though the pain must have been severe.

" On Saturday we left Abbotsford, and dined and spent

Sunday at Arniston, where we had many inquiries after you

from Robert Dundas, who was so kind to you last year.

" I must conclude for the present, requesting your earnest

pursuit of such branches of study as Mr. Williams recom-

mends. In a short time, as you begin to comprehend the

subjects you are learning, you will find the path turn smoother,

and that which at present seems wrapped up in an inextrica-

ble labyrinth of thorns and briers, will at once become easy

and attractive. — Always, dear Charlie, your affectionate

father, W. S."

On the same day Scott wrote as follows to the manly

and amiable author of " Sir Marmaduke Maxwell," who

had shortly before sent the MS. of that romantic drama

to Abbotsford for his inspection :
—

" To Mr. Allan Cunningham:

( Care, of F. Chantrey, Esq., R. A., London.)

" Edinburgh, 14th November 1820.

" My Dear Allan,— I have been meditating a long letter to

you for many weeks past ; but company, and rural business,

and rural sports, are very unfavourable to writing letters. I

have now a double reason for writing, for I have to thank you

for sending me in safety a beautiful specimen of our English

Michael's talents in the cast of my venerable friend Mr. Watt

:

it is a most striking resemblance, with all that living character

which we are apt to think life itself alone can exhibit. I hope

Mr. Chantrey does not permit his distinguished skill either to

remain unexercised, or to be lavished exclusively on subjects

vf little interest I would like to see him engaged on somi
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lubject of importance completely adapted to the purpose of his

chisel, and demanding its highest powers. Pray remember me
to him most kindly.

" I have perused twice your curious and interesting manu-

script. Many parts of the poetry are eminently beautiful,

though I fear the great length of the piece, and some obscurity

of the plot, would render it unfit for dramatic representation.

There is also a fine tone of supernatural impulse spread over

the whole action, which I think a common audience would not

be likely to adopt or comprehend— though I own that to me
it has a very powerful effect. Speaking of dramatic composi-

tion in general, I think it is almost essential (though the rule

be most difficult in practice) that the plot, or business of the

piece, should advance with every line that is spoken. The

fact is, the drama is addressed chiefly to the eyes, and as much

as can be, by any possibility, represented on the stage, should

neither be told nor described. Of the miscellaneous part of a

large audience, many do not understand, nay, many cannot

hear, either narrative or description, but are solely intent upon

the action exhibited. It is, I conceive, for this reason that

very bad plays, written by performers themselves, often con-

trive to get through, and not without applause ; while others,

immeasurably superior in point of poetical merit, fail, merely

because the author is not sufficiently possessed of the trick of

the scene, or enough aware of the importance of a maxim pro-

nounced by no less a performer than Punch himself— (at least

he was the last authority from whom I heard it),— Push on,

keep moving ! * Now, in your very ingenious dramatic effort,

the interest not only stands still, but sometimes retrogrades.

It contains, notwithstanding, many passages of eminent beauty,

— many specimens of most interesting dialogue ; and, on the

whole, if it is not fitted for the modern stage, I am not sure

that its very imperfections do not render it more fit for the

closet, for we certainly do not always read with the greatest

pleasure those plays which act best.

* Punch had been borrowing from Young Rapid, in the " Cure fo;

the Heart-ache."
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" If, however, you should at any time wish to become a can-

didate for dramatic laurels, I would advise you, in the first

place, to consult some professional person of judgment and

taste. I should regard friend Terry as an excellent Mentor,

and I believe he would concur with me in recommending that

at least one-third of the drama be retrenched, that the plo*

should be rendered simpler, and the motives more obvious,

and I think the powerful language and many of the situations

might then have their full effect upon the audience. I am
uncertain if I have made myself sufficiently understood ; but

I would say, for example, that it is ill explained by what

means Comyn and his gang, who land as shipwrecked men,

become at once possessed of the old lord's domains, merely by

killing and taking possession. I am aware of what you mean
— namely, that being attached to the then rulers, he is sup-

ported in his ill-acquired power by their authority. But

this is imperfectly brought out, and escaped me at the first

reading. The superstitious motives, also, which induced the

shepherds to delay their vengeance, are not likely to be in-

telligible to the generality of the hearers. It would seem

more probable that the young Baron should have led his

faithful vassals to avenge the death of his parents ; and it

has escaped me what prevents him from taking this direct

and natural course. Besides it is, I believe, a rule (and it

seems a good one) that one single interest, to which every

Other is subordinate, should occupy the whole play,— each

separate object having just the effect of a mill-dam, sluicing

off a certain portion of the sympathy, which should move on

with increasing force and rapidity to the catastrophe. Now,

in your work, there are several divided points of interest

.

there is the murder of the old Baron— the escape of his wife

— that of his son— the loss of his bride — the villanous

artifices of Comyn to possess himself of her person— and,

finally, the fall of Comyn, and acceleration of the vengeancf

due to his crimes. I am sure your own excellent sense, which

I admire as much as I do your genius, will give me credit for

lay frankness in these matters ; I only know, that I do not
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snow many persons on whose performances I would \ enture

to offer so nrncli criticism.

" I will return the manuscript under Mr. Freeling's Post-

Office cover, and I hope it will reach you safe.— Adieu, my
leal and esteemed friend — yours truly,

"Walter Scott."

Shortly afterwards, Mr. Cunningham, thanking his

critic, said he had not yet received back his MS. ; but

that he hoped the delay had been occasioned by Sir Wal-

ter's communication of it to some friend of theatrical ex-

perience. He also mentioned his having undertaken a

collection of " The Songs of Scotland," with notes. The

answer was in these terms :
—

" To Mr. Allan Cunningham.

" My Dear Allan,— It was as you supposed— I detained

your manuscript to read it over with Terry. The plot ap-

pears to Terry as to me, ill-combined, which is a great defect

in a drama, though less perceptible in the closet than on the

stage. Still, if the mind can be kept upon one unbroken

course of interest, the effect even in perusal is more grati-

fying. I have always considered this as the great secret in

dramatic poetry, and conceive it one of the most difficult ex-

ercises of the invention possible, to conduct a story through

five acts, developing it gradually in every scene, so as to

keep up the attention, yet never till the very conclusion per-

mitting the nature of the catastrophe to become visible,—
and all the while to accompany this by the necessary delin-

eation of character and beauty of language. I am glad, how-

ever, that you mean to preserve in some permanent form

your very curious drama, which, if not altogether fitted for

the stage, cannot be read without very much and very deep

interest.

"I am glad you are about Scottish sorg. No man— not

ftobert Burns himself— has contributed more beautiful ef«
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fusions to enrich it. Here and there I would pluck a flowei

from your Posy to give what remains an effect of greater smv

plicity ; but luxuriance can only be the fault of genius, and

many of your songs are, I think, unmatched. I would in-

Btance ' It's hame and it's hame,' which my daughter Mrs.

Lockhart sings with such uncommon effect. You cannot do

anything either in the way of original composition, or col-

lection, or criticism, that will not be highly acceptable to all

who are worth pleasing in the Scottish public— and I pray

you to proceed with it.

" Remember me kindly to Chantrey. I am happy my effigy

is to go with that of Wordsworth,* for (differing from him in

very many points of taste) I do not know a man more to

be venerated for uprightness of heart and loftiness of gen-

ius. Why he will sometimes choose to crawl upon all fours,

when God has given him so noble a countenance to lift to

heaven, I am as little able to account for, as for his quar-

relling (as you tell me) with the wrinkles which time and

meditation have stamped his brow withal.

" I am obliged to conclude hastily, having long letters to

write — Got wot upon very different subjects. I pray my
kind respects to Mrs. Chantrey.— Believe me, dear Allan,

very truly yours, &c. Walter Scott."

The following letter touches on the dropping of the

Bill which had been introduced by Government for the

purpose of degrading the consort of George the Fourth

;

the riotous rejoicings of the Edinburgh mob on that oc-

casion ; and Scott's acquiescence in the request of the

guardians of the young Duke of Buccleuch, that he should

act as chancellor of the jury about to serve his grace heir

(as the law phrase goes) to the Scottish estates of his

family.

* Mr. Cunningham had told Scott that Chantrey's bust of Words-

worth (another of his noblest works) was also to be produced at th«

Roj-al Academy's Exhibition for 1821.
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" To the Lord Montagu.

" Edinburgh, 30th Novel iber 1820.

"My Dear Lord,— I had your letter some time since, and

have now to congratulate you on your two months' spell of la-

bour-in-vain duty being at length at an end. The old sign of

the Labour-in-vain Tavern was a fellow attempting to scrub

a black-a-moor white ; but the present difficulty seems to lie

in showing that one is black. Truly, I congratulate the coun-

try on the issue ; for, since the days of Queen Dollalolla,* and

the Rumti-iddity chorus in Tom Thumb, never was there so

jolly a representative of royalty. A good ballad might be

made, by way of parody, on Gay's Jonathan Wild, —

Her Majesty's trial has set us at ease,

And every wife round me may kiss if she please.

We had the Marquis of Bute and Francis Jeffrey, very brill-

iant in George Street, and I think one grocer besides. I was

hard threatened by letter, but I caused my servant to say in

the quarter where I thought the threatening came from, that

I should suffer my windows to be broken like a Christian, but

if anything else was attempted, I should become as great a

heathen as the Dey of Algiers. We were passed over, but

many houses were terribly Cossaque, as was the phrase in

Paris in 1814 and 1815. The next night, being, like true Scots-

men, wise behind the hand, the bailies had a sufficient force

sufficiently arranged, and put down every attempt to riot. If

the same precautions had been taken before, the town would

have been saved some disgrace, and the loss of at least £1000

* Queen. " What though I now am half-seas o'er,

I scorn to baulk this bout;

Of stiff rack-punch fetch bowls a score,

'Fore George, I'll see them out

!

Chorus.— Rumti-iddity, row, row, row,

If we'd a good sup, we'd take it now."

Fielding's Tom Thumb
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worth of property.— Hay Donaldson * is getting stout again,

and up to the throat in business ; there is no getting a word out

of him that does not smell of parchment and special service.

He asked me, as it is to be a mere law service, to act as chan-

cellor on the Duke's inquest, which honourable office I will of

course undertake with great willingness, and discharge— I

mean the hospitable part of it— to the best of my power. I

think you are right to avoid a more extended service, as £1000

certainly would not clear the expense, as you would have to

dine at least four counties, and as sweetly sing, with Duke

Wharton on Chevy Chase,

Pity it were

So much good wine to spill,

As these bold freeholders would drink,

Before they had their fill.

I hope we shall all live to see our young baron take his own

chair, and feast the land in his own way. Ever your Lord-

ship's most truly faithful Walter Scott.

" P. S.— In the illumination row, young ftomilly was

knocked down and robbed by the mob, just while he was

in the act of declaiming on the impropriety of having consta-

bles and volunteers to interfere with the harmless mirth of the

people."

" To Mr. Charles Scott

;

{Care of the Rev. John Williams, Lampeter.)

* Edinburgh, 19th Dec. 1820.

" My Dear Charles, — We begin to be afraid that, in im-

proving your head, you have lost the use of your fingers, or got

so deep into the Greek and Latin grammar, that you have

forgotten how to express yourself in your own language. To

ease our anxious minds in these important doubts, we beg you

* This gentleman, Scott's friend and confidential solicitor, had obi

tuned (I believe), on his recommendation, the legal management o*

the Buccleuch affairs in Scotland.
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will write as soon as possible, and give us a full account of

your proceedings, as I do not approve of long intervals of

Bilence, or think that you need to stand very rigorously upon

the exchange of letters, especially as mine are so much the

longest.

" I rely upon it that you are now working hard in the clas-

sical mine, getting out the rubbish as fast as you can, and pre-

paring yourself to collect the ore. I cannot too much impress

upon your mind that labour is the condition which God has

imposed on us in every station of life— there is nothing worth

having, that can be had without it, from the bread which the

peasant wins with '.he sweat of his brow, to the sports by

which the rich man must get rid of his ennui. The only dif-

ference betwixt them is, that the poor man labours to get a

dinner to his appetite, the rich man to get an appetite to his

dinner. As for knowledge, it can no more be planted in the

human mind without labour, than a field of wheat can be pro-

duced without the previous use of the plough. There is in-

deed this great difference, that chance or circumstances may
so cause it that another shall reap what the farmer sows ; but

no man can be deprived, whether by accident or misfortune,

of the fruits of his own studies ; and the liberal and extended

acquisitions of knowledge which he makes are all for his own

use. Labour, my dear boy, therefore, and improve the time.

In youth our steps are light, and our minds are ductile, and

knowledge is easily laid up ; but if we neglect our spring, our

summers will be useless and contemptible, our harvest will be

chaff, and the winter of our old age unrespected and desolate.

" It is now Christmas-tide, and it comes sadly round to me
as reminding me of your excellent grandmother, who was

taken from us last year at this time. Do you, my dear Charles,

pay attention to the wishes of your parents while they are with

you, that you may have no self-reproach when you think of

them at a future period.

" You hear the Welsh spoken much about you, and if you

can pick it up without interfering with more important labours,

it will be worth while. I suppose you can easily get a gram-
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mar and dictionary. It is, you know, the language spoken by

the Britons before the invasion of the Anglo-Saxons, who
brought in the principal ingredients of our present language,

called from thence English. It was afterwards however, much
mingled with Norman French, the language of William the

Conqueror and his followers ; so if you can picK Tip a little of

the Cambro-British speech, it will qualify you hereafter to be

a good philologist, should your genius turn towards languages.

Pray, have you yet learned who Howel I>ha was ?— Glen-

dower you are well acquainted with by reading Shakspeare.

The wild mysterious barbaric grandeur irith which he has in-

vested that chieftain has often struck me as very fine. I wish

we had some more of him.

" We are all well here, and I hope t*> get to Abbotsford for

a few days— they cannot be many— in the ensuing vacation,

when I trust to see the planting has got well forward. All are

well here, and Mr. Cadell * is come back, and gives a pleas-

ant account of your journey. Let me hear from you very

soon, and tell me if you expect any skating, and whether there

is any ice in Wales. I presume there will be a merry Christ-

mas, and beg my best wishes on the subject to Mr. Williams,

his sister, and family. The Lockharts dine with us, and the

Scotts of Harden, James Scott f with his pipes, and I hope

Captain Adam. We will remember your health in a glass* of

claret just about six o'clock at night ; so that you will know

exactly (allowing for variation of time) what we are doing

at the same moment.

"But I think I have written quite enough to a young

Welshman, who has forgot all his Scots kith, kin, and alliesu

Mamma and Anne send many loves. Walter came like a

shadow, and so departed— after about ten days' stay.
r

rhe

effect was quite dramatic, for the door was flung open as we

were about to go down to dinner, and Turner announced Cap

* Mr. Robert Cadell, of the house of Constable, had this year con*

vejed Charles Scott from Abbotsford to Lampeter.

t Sir Walter's cousin, a son of his uncle Thomas. See ante, Vol. I

p. 100.
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lam Scott. We could not conceive who was meant, when in

walked Walter as large as life. He is positively a new edition

of the Irish giant.— I beg my kind respects to Mr. Williams.

At his leisure I should be happy to have a line from him.— I

am, my dear little boy, always your affectionate father,

"Walter Scott."

The next letter contains a brief allusion to an affair,

which in the life of any other man of letters would have

deserved to be considered as of some consequence. The

late Sir James Hall of Dunglass resigned, in November

1820, the Presidency of the Royal Society of Edinburgh

;

and the Fellows, though they had on all former occasions

selected a man of science to fill that post, paid Sir Wal-

ter the compliment of unanimously requesting him to be

Sir James's successor in it. He felt and expressed a

natural hesitation about accepting this honour— which

at first sight seemed like invading the proper department

of another order of scholars. But when it was urged

upon him that the Society is really a double one — em-

bracing a section for literature as well as one of science,

— and that it was only due to the former to let it occa-

sionally supply the chief of the whole body,— Scott acqui-

esced in the flattering proposal ; and his gentle skill was

found effective, so long as he held the Chair, in maintain-

ing and strengthening the tone of good feeling and good

manne/s which can alone render the meetings of such a

Society either agreeable or useful. The new President

himself soon began to take a lively interest in many of

their discussions— those at least which pointed to any

discovery of practical use ;— and he by and by added

gome eminent men of science, with whom his acquaint-

ance had hitherto been slight, to the list of his most

valued friends :— I may mention in particular Dr., now
Sir David, Brewster.
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Sir Walter also alludes to an institution of a far differ-

ent description,— that called " The Celtic Society of Ed-

inburgh ;
* a club established mainly for the patronage of

ancient Highland manners and customs, especially the use

of " the Garb of Old Gaul "— though part of their funds

have always been applied to the really important object

of extending education in the wilder districts of th-e north.

At their annual meetings Scott was, as may be supposed,

a regular attendant. He appeared, as in duty bound, in

the costume of the Fraternity, and was usually followed

by " John of Skye," in a still more complete, or rather

incomplete, style of equipment.

" To the Lord Montagu, Ditton Park.

" Edinburgh, 17th January 1821.

" My Dear Lord,— We had a tight day of it on Monday
last, both dry and wet. The dry part was as dry as may be,

consisting in rehearsing the whole lands of the Buccleuch es-

tate for five mortal hours, although Donaldson had kindly se-

lected a clerk whose tongue went over baronies, lordships, and

regalities, at as high a rate of top speed as ever Eclipse dis-

played in clearing the course at Newmarket. The evening

went off very well— considering that while looking forward

with the natural feelings of hope and expectation on behalf

of our young friend, most of us who were present could not

help casting looks of sad remembrance on the days we had

seen. However, we did very well, and I kept the chair till

eleven, when we had coffee, and departed, " no very fou, but

gaily yet." Besides the law gentlemen, and immediate agents

of the family, I picked up on my own account Tom Ogilvie,*

Sir Harry Hay Macdougal, Harden and his son, Gala, and

* The late The mas Elliot Ogilvie, Esq. of Chesters, in Roxburgh

ihire— one of Sir Walter's good friends among his country neigb

•ours.
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Captain John Fergusson, whom I asked as from myself, stat*

ing that the party was to be quite private. I suppose there

was no harm in this, and it helped us well on. I believe

your nephew and my young chief enters life with as favour-

able auspices as could well attend him, for to few youths can

attach so many good wishes and none can look back to more

estimable examples both in his father and grandfather. I

think he will succeed to the warm and social affections of

his relatives, which, if they sometimes occasion pain to those

who possess them, contain also the purest sources of happi-

ness as well as of virtue.

" Our late Pitt meeting amounted to about 800, a most tre-

mendous multitude. I had charge of a separate room, con-

taining a detachment of about 250, and gained a headache of

two days, by roaring to them for five or six hours almost in-

cessantly. The Foxites had also a very numerous meeting,

— 500 at least, but sad scamps. We had a most formidable

band of young men, almost all born gentlemen and zealous

proselytes. We shall now begin to look anxiously to London

for news. I suppose they will go by the ears in the House of

Commons: but I trust Ministers will have a great majority.

If not, they should go out, and let the others make the best

of it with their acquitted Queen, who will be a ticklish card

in their hand, for she is by nature intrigante more ways than

one. The loss of Canning is a serious disadvantage ;— many
of our friends have good talents and good taste ; but I think

he alone has that higher order of parts which we call genius.

I wish he had had more prudence to guide it. He has been

a most unlucky politician. Adieu. Best love to all at Dit-

ton, and great respect withal. My best compliments attend

my young chief, now seated, to use an Oriental phrase, upon

the Musnud. I am almost knocked up with public meetings,

for the triple Hecate was a joke to my plurality of offices

this week. On Friday I had my Pittite stewardship ;
— on

Monday my chancellorship
;
— yesterday my presidentship of

the Royal Society ; for I had a meeting of that learned body

at my house last night, where mulled wine and punch wer*
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manufactured and consumed according to the latest philo-

sophical discoveries. Besides all this, I have before my eyes

the terrors of a certain Highland Association, who dine bon-

neted and kilted in the old fashion (all save myself, of

course), and armed to the teeth. This is rather severe ser-

vice; but men who wear broadswords, dirks, and pistols, are

not to be neglected in these days ; and the Gael are very

loyal lads, so it is as well to keep up an influence with them.

Once more, my dear Lord, farewell, and believe me always

most truly yours, Walter Scott."

In the course of the riotous week commemorated in

the preceding letter, appeared Kenilworth, in 3 vols, post

8vo, like Ivanhoe, which form was adhered to with all the

subsequent novels of the series. Kenilworth was one of

the most successful of them all at the time of publication

;

and it continues, and, I doubt not, will ever continue to

be placed in the very highest rank of prose fiction. The

rich variety of character, and scenery, and incident in this

novel, has never indeed been surpassed; nor, with the

one exception of the Bride of Lammermoor, has Scott

bequeathed us a deeper and more affecting tragedy than

that of Amy Robsart
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CHAPTER U
Visit to London— Project of the Royal Society of Literature—
Affairs of the 18th Hussars— Marriage of Captain Adam
Fergusson— Letters to Lord Sidmouth, Lord Montagu, Al-

lan Cunningham, Mrs. Lockhart, and Cornet Scott.

1821.

Before the end of January 1821, Scott went to Lon-

don at the request of the other Clerks of Session, that he

might watch over the progress of an Act of Parliament,

designed to relieve them from a considerable part of their

drudgery in attesting recorded deeds by signature ;
— and

his stay was prolonged until near the beginning of the

Summer term of his Court. His letters while in London

are mostly to his own family, and on strictly domestic

topics; but I shall extract a few of them, chiefly (for

reasons which I have already sufficiently intimated) those

addressed to his son the Cornet. I need not trespass on

the readerV attention by any attempt to explain in detail

the matters to which these letters refer. It will be seen

that Sir Walter had heard some rumours of irregularity

in the interior of the 18th Hussars; and that the con-

sequent interference of the then Commander of the Forces

in Ireland, the late Sir David Baird, had been received

in anything but a spirit of humility. The reports that

VOL. vi. 6
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reached Scott proved to have been most absurdly exag-

gerated ; but nevertheless his observations on them seem

well worth quoting. It so happened that the 18 th was

one of several regiments about to be reduced at this time

;

and as soon as that event took place, Cornet Scott was

sent to travel in Germany, with a view to his improve

ment in the science of his profession. He afterwards

spent a brief period, for the same purpose, in the Roya*

Military College of Sandhurst ; and ere long he obtained

a commission as lieutenant in the 15th or King's Hussars,

in which distinguished corps his father lived to see him

Major.

It will also be seen, that during this visit to London

Sir Walter was released from considerable anxiety on ac-

count of his daughter Sophia, whom he had left in a weak

state of health at Edinburgh, by the intelligence of her

safe accouchement of a boy,— John Hugh Lockhart, the

u Hugh Littlejohn " of the Tales of a Grandfather. The

approaching marriage of Captain, now Sir Adam Fergus-

son, to which some jocular allusions occur, may be classed

with these objects of family interest ; and that event was

the source of unmixed satisfaction to Scott, as it did not

interrupt his enjoyment of his old friend's society in the

country ; for the Captain, though he then pitched a tent

for himself, did so at a very short distance from Huntly

Burn. I believe the ensuing extracts will need no further

commentary. •

" To Mrs. Lockhart, Great King Street, Edinburgh.

" Ditton Park, Feb. 18, 1821.

"My Dearest Sophia,— I received as much pleasure, and

*as relieved from as much anxiety, as ever I felt in my life

by Lockhart's kind note, which acquainted me with the happy
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|>eriod that has been put to your suffering, and, as I hope and

trust, to the complaints which occasioned it. You are now,

my dearest girl, beginning a new course of pleasures, anxie-

ties, and duties, and the best I can wish for you is, that your

little boy may prove the same dutiful and affectionate child

which you have always been to me, and that God may give

him a sound and healthy mind, with a good constitution of

body— the greatest blessings which this earth can bestow.

Pray be extremely careful of yourself for some time. Young
women are apt to injure their health by thinking themselves

well too soon. I beg you to be cautious in this respect.

" The news of the young stranger's arrival was most joy-

fully received here, and his health and yours toasted in a

bumper. Lady Anne is quite well, and Isabella also ; and

Lady Charlotte, who has rejoined them, is a most beautiful

creature indeed. This place is all light and splendour, com-

pared to London, where I was forced to use candles till ten

o'clock at least. I have a gay time of it. To-morrow I re-

turn to town, and dine with old Sotheby ; on Tuesday with

the Duke of Wellington ; Wednesday with Croker, and so

on. Love to L., the Captain, and the Violet, and give your

bantling a kiss extraordinary for Grandpapa. I hope Mun-
go* approves of the child, for that is a serious point. There

are no dogs in the hotel where I lodge, but a tolerably con-

versible cat, who eats a mess of cream with me in the morn-

ing. The little chief and his brother have come over from

Eton to see me, so I must break off.— I am, my dear love,

most affectionately yours, Walter Scot r."

" To Walter Scott, Esq., Portobello Barracks, Dublin.

" Waterloo Hotel, Jermyn Street, i

Feb. 19, 1821. J

" My Dear Walter, — I have just received your letter. I

•end you a draft for £50, which you must make go as far as

you can.

* Mungo was a favourite Newfoundland dog.
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" There is what I have no doubt is a very idle report here,

of your paying rather marked attention to one young lady in

particular. I beg you would do nothing that can justify such

a rumour, as it would excite my highest displeasure should you

either entangle yourself or any other person. I am, and have

always been, quite frank with you, and beg you will be equally

so with me. One should, in justice to the young women they

live with, be very cautious not to give the least countenance to

such rumours. They are not easily avoided, but are always

highly prejudicial to the parties concerned ; and what begins

*n folly ends in serious misery— avis au lecteur.

" Believe me, dear Cornet, your affectionate father,

" Walter Scott.

" P. S.— I wish you could pick me up the Irish lilt of a tune

to ' Patrick Fleming.' The song begins—

' Patrick Fleming was a gallant soldier,

He carried his musket over his shoulder.

When I cock my pistol, when I draw my raper,

I make them stand in awe of me, for I am a taker.

Falala,' &c.

" From another verse in the same song, it seems the hero

was in such a predicament as your own—
4 If you be Peter Fleming, as I suppose you be, sir,

We are three pedlars walking on so free, sir.

We are three pedlars a-walking on to Dublin,

With nothing in our pockets to pay for our lodging.

Falala,' &c."

" To Walter Scott, Esq., 18th Hussars, Cappoquin.

" London, 17th March 1821.

" My Dear Commandant of Cappoquin,— Wishing you joy

of your new government, these are to inform you that I am

rtill in London. The late aspersion on your regiment induced

me to protract my stay here, with a view to see the Duke of
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Jork on your behalf, which I did yesterday. His Royal High-

ness expressed himself most obligingly disposed, and promised

to consider what could best be done to forward your military

education. I told him frankly, that in giving you to the

King's service I had done all that was in my power to show

our attachment to his Majesty and the country which had

been so kind to me, and that it was my utmost ambition that

you should render yourself capable of serving them both well

He said he would give the affair his particular consideration,

and see whether he could put you on the establishment at

Sandhurst, without any violent infringement on the rules ; and

hinted that he would make an exception to the rule of senior-

ity of standing and priority of application in your favour when

an opportunity occurs.

" From H. R. H.'s very kind expressions, I have little doubt

you will have more than justice done you in the patronage

necessary to facilitate your course through life ; but it must be

by your own exertions, my dearest boy, that you must render

yourself qualified to avail yourself of the opportunities which

you may have offered to you. Work, therefore, as hard as you

can, and do not be discontented for want of assistance of

masters, &c, because the knowledge which we acquire by our

own unaided efforts, is much more tenaciously retained by the

memory, while the exertion necessary to gain it strengthens

the understanding. At the same time, I would inquire whether

there may not be some Catholic priest, or Protestant clergy-

man, or scholar of any description, who, for love or money,

would give you a little assistance occasionally. Such persons

are to be found almost everywhere— not professed teachers,

but capable of smoothing the road to a willing student. Let

me earnestly recommend in your reading to keep fast to

particular hours, and suffer no one thing to encroach on the

other.

" Charles's last letter was uncommonlv steady, and prepared

me for one from Mr. Williams, in which he expresses satisfac-

tion with his attention, and with his progress in learning, in a

much stronger degree than formerly. This is tmly comfort



86 LIFE OF SIR WALTER. SCOTT.

able, and may relieve me from the necessity of sending the

poor boy to India.

" All in Edinburgh are quite well, and no fears exist, saving

those of little Catherine * for the baby, lest the fairies take it

away before the christening. I will send some books to you

from hence, if I can find means to transmit them. I should

like you to read with care the campaigns of Buonaparte, which

have been written in French with much science.^

" I hope, indeed I am sure, I need not remind you to be

very attentive to your duty. You have but a small charge,

but it is a charge, and rashness or carelessness may lead to dis-

credit in the commandant of Cappoquin, as well as in a field-

marshal. In the exercise of your duty, be tender of the lower

classes ; and as you are strong, be merciful. In this you will

do your master good service, for show me the manners of the

man, and I will judge those of the master.

" In your present situation, it may be interesting to you to

know that the bill for Catholic Emancipation will pass the

Commons without doubt, and very probably the Peers also,

unless the Spiritual Lords make a great rally. Nobody here

cares much about it, and if it does not pass this year, it will the

next, without doubt.

" Among other improvements, I wish you would amend your

hand. It is a deplorable scratch, and far the worst of the

family. Charles writes a firm good hand in comparison.

" You may address your next to Abbotsford, where I long to

be, being heartily tired of fine company and fine living, from

dukes and duchesses, down to turbot and plover's eggs. It is

very well for a while, but to be kept at it makes one feel like

a poodle dog compelled to stand for ever on his hind legs.—
Most afFectionately yours, Walter Scott."

During this visit to London, Sir Walter appears to

have been consulted by several persons in authority as

* Mrs. Lockhart's maid.

t This letter was followed by a copy of General Jomini's celebrate*

work.
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to the project of a Society of Literature, for which the

King's patronage had been solicited, and which was estab-

lished soon afterwards— though on a scale less extensive

than had been proposed at the outset. He expressed his

views on this subject in writing at considerable length to

his friend the Hon. John Villiers (afterwards Earl of

Clarendon ;*) but of that letter, described to me as a

most admirable one, I have as yet failed to recover a

copy. I have little doubt that both the letter in question,

and the following (addressed, soon after his arrival at Ab-

botsford, to the then Secretary of State for the Home
Department), were placed in the hands of the King ; but

it seems probable, that whatever his Majesty may have

thought of Scott's representations, he considered himself

as already, in some measure, pledged to countenance the

projected academy.

" To the Right Hon (he Lord Viscount Sidmouth, fyc. Sfc. Sfc.

WhitehaU.

" Abbotsford, April 20, 1821.

"My Dear Lord,— Owing to my retreat to this place, I was

only honoured with your Lordship's letter yesterday. What-
ever use can be made of my letter to stop the very ill-contrived

project to which it relates, will answer the purpose for which it

was written. I do not well remember the terms in which my
remonstrance to Mr. Villiers was couched, for it was positively

written betwixt sleeping and waking; but your Lordship will

best judge how far the contents may be proper for his Maj

esty's eye ; and if the sentiments appear a little in dishabille,

there is the true apology that they were never intended to go

to Court. From more than twenty years' intercourse with the

literary world, during which I hare been more or less ac-

quainted with every distinguished writer of my day, and, at

*he same time, an accurate student of the habits and tastes of

* The third Earl (o' the Villierses) died in 1838.
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the reading public, I am enabled to say, with a feeling m.xt to

certainty, that the plan can only end in something very un-

pleasant. At all events, his Majesty should get out of it ; it is

nonsense to say or suppose that any steps have been taken

which, in such a matter, can or ought to be considered as

irrevocable. The fact is, that nobody knows as yet how far

the matter has gone beyond' the projet of some well-meaning

but misjudging persons, and the whole thing is asleep and for-

gotten so far as the public is concerned. The Spanish proverb

says, ' God help me from my friends, and I will keep myself

from my enemies ;

' and there is much sense in it ; for the zea?

of misjudging adherents often contrives, as in the present casv,

to turn to matter of reproach the noblest feelings on the onrt

of a sovereign.

" Let men of letters fight their own way with the public,

and let his Majesty, according as his own excellent taste and

liberality dictate, honour with his patronage, expressed in the

manner fitted to their studies and habits, those who are able to

distinguish themselves, and alleviate by his bounty the dis-

tresses of such as, with acknowledged merit, may yet have

been unfortunate in procuring independence. The immediate

and direct favour of the Sovereign is worth the patronage of

ten thousand societies. But your Lordship knows how to set

all this in a better light than I can, and I would not wish the

cause of letters in better hands.

" I am now in a scene changed as completely as possible

from those in which I had the groat pleasure of meeting your

Lordship lately, riding through the moors on a pony, instead

of traversing the streets in a carriage, and drinking whiskey-

toddy with mine honest neighbours, instead of Champagne ana

Burgundy. I have gained, however, in point of exact political

information ; for I find we know upon Tweedside with much

greater accuracy what is done and intended in the Cabinet,

than ever I could learn when living with the Ministers five

days in the week. Mine honest Teviotdale friends, whom I

left in a high Queen-fever, are now beginning to be somewhat

ashamed of themselves, and to make as great advances toward*
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retracting their opinion as they are ever known to do, which

amounts to this :
' God judge me, Sir W , the King's no

been so dooms far wrong after a* in yon Queen's job like
;

'

which, being interpreted, signifies, ' We will fight for the King

to the death.' I do not know how it was in other places ; but

I never saw so sudden and violent a delusion possess the minds

of men in my life, even those of sensible, steady, well-inten-

tioned fellows, that would fight knee-deep against the Radi-

cals. It is well over, thank God.

"My best compliments attend the ladies. I ever am, my
dear Lord, your truly obliged and faithful humble servant,

"Walter Scott."
»

I have thought it right to insert the preceding letter,

because it indicates with sufficient distinctness what Scott's

opinions always were as to a subject on which, from his

experience and position, he must have reflected very se-

riously. In how far the results of the establishment of

the Royal Society of Literature have tended to confirm

or to weaken the weight of his authority on these matters,

I do not presume to have formed any judgment. He re-

ceived, about the same time, a volume of poetry by Allan

Cunningham, which included the drama of Sir Marma-
duke Maxwell ; and I am happy to quote his letter of

acknowledgment to that high-spirited and independent

author in the same page with the foregoing monition to

the dispensers of patronage.

" To Mr. Allan Cunningham, Ecclestone Street, Pimlico.

" Abbotsford, 27th April.

" Dear Allan,— Accept my kind thanks for your little

modest volume, received two days since. I was acquainted

with most of the pieces, and yet I perused them all with re-

newed pleasure, and especially my old friend Sir Marmaduke
with his new face, and by the assistance of an April sun, which
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is at length, after many a rough blast, beginning to smile on

us. The drama has, in my conception, more poetical concep

tion and poetical expression in it, than most of our modern

compositions. Perhaps, indeed, it occasionally sins in the

richness of poetical expression ; for the language of passion,

though bold and figurative, is brief and concise at the same

time. But what would, in acting, be a more serious objection,

is the complicated nature of the plot, which is very obscure. I

hope you will make another dramatic attempt; and, in that

case, I would strongly recommend that you should previously

make a model or skeleton of your incidents, dividing them

regularly into scenes and acts, so as to insure the depend-

ence of one circumstance upon another, and the simplicity

and union of your whole story. The common class of readers,

and more especially of spectators, are thick-skulled enough,

and can hardly comprehend what they see and hear, unless

they are hemmed in, and guided to the sense at every turn.

" The unities of time and place have always appeared to me
fopperies, as far as they require close observance of the French

rules. Still, the nearer you can come to them, it is always, no

doubt, the better, because your action will be more probable.

But the unity of action — I mean that continuity which unites

every scene with the other, and makes the catastrophe the

natural and probable result of all that has gone before—
seems to me a critical rule which cannot safely be dispensed

with. Without such a regular deduction of incidents, men's

attention becomes distracted, and the most beautiful language,

if at all listened to, creates no interest, and is out of place. I

would give, as an example, the suddenly entertained, and as

suddenly abandoned jealousy of Sir Marmaduke, p. 85, as a

useless excrescence in the action of the drama.

" I am very much unaccustomed to offer criticism, and when

I do so, it is because I believe in my soul that I am endeavour-

ing to pluck away the weeds which hide flowers well worth}

of cultivation. In your case, the richness of your language,

and fertility of your imagination, are the snares against which

* would warn you. If the one had been poor, and the othei
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costive, I would never have made remarks which could never

do good, while they only gave pain. Did you ever read Sav-

age's beautiful poem of the Wanderer ? If not, do so, and you

will see the fault which, I think, attaches to Lord Maxwell—
a want of distinct precision and intelligibility about the story,

which counteracts, especially with ordinary readers, the effect

of beautiful and forcible diction, poetical imagery, and ani-

mated description.

" All this freedom you will excuse, I know, on the part of

one who has the truest respect for the manly independence

of character which rests for its support on honest industry,

instead of indulging the foolish fastidiousness formerly sup-

posed to be essential to the poetical temperament, and which

has induced some men of real talents to become coxcombs—
some to become sots— some to plunge themselves into want

— others into the equal miseries of dependence, merely be-

cause, forsooth, they were men of genius, and wise above the

ordinary, and, I say, the manly duties of human life.

' I'd rather be a kitten, and cry, Mew !
'
*

than write the best poetry in the world on condition of laying

aside common sense in the ordinary transactions and business

of the world ; and therefore, dear Allan, I wish much the better

to the muse whom you meet by the fireside in your hours of

leisure when you have played your part manfully through a

day of labour. I should like to see her making those hours

also a little profitable. Perhaps something of the dramatic

romance, if you could hit on a good subject, and combine the

scenes well, might answer. A beautiful thing with appropriate

music, scenes, &c, might be woven out of the Mermaid of Gal-

loway.

" When there is any chance of Mr. Chantrey coming thia

way, I hope you will let me know ; and if you come with him,

he" much the better. I like him as much for his manners as for

his gc nius.

* Ut King Henry IV. Act III. Scene L
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' He is a man without a clagg;

His heart is frank without a flaw.'

" This is a horrible long letter for so vile a correspondent as

I am. Once more, my best thanks for the little volume, and
believe me yours truly, Walter Scott."

I now return to Sir Walter's correspondence with the

Cornet at Cappoquin.

" To Walter Scott, Esq., 18th Hussars.

" Abbotsford, April 21, 1821.

" My Dear Walter,— .... A democrat in any situation is

but a silly sort of fellow, but a democratical soldier is worse

than an ordinary traitor by ten thousand degrees, as he forgets

his military honour, and is faithless to the master whose bread

he eats. Three distinguished heroes of this class have arisen

in my time— Lord Edward Fitzgerald, Colonel Despard, and

Captain Thistlewood— and, with the contempt and abhorrence

of all men, they died the death of infamy and guilt. If a man
of honour is unhappy enough to entertain opinions inconsistent

with the service in which he finds himself, it is his duty at once

to resign his commission ; in acting otherwise, he disgraces him-

self for ever The reports are very strange, also,

with respect to the private conduct of certain officers

Gentlemen maintain their characters even in following their

most licentious pleasures, otherwise they resemble the very

scavengers in the streets I had written you a long

letter on other subjects, but these circumstances have altered

my plans, as well as given me great uneasiness on account of

the effects which the society you have been keeping may have

had on your principles, both political and moral. Be very

frank with me on this subject. I have a title to expect per

feet sincerity, having always treated you with openness on mj

part.

" Pray write immediately, and at length.— 1 remain yom

affectionate father, Walter Scott."
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" To the Same.

" Abbotsford, April 28, 1821.

" Dear Walter,— The great point in the mean-

while is to acquire such preliminary information as may render

you qualified to profit by Sandhurst when you get thither.

Amongst my acquaintance, the men of greatest information

have been those who seemed but indifferently situated for the

acquisition of it, but who exerted themselves in
,

proportion to

the infrequency of their opportunities.

" The noble Captain Fergusson was married on Monday
last. I was present at the bridal, and I assure you the like

hath not been seen since the days of Lesmahago. Like his

prototype, the Captain advanced in a jaunty military step,

with a kind of leer on his face that seemed to quiz the whole

affair. You should write to your brother sportsman and sol-

dier, and wish the veteran joy of his entrance into the band

of Benedicts. Odd enough that I should christen a grand-

child and attend the wedding of a contemporary within two

days of each other. I have sent John of Skye with Tom,
and all the rabblement which they can collect, to play the

pipes, shout, and fire guns below the Captain's windows this

morning; and I am just going over to hover about on my
pony, and witness their reception. The happy pair returned

to Huntly Burn on Saturday; but yesterday being Sunday,

we permitted them to enjoy their pillows in quiet. This

morning they must not expect to get off so well. Pray

write soon, and give me the history of your still-huntings,

fcc.— Ever yours affectionately, W. Scott."

" To Charles Scott, Esq. ;

(Care of the Rev. Mr. Williams, Lampeter.)

" Abbotsford, 9th May 1821.

"My Dear Charles,— I am glad to find, by your lettei

just received, that you are reading Tacitus with some relish,

His style is rather quaint and enigmatical, which makes it dif
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ficult to the student ; but then his pages are filled with sucb

admirable apothegms and maxims of political wisdom, as infer

the deepest knowledge of human nature ; and it is particu-

larly necessary that any one who may have views as a public

speaker should be master of his works, as there is neither an-

cient nor modern who affords such a selection of admirable

quotations. You should exercise yourself frequently in trying

to make translations of the passages which most strike you,

trying to invest the sense of Tacitus in as good English as

you can. This will answer the double purpose of making

yourself familiar with the Latin author, and giving you the

command of your own language, which no person will ever

have who does not study English composition in early life. . .

I conclude somewhat abruptly, having tree?

to cut, and saucy Tom watching me like a Calmuck with the

axe in his hand.— Yours affectionately,

" W. Scott."

" To Walter Scott, Esq., ISth Hussars, Cappoquin.

" Abbotsford, 10th May 1821.

" Dear Walter,— I wrote yesterday, but I am induced im-

mediately to answer your letter, because I think you expect

from it an effect upon my mind different from what it pro-

duces. A man may be violent and outrageous in his liquor,

but wine seldom makes a gentleman a blackguard, or insti-

gates a loyal man to utter sedition. Wine unveils the pas-

sions and throws away restraint, but it does not create habits

or opinions which did not previously exist in the mind. Be-

sides, what sort of defence is this of intemperance ? I sup-

pose if a private commits riot, or is disobedient in his cups,

his officers do not admit whiskey to be an excuse. I have

seen enough of that sort of society where habitual indulgence

drowned at last every distinction between what is worthy and

unworthy,— and I have seen young men with the fairest pros-

pects, turn out degraded miserable outcasts before their life

tfas talf spent, merely from soaking and sotting, and the Oatf
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habits these naturally lead to. You tell me * * * and * * *

frequent good society, and are well received in it ; and I am
very glad to hear this is the case. But such stories as these

will soon occasion their seclusion from the best company.

There may remain, indeed, a large enough circle, where la-

dies, who are either desirous to fill their rooms or to many
their daughters, will continue to receive any young man in

a showy uniform, however irregular in private life; but if

these cannot be called bad company, they are certainly any-

thing but very good, and the facility of access makes the en-

tree of little consequence.

" I mentioned in my last that you were to continue in the

18th until the regiment went to India, and that I trusted you

would get the step within the twelve months that the corps

yet remains in Europe, which will make your exchange easier.

But it is of far more importance that you learn to command
yourself, than that you should be raised higher in commanding

others. It gives me pain to write to you in terms of censure,

but my duty must be done, else I cannot expect you to do

yours. All here are well, and send love.— I am your affec-

tionate father, Walter Scott."

" To the Same.

" Edinburgh, 15th May 1821.

" Dear Walter,— I have your letter of May 6th, to which

it is unnecessary to reply very particularly. I would only

insinuate to you that the lawyers and gossips of Edinburgh,

whom your military politeness handsomely classes together in

writing to a lawyer, know and care as little about the 18th

as they do about the 19th, 20th, or 21st, or any other regi-

mental number which does not happen for the time to be at

Piershill, or in the Castle. Do not fall into the error and

pedantry of young military men, who, living much together,

are apt to think themselves and their actions the subject of

much talk and rumour among the public at large.— I will

transcribe Fielding's account of such a person, whom he met
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with ?n his voyage to Lisbon, which will give two or three

hours excellent amusement when you choose to peruse it:—
' In his conversation it is true there was something military enough,

as it consisted chiefly of oaths, and of the great actions and wise say-

ings of Jack, Will, and Tom of ours, a phrase eternally in his mouth
and he seemed to conclude that it conveyed to all the officers such a

degree of public notoriety and importance that it entitled him, like the

head of a profession, or a first minister, to be the subject of conversa-

tion amongst those who had not the least personal acquaintance with

Kim.'

Avoid this silly narrowness of mind, my dear boy, which only

makes men be looked on in the world with ridicule and con-

tempt. Lawyer and gossip as I may be, I suppose you will

allow I have seen something of life in most of its varieties

;

as much at least as if I had been, like you, eighteen months

in a cavalry regiment, or, like Beau Jackson in Roderick

Random, had cruized for half-a-year in the chops of the

Channel. Now, I have never remarked any one, be he sol-

dier, or divine, or lawyer, that was exclusively attached to

the narrow habits of his own profession, but what such per-

son became a great twaddle in good society, besides what is

of much more importance, becoming narrow-minded, and ig-

norant of all general information.

" That this letter may not be unacceptable in all its parts,

I enclose your allowance without stopping anything for the

hackney. Take notice, however, my dear Walter, that this

is to last you till mid-summer.—We came from Abbotsford

yesterday, and left all well, excepting that Mr. Laidlaw lost

his youngest child, an infant, very unexpectedly. We found

Sophia, Lockhart, and their child, in good health, and at

send love.— I remain your affectionate father,

" Walter Scott."

" To Walter Scott, Esq., 18th Hussars.

" Edinburgh, 26th May 1821.

" My Dear Walter,— I see you are of the mind of the ir-

ritable prophet Jonah, who persisted in maintaining • he did
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well to be angry,' even when dispating with Omnipotence. 1

am aware that Sir David is considered as a severe and ill-

tempered man ; and I remember a story that, when report

came to Europe that Tippoo's prisoners (of whom Baird was

one) were chained together two and two, his mother said,

' God pity the poor lad that's chained to our Davie.* But

though it may be very true that he may have acted towards

you with caprice and severity, yet you are always to re-

member,— 1st, That in becoming a soldier you have sub-

jected )ourself to the caprice and severity of superior offi-

cers, and have no comfort except in contemplating the pros-

pect of commanding others in your turn. In the meanwhile,

you have in most cases no remedy so useful as patience and

submission. But, 2dly, As you seem disposed to admit that

you yourselves have been partly to blame, I submit to you,

that in turning the magnifying end of the telescope on Sir

D.'s faults, and the diminishing one on your own, you take

the least useful mode of considering the matter. By study-

ing his errors, you can acquire no knowledge that will be

useful to you till you become Commander-in-Chief in Ire-

land,— whereas, by reflecting on your own, Cornet Scott and

his companions may reap some immediate moral advantage.

Your fine of a dozen of claret, upon any one who shall in-

troduce females into your mess in future, reminds me of the

rule of a country club, that whoever • behaved ungenteel,'

should be fined in a pot of porter. Seriously, I think there

was bad taste in the style of the forfeiture.

" I am well pleased with your map, which is very business-

like. There was a great battle fought between the English

and native Irish near the Blackwater, in which the former

were defeated, and Bagenal the Knight-Marshal killed. Is

there any remembrance of this upon the spot ? There is a

clergyman in Lismore, Mr. John Graham— originally, that is

by descent, a borderer. He lately sent me a manuscript which

I intend to publish, and I wrote to him enclosing a cheque on

Coutts. I wish you could ascertain if he received my letter

lafe. You can call upon him with my compliments. You
VOL. vi. 7
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need only say I was desirous to know if he had received a

letter from me lately. The manuscript was written by a cer-

tain Mr. Gwynne, a Welsh loyalist in the great Civil War
and afterwards an officer in the guards of Charles II. This

will be an object for a ride to you.*

" I presided last night at the dinner of the Celtic Society,

' all plaided and plumed in their tartan array/ and such jump-

ing, skipping, and screaming you never saw. Chief-Baron

Shepherd dined with us, and was very much pleased with the

extreme enthusiasm of the Gael when liberated from the thral-

dom of breeches. You were voted a member by acclamation,

which will cost me a tartan dress for your long limbs when you

come here. If the King takes Scotland in coining or going to

Ireland (as has been talked of), I expect to get you leave to

come over.— I remain your affectionate father,

" Walter Scott."

" P. S.— I beg you will not take it into your wise noddle

that I will act either hastily or unadvisedly in your matters.

I have been more successful in life than most people, and

know well how much success depends, first upon desert, and

then on knowledge of the carte de pays."

The following letter begins with an allusion to a visit

which Captain Fergusson, his bride, and his youngest

sister, Miss Margaret Fergusson, had been paying at Dit-

ton Park :
—

" To the Lord Montagu, Sfc. fyc.

" Edinburgh, 21st May 1821.

" My Dear Lord,— I was much diverted with the account

of Adam and Eve's visit to Ditton, which, with its surrounding

* The Rev. John Graham is known as the author of a " History of

*he Siege of Londonderry," "Annals of Ireland," and various politi-

cal tracts. Sir Walter Scott published Gwynne's Memoirs, with 9

Preface, &c. in 1822.
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moat, might make no bad emblem of Eden, but for the absence

of snakes and fiends. He is a very singular fellow ; for, with

all his humour and knowledge of the world, he by nature is a

remarkably shy and modest man, and more afraid of the possi-

bility of intrusion than would occur to any one who only sees

him in the full stream of society. His sister Margaret is ex-

tremely like him in the turn of thought and of humour, and

he has two others who are as great curiosities in their way.

The eldest is a complete old maid, with all the gravity and

shyness of the character, but not a grain of its bad humour or

spleen ; on the contrary, she is one of the kindest and most

motherly creatures in the world. The second, Mary, was in

her day a very pretty girl ; but her person became deformed,

and she has the sharpness of features with which that circum-

stance is sometimes attended. She rises very early in the

morning, and roams over all my wild land in the neighbour-

hood, wearing the most complicated pile of handkerchiefs of

different colours on her head, and a stick double her own
height in her hand, attended by two dogs, whose powers of

yelping are truly terrific. With such garb and accompani-

ments, she has very nearly established the character in the

neighbourhood of being something no canny— and the urchins

of Melrose and Darnick are frightened from gathering hazel-

nuts and cutting wands in my cleugh, by the fear of meeting

the daft lady. With all this quizzicality, I do not believe there

ever existed a family with so much mutual affection and such

an overflow of benevolence to all around them, from men and

women down to hedge-sparrows and lame ass-colts, more than

one of which they have taken under their direct and special

protection.

" I am sorry there should be occasion for caution in the case

of little Duke Walter, but it is most lucky that the necessity is

early and closely attended to. How many actual valetudi-

narians have outlived all their robust contemporaries, and at-

tained the utmost verge of human life, without ever having

enjoyed what is usually called high health. This is taking the

very worst view of the case, and supposing the constitution
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habitually delicate. But how often has the strongest and

best confirmed health succeeded to a delicate childhood—

•

and such, I trust, will be the Duke's case. I cannot help

thinking that this temporary recess from Eton may be made
subservient to Walter's improvement in general literature, and

particularly in historical knowledge. The habit of reading

useful, and at the same time entertaining books of history, is

often acquired during the retirement which delicate health in

convalescence imposes on us. I remember we touched on this

point at Ditton ; and I think again, that though classical learn-

ing be the Shibboleth by which we judge, generally speaking,

of the proficiency of the youthful scholar, yet, when this has

been too exclusively and pedantically impressed on his mind as

the one thing needful, he very often finds he has entirely a

new course of study to commence, just at the time when life

is opening all its busy or gay scenes before him, and when

study of any kind becomes irksome.

" For this species of instruction I do not so much approve

of tasks and set hours for serious reading, as of the plan of

endeavouring to give a taste for history to the youths them-

selves, and suffering them to gratify it in their own way, and

at their own time. For this reason I would not be very scru-

pulous what books they began with, or whether they began at

the middle or end. The knowledge which we acquire of free

will and by spontaneous exertion, is like food eaten with appe-

tite— it digests well, and benefits the system ten times more

than the double cramming of an alderman. If a boy's atten-

tion can be drawn in conversation to any interesting point of

history, and the book is pointed out to him where he will find

the particulars conveyed in a lively manner, he reads the pas-

sage with so much pleasure that he very naturally recura to

the book at the first unoccupied moment, to try if he carno*

pick more amusement out of it ; and when once a lad gets the

spirit of information, he goes on himself with little trouble but

that of selecting for him the best and most agreeable books. 1

think Walter has naturally some turn for history and historical

anecdote, and would be disposed to read as much as couia be
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wished in that most useful line of knowledge ;— for in the

eminent situation he is destined to by his birth, acquaintance

with the history and institutions of his country, and her rela-

tive position with respect to others, is a sine qua non to his

discharging its duties with propriety. All this is extremely

like prosing, so I will harp on that string no longer.

" Kind compliments to all at Ditton
;
you say nothing of

your own rheumatism. I am here for the session, unless the

wind should blow me south to see the coronation, and I think

800 miles rather a long journey to see a show.

u I am always, my dear Lord,

" Yours very affectionately,

" Walter Scott
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CHAPTER LII.

Illness and Death of John Ballantyne — Extract from his

Pocketbook— Letters from Blair-Adam — Castle-Campbell

— Sir Samuel Shepherd— " Bailie Mackay" fyc.— Corona-

tion of George IV.— Correspondence with James Hogg and

Lord Sidmouth— Letter on the Coronation— Anecdotes—
Allan Cunningham's Memoranda — Completion of Chan-

trey's Bust.

1821.

On the 4th of June, Scott being then on one of his

short Sessional visits to Abbotsford, received the pafhful

intelligence that his friend John Ballantyne's maladies

had begun to assume an aspect of serious and even im-

mediate danger. The elder brother made the communica-

tion in these terms :
—

" To Sir Walter Scott, Bart, of Abbotsford, Melrose.

" Edinburgh, Sunday, 3d June 1821.

" Dear Sir,— I have this morning had a most heart-break-

ing letter from poor John, from which the following is an

extract. You will judge how it has affected me, who, with all

his peculiarities of temper, love him very much. He says—
' A spitting of blood has commenced, and you may guess the

situation into which I am plunged. We are all accustomed to

consider death as certainly inevitable; but his obvious ap»
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proach is assuredly the most detestable and abhorrent feeling

to which human nature can be subject.'

" This is truly doleful. There is something in it more abso-

lutely bitter to my heart than what I have otherwise suffered.

I look back to my mother's peaceful rest, and to my infant's

blessedness— if life be not the extinguishable worthless spark

which I cannot think it— but here, cut off in the very middle

of life, with good means and strong powers of enjoying it, and

nothing but reluctance and repining at the close— I say the

truth when I say that I would joyfully part with my right arm,

to avert the approaching result. Pardon this, dear sir ; my
heart and soul are heavy within me. ********
************** with the deepest respect

and gratitude, J. B."

At the date of this letter, the invalid was in Roxburgh-

shire ; but he eame to Edinburgh a day or two afterwards,

and died there on the 1 6th of the same month. I accom-

panied Sir Walter when one of their last interviews took

place, and John's deathbed was a thing not to be forgot-

ten. We sat by him for perhaps an hour, and I think

half that space was occupied with his predictions of a

speedy end, and details of his last will, which he had just

been executing, and which lay on his coverlid ; the other

half being given, five minutes or so at a time, to questions

and remarks, which intimated that the hope of life was

still flickering before him— nay, that his interest in all

its concerns remained eager. The proof-sheets of a volume

of his Novelist's Library lay also by his pillow ; and he

passed from them to his will, and then back to them, as

by jerks and starts the unwonted veil of gloom closed

upon his imagination, or was w :thdrawn again. He had,

as he said, left his great *riend and patron £2000 towards

the completion of the new library at Abbotsford, — and

the spirit of the auctioneer virtuoso flashed up as he be-
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gan to describe what would, he thought, be the best style

and arrangement of the book-shelves. He was interrupted

by an agony of asthma, which left him with hardly any

signs of life ; and ultimately he did expire in a fit of the

same kind. Scott was visibly and profoundly shaken by

this scene and its sequel. As we stood together a few

days afterwards, while they were smoothing the turf over

John's remains in the Canongate Churchyard, the heavens,

which had been dark and slaty, cleared up suddenly, and

the midsummer sun shone forth in his strength. Scott,

ever awake to the " skiey influences," cast his eye along

the overhanging line of the Calton Hill, with its gleaming

walls and towers, and then turning to the grave again, " I

feel," he whispered in my ear, " I feel as if there would

be less sunshine for me from this day forth."

As we walked homewards, Scott told me, among other

favourable traits of his friend, one little story which I

must not omit. He remarked one day to a poor student

of divinity attending his auction, that he looked as if he

were in bad health. The young man assented with a sigh.

" Come," said Ballantyne, " I think I ken the secret of a

sort of draft that would relieve you— particularly," he

added, handing him a cheque for £5 or £10— " particu-

larly, my dear, if taken upon an empty stomach."

John died in his elder brother's house in St. John

Street ; a circumstance which it gives me pleasure to re-

cord, as it confirms the impression of their affectionate

feelings towards each other at this time, which the reader

must have derived from James's letter to Scott last quoted.

Their confidence and cordiality had undergone consider-

able interruption in the latter part of John's life ; but the

close was in all respects fraternal.

A year and half before John's exit,— namely, on the las.
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jay of 1819,— he happened to lay his hand on an old

pocket-book, which roused his reflections, and he filled two

or three of its pages with a brief summary of the most

active part of his life, which I think it due to his charac-

ter, as well as Sir Walter Scott's, to transcribe in this

place.

"31st Dec. 1819. In moving a bed from the fire-place to

day up stairs, I found an old memorandum-book, which enables

me to trace the following recollections of this day, the last of

the year.

" 1801. A shopkeeper in Kelso ; at this period my diffi-

culties had not begun in business; was well, happy, and 27

years old ; new then in a connexion which afterwards gave me
great pain, but can never be forgotten.

"1802. 28 old: In Kelso as before— could scarcely be

happier— hunted, shot, kept ****** '

s company, and neg-

lected business, the fruits whereof I soon found.

"1803. 29: Still fortunate, and happy from same cause.

James in Edinburgh thriving as a printer. When I was en-

nuied at home, visited him. Business neglected every way.

" 1804. 30 : Material change
;
getting into difficulties ; all

wrong, and changes in every way approaching.

" 1805. 31 : All consummated ; health miserable all sum-

mer and * * * * designated in an erased mem. the scoundrel.

I yet recollect the cause— can I ever forget it ? My furni-

ture, goods, &c. sold at Kelso, previous to my going to Edin-

burgh to become my brother's clerk; whither I did go, for

which God be praised eternally, on Friday, 3d January 1806,

on £200 a-year. My effects at Kelso, with labour, paid my
debts, and left me pennyless.

" From this period till 1808. 34 : I continued in this situa-

tion— then the scheme of a bookselling concern in Hanover

Street was adopted, which I was *o manage; it was £300

%-year, and one fourth of the profits besides.

" 1809. 35 : Ahead/ the business in Hanover Street get-
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ting into difficulty, from our ignorance of its nature, and most

extravagant and foolish advances from its funds to the print-

ing concern. I ought to have resisted this, but I was thought-

less, although not young, or rather reckless, and lived on as

long as I could make ends meet.

"1810. 36: Bills increasing— the destructive system of

accommodations adopted.

"1811. 37: Bills increased to a most fearful degree. Sii

Wm. Forbes & Co. shut their account. No bank would dis-

count with us, and everything leading to irretrievable failure.

" 1812. 38 : The first partner stepped in, at a crisis so tre-

mendous, that it shakes my soul to think of it. By the most

consummate wisdom, and resolution, and unheard of exertions,

he put things in a train that finally (so early as 1817) paid

even himself (who ultimately became the sole creditor of the

house) in full, with a balance of a thousand pounds.

" 1813. 39 : In business as a literary auctioneer in Prince's

Street ; from which period to the present I have got gradually-

forward, both in that line and as third of a partner of the works

of the Author of Waverley, so that I am now, at 45, worth

about (I owe £2000) £5000, with, however alas ! many
changes—my strong constitution much brokbn ; my father

and mother dead, and James estranged— the chief enjoy-

meiit and glory of my life being the possession of the friend-

ship and confidence of the greatest of men."

In communicating John's death to the Cornet, Sir Wal-

er says, " I have had a very great loss in poor John Bal-

lantyne, who is gone, after a long illness. He persisted

to the very last in endeavoring to take exercise, in which

he was often imprudent, and was up and dressed the very

.ffiorning before his death. In his will the grateful creature

has left me a legacy of £2000, liferented, however, by

bis wife ; and the rest of his little fortune goes betwixt

\iis two brothers. I shall miss him very much, both

in business, and as an easy and lively companion, who
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was eternally active and obliging in whatever I had to

do."

I am sorry to take leave of John Ballantyne with the

remark, that his last will was a document of the same

class with too many of his states and calendars. So far

from having £2000 to bequeath to Sir Walter, he died as

he had lived, ignorant of the situation of his affairs, and

deep in debt.*

The two following letters, written at Blair-Adam, where

the Club were, as usual, assembled for the dog-days, have

been selected from among several which Scott at this time

addressed to his friends in the South, with the view of

promoting Mr. Mackay's success in his debut on the Lon-

don boards as Bailie Jarvie.

" To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.

" The immediate motive of my writing to you, my dearest

friend, is to make Mrs. Agnes and you aware that a Scots per-

former, called Mackay, is going up to London to play Bailie

Nicol Jarvie for a single night at Covent Garden, and to beg

you of all dear loves to go and see him ; for, taking him in

that single character, I am not sure I ever saw anything in my
\ife possessing so much truth and comic effect at the same time

:

ue is completely the personage of the drama, the purse-proud

consequential magistrate, humane and irritable in the same

moment, and the true Scotsman in every turn of thought and

* No specimen of John's inaccuracy as to business-statements could

tk pointed out more extraordinary than his assertion in the above
sketch oi' his career, that the bookselling concern, of which he had had
the management, was finally wound up with a balance of £1000 in

favour of the first partner. At the time he refers to (1817), John's

fame was on floating bills to the extent of at least £10,000, represent-

ing part of the debt which had been accumulated on the bookselling

house, and which, on its dissolution, was assumed by the printing com-

pany in the Canongate. [1839.]
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action ; his variety of feelings towards Rob Roy, whom he

likes, and fears, and despises, and admires, and pities all at

once, is exceedingly well expressed. In short, I never saw a

part better sustained, certainly ; I pray you to collect a party

of Scotch friends to see it. I have written to Sotheby to the

same purpose, but I doubt whether the exhibition will prove

as satisfactory to those who do not know the original from

which the resemblance is taken. I observe the English de*

mand (as is natural) broad caricature in the depicting of

national peculiarities: they did so as to the Irish till Jack

Johnstone taught them better, and at first I should fear Mac-

kay's reality will seem less ludicrous than Liston's humorous

extravagances. So let it not be said that a dramatic genius

of Scotland wanted the countenance and protection of Joanna

Baillie : the Doctor and Mrs. Baillie will be much diverted if

they go also, but somebody said to me that they were out of

town. The man, I am told, is perfectly respectable in his life

and habits, and consequently deserves encouragement every

way. There is a great difference betwixt his bailie and all his

other performances : one would think the part made for him,

and him for the part— and yet I may do the poor fellow injus-

tice, and what we here consider as a falling off may arise from

our identifying Mackay so completely with the worthy Glas-

gow magistrate, that recollections of Nicol Jarvie intrude upon

us at every corner, and mar the personification of any other

part which he may represent for the time.

" I am here for a couple of days with our Chief Commis-

sioner, late Willie Adam, and we had yesterday a delightful

itroll to Castle-Campbell, the Rumbling Brig, Cauldron Linns,

&c. The scenes are most romantic, and I know not by what

fatality it has been, that living within a step of them, I never

visited any of them before. We had Sir Samuel Shepherd

with us, a most delightful person, but with too much English

fidgetiness about him for crags and precipices,— perpetually

afraid that rocks would give way under his weight which had

over-brow'd the torrent for ages, and that good well-rooted

trees, moored so as to resist ten thousand tempests, would fal?
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became he g. «ped one of their branches ; he must certainly

be a firm belie> >r in the simile of the lover of your native

land, who complavs

—

• I leant my ba»A unto an aik,

I thought it was •* trusty tree,

But first it bow'd * id then it brake,' &c. &c. &c*

Certes these Southrons lack mu^h the habits of the wood an

wilderness,— for here is a man of taste and genius, a fine schol-

ar and a most interesting companion, haunted with fears that

would be entertained by no shopkeeper from the Lucken-

booths or the Saut Market. A sort of Cockneyism of one

kind or another pervades their men ol professional habits,

whereas every Scotchman, with very few exceptions, holds

country exercises of all kinds to be part of his nature, and is

ready to become a traveller, or even a soldier on the slightest

possible notice. The habits of the moorfowl shooting, salmon-

fishing, and so forth, may keep this much up among the gen-

try, a name which our pride and pedigree extend so much

wider than in England ; and it is worth notice that these

amusements, being cheap and tolerably easy come at by all

the petty dunnywassals, have a more general influence on

the national character than fox-hunting, which is confined

to those who can mount and keep a horse worth at least

100 guineas. But still this hardly explains the general and

wide difference betwixt the countries in this particular. Hap-

pen how it will, the advantage is much in favour of Scotland:

it is true that it contributes to prevent our producing such

very accomplished lawyers, divines, or artisans f as when the

* Ballad of the Marchioness of Douglas, " O waly, waly, up yon

bank! " &c.

t The great engineer, James Watt of Birmingham — in whose talk

jteott took much delight— told him, that though hundreds probably

of his northern countrymen had sought employment at his establish-

ment, he never could get one of them to become a first-rate artisan.

'Many of them," said he, " were too good for that, and rose to be val-

able clerks and book-keepers; but those incapable of this so** of ad-
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whole mind is bent with undivided attention upon attaining

one branch of knowledge,— but it gives a strong and mus-

cular character to the people in general, and saves men from

all sorts of causeless fears and flutterings of the heart, which

give quite as much misery as if there were real cause for en-

tertaining apprehension. This is not furiously to the purpose

of my letter, which, after recommending Monsieur Mackay,

was to tell you that we are all well and happy. Sophia is

getting stout and pretty, and is one of the wisest and most

important little mammas that can be seen anywhere. Her

bower is tigged in gude green wood, and we went last Sat-

urday in a body to enjoy it, and to consult about furniture

;

and we have got the road stopt which led up the hill, so it

is now quite solitary and approached through a grove of

trees, actual well grown trees, not Lilliputian forests like

those of Abbotsford. The season is dreadfully backward.

Our ashes and oaks are not yet in leaf, and will not be, I

think, in anything like full foliage this year, such is the

rigour of the east winds.— Always, my dear and much re-

spected friend, most affectionately yours, W. Scott.

" Blair-Adam, 11 June 1821,

In full sight of Lochleven.

" P. S.— Pray read, or have read to you by Mrs. Agnes,

the Annals of the Parish. Mr. Gait wrote the worst trage-

dies ever seen, and has now written a most excellent novel.,

if it can be called so."

" To the Lord Montagu, 8fc. fyc. , London.

" Blair-Adam, June 11, 1821.

"My Dear Lord,— There is a man going up from Ed-

inburgh to play one night at Covent Garden, whom, as

vancement had always the same insuperable aversion to toiling so long

at any one point of mechanism as to gain the highest wages among
me workmen." I have no doubt Sir Walter was thinking of Mr
Watt's remark when he wrote the sentence in the text.
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having the very unusual power of presenting on the stage

a complete Scotsman, I am very desirous y
rou should see.

He plays Bailie Nicol Jarvie in Rob Roy, but with a degree

of national truth and understanding, which makes the part

equal to anything I have ever seen on the stage, and I

have seen all the best comedians for these forty years. I

wish much, if you continue in town till he comes up, that

you would get into some private box and take a look of

him. Sincerely, it is a real treat— the English will not en-

joy it, for it is not broad enough, or sufficiently caricatured

for their apprehensions, but to a Scotsman it is inimitable,

and you have the Glasgow Bailie before you, with all his

bustling conceit and importance, his real benevolence, and

his irritable habits. He will want in London a fellow who,

in the character of the Highland turnkey, held the back-

hand to him admirably well. I know how difficult it is for

folks of condition to get to the theatre, but this is worth an

exertion,— and besides, the poor man (who I understand is

very respectable in private life) will be, to use an admirable

simile (by which on^ of your father's farmers persuaded the

Duke to go to hear his son, a probationer in divinity, preach

his first sermon in the town of Ayr), like a cow in a fremd

loaning, and glad of Scots countenance.

" I am glad the Duke's cold is better— his stomach will

not be put to those trials which ours underwent in our youth,

when deep drinking was the fashion. I hope he will always

be aware, however, that his is not a strong one.

" Campbell's Lives of the Admirals is an admirable book,

and I would advise your Lordship e'en to redeem your pledge

to the Duke on some rainy day. You do not run the risk

.rom the perusal which my poor mother apprehended. She

always alleged it sent her eldest son to the navy, and did not

see with indifference any of her younger olive branches en-

gaged with Campbell except myself, who stood in no danger

of the cockpit or quarter-deck. I would not swear for Lord

Jchn though. Your Lordship's tutor was just such a well-

meaning person as mine, who used to take from me old Lind-
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Bay of Pitscottie, and set me down to get by heart Rolling

infernal list of the Shepherd Kings, whose hard names could

have done no good to any one on earth, unless he had wished

to raise the devil, and lacked language to conjure with.— Al-

ways, my dear Lord, most truly yours,

" Walter Scott."

The coronation of George IV., preparations for which

were (as has been seen) in active progress by March

1820, had been deferred, in consequence of the unhappy

affair of the Queen's Trial. The 19th of July 1821, was

now announced for this solemnity, and Sir Walter re-

solved to be among the spectators. It occurred to him

that if the Ettrick Shepherd were to accompany him, and

produce some memorial of the scene likely to catch the

popular ear in Scotland, good service might thus be done

to the cause of loyalty. But this was not his only con-

sideration. Hogg had married a handsome and most es-

timable young woman, a good deal above his own original

rank in life, the year before ; and expecting with her a

dowry of £1000, he had forthwith revived the grand am-

bition of an earlier day, and become a candidate for an

extensive farm on the Buccleuch estate, at a short dis-

tance from Altrive Lake. Various friends, supposing his

worldly circumstances to be much improved, had sup-

ported his application, and Lord Montagu had received it

in a manner for which the Shepherd's letters to Scott ex-

press much gratitude. Misfortune pursued the Shepherd

— the unforeseen bankruptcy of his wife's father inter-

rupted the stocking of the sheep-walk ; and the arable

part of the new possession was sadly mismanaged by him-

self. Scott hoped that a visit to London, and a coronation

j>oem, or pamphlet, might end in some pension or post

that would relieve these difficulties, and he wrote to Hogg,
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arging him to come to Edinburgh, and embark with him

for the great city. Not doubting that this proposal would

be eagerly accepted, he, when writing to Lord Sidmouth,

to ask a place for himself in the Hall and Abbey of West-

minster, mentioned that Hogg was to be his companion,

and begged suitable accommodation for him also. Lord

Sidmouth, being overwhelmed with business connected

with the approaching pageant, answered by the pen of

the Under-Secretary of State, Mr. Hobhouse, that Sir

Walter's wishes, both as to himself and the Shepherd,

should be gratified, provided they would both dine with

him the day after the coronation, in Richmond Park,

" where," says the letter before me, " his Lordship will

invite the Duke of York and a few other Jacobites to

meet you." All this being made known to the tenant of

Mount-Benger, he wrote to Scott, as he says, " with the

tear in his eye," to signify, that if he went to London he

must miss attending the great annual Border fair, held on

St. Boswell's Green, in Roxburghshire, on the 18th of

every July ; and that his absence from that meeting so

soon after entering upon business as a store-farmer, would

be considered by his new compeers as highly imprudent

and discreditable. " In short," James concludes, " the

thing is impossible. But as there is no man in his Majes-

ty's dominions admires his great talents for government,

and the energy and dignity of his administration, so much

as I do, I will write something at home, and endeavour

\p give it you before you start." The Shepherd probably

expected that these pretty compliments would reach the

royal ear; but however that may have been, his own

Muse turned a deaf ear to him— at least I never heard

of anything that he wrote on this occasion.

Scott embarked without him, on board a new steam-ship
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called the City of Edinburgh, which, as he suggested to

the master, ought rather to have been christened the New
Reekie. This vessel was that described and lauded in the

following letter :
—

" To the Lord Montagu, fyc. &fc.

" Edinburgh, July 1, 1821.

" My Dear Lord,— I write just now to thank you for

your letter. I have been on board the steam-ship, and am so

delighted with it, that I think I shall put myself aboard for

the coronation. It runs at nine knots an hour (me ipso teste)

against wind and tide, with a deck as long as a frigate's to

walk upon, and to sleep on also, if you like, as I have always

preferred a cloak and a mattress to these crowded cabins.

This reconciles the speed and certainty of the mail-coach

with the ease and convenience of being on shipboard. So

I really think I will run up to see the grandee show, and

run down again. I scorn to mention economy, though the

expense is not one-fifth, and that is something in hard times,

especially to me, who to choose, would always rather travel

in a public conveyance, than with my domestic's good com-

pany in a po-chay.

" But now comes the news of news. I have been instigat-

ing the great Caledonian Boar, James Hogg, to undertake a

similar trip— with the view of turning an honest penny, to

help out his stocking, by writing some sort of Shepherd's Let-

ers, or the like, to put the honest Scots bodies up to this

whole affair. I am trying with Lord Sidmouth to get him

a place among the newspaper gentry to see the ceremony.

It is seriously worth while to get such a popular view of the

whole as he will probably hit off".

" I have another view for this poor fellow. You have heard

»f the lloyal Literary Society, and how they propose to distrib-

ute solid pudding, alias pensions, to men of genius. It is, I

lhink, a very problematical matter, whether it will do the

good which is intended ; but if they do mean to select worthy
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objects of encouragement, I really know nobody that has a

better or an equal claim to poor Hogg. Our friend Villiers

takes a great charge of this matter, and good-naturedly for-

gave my stating to him a number of objections to the first

concoction, which was to have been something resembling the

French Academy. It has now been much modified. Perhaps

there may be some means fallen upon, with your Lordship's

assistance, of placing Hogg under Mr. Villiers' view. I would

have done so myself, but only I have battled the point against

the whole establishment so keenly, that it would be too bad to

bring forward a protege' of my own to take advantage of it.

They intended at one time to give pensions of about £100

a year to thirty persons. I know not where they could find

half-a-dozen with such pretensions as the Shepherd's.

" There will be risk of his being lost in London, or kid-

napped by some of those ladies who open literary menageries

for the reception of lions. I should like to see him at a rout

of blue-stockings. I intend to recommend him to the protec-

tion of John Murray the bookseller ; and I hope he will come

equipped with plaid, kent, and colley.*

" I wish to heaven Lord Melville would either keep the Ad-

miralty, or in Hogg's phrase—
I would eagerly press him

The keys of the east to require,'—

for truly the Board of Control is the Corn Chest for Scotland,

where we poor gentry must send our younger sons, as we send

wir black cattle to the south.— Ever most truly yours,

"Walter Scott."

From London, on the day after the coronation, Sir

Walter addressed a letter descriptive of the ceremonial to

nis friend James Ballantyne, who published it in his news-

* Kent is the shepherd's staff— CoUey his dog. Scott alludes to

he old song of the Lea Rig—
" Nae Ir.erds wi' kent and colley there," &c.
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paper. It has been sino3 reprinted— but not in any co,

lection of Scott's own writings ; and I therefore insert u

here. It will probably possess considerable interest for

the student of English history and manners in future

times ; for the coronation of George the Fourth's successor

was conducted on a vastly inferior scale of splendour and

expense— and the precedent of curtailment in any such

matters is now seldom neglected.

" To the Editor of the Edinburgh Weekly Journal

"London, July 20th, 1821.

" Sir,— I refer you to the daily papers for the details of the

great National Solemnity which we witnessed yesterday, and

will hold my promise absolved by sending a frw general re-

marks upon what I saw with surprise amounting to astonish-

ment, and which I shall never forget. It is, indeed, impossible

to conceive a ceremony more august and imposing in all its

parts, and more calculated to make the deepest impression

both on the eye and on the feelings. The most minute atten-

tion must have been bestowed to arrange all the subordinate

parts in harmony with the rest ; so that, amongst so much anti-

quated ceremonial, imposing singular dresses, duties, and char-

acters, upon persons accustomed to move in the ordinary rou-

ine of society, nothing occurred either awkward or ludicrous

which could mar the general effect of the solemnity. Con-

sidering that it is but one step from the sublime to the ridicu-

lous, I own I consider it as surprising that the whole ceremonial

of the day should have passed away without the slightest cir-

cumstance which could derange the general tone of solemn

peeling which was suited to the occasion.

" You must have heard a full account of the only disagree-

able event of the day. I mean the attempt of the misguided

lady, who has la' ely furnished so many topics of discussion, to

intrude herself upon a ceremonial, where, not being in her

proper place, to be present in any other must have been volun*
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tary degradation. That matter is a fire of straw which has

now burnt to the very embers, and those who try to blow it

into life again, will only blacken their hands and noses, like

mischievous children dabbling among the ashes of a bonfire. It

seems singular, that being determined to be present at all

hazards, this unfortunate personage should not have procured

a Peer's ticket, which, I presume, would have insured her ad-

mittance. I willingly pass to pleasanter matters.

" The effect of the scene in the Abbey was beyond measure

magnificent. Imagine long galleries stretched among the aisles

of that venerable and august pile— those which rise above the

altar pealing back their echoes to a full and magnificent choir

of music— those which occupied the sides filled even to crowd-

ing with all that Britain has of beautiful and distinguished, and

the cross-gallery most appropriately occupied by the West-

minster schoolboys, in their white surplices, many of whom
might on that day receive impressions never to be lost during

the rest of their lives. Imagine this, I say, and then add the

spectacle upon the floor,— the altar surrounded by the Fathers

of the Church— the King encircled by the Nobility of the land

and the Counsellors of his throne, and by warriors wearing the

honoured marks of distinction bought by many a glorious dan-

ger ;
— add to this the rich spectacle of the aisles crowded with

waving plumage, and coronets, and caps of honour, and the

sun, which brightened and saddened as if on purpose, now
beaming in full lustre on the rich and varied assemblage, and

now darting a solitary ray, which catched, as it passed, the

glittering folds of a banner, or the edge of a group of battle-

axes or partizans, and then rested full on some fair form, 4 the

cynosure of neighbouring eyes,' whose circlet of diamonds

glistened under its influence. Imagine all this, and then tell

He if I have made my journey of four hundred miles to little

purpose. I do not love your cui bono men, and therefore I

will not be pleased if you ask me in the damping tone of

lullen philosophy, what good all this has done the spectators ?

If we restrict life to its real animal wants and necessities, we
•hall indeed be satisfied with ' food, clothes, and fire

;

' but
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Divine Providence, who widened our sources of enjoyment be-

yond those of the animal creation, never meant that we should

bound our wishes within such narrow limits ; and I shrewdly

suspect that those non est tanti gentlefolks only depreciate the

natural and unaffected pleasure which men like me receive

from sights of splendour and sounds of harmony, either be-

cause they would seem wiser than their simple neighbours at

the expense of being less happy, or because the mere pleasure

of the sight and sound is connected with associations of a

deeper kind, to which they are unwilling to yield themselves.

" Leaving these gentlemen to enjoy their own wisdom, I

still more pity those, if there be any, who (being unable to

detect a peg on which to hang a laugh) sneer coldly at this

solemn festival, and are rather disposed to dwell on the ex-

pense which attends it, than on the generous feelings which it

ought to awaken. The expense, so far as it is national, has

gone directly and instantly to the encouragement of the British

manufacturer and mechanic ; and so far as it is personal to the

persons of rank attendant upon the Coronation, it operates as

a tax upon wealth and consideration for the benefit of poverty

and industry ; a tax willingly paid by the one class, and not

the less acceptable to the other because it adds a happy holi-

day to the monotony of a life of labour.

" But there were better things to reward my pilgrimage

than the mere pleasures of the eye and ear ; for it was impos-

sible, without the deepest veneration, to behold the voluntary

and solemn interchange of vows betwixt the King and his

assembled People, whilst he, on the one hand, called God Al-

mighty to witness his resolution to maintain their laws and

privileges, whilst they called, at the same moment, on the

Divine Being, to bear witness that they accepted him for their

liege Sovereign, and pledged to him their love and their duty.

I cannot describe to you the effect produced by the solemn,

/et strange mixture of the words of Scripture, with the shouts

and acclamations of the assembled multitude as they answered

*o the voice of the Prelate, who demanded of them whether

they acknowledged as their Monarch the Prince who claimed
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-he sovereignty in their presence. It was peculiarly delightful

to see the King receive from the royal brethren, but in partic-

ular from the Duke of York, the fraternal kiss in which they

acknowledged their sovereign. There was an honest tender-

ness, an affectionate and sincere reverence in the embrace

interchanged betwixt the Duke of York and his Majesty, that

approached almost to a caress, and impressed all present with

the electrical conviction, that the nearest to the throne in

blood was the nearest also in affection. 1 never heard plaudits

given more from the heart than those that were thundered

upon the royal brethren when they were thus pressed to each

other's bosoms,— it was an emotion of natural kindness, which,

bursting out amidst ceremonial grandeur, found an answer in

every British bosom. The King seemed much affected at this

and one or two other parts of the ceremonial, even so much so

as to excite some alarm among those who saw him as nearly as

I did. He completely recovered himself, however, and bore

(generally speaking) the fatigue of the day very well. I learn

from one near his person, that he roused himself with great

energy, even when most oppressed with heat and fatigue, when

any of the more interesting parts of the ceremony were to be

performed, or when anything occurred which excited his per-

sonal and immediate attention. When presiding at the ban-

quet, amid the long line of his Nobles, he looked ' every inch a

King ;

' and nothing could exceed the grace with which he

accepted and returned the various acts of homage rendered

to him in the course of that long day.

" It was also a very gratifying spectacle to those who think

like me, to behold the Duke of Devonshire and most of the

distinguished Whig nobility assembled round the throne on

this occasion
;
giving an open testimony that the differences of

political opinions are only skin-deep wounds, which assume at

rimes an angry appearance, but have no real effect on the

Wholesome constitution of the country.

" If you ask me to distinguish who bore him best, and ap-

peared most to sustain the character we annex to the assist-

ants in such a solemnity, I have no hesitation to name Lord



120 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

Londonderry, who, in the magnificent robes of the Garter,

with the cap and high plume of the order, walked alone, and

by his fine face and majestic person formed an adequate rep-

resentative of the order of Edward III., the costume of which

was worn by his Lordship only. The Duke of Wellington,

with all his laurels, moved and looked deserving the baton,

which was never grasped by so worthy a hand. The Marquis

of Anglesea showed the most exquisite grace in managing hia

horse, notwithstanding the want of his limb, which he left at

Waterloo. I never saw so fine a bridle-hand in my life, and I

am rather a judge of ' noble horsemanship.' Lord Howard's

horse was worse bitted than those of the two former noblemen,

but not so much so as to derange the ceremony of retiring back

out of the Hall.

" The Champion was performed (as of right) by young Dy-

mocke, a fine-looking youth, but bearing, perhaps, a little too

much the appearance of a maiden-knight to be the challenger

of the world in a King's behalf. He threw down his gaunt-

let, however, with becoming manhood, and showed as much
horsemanship as the crowd of knights and squires around

him would peimit to be exhibited. His armour was in good

taste, but his nhield was out of all propriety, being a round

rondache, or Highland target, a defensive weapon which it

would have bo»en impossible to use on horseback, instead of

being a three-corner'd, or heater-shield, which in time of the

tilt was suspected round the neck. Pardon this antiquarian

scruple, which, you may believe, occurred to few but myself.

On the whole, this striking part of the exhibition somewhat

disappointed me, for I would have had the Champion less

embarrassed by his assistants, and at liberty to put his horse

on the grand pas. And yet the young Lord of Scrivelsbaye

looked and behaved extremely well.

" Returning to the subject of costume, I could not but ad-

mire what I had previously been disposed much to criticise,

— I mean the fancy dress of the Privy-Councillors, which

was of white and blue satin, with trunk hose and mantles,

after the fashion of Queen Elizabeth's time. Separately, s«
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gay a garb had an odd effect on the persons of elderly or

ill-made men ; bnt when the whole was thrown into one

general body, all these discrepancies disappeared, and you

no more observed the particular manner or appearance of

an individual, than you do that of a soldier in the battalion

which marches past you. The whole was so completely har-

monized in actual colouring, as well as in association, with

the general mass of gay and gorgeous and antique dress

which floated before the eye, that it was next to impossible

to attend to the effect of individual figures. Yet a Scots-

man will detect a Scotsman amongst the most crowded as-

semblage, and I must say that the Lord Justice-Clerk of

Scotland * showed to as great advantage in his robes of

Privy-Councillor, as any by whom that splendid dress was

worn on this great occasion. The common court-dress used

by the Privy-Councillors at the last coronation must have

had a poor effect in comparison of the present, which formed

a gradation in the scale of gorgeous ornament, from the un-

wieldy splendour of the heralds, who glowed like huge masses

of cloth of gold and silver, to the more chastened robes and

ermine of the Peers. I must not forget the effect produced

by the Peers placing their coronets on their heads, which

was really august.

" The box assigned to the foreign Ambassadors presented

a most brilliant effect, and was perfectly in a blaze with dia-

monds. When the sunshine lighted on Prince Esterhazy, in

particular, he glimmered like a galaxy. I cannot learn posi-

tively if he had on that renowned coat which has visited all

the courts of Europe save ours, and is said to be worth

£100,000, or some such trifle, and which costs the Prince

£100 or two every time he puts it on, as he is sure to lose

pearls to that amount. This was a hussar dress, but splen-

did in the last degree
;
perhaps too fine for good taste— at

least it would have appeared so anywhere else. Beside the

Prince sat a good-humoured lass, who seemed all eyes and

ears (his daughter-in-law I believe), who wore as many dia-

* Scott's schoolfellow, the Right Hon. D. Boyle.
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monds as if they had been Bristol stones. An honest Persian

was also a remarkable figure, from the dogged and imper-

turbable gravity with which he looked on the whole scene,

without ever moving a limb or a muscle during the space

of four hours. Like Sir Wilful Witwoud, I cannot find that

your Persian is orthodox; for if he scorned everything else,

there was a Mahometan paradise extended on his right hand

along the seats which were occupied by the peeresses and

their daughters, which the prophet himself might have looked

on with emotion. I have seldom seen so many elegant and

beautiful girls as sat mingled among the noble matronage of

the land ; and the waving plumage of feathers, which made

the universal head-dress, had the most appropriate effect in

setting off their charms.

" I must not omit that the foreigners, who are apt to con-

sider us as a nation en frac, and without the usual ceremonials

of dress and distinction, were utterly astonished and delighted

to see the revival of feudal dresses and feudal grandeur when

the occasion demanded it, and that in a degree of splendour

which they averred they had never seen paralleled in Europe.

" The duties of service at the Banquet, and of attendance

in general, were performed by pages drest very elegantly in

Henri Quatre coats of scarlet, with gold lace, blue sashes,

white silk hose, and white rosettes. There were also mar-

shal's-men for keeping order, who wore a similar dress, but

of blue, and having white sashes. Both departments were

filled up almost entirely by young gentlemen, many of them

of the very first condition, who took these menial characters

to gain admission to the show. When I saw many of my
young acquaintance thus attending upon their fathers and

kinsmen, the Peers, Knights, and so forth, I could not help

thinking of Crabbe's lines, with a little alteration :
—

'Twas schooling pride to see the menial wait,

Smile on his father, and receive his plate.

\t must be owned, however, that they proved but indifferent

ralets, and were very apt, like the clown in the pantomime,
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to eat the cheer they should have handed to their masters,

and to play other tours de page, which reminded me of the

caution of our proverb • not to man yourself with your kin.'

The Peers, for example, had only a cold collation, while the

Aldermen of London feasted on venison and turtle ; and

Bimilar errors necessarily befell others in the confusion of

the evening. But these slight mistakes, which indeed were

not known till afterwards, had not the slightest effect on the

general grandeur of the scene.

" I did not see the procession between the Abbey and Hall.

In the morning a few voices called Queen ! Queen ! as Lord

Londonderry passed, and even when the Sovereign appeared.

But these were only signals for the loud and reiterated ac-

clamations in which these tones of discontent were completely

drowned. In the return, no one dissonant voice intimated the

least dissent from the shouts of gratulation which poured from

every quarter ; and certainly never Monarch received a more

general welcome from his assembled subjects.

" You will have from others full accounts of the variety of

entertainments provided for John Bull in the Parks, the Biver,

in the Theatres, and elsewhere. Nothing was to be seen or

heard but sounds of pleasure and festivity ; and whoever saw

the scene at any one spot, was convinced that the whole pop-

ulation wits assembled there, while others found a similar con-

course of revellers in every different point. It is computed

that about five hundred thousand people shared in

the Festival in one way or another; and you may imagine

the excellent disposition by which the people were animated,

when I tell you, that, excepting a few windows broken by a

small body-guard of ragamuffins, who were in immediate at-

tendance on the Great Lady in the morning, not the slight-

est political violence occurred to disturb the general harmony
— and that the assembled populace seemed to be universally

actuated by the spirit of the day— loyalty, namely, and good-

humour. Nothing occurred to damp those happy dispositions

;

the weather was most propitious, and the arrangements so per-

fect, that no accident of any kind is reported as having taken
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place. — And so concluded the coronation of George IVv
whom God long preserve. Those who witnessed it have

seen a scene calculated to raise the country in their opin-

ion, and to throw into the shade all scenes of similar mag-

nificence, from the Field of the Cloth of Gold down to the

present day. I remain, your obedient servant,

"An Eye-Witness."

At the close of this brilliant scene, Scott received a

mark of homage to his genius which delighted him not

less than Laird Nippy's reverence for the Sheriff's Knoll>

and the Sheffield cutler's dear acquisition of his signature

on a visiting ticket. Missing his carriage, he had to re-

turn home on foot from Westminster, after the banquet—

-

that is to say, between two or three o'clock in the morn-

ing ;
— when he and a young gentleman his companion

found themselves locked in the crowd, somewhere near

Whitehall, and the bustle and tumult were such that his

friend was afraid some accident might happen to the lame

limb. A space for the dignitaries was kept clear at that

point by the Scots Greys. Sir Walter addressed a ser-

geant of this celebrated regiment, begging to be allowed

to pass by him into the open ground in the middle of the

street. The man answered shortly, that his orders were

strict— that the thing was impossible. While he was

endeavouring to persuade the sergeant to relent, some

new wave of turbulence approached from behind, and his

young companion exclaimed in a loud voice, " Take care,

Sir Walter Scott, take care !
" The stalwart dragoon, on

hearing the name, said, " What ! Sir Walter Scott ? He
shall get through anyhow ! " He then addressed the sol-

diers near him— " Make room, men, for Sir Walter Scott,

our illustrious countryman !

" The men answered, " fcir

Walter Scott ! — God bless him !
"— and he was in <i

moment within the guarded line of safety.
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I shall now take another extract from the memoranda

with which I have been favoured by my friend Allan

Cunningham. After the particulars formerly quoted about

Scott's sitting to Chantrey in the spring of 1820, he pro-

ceeds as follows :
—

M I saw Sir Walter again, when he attended the coronation,

n 1821. In the meantime his bust had been wrought in

marble, and the sculptor desired to take the advantage of his

visit to communicate such touches of expression or lineament

as the new material rendered necessary. This was done with

a happiness of eye and hand almost magical : for five hours

did the poet sit, or stand, or walk, while Chantrey's chisel waa

passed again and again over the marble, adding something at

every touch.

"
' Well, Allan,' he said, when he saw me at this last sitting,

4 were you at the coronation ? it was a splendid sight.'— ' No,

Sir Walter,' I answered,— * places were dear and ill to get : I

am told it was a magnificent scene : but having seen the pro-

cession of King Crispin at Dumfries, I was satisfied.' I said

this with a smile : Scott took it as I meant it, and laughed

heartily. * That's not a bit better than Hogg,' he said. * He
stood balancing the matter whether to go to the coronation or

the fair of Saint Boswell— and the fair carried it.'

" During this conversation, Mr. Bolton the engineer came

in. Something like a cold acknowledgment passed between

the poet and him. On his passing into an inner room, Scott

said, 4 1 am afraid Mr. Bolton has not forgot a little passage

that once took place between us. We met in a public com-

pany, and in reply to the remark of some one, he said, " That's

like the old saying,— in every quarter of the world you will

find a Scot, a rat, and a Newcastle grindstone." This touched

my Scotch spirit, and I said, " Mr. Bolton, you should have

added— and a Brummagem button." There was a laugh at

this, and Mr. Bolton replied, " We make something better in

Birmingham than buttons— we make steam-engines, sir."

"
I like Bolton,' thus continued Sir Walter ; * he is a brav4
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man,— and who can dislike the brave ? He showed this on a

remarkable occasion. He had engaged to coin for some foreign

prince a large quantity of gold. This was found out by some

desperadoes, who resolved to rob the premises, and as a pre-

liminary step tried to bribe the porter. The porter was an

honest fellow, — he told Bolton that he was offered a hundred

pounds to be blind and deaf next night. Take the money
was the answer, and I shall protect the place. Midnight cam*

— the gates opened as if by magic— the interior doors, secured

with patent locks, opened as of their own accord — and three

men with dark lanterns entered and went straight to the gold.

Bolton had prepared some flax steeped in turpentine— he

dropt fire upon it, a sudden light filled all the place, and with

his assistants, he rushed forward on the robbers,— the leader

Baw in a moment he was betrayed, turned on the porter, and

shooting him dead, burst through all obstruction, and with an

ingot of gold in his hand, scaled the wall and escaped.'

"
' That is quite a romance in robbing,' I said;— and I had

nearly said more, for the cavern scene and death of Meg Mer-

rilees rose in my mind ;
— perhaps the mind of Sir Walter was

taking the direction of the Solway too, for he said, ' How long

have you been from Nithsdale ? '— 'A dozen years.' ' Then

you will remember it well. I was a visitor there in my youth

;

my brother was at Closeburn school, and there I found Cree-

hope Linn, a scene ever present to my fancy. It is at once

fearful and beautiful. The stream jumps down from the moor-

lands, saws its way into the freestone rock of a hundred feet

deep, and, in escaping to the plain, performs a thousand va-

garies. In one part it has actually shaped out a little chapel,

— the peasants call it the Sutors Chair. There are sculptures

on the sides of the linn too, not such as Mr Chantrey casts,

but etchings scraped in with a knife perhaps, or a harrow-

tooth.— Did you ever hear,' said Sir Walter, 'of Patrick

Maxwell, who, taken prisoner by the King's troops, escaped

from them on his way to Edinburgh, by flinging himself into

<hat dreadful linn on Moffat water, called the Douglasses Beef-

tub ?
'
—

' Frequently,' I answered ;
' the country abounds with
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anecdotes of those days : the popular feeling sympathizes with

the poor Jacobites, and nas recorded its sentiments in many a

tale and many a verse.'— 4 The Ettrick Shepherd has col-

lected not a few of those things,' said Scott, ' and I suppose

many snatches of song may yet be found.'— C. * I have

gathered many such things myself, Sir Walter, and as I still

propose to make a collection of all Scottish songs of poetic

merit, I shall work up many of my stray verses and curious

anecdotes in the notes.'— S. 4 1 am glad that you are about

such a thing ; any help which 1 can give you, you may com-

mand; ask me any questions, no matter how many, I shall

answer them if I can. Don't be timid in your selection ; our

ancestors fought boldly, spoke boldly, and sang boldly too. I

can help you to an old characteristic ditty not yet in print :
—

' There dwalt a man into the wast,

And O go he was cruel,

For on his bridal night at e'en

He gat up and grat for gruel.

1 They brought to him a gude sheep's head,

A bason, and a towel
;

Gar take thae whim-whams far frae me,

I winna want my gruel.'

14 C.— 'I never heard that verse before : the hero seems re-

lated to the bridegroom of Nithsdale—
4 The bridegroom grat as the sun gade down,

The bridegroom grat as the sun gade down

;

To ony man I'll gie a hunder marks sae free,

This night that will bed wi' a bride for me.'

" S.— 'A cowardly loon enough. 1 know of many crumbs

and fragments of verse which will be useful to your work ; the

Border was once peopled with poets, for every one that could

fight could make ballads, some of them of great power and

pathos. Some such people as the minstrels were living less

than a century ago.'— C. ' I knew a man, the last of a race

of district tale-tellers, who used to boast of the golden days of
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his youth, and say, that the world, with all its knowledge, was
grown sixpence a-day worse for him/— S. ( How was that ?

how did he make his living ?— by telling tales, or singing bal-

lads ?
'— C. 'By both : he had a devout tale for the old, and a

merry song for the young ; he was a sort of beggar/— S.
1 Out upon thee, Allan— dost thou call that begging ? Why,
man, we make our bread by story-telling, and honest bread

it is/"

I ought not to close this extract without observing that

Sir F. Chantrey presented the original bust, of which

Mr. Cunningham speaks, to Sir Walter himself; by

whose remotest descendants it will undoubtedly be held

in additional honour on that account. The poet had the

further gratification of learning that three copies were

executed in marble before the original quitted the studio

:

One for Windsor Castle— a second for Apsley House—
and a third for the friendly sculptor's own private collec-

tion. The casts of this bust have since been multiplied

beyond perhaps any example whatever.

Sir Walter returned to Scotland in company with his

friend William Stewart Rose ; and they took the way by

Stratford-upon-Avon, where, on the wall of the room in

which Shakspeare is supposed to have been born, the

autograph of these pilgrims may still, I believe, be traced.
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CHAPTER Lni.

Publication of Mr. Adolphus's Letters on the Authorship of

Waverley.

1821.

During Scott's visit to London in July 1821, there

appeared a work which was read with eager curiosity and

delight by the public— with much private diversion be-

sides by his friends— and which he himself must have

gone through with a very odd mixture of emotions. I

allude to the volume entitled " Letters to Richard Heber,

Esq., containing critical remarks on the series of novel*

beginning with Waverley, and an attempt to ascertain

their author ; " which was soon known to have been

penned by Mr. John Leycester Adolphus, a distinguished

alumnus of the University then represented in Parlia-

ment by Sir Walter's early friend Heber. Previously to

the publication of these letters, the opinion that Scott

was the author of Waverley had indeed become well set-

tled in the English, to say nothing of the Scottish mind

;

a great variety of circumstances, external as well as in-

ternal, had by degrees cooperated to its general establish-

ment : yet there were not wanting persons who still

dissented, or at least affected to dissent from it. It was

reserved for the enthusiastic industry, and admirable in-

genuity of this juvenile academic, *o set the question at
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rest by an accumulation of critical evidence which no

Bophistry could evade, and yet produced in a style of such

high-bred delicacy, that it was impossible for the hitherto

' veiled prophet ' to take the slightest offence with the

hand that had for ever abolished his disguise. The only

sceptical scruple that survived this exposition, was ex-

tinguished in due time by Scott's avowal of the sole and

unassisted authorship of Lis novels ; and now Mr. Adol-

phus's Letters have shared the fate of other elaborate

arguments, the thesis of which has ceased to be contro-

verted. Hereafter, I am persuaded, his volume will be

revived for its own sake ; — but, in the meantime, regard-

ing it merely as forming, by its original effect, an epoch

in Scott's history, I think it my duty to mark my sense of

its importance in that point of view, by transcribing the

writer's own summary of its

" CONTENTS.

" Letter I. — Introduction — General reasons for believing the nov-

els to have been written by the author of Marmion.
" Letter II.— Resemblance between the novelist and poet in their

*

tastes, studies, and habits of life, as illustrated by their works— Both

Scotchmen— Habitual residents in Edinburgh— Poets— Antiquaries

— German and Spanish scholars — Equal in classical attainment—
Deeply read in British history— Lawyers— Fond of field sports— Of

dogs— Acquainted with most manly exercises— Lovers of military

lubjects— The novelist apparently not a soldier.

"Letter III. — The novelist is, like the poet, a man of good soci-

ety— His stories never betray forgetfulness of honourable principles,

or ignorance of good manners— Spirited pictures of gentlemanly char-

acter— Colonel Mannering— Judicious treatment of elevated histori-

cal personages— The novelist quotes and praises most contemporary

poets, except the author of Marmion— Instances in which the poet has

appeared to slight his own unacknowledged, but afterwards avowed

productions.

"Letter IV.— Comparison of the works themselves— All distin-

guished by good morals and good sense— The latter particularly

ihown in the management of character — Prose style — its genersk
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eatures— Plainness and facility— Grave banter — Manner of telling

a short story— Negligence — Scotticisms— Great propriety and cor-

rectness occasionally, and sometimes unusual sweetness.

" Letter V.— Dialogue in the novels and poems— Neat colloquial

turns in the former, such as cannot be expected in romantic poetry—
Happy adaptation of dialogue to character, whether merely natural, or

artificially modified, as by profession, local habits, &c.— Faults of

dialogue, as connected with character of speakers— Quaintness of

language and thought— Bookish air in conversation— Historical per-

sonages alluding to their own celebrated acts and sayings— Unsuc-

cessful attempts at broad vulgarity— Beauties of composition peculiar

to the dialogue— Terseness and spirit— These qualities well displayed

in quarrels; but not in scenes of polished raillery— Eloquence.

" Letter VI. — The poetry of the author of Marmion generally

characterized — His habits of composition and turn of mind as a poet,

compared with those of the novelist— Their descriptions simply con-

ceived and composed, without abstruse and far-fetched circumstances

or refined comments— Great advantage derived by both from acci-

dental combinations of images, and the association of objects in the

mind with persons, events, &c.— Distinctness and liveliness of effect

in narrative and description— Narrative usually picturesque or dra-

matic, or both— Distinctness, &c. of effect, produced in various ways
— Striking pictures of individuals— Their persons, dress, &c. — De-

scriptions sometimes too obviously picturesque— Subjects for painters

— Effects of light frequently noticed and finely described— Both

writers excel in grand and complicated scenes— Among detached and

occasional ornaments, the similes particularly noticed — Their fre-

quency and beauty— Similes and metaphors sometimes quaint, and

Dursued too far.

" Letter VII. — Stories of the two writers compared— These are

generally connected with true history, and have their scene laid in a

real place— Local peculiarities diligently attended to— Instances in

nrhich the novelist and poet have celebrated the same places— they

frequently describe these as seen by a traveller (the hero or some other

principal personage) for the first time— Dramatic mode of relating

story— Soliloquies— Some scenes degenerate into melodrame— Lyri-

cal pieces introduced sometimes too theatrically— Comparative unim-

portance of heroes— Various causes of this fault— Heroes rejected by

ladies, and marrying others whom they had before slighted— Personal

struggle between a civilized and a barbarous hero— Chara/^-ers re-

sembling each other— Female portraits in general — Fathers and

daughters— Characters in Paul's Letters— Wychffe and Risingham
— Glossin and Hatteraick— Other characters compared— Long peri-
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ods of time abruptly passed over— Surprises, unexpected discoveries,

&c. — These sometimes too forced and artificial — Frequent recourse t«

the marvellous— Dreams well described— Living persons mistaken

for spectres — Deaths of Burley, Risingham, and Rashleigh.

" Letter VIII.— Comparison of particular passages— Descriptions

— Miscellaneous thoughts— Instances in which the two writers have

resorted to the same sources of information, and borrowed the same in-

cidents, &c.— Same authors quoted by both — the poet, like the nov-

elist, fond of mentioning his contemporaries, whether as private friends

or as men publicly distinguished— Author of Marmion never notices

the Author of Waverley (see Letter III.)— Both delight in frequently

introducing an antiquated or fantastic dialect— Peculiarities of ex-

pression common to both writers — Conclusion."

I wish I had space for extracting copious specimens of

the felicity with which Mr. Adolphus works out these

various points of his problem. As it is, I must be con-

tented with a narrow selection — and I shall take two or

three of the passages which seem to me to connect them-

selves most naturally with the main purpose of my own
compilation.

" A thorough knowledge and statesmanlike understanding

of the domestic history and politics of Britain at various and

distant periods ; a familiar acquaintance with the manners and

prevailing spirit of former generations, and with the characters

and habits of their most distinguished men, are of themselves

no cheap or common attainments ; and it is rare indeed to find

them united with a strong original genius, and great brilliancy

of imagination. We know, however, that the towering poet

pf Flodden-field is also the diligent editor of Swift and Dry-

den, of Lord Somers's Tracts, and of Sir Ralph Sadler's State

Papers ; that in these and other parts of his literary career he

has necessarily plunged deep into the study of British history,

biography, and antiquities, and that the talent and activity

which he brought to these researches have been warmly

seconded by the zeal and liberality of those who possessed

the amplest and rarest sources of information. ' The mus«

*bund him,' as he himself said long ago, ' engaged in the pur-
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3uit of historical and traditional antiquities, and the excursions

which he has made in her company have been of a nature

which increases his attachment to his original study.' Are we

then to suppose, that another writer has combined the same

powers of fancy with the same spirit of investigation, the same

perseverance, and the same good fortune ? and shall we not

rather believe, that the labour employed in the illustration of

Dryden has helped to fertilize the invention which produce*

Montrose and Old Mortality ?

" However it may militate against the supposition of his

being a poet, I cannot suppress my opinion, that our novelist

is a 'man of law.' He deals out the peculiar terms and

phrases of that science (as practised in Scotland) with a free-

dom and confidence beyond the reach. of any uninitiated per-

son. If ever, in the progress of his narrative, a legal topic

presents itself (which very frequently happens), he neither

declines the subject, nor timidly slurs it over, but enters as

largely and formally into all its technicalities, as if the case

were actually 'before the fifteen.' The manners, humours,

and professional bavardage of lawyers, are sketched with all

the ease and familiarity which result from habitual observa-

tion. In fact, the subject of law, which is a stumbling-block to

others, is to the present writer a spot of repose ; upon this

theme he lounges and gossips, he is discinctus et soleatus, and,

at times, almost forgets that when an author finds himself at

home and perfectly at ease, he is in great danger of failing

asleep. — If, then, my inferences are correct, the unknown
writer who was just now proved to be an excellent poet, must

also be pronounced a follower of the law : the combination is

so unusual, at least on this side of the Tweed, that, as Juvenal

«ays on a different occasion—

bimembn
Hoc monstrum puero, vel mirandis sub aratro

Piscibus inventis, et foetae comparo mulae.'

Nature nas indeed presented us with one such prodigy in the

author of Marmion ; and it is probable, that in the author of
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Waverley, we only see the same specimen under a different

aspect ; for, however sportive the goddess may be, she has too

much wit and invention to wear out a frolic by many repeti-

tions

" A striking characteristic of both writers is their ardent

love of rural sports, and all manly and robust exercises.

—

But the importance given to the canine race in these works

ought to be noted as a characteristic feature by itself. I have

seen some drawings by a Swiss artist, who was called the

Raphael of cats ; and either of the writers before us might, by

a similar phrase, be called the Wilkie of dogs. Is it necessary

to justify such a compliment by examples ? Call Yarrow, or

Lufra, or poor Fangs, Colonel Mannering's Plato, Henry Mor-

ton's Elphin, or Hobbie Elliot's Kilbuck, or Wolfe of Avenel

Castle :— see Fitz-James's hounds returning from the pursuit

of the lost stag—
4 Back limped with slow and crippled pace

The sulky leaders of the chase.'

or swimming after the boat which carries their Master—
4 With heads erect and whimpering cry

The hounds behind their passage ply.'

See Captain Clutterbuck's dog quizzing him when he missed a

bird, or the scene of 4 mutual explanation and remonstrance

'

between ' the venerable patriarchs old Pepper and Mustard,'

and Henry Bertram's rough terrier Wasp. If these instances

are not sufficient, turn to the English blood-hound assailing

the young Buccleuch—
4 And hark ! and hark ! the deep-mouthed bark

Comes nigher still and nigher;

Bursts on the path a dark blood-hound,

His tawny muzzle tracked the ground,

And his red eye shot fire.

Soon as the wildered child saw he,

He flew at him right furiouslie. . .

I ween you would have saen with joy

The bearing of the gallant boy
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So fierce he struck, the dog, afraid,

At cautious distance hoarsely bayed,

But still in act to spring.'

Or Lord Ronald's deer-hounds, in the haunted forest of Glen-

finlas

—

'Within an hour return'd each hound;

In rush'd the rousers of the deer;

They howl'd in melancholy sound,

Then closely couch beside the seer

Sudden the hounds erect their ears,

And sudden cease their moaning howl

;

Close press'd to Moy, they mark their fears

By shivering limbs, and stifled growl.

Untouch'd the harp began to ring,

As softly, slowly, oped the door,' &c.

Or look at Cedric the Saxon, in his antique hall, attended by

his greyhounds and slowhounds, and the terriers which ' waited

with impatience the arrival of the supper; but with the sa-

gacious knowledge of physiognomy peculiar to their race,

forbore to intrude upon the moody silence of their master.'

To complete the picture, ' One grisly old wolf-dog alone,

with the liberty of an indulged favourite, had planted him-

self close by the chair of state, and occasionally ventured to

solicit notice by putting his large hairy head upon his master's

knee, or pushing his nose into his hand. Even he was re-

pelled by the stern command, " Down, Balder, down ! I am
not in the humour for foolery."

'

" Another animated sketch occurs in the way of simile :
—

* The interview between Ratcliffe and Sharpitlaw had an as-

pect different from all these. They sate for five minutes

silent, on opposite sides of a small table, and looked fixedly

it each other, with a sharp, knowing, and alert cast of coun-

tenance, not unmingled with an inclination to laugh, and

resembled, more than anything else, two dogs, who, prepar-

ing for a game at romps, are seen to couch down, and re-

main in that posture for a little time, watching each other's

novements, and waiting which shall begin the game.'
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" Let me point out a still more amusing study of canine

life :
' While the Antiquary was in full declamation, Juno,

who held him in awe, according to the remarkable instinct

by which dogs instantly discover those who like or dislike

them, had peeped several times into the room, and, encoun-

tering nothing very forbidding in his aspect, had at length

presumed to introduce her full person, and finally, becoming

bold by impunity, she actually ate up Mr. Oldbuck's toast, as,

looking first at one, then at another of his audience, he re-

peated with self-complacence—
" Weave the warp, and weave the woof." '

—

You remember the passage in the Fatal Sisters, which, by

the way, is not so fine as in the original— But, hey-day

!

my toast has vanished ! I see which way — Ah, thou type of

womankind, no wonder they take offence at thy generic ap-

pellation ! "— (So saying, he shook his fist at Juno, who

scoured out of the parlour.)

" In short, throughout these works, wherever it is possible

for a dog to contribute in any way to the effect of a scene,

we find there the very dog that was required, in his proper

place and attitude. In Branksome Hall, when the feast was

over—
' The stag-hounds, weary with the chase,

Lay stretched upon the rushy floor,

And urged, in dreams, the forest race

From Teviot-stone to Eskdale-moor.'

The gentle Margaret, when she steals secretly from the

castle.

' Pats the shaggy blood-hound

As he rouses him up from his lair.'

"When Waverley visits the Baron of Bradwardine, in his con

cealment at Janet Gellatly's, Ban and Buscar play their parts

in every point with perfect discretion ; and in the joyous com-

pany that assembles at Little Veolan, on the Baron's enlarge-

ment, these honest animals are found 'stuffed to the throa*
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with food, in the liberality of Macwheeble's joy/ and ' snoring

on the floor.' In the perilous adventure of Henry Bertram,

at Portanferry gaol, the action would lose half its interest,

without the by-play of little Wasp. At the funeral cere-

mony of Duncraggan (in the Lady of the Lake), a principal

mourner is

' Stuniah, who, the bier beside,

His master's corpse with wonder eyed

;

Poor Stumah ! whom his least halloo

Could send like lightning o'er the dew.'

Ellen Douglas smiled (or did not smile)

' to see the stately drake,

Lead forth his fleet upon the lake,

While her vexed spaniel from the beach,

Bayed at the prize beyond his reach.'

I will close this growing catalogue of examples with one of

the most elegant descriptions that ever sprang from a poet'a

fancy :
—

' Delightful praise ! like summer rose,

That brighter in the dew-drop glows,

The bashful maiden's cheek appeared,

For Douglas spoke, and Malcolm heard.

The flush of shame-faced joy to hide,

The hounds, the hawk, her cares divide

;

The loved caresses of the maid
The dogs with crouch and whimper paid

;

And, at her whistle, on her hand,

The falcon took his favourite stand,

Closed his dark wing, relaxed his eye,

Nor, though unhooded, sought to fly.'*****
" Their passion for martial subjects, and their success in

treating them, form a conspicuous point of resemblance be-

tween the novelist and poet. No writer has appeared in

our age (and few have ever existed) who could vie with

the author of Marmion in describing battles and marches,

*nd all the terrible grandeur of war, except the author of
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Waverley. Nor is there any man of original genius and

powerful inventive talent as conversant with the military

character, and as well schooled in tactics, as the author of

Waverley, except the author of Marmion. Both seem to

exult in camps, and to warm at the approach of a soldier.

In every warlike scene that awes and agitates, or dazzles

and inspires, the poet triumphs ; but where any effect is to

be produced by dwelling on the minutite of military habits

and discipline, or exhibiting the blended hues of individual

humour and professional peculiarity, as they present them-

selves in the mess-room or the guard-room, every advantage

is on the side of the novelist. I might illustrate this posi-

tion by tracing all the gradations of character marked out

in the novels, from the Baron of Bradwardine to Tom
Halliday : but the examples are too well known to require

enumeration, and too generally admired to stand in need

of panegyric. Both writers, then, must have bestowed a

greater attention on military subjects, and have mixed more

frequently in the society of soldiers, than is usual with per-

sons not educated to the profession of arms.

" It may be asked, why we should take for granted that

the writer of these novels is not himself a member of the

military profession ? The conjecture is a little improbable

if we have been right in concluding that the minuteness and

multiplicity of our author's legal details are the fruit of his

own study and practice, although the same person may cer-

tainly, at different periods of life, put on the helmet and the

wig, the gorget and the band ; attend courts and lie in trenches;

head a charge and lead a cause. I cannot help suspecting,

however (it is with the greatest diffidence I venture the re-

mark), that in those warlike recitals which so strongly interest

the great body of readers, an army critic would discover sev-

eral particulars that savour more of the amateur than of the

practised campaigner. It is not from any technical impro-

prieties (if such exist) that I derive this observation, but, on

the contrary, from a too great minuteness and over-curious

diligence, at times perceptible in the military details ; which,
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ftmidst a seeming fluency and familiarity, betray, I think,

here and there, the lurking vestiges of labour and contriv-

ance, like the marks of pickaxes in an artificial grotto.

The accounts of operations in the field, if not more circum-

stantial than a professional author would have made them,

are occasionally circumstantial on points which such an au-

thor would have thought it idle to dwell upon. A writer

who derived his knowledge of war from experience would,

no doubt, like the author of Waverley, delight in shaping

out imaginary manoeuvres, or in filling up the traditional

outline of those martial enterprises and conflicts, which have

found a place in history
;
perhaps, too, he would dwell on

these parts of his narrative a little longer than was strictly

necessary ; but in describing (for example) the advance of a

party of soldiers, threatened by an ambuscade, he would

scarcely think it worth while to relate at large that the cap-

tain ' re-formed his line of march, commanded his soldiers to

unsling their firelocks and fix their bayonets, and formed an

advanced and rear-guard, each consisting of a non-commis-

sioned officer and two privates, who received strict orders to

keep an alert look-out
:

' or that when the enemy appeared,

* he ordered the rear-guard to join the centre, and both to

close up to the advance, doubling his files, so as to occupy

with his column the whole practicable part of the road,' &c.

Again, in representing a defeated corps retiring and pressed

by the enemy, he would probably never think of recording

(as our novelist does in his incomparable narrative of the

engagement at Drumclog) that the commanding-officer gave

such directions as these — ' Let Allan form the regiment,

and do you two retreat up the hill in two bodies, each halt-

ing alternately as the other falls back. I'll keep the rogues

in check with the rear-guard, making a stand and facing from

time to time.' I do not offer these observations for the pur-

pose of depreciating a series of military pictures, which have

never been surpassed in richness, animation, and distinctness

;

will own, too, that such details as I have pointed out are the

attest that could be selected for the generality of novel read
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ers ; I merely contend, that a writer practically acquainted

with war would either have passed over these circumstances

as too common to require particular mention, or if he had

thought it necessary to enlarge upon these, would have dwelt

with proportionate minuteness on incidents of a less ordinary

kind, which the recollections of a soldier would have readily

supplied, and his imagination would have rested on with com-

placency. He would, in short, have left as little undone for

the military, as the present author has for the legal part of

his narratives. But the most ingenious writer who attempts

to discourse with technical familiarity on arts or pursuits with

which he is not habitually conversant, will too surely fall into

a superfluous particularity on common and trivial points, pro-

portioned to his deficiency in those nicer details which imply

practical knowledge."

' The prince of darkness is a gentleman.' *

" Another point of resemblance between the author of Wa-
verley and him of Flodden Field is, that both are unquestion-

ably men of good society. Of the anonymous writer I infer

this from his works ; of the poet it is unnecessary to deduce

such a character from his writings, because they are not

anonymous. I am the more inclined to dwell upon this merit

in the novelist, on account of its rarity ; for among the whole

multitude of authors, well or ill educated, who devote them-

selves to poetry or to narrative or dramatic fiction, how few

there are who give any proof in their works, of the refined

taste, the instinctive sense of propriety, the clear spirit of

honour, nay, of the familiar acquaintance with conventional

forms of good-breeding, which are essential to the character of

a gentleman ! Even of the small number who, in a certain

Jegree, possess these qualifications, how rarely do we find

one who can so conduct his fable, and so order his dialogue

throughout, that nothing shall be found eithei repugnant to

honourable feelings, or inconsistent with polished manners •

How constantly^ even in the best works of fiction, are we di»

* King Lear, Act III. Scene 4.
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gusted with such offences against all generous principle, as the

reading of letters by those for whom they were not intended

;

taking advantage of accidents to overhear private conversa-

tion ; revealing what in honour should have remained secret

;

plotting against men as enemies, and at the same time making

use of their services ; dishonest practices on the passions or

sensibilities of women by their admirers ; falsehoods, not always

indirect ; and an endless variety of low artifices, which ap-

pear to be thought quite legitimate if carried on through

subordinate agents. And all these knaveries are assigned to

characters which the reader is expected to honour with hia

Bympathy, or at least to receive into favour before the story

concludes.

•* The sins against propriety in manners are as frequent

and as glaring. I do not speak of the hoyden vivacity, harlot

tenderness, and dancing-school affability, with which vulgar

novel-writers always deck out their countesses and princi-

pessas, chevaliers, dukes, and marquises ; but it would be easy

to produce, from authors of a better class, abundant instances

of bookish and laborious pleasantry, of pert and insipid gossip

or mere slang, the wrecks, perhaps, of an obsolete fashionable

dialect, set down as the brilliant conversation of a witty and

elegant society ; incredible outrages on the common decorum

of life, represented as traits of eccentric humour ; familiar

raillery pushed to downright rudeness ; affectation or ill-breed-

ing over-coloured so as to become insupportable insolence

;

extravagant rants on the most delicate topics indulged in be-

fore all the world ; expressions freely interchanged between

gentlemen, which, by the customs of that class, are neither

used nor tolerated ; and quarrels carried on most bombasti-

cally and abusively, even to mortal defiance, without a thought

bestowed upon the numbers, sex, nerves, or discretion of the

bystanders.

" You will perceive, that in recapitulating the offences of

other writers, I have pronounced an indirect eulogium on the

Author of Waverley. No man, I think, has a clearer view of

vhat is just and honourable in principle and conduct, or poi
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Besses in a higher degree that elegant taste, and that chival-

rous generosity of feeling, which, united with exact judgment,

give an author the power of comprehending and expressing,

not merely the right and fit, but the graceful and exalted in

human action. As an illustration of these remarks, a some-

what homely one perhaps, let me call to your recollection the

incident, so wild and extravagant in itself, of Sir Piercie Shaf-

ton's elopement with the miller's daughter. In the address

and feeling with which the author has displayed the high-

minded delicacy of Queen Elizabeth's courtier to the un-

guarded village nymph, in his brief reflections arising out of

this part of the narrative, and indeed in his whole conception

and management of the adventure, I do not know whether the

moralist or the gentleman is most to be admired : it is impossi-

ble to praise too warmly either the sound taste, or the virtuous

sentiment which have imparted so much grace and interest to

such a hazardous episode.

" It may, I think, be generally affirmed, on a review of all

the six-and-thirty volumes, in which this author has related

the adventures of some twenty or more heroes and heroines

(without counting second-rate personages), that there is not

an unhandsome action or degrading sentiment recorded of

any person who is recommended to the full esteem ot the

reader. To be blameless on this head, is one of the strongest

proofs a writer can give of honourable principles implanted by

education and refreshed by good society.

" The correctness in morals is scarcely more remarkable

than the refinement and propriety in manners, by which these

novels are distinguished. Where the character of a gentle-

man is introduced, we generally find it supported without

affectation or constraint, and often with so much truth, ani-

mation, and dignity, that we forget ourselves into a longing to

behold and converse with the accomplished creature of imagi

nation. It is true that the volatile and elegant man of wit

and pleasure, and the gracefully fantastic petite-maitresse, are

a species of character scarcely ever attempted, and even the

few sketches we meet with in this style are not worthy of sa
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great a master. But the aristocratic country gentleman, the

ancient lady of quality, the gallant cavalier, the punctilious

young soldier, and the jocund veteran, whose high mind is

mellowed, not subdued by years, are drawn with matchless

vigour, grace, and refinement. There is, in all these creations,

a spirit of gentility, not merely of that negative kind which

avoids giving offence, but of a strong, commanding, and per-

vading quality, blending unimpaired with the richest humour

and wildest eccentricity, and communicating an interest and

an air of originality to characters which, without it, would be

wearisome and insipid, or would fade into commonplace. In

Waverley, for example, if it were not for this powerful charm,

the severe but warm-hearted Major Melville and the generous

Colonel Talbot would become mere ordinary machines for

carrying on the plot, and Sir Everard, the hero of an episode

that might be coveted by Mackenzie, would encounter the

frowns of every impatient reader, for unprofitably retarding

the story at its outset.

" But without dwelling on minor instances, I will refer you

at once to the character of Colonel Mannering, as one of the

most striking representations I am acquainted with, of a gen-

tleman in feelings and in manners, in habits, taste, predilec-

tions ; nay, if the expression may be ventured, a gentleman

even in prejudices, passions, and caprices. Had it been less

than all I have described ; had any refinement, any nicety of

touch, been wanting, the whole portrait must have been coarse,

common, and repulsive, hardly distinguishable from the moody

father and domineering chieftain of every hackneyed romance-

writer. But it was no vulgar hand that drew the lineaments

of Colonel Mannering : no ordinary mind could have conceived

that exquisite combination of sternness and sensibility, injuri-

ous haughtiness and chivalrous courtesy; the promptitude,

decision, and imperious spirit of a military disciplinarian ; the

**omantic caprices of an untamable enthusiast
;

generosity

impatient of limit or impediment
;
pride scourged but not sub-

dued by remorse ; and a cherished philosophical severity, mam-
\aining ineffectual conflicts with native tenderness and consti-
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tutjonal irritability. Supposing that it had entered into tha

thoughts of an inferior writer to describe a temper of mind at

once impetuous, kind, arrogant, affectionate, stern, sensitive,

deliberate, fanciful ; supposing even that he had had the skill

to combine these different qualities harmoniously and natural-

ly,— yet how could he have attained the Shaksperian felicity of

those delicate and unambitious touches, by which this author

shapes and chisels out individual character from general na-

ture, and imparts a distinct personality to the creature of his

invention ? Such are (for example) the slight tinge of super-

stition, contracted by the romantic young Astrologer in his

adventure at Ellangowan, not wholly effaced in maturer life,

and extending itself by contagion to the mind of his daughter,"

&c. &c.

It would have gratified Mr. Adolphus could he have

known when he penned these pages a circumstance which

the reperusal of them brings to my memory. When Guy
Mannering was first published, the Ettrick Shepherd said

to Professor Wilson, u I have done wi' doubts now

Colonel Mannering is just Walter Scott, painted by him-

self." This was repeated to James Ballantyne, and he

again mentioned it to Scott— who smiled in approbation

of the Shepherd's shrewdness, and often afterwards, when

the printer expressed an opinion in which he could not

concur, would cut him short with— u James— James—
you'll find that Colonel Mannering has laid down the law

on this point." I resume my extract—
" All the productions I am acquainted with, both of the

poet and of the prose writer, recommend themselves by a na-

tive piety and goodness, not generally predominant in modern

works of imagination ; and which, where they do appear, are

too often disfigured by eccentricity, pretension, or bad taste.

In the works before us there is a constant tendency to pro»

mote the desire of excellence in ourselves, and the love of it in
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>ur neighbours, by making us think honourably of our general

nature. Whatever kindly or charitable affection, whatever

principle of manly and honest ambition exists within us, is

roused and stimulated by the perusal of these writings ; our

passions are won to the cause of justice, purity, and self-denial

;

and the old, indissoluble ties that bind us to country, kindred,

and birthplace, appear to strengthen as we read, and brace

themselves more firmly about the heart and imagination. Both

writers, although peculiarly happy in their conception of all

chivalrous and romantic excellencies, are still more distin-

guished by their deep and true feeling and expressive deline-

ation of the graces and virtues proper to domestic life. The
gallant, elevated, and punctilious character which a French-

man contemplates in speaking of * un honnete homme,' ia

singularly combined, in these authors, with the genial, homely

good qualities that win from a Caledonian the exclamation of
* honest «nan !

' But the crown of their merits, as virtuous and

moral writers, is the manly and exemplary spirit with which,

upon all seasonable occasions, they pay honour and homage to

religion, ascribing to it its just preeminence among the causes

of human happiness, and dwelling on it as the only certain

source of pure and elevated thoughts, and upright, benevolent,

and magnanimous actions.

" This, then, is common to the books of both writers,— that

they furnish a direct and distinguished contrast to the atrabili-

ous gloom of some modern works of genius, and the wanton,

but not artless levity of others. They yield a memorable, I

trust an immortal, accession to the evidences of a truth not

always fashionable in literature, that the mind of man may put

forth all its bold luxuriance of original thought, strong feeling,

and vivid imagination, without being loosed from any sacred

and social bond, or pruned of any legitimate affection; and

that the Muse is indeed a ' heavenly goddess,' and not a grace-

less, lawless runagate,

' aQpfjTup, a&Eiuorog, aveoriOQ '—

u Good sense, the sure foundation of excellence in all th«

VOL. VI. 10
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arts, is another leading characteristic of these productions

Assuming the author of Waverley and the author of Marmion

to be the same person, it would be difficult in our times to find

a second equally free from affectation, prejudice, and every

other distortion or depravity of judgment, whether arising

from ignorance, weakness, or corruption of morals. It is as-

tonishing that so voluminous and successful a writer should so

seldom be betrayed into any of those ' fantastic tricks ' which,

in such a man, make ' the angels weep,' and (e converse) the

critics laugh. He adopts no fashionable cant, colloquial, phil-

osophical, or literary ; he takes no delight in being unintelli-

gible ; he does not amuse himself by throwing out those fine

sentimental and metaphysical threads which float upon the air,

and tease and tickle the passengers, but present no palpable

substance to their grasp ; he aims at no beauties that ' scorn

the eye of vulgar light
;

' he is no dealer in paradoxes ; no

affecter of new doctrines in taste or morals ; he has jjo eccen-

tric sympathies or antipathies; no maudlin philanthropy, or

impertinent cynicism ; no nondescript hobby-horse ; and with

all his matchless energy and originality of mind, he is content

to admire popular books, and enjoy popular pleasures ; to cher-

ish those opinions which experience has sanctioned ; to rever-

ence those institutions which antiquity has hallowed ; and to

enjoy, admire, cherish, and reverence all these with the same

plainness, simplicity, and sincerity as our ancestors did of old.*******
" I cannot help dwelling for a moment on the great similar-

ity of manner apparent in the female portraits of the two

writers. The pictures of their heroines are executed with a

peculiar fineness, delicacy, and minuteness of touch, and with

a care at times almost amounting to timidity, so that they

generally appear more highly finished, but less boldly and

strikingly thrown out, than the figures with which they are

surrounded. Their elegance and purity are always admirable,

and are happily combined, in most instances, with unaffected

ease and natural spirit. Strong practical sense is their most

ore -ailing characteristic, unaccompanied by any repulsive ail
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of selfishness, pedantry, or unfeminine harshness. Few writers

have ever evinced, in so strong a degree as the authors of

Marmion and Waverley, that manly regard, and dignified but

enthusiastic devotion, which may be expressed by the term

loyalty to the fair sex, the honourable attribute of chivalrous

and romantic ages. If they touch on the faults of womankind,

their satire is playful, not contemptuous ; and their acquaint-

ance with female manners, graces, and foibles, is apparently

drawn, not from libertine experience, but from the guileless

familiarity of domestic life.

" Of all human ties and connexions there is none so fre-

quently brought in view, or adorned with so many touches of

the most affecting eloquence by both these writers, as the pure

and tender relation of father and daughter. Douglas and

Ellen in the Lady of the Lake will immediately occur to you

as a distinguished example. Their mutual affection and solici-

tude; their pride in each other's excellencies; the parent's

regret of the obscurity to which fate has doomed his child

;

and the daughter's self-devotion to her father's welfare and

safety, constitute the highest interest of the poem, and that

which is most uniformly sustained ; nor does this or any other

romance of the same author contain a finer stroke of passion

than the overboiling of Douglas's wrath, when, mixed as a

stranger with the crowd at Stirling, he sees his daughter's

favourite Lufra chastised by the royal huntsman.
" In Rokeby, the filial attachment and duteous anxieties of

Matilda form the leading feature of her character, and the

chief source of her distresses. The intercourse between King

Arthur and his daughter Gyneth, in The Bridal of Triermain, is

neither long, nor altogether amicable ; but the monarch's feel-

ings on first beholding that beautiful ' slip of wilderness,' and

his manner of receiving her before the queen and court, are

too forcibly and naturally described to be omitted in this enu-

meration.

" Of all the novels, there are at most but two or three in

tfhich a fond father and affectionate daughter may not be

tainted out among the principal characters, and in which the
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main interest of many scenes does not arise out of that pat«r»

nal and filial relation. What a beautiful display of natural

feeling, under every turn of circumstances that can render the

situaiions of child and parent agonizing or delightful, runs

through the history of David Deans and his two daughters !

How affecting is the tale of Leicester's unhappy Countess,

after we have seen her forsaken father consuming away with

moody sorrow in his joyless manor-house ! How exquisite are

the grouping and contrast of Isaac, the kind but sordid Jew,

and his heroic Rebecca, of the buckram Baron of Bradwar-

dine and the sensitive Rose, the reserved but ardent Manner-

ing, and the flighty coquette Julia ! In the Antiquary, ard

Bride of Lammermoor, anxiety is raised to the most painful

height by the spectacle of father and daughter exposed together

to imminent and frightful peril. The heroines in Rob Roy and

the Black Dwarf are duteous and devoted daughters, the one

of an unfortunate, the other of an unworthy parent. In the

whole story of Kenilworth there is nothing that more strongly

indicates a master-hand than the paternal carefulness and ap-

prehensions of the churl Foster ; and among the most striking

scenes in A Legend of Montrose, is that in which Sir Duncan

Campbell is attracted by an obscure yearning of the heart

toward his unknown child, the supposed orphan of Darlinva-

rach."

I must not attempt to follow out Mr. Adolphus in his

most ingenious tracings of petty coincidences in thought,

and, above all, in expression, between the poet of Marmion

and the novelist of Waverley. His apology for the

minuteness of his detail in that part of his work, is, how-

ever, too graceful to be omitted :— "It cannot, I think,

appear frivolous or irrelevant, in the inquiry we are pur-

suing, to dwell on these minute coincidences. Unimpor-

tant indeed they are if looked upon as subjects of direct

criticism ; but considered with reference to our present

purpose, they resemble those light substances which, float-
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ing on the trackless sea, discover the true setting of some

mighty current : they are the buoyant driftwood which

betrays the hidden communication of two great poetic

oceans."

I conclude with re-quoting a fragment from one of the

quaint tracts of Sir Thomas Urquhart. The following is

he epigraph of Mr. Adolphus's 5th Letter :
—

" O with how great liveliness did he represent the condi-

tions of all manner of men ! From the overweening mon-

arch to the peevish swaine, through all intermediate degrees

of the superficial courtier or proud warrior, dissembling church-

man, doting old man, cozening lawyer, lying traveler, covetous

merchant, rude seaman, pedantick scolar, the amorous shep-

heard, envious artisan, vain-glorious master, and tricky servant

;

He had all the jeers, squibs, flouts, buls, quips, taunts,

whims, jests, clinches, gybes, mokes, jerks, with all the several

kinds of equivocations and other sophistical captions, that could

properly be adapted to the person by whose representation he

intended to inveagle the company into a fit of mirth !

"

I have it not in my power to produce the letter in

which Scott conveyed to Heber his opinion of this work.

I know, however, that it ended with a request that he

should present Mr. Adolphus with his thanks for the

handsome terms in which his poetical efforts had been

spoken of throughout, and request him, in the name of

the author of Marmion, not to revisit Scotland without

reserving a day for Abbotsford ; and the Eidolon of the

author of Waverley was made, a few months afterwards,

to speak as follows in the Introduction to the Fortunes of

Nigel :— " These letters to the member for the Univer-

sity of Oxford show the wit, genius, and delicacy of the

author, which I heartily wish to see engaged on a subject

ot more importance ; and show, besides, that the preser-
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vation of my character of incognito has engaged early

talent in the discussion of a curious question of evidence.

But a cause, however ingeniously pleaded, is not therefore

gained. You may remember the neatly-wrought chain of

circumstantial evidence, so artificially brought forward to

prove Sir Philip Francis's title to the Letters of Junius,

seemed at first irrefragable
;
yet the influence of the rea-

soning has passed away, and Junius, in the general opin-

ion, is as much unknown as ever. But on this subject I

will not be soothed or provoked into saying one word

more. To say who I am not, would be one step towards

saying who I am ; and as I desire not, any more than a

certain Justice of Peace mentioned by Shenstone, the

noise or report such things make in the world, I shall

continue to be silent on a subject which, in my opinion, is

very undeserving the noise that has been made about it,

and still more unworthy of the serious employment of

such ingenuity as has been displayed by the young letter-

writer."
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CHAPTER LIV.

Szw Buildings at Abbotsford— Chiefswood— William Erskine

— Letter to Countess Purgstall— Progress of the Pirate—
Private Letters in the Reign of James I.— Commencement

of the Fortunes of Nigel— Second Sale of Copyrights—
Contract for " Four Works of Fiction "— Enormous profits

of the Novelist, and extravagant projects of Constable— The

Pirate published— Lord Byron's Cain, dedicated to Scott —
Affair of the Beacon Newspaper— Frances Northern Me-

moirs, and Notes of Lord Fountainhall, published.

1821.

When Sir Walter returned from London, he brought

with him the detailed plans of Mr. Atkinson for the com-

pletion of his house at Abbotsford ; which, however, did

not extend to the gateway or the beautiful screen between

the court and the garden— for these graceful parts of

the general design were conceptions of his own, reduced

to shape by the skill of the Messrs. Smith of Darnick.

It would not, indeed, be easy for me to apportion rightly

the constituent members of the whole edifice ;
— through-

out there were numberless consultations with Mr. Blore,

Mr. Terry, and Mr. Skene, as well as with Mr. Atkinson

— and the actual builders placed considerable inventive

talents, as well as admirable workmanship, at the service

of their friendly employer. Every preparation was now

made by them, and the foundations might have been set
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about without farther delay ; but he was very reluctant to

authorize the demolition of the rustic porch of the old

cottage, with its luxuriant overgrowth of roses and jessa-

mines ; and, in short, could not make up his mind to sign

the death-warrant of this favourite bower until winter hac

robbed it of its beauties. He then made an excursion

from Edinburgh, on purpose to be present at its downfall—
saved as many of the creepers as seemed likely to survive

removal, and planted them with his own hands about a

somewhat similar porch, erected expressly for their recep-

tion, at his daughter Sophia's little cottage of Chiefswood.

There my wife and I spent this summer and autumn of

1821 — the first of several seasons, which will ever dwell

on my memory as the happiest of my life. We were

near enough Abbotsford to partake as often as we liked

of its brilliant society ; yet could do so without being ex-

posed to the worry and exhaustion of spirit which the

daily reception of new-comers entailed upon all the family

except Sir Walter himself. But, in truth, even he was

not always proof against the annoyances connected with

luch a style of open-house-keeping. Even his temper

sunk sometimes under the solemn applauses of learned

dulness, the vapid raptures of painted and periwigged

dowagers, the horse-leech avidity with which underbred

foreigners urged their questions, and the pompous simpers

of condescending magnates. When sore beset at home

in this way, he would every now and then discover that

he had some very particular business to attend to on an

outlying part of his estate, and craving the indulgence of

his guests overnight, appear at the cabin in the glen be-

fore its inhabitants were astir in the morning. The clat-

ter of Sybyl Grey's hoofs, the yelping of Mustard and

Spice, and his own joyous shout of reveiUee under our
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windows, -were the signal that he had burst his toils, and

meant for that day to
<: take his ease in his inn." On de-

scending, he was to be found seated with all his dogs and

ours about him, under a spreading ash that overshadowed

half the bank between the cottage and the brook, point-

ing the edge of his woodman's axe for himself, and listen-

ing to Tom Purdie's lecture touching the plantation that

most needed thinning. After breakfast, he would take

possession of a dressing-room up stairs, and write a chap-

ter of The Pirate; and then, having made up and de-

spatched his packet for Mr. Ballantyne, away to join Pur-

die wherever the foresters were at work— and sometimes

to labour among them as strenuously as* John Swanston

himself— until it was time either to rejoin his own party

at Abbotsford, or the quiet circle of the cottage. — When
his guests were few and friendly, he often made them come

over and meet him at Chiefswood in a body towards even-

ing ; and surely he never appeared to more amiable ad-

vantage than when helping his young people with their lit-

tle arrangements upon such occasions. He was ready with

all sorts of devices to supply the wants of a narrow estab-

lishment ; he used to delight particularly in sinking the

wine in a well under the brae ere he went out, and haul-

ing up the basket just before dinner was announced—
this primitive process being, he said, what he had always

practised when a young housekeeper ; and in his opinion

far superior in its results to any application of ice ; and,

in the same spirit, whenever the weather was sufficiently

genial, he voted for dining out of doors altogether, which

a< once got rid of the inconvenience of very small rooms,

and made it natural and easy for the gentlemen to help

the ladies, so that the paucity of servants went for noth-

ing. Mr. Rose used to amuse himself with likening the
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icene and the party to the closing act of one of those lit-

tle French dramas, where "Monsieur le Comte" and
M Madame la Comtesse " appear feasting at a village

bridal under the trees ; but in truth, our " M. le Comte "

was only trying to live over again for a few simple hours

his own old life of Lasswade.

When circumstances permitted, he usually spent one

evening at least in the week at our little cottage ; and

almost as frequently he did the like with the Fergussons,

to whose table he could bring chance visitors, when he

pleased, with equal freedom as to his daughter's. Indeed

it seemed to be much a matter of chance, any fine day

when there had been no alarming invasion of the South-

ron, whether the three families (which, in fact, made

but one) should dine at Abbotsford, Huntly Burn, or at

Chiefswood ; and at none of them was the party consid-

ered quite complete, unless it included also Mr. Laidlaw.

Death has laid a heavy hand upon that circle— as happy

a circle I believe as ever met. Bright eyes now closed

in dust, gay voices for ever silenced, seem to haunt me as

I write. With three exceptions, they are all gone. . Even

since the last of these volumes * was finished, she whom
I may now sadly record as, next to Sir Walter himself,

the chief ornament and delight at all those simple meet-

ings — she to whose love I owed my own place in them

— Scott's eldest daughter, the one of all his children who

in countenance, mind, and manners, most resembled him-

self, and who indeed was as like him in all things as a

gentle innocent woman can ever be to a great man deeply

iried and skilled in the struggles and perplexities of ac-

tive life— she, too, is no more. And in the very houj

* The 4th vol. of the original edition was published in July-- th«

6tfc (of which this was the sixth chapter) in October 1837.
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that saw her laid in her grave, the only other female sur-

vivor, her dearest friend Margaret Fergusson, breathed

her last also.— But enough— and more than I intended

— I must resume the story of Abbotsford.

During several weeks of that delightful summer, Scott

had under his roof Mr. William Erskine and two of his

daughters ; this being, I believe, their first visit to Tweed-

side since the death of Mrs. Erskine in September 1819.

He had probably made a point of having his friend with

him at this particular time, because he was desirous of

having the benefit of his advice and corrections from day

to day as he advanced in the composition of the Pirate

— with the localities of which romance the Sheriff of

Orkney and Zetland was of course thoroughly familiar.

A.t all events, the constant and eager delight with which

Erskine watched the progress of the tale has left a deep

impression on my memory ; and indeed I heard so many
of its chapters first read from the MS. by him, that I can

never open the book now without thinking I hear his

voice. Sir Walter used to give him at breakfast the pages

he had written that morning ; and very commonly, while

he was again at work in his study, Erskine would walk

over to Chiefswood, that he might have the pleasure of

reading them aloud to my wife and me under our favour-

ite tree, before the packet had to be sealed up for the

printer, or rather for the transcriber in Edinburgh. 1

cannot paint the delight and the pride with which he ac-

|uitted himself on such occasions. The little artifice of

his manner was merely superficial, and was wholly forgot-

'en as tender affection and admiration, fresh as the im-

pulses of childhood, glistened in his eye, and trembled in

his voice.

This reminds me that I have not yet attempted any
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sketch of the person and manners of Scott's most intimate

friend. Their case was no contradiction to the old saying,

that the most attached comrades are often very unlike

each other in character and temperament. The mere

physical contrast was as strong as could well be, and this

is not unworthy of notice here ; for Erskine was, I think,

the only man in whose society Scott took great pleasure,

during the more vigorous part of his life, that had neither

constitution nor inclination for any of the rough bodily

exercises in which he himself delighted. The Counsellor

(as Scott always called him) was a little man of feeble

make, who seemed unhappy when his pony got beyond a

foot-pace, and had never, I should suppose, addicted him-

self to any out-of-doors sport whatever. He would, I

fancy, have as soon thought of slaying his own mutton as

of handling a fowling-piece : he used to shudder when he

saw a party equipped for coursing, as if murder were in

the wind ; but the cool meditative angler was in his eyes

the abomination of abominations. His small elegant feat-

ures, hectic cheek, and soft hazel eyes, were the index of

the quick sensitive gentle spirit within. He had the warm

heart of a woman, her generous enthusiasm, and some of

her weaknesses. A beautiful landscape, or a fine strain

of music, would send the tears rolling down his cheek

;

&nd though capable, I have no doubt, of exhibiting, had

his duty called him to do so, the highest spirit of a hero

or a martyr, he had very little command over his nerves

amidst circumstances such as men of ordinary mould (to

say nothing of iron fabrics like Scott's) regard with in-

difference. He would dismount to lead his horse down

what his friend hardly perceived to be a descent at all

grew pale at a precipice ; and, unlike the White Lady of

Avenel would go a long way round for a bridge.
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Erskine had as yet been rather unfortunate in his pro-

ressional career, and thought a sheriffship by no means

ihe kind of advancement due to his merits, and which his

connexions might naturally have secured for him. These

circumstances had at the time when I first observed him

tinged his demeanour ; he had come to intermingle a cer

tain wayward snappishness now and then with his foren

sic exhibitions, and in private seemed inclined (though

altogether incapable of abandoning the Tory party) to

say bitter things of people in high places ; but with these

exceptions, never was benevolence towards all the human

race more lively and overflowing than his evidently was,

even when he considered himself as one who had reason

to complain of his luck in the world. Now, however,

these little asperities had disappeared; one great real

grief had cast its shadow over him, and submissive to the

chastisement of heaven, he had no longer any thoughts

for the petty misusage of mankind. Scott's apprehension

was, that his ambition was extinguished with his resent-

ment ; and he was now using every endeavour, in connex-

ion with their common friend the Lord Advocate Rae, to

procure for Erskine that long-coveted seat on the bench,

about which the subdued widower himself had ceased to

occupy his mind. By and by these views were realized

to Scott's high satisfaction, and for a brief season with

the happiest effect on Erskine's own spirits— but I shall

not anticipate the sequel.

Meanwhile he shrunk from the collisions of general

fociety in Edinburgh, and lived almost exclusively in his

own little circle of intimates. His conversation, though

somewhat precise and finical on the first impression, was

rich in knowledge. His literary ambition, active and as-

piring at the outset, had long before this time merged in



158 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

his profound veneration for Scott; but he still read a

great deal, and did so as much I believe with a view to

assisting Scott by hints and suggestions, as for his own

amusement. He had much of his friend's tact in extract-

ing the picturesque from old, and, generally speaking, dull

books ; and in bringing out his stores he often showed a

great deal of quaint humour and sly wit.

Scott, on his side, respected, trusted, and loved him,

much as an affectionate husband does the wife who gave

him her heart in youth, and thinks his thoughts rather

than her own in the evening of life ; he soothed, cheered,

and sustained Erskine habitually. I do not believe a

more entire and perfect confidence ever subsisted than

theirs was and always had been in each other ; and to

one who had duly observed the creeping jealousies of hu-

man nature, it might perhaps seem doubtful on which

side the balance of real nobility of heart and character,

as displayed in their connexion at the time of which I am
speaking, ought to be cast.

Among the common friends of their young days, of

whom they both delighted to speak— and always spoke

with warm and equal affection— was the sister of their

friend Cranstoun, the confidant of Scott's first unfortunate

love, whom neither had now seen for a period of more

than twenty years. This lady had undergone domestic

afflictions more than sufficient to have crushed almost any

spirit but her own. Her husband, the Count Purgstall,

had died some years before this time, leaving her an only

gon, a youth of the most amiable disposition, and possess-

ing abilities which, had he lived to develop them, must

have secured for him a high station in the annals of

genius. This hope of her eyes, the last heir of an illus

trious lineage, followed his father to the tomb in the nine*
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teenth year of his age. The desolate Countess was urged

by her family in Scotland to return, after this bereave-

ment, to her native country ; but she had vowed to her

son on his deathbed, that one day her dust should be

mingled with his ; and no argument could induce her to

depart from the resolution of remaining in solitary Styria.

By her desire, a valued friend of the house of Purgstall.

who had been born and bred up on their estates, the cele-

brated Orientalist, Joseph von Hammer, compiled a little

memoir of " The Two Last Counts of Purgstall/' which

he put forth, in January 1821, under the title of " Denk-

mahl," or Monument ; and of this work the Countess sent

a copy to Sir Walter (with whom her correspondence had

been during several years suspended), by the hands of

her eldest brother, Mr. Henry Cranstoun, who had been

visiting her in Styria, and who at this time occupied a

villa within a few miles of Abbotsford. Scott's letter of

acknowledgment never reached her ; and indeed I doubt

if it was ever despatched. He appears to have meditated

a set of consolatory verses for its conclusion, and the muse

not answering his call at the moment, I suspect he had

allowed the sheet, which I now transcribe, to fall aside

and be lost sight of among his multifarious masses of MS.

" To the Countess Purgstall, Sfc. Sfc.

" My Dear and much-valued Friend, — You cannot imagine

iow much I was interested and affected by receiving your

token of your kind recollection, after the interval of so many
years. Your brother Henry breakfasted with me yesterday,

and gave me the letter and the book, which served me as a

matter of much melancholy reflection for many hours.

" Hardly anything makes the mind recoil so much upon

itself, as the being suddenly and strongly recalled to times
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long past, and that by the voice of one whom we have sa

much loved and respected. Do not think I have ever for-

gotten you, or the many happy days I passed in Frederick

Street, in society which fate has separated so far, and for so

many years.

" The little volume was particularly acceptable to me, as it

acquainted me with many circumstances, of which distance

and imperfect communication had either left me entirely ig-

norant, or had transmitted only inaccurate information.

" Alas ! my dear friend, what can the utmost efforts of

friendship offer you, beyond the sympathy which, however

sincere, must sound like an empty compliment in the ear of

affliction? God knows with what willingness I would un-

dertake anything which might afford you the melancholy

consolation of knowing how much your old and early friend

interests himself in the sad event which has so deeply wounded

your peace of mind. The verses, therefore, which conclude

this letter, must not be weighed according to their intrinsic

value, for the more inadequate they are to express the feelings

they would fain convey, the more they show the author's anx-

ious wish to do what may be grateful to you.

"In truth, I have long given up poetry. I have had my
day with the public ; and being no great believer in poetical

immortality, I was very well pleased to rise a winner, without

continuing the game till I was beggared of any credit I had

acquired. Besides, I felt the prudence of giving way before

the more forcible and powerful genius of Byron. If I were

either greedy, or jealous of poetical fame— and both are

strangers to my nature— I might comfort myself with the

thought, that I would hesitate to strip myself to the contest

so fearlessly as Byron does ; or to command the wonder and

terror of the public, by exhibiting, in my own person, the

sublime attitude of the dying gladiator. But with the old

frankness of twenty years since, I will fairly own, that this

same delicacy of mine may arise more from conscious want

of vigour and inferiority, than from a delicate dislike to the

nature of the conflict. At any rate, there is a time for every.
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thing, and without S'sr* vnm; oaths to it, 1 think my time for

poetry has gone by.

" My health suffered nori' Uy last year, I think from over

labour and excitation ; and t.ho^fc it is now apparently re-

stored to its usual tone, yet dui :*»g the long and painful

disorder (spasms in the stomach,) an I tbe frightful process

of cure, by a prolonged use of caloni^l, J learned that my
frame was made of flesh, and not of JroL.— a conviction

which I will long keep in remembrance, and a-*id any oc-

cupation so laborious and agitating as poetiy must be, to be

worth anything.

" In this humour I often think of passing a few creeks on

the continent— a summer vacation if I can— and of course

my attraction to Gratz would be very strong. I fear this is

the only chance of our meeting in this world— we, who once

saw each other daily ! for I understand from George and

Henry, that there is little chance of your coming here.

And when I look around me, and consider how many change!

you would see in feature, form, and fashion, amongst all yoi

knew and loved ; and how much, no sudden squall, or violem

tempest, but the slow and gradual progress of life's long voy

age, has severed all the gallant fellowships whom you lef

spreading their sails to the morning breeze, I really an

not sure that you would have much pleasure.

" The gay and wild romance of life is over with all of us

The real, dull, and stern history of humanity has made a fai

greater progress over our heads ; and age, dark and unlovely

has laid his crutch over the stoutest fellow's shoulders. On<

thing your old society may boast, that they have all run theii

course with honour, and almost all with distinction ; and th<

brother suppers of Frederick Street have certainly made a

very considerable figure in the world, as was to be expected

from her talents under whose auspices they were assembled.

" One of the most pleasant sights which you would see \r

Scotland, as it now stands, would be your brother George in

possession of the most beautiful and romantic place in Clydes-

dale— Corehouse. I have promised often to go out with him,

vol. vi. 11
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and assist him with my deep experience as a planter and land*

scape gardener. I promise you my oaks will outlast my lau-

rels; and I pique myself more upon my compositions for

manure than on any other compositions whatsoever to which

I was ever accessory. But so much does business of one

sort or other engage us both, that we never have been able

to fix a time which suited us both ; and with the utmost wish

to make out the party, perhaps we never may.

" This is a melancholy letter, but it is chiefly so from the

sad tone of yours— who have had such real disasters to la-

ment— while mine is only the humorous sadness, which a

retrospect on human life is sure to produce on the most

prosperous. For my own course of life, I have only to be

ashamed of its prosperity, and afraid of its termination ; for

I have little reason, arguing on the doctrine of chances, to

hope that the same good fortune will attend me for ever. I

have had an affectionate and promising family, many friends,

few unfriends, and, I think, no enemies— and more of fame

and fortune than mere literature ever procured for a man
before.

" I dwell among my own people, and have many whose

happiness is dependent on me, and which I study to the best

of my power. I trust my temper, which you know is by

nature good and easy, has not been spoiled by flattery or

prosperity ; and therefore I have escaped entirely that irri-

tability of disposition which I think is planted, like the slave

in the poet's chariot, to prevent his enjoying his triumph.

" Should things, therefore, change with me— and in these

times, or indeed in any times, such change is to be appre-

hended— I trust I shall be able to surrender these adventi-

tious advantages, as I would my upper dress, as something

extremely comfortable, but which I can make shift to da

without."* . . .

* In communicating this letter to my friend Captain Hall, wheu he

was engaged in his Account of a Visit to Madame de Purgstall during

the last months of her life, I suggested to him, in consequence of an

expression about Scott's health, that it must have been written in 1820
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As 1 may have no occasion hereafter to allude to the

early friend with whose sorrows Scott thus sympathized

amidst the meridian splendours of his own worldly career,

I may take this opportunity of mentioning, that Captain

Basil Hall's conjecture, of her having been the original of

Diana Vernon, appeared to myself from the first chimer-

ical ; and that I have since heard those who knew her

best in the days of her intercourse with Sir Walter, ex-

press the same opinion in the most decided manner. But

to return.

While the Pirate was advancing under Mr. Erskine's

eye, Scott had even more than the usual allowance of

minor literary operations on hand. He edited a reprint

of a curious old book, called " Franck's Northern Memoir,

and the Contemplative Angler ;

" and he also prepared

for the press a volume published soon after, under the

title of " Chronological Notes on Scottish Affairs, 1 680 to

1701, from the Diary of Lord Fountainhall." The pro-

fessional writings of that celebrated old lawyer had been

much in his hands from his early years, on account of the

incidental light which they throw on the events of a most

memorable period in Scottish history : and he seems to

have contemplated some more considerable selection from

his remains, but to have dropped these intentions, on be-

ing given to understand that they might interfere with

those of Lord Fountainhall's accomplished representative,

the present Sir Thomas Dick Lauder, Baronet. It is,

however, to be regretted, that Sir Thomas's promise of a

Life of his eminent ancestor has not yet been redeemed.

In August appeared the volume of the Novelist's Li-

brary, containing Scott's Life of Smollett ; and it being

The date of the " Denkmahl," to which it refers, is, however, sufficient

evidence that I ought to have said 1821.
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now ascertained that John Ballantyne had died a debtor,

the editor offered to proceed with this series of prefaces,

on the footing that the whole profits of the work should

go to his widow. Mr. Constable, whose health was now

beginning to break, had gone southwards in quest of more

genial air, and was at Hastings when he heard of this

proposition. He immediately wrote to me, entreating me
to represent to Sir Walter that the undertaking, having

been coldly received at first, was unlikely to grow in fa-

vour if continued on the same plan— that in his opinion

the bulk of the volumes, and the small type of their text,

had been unwisely chosen, for a work of mere entertain-

ment, and could only be suitable for one of reference

;

A that Ballantyne's Novelist's Library, therefore, ought to

be stopped at once, and another in a lighter shape, to

range with the late collected edition of the first series of

the Waverley Romances, announced with his own name

as publisher, and Scott's as editor. He proposed at the

same time to commence the issue of a Select Library of

English Poetry, with prefaces and a few notes by the

same hand ; and calculating that each of these collections

should extend to twenty-five volumes, and that the pub-

lication of both might be concluded within two years—
" the writing of the prefaces, &c. forming perhaps an oc-

casional relief from more important labours " ! — the

bookseller offered to pay their editor in all the sum of

£6000 : a small portion of which sum, as he hinted,

would undoubtedly be more than Mrs. John Ballantyne

could ever hope to derive from the prosecution of her

husband's last publishing adventure. Various causes

combined to prevent the realization of these magnificent

projects. Scott now, as at the beginning of his career of

speculation, had views about what a collection of English
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Poetry should be, in which even Constable could not, on

consideration, be made to concur ; and I have already

explained the coldness with which he regarded further

attempts upon our Elder Novelists. The Ballantyne Li-

brary crept on to the tenth volume, and was then dropped

abruptly ; and the double negotiation with Constable was

never renewed. /T

Lady Louisa Stuart had not, I fancy, read Scott's Lives

of the Novelists until, some years after this time, they

were collected into two little piratical duodecimos by a

Parisian bookseller ; and on her then expressing her ad-

miration of them, together with her astonishment that the

speculation of which they formed a part should have at-

tracted little notice of any sort, he answered as follows

:

— " I am delighted they afford any entertainment, for

they are rather flimsily written, being done merely to

oblige a friend: they were yoked to a great, ill-condi-

tioned, lubberly, double-columned book, which they were

as useful to tug along as a set of fleas would be to draw

a mail-coach. It is very difficult to answer your Lady-

ship's curious question concerning change of taste ; but

whether in young or old, it takes place insensibly without

the parties being aware of it. A grand-aunt of my own,

Mrs. Keith of Ravelstone, who was a person of some

condition, being a daughter of Sir John Swinton of Swin-

ton— lived with unabated vigour of intellect to a very

advanced age. She was very fond of reading, and en-

joyed it to the last of her long life. One day she asked

me, when we happened to be alone together, whether I

had ever seen Mrs. Behn's novels ?— I confessed the

sharge.— Whether I could get her a sight of them ?—
I said, with some hesitation, I believed I could ; but that

I did not think she would like either the manners, or tbo
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language, which approached too near that of Charles II.'a

time to be quite proper reading. i Nevertheless,' said the

good old lady, * I remember them being so much admired,

and being so much interested in them myself, that I wish

to look at them again/ To hear was to obey. So I sent

Mrs. Aphra Behn, curiously sealed up, with 'private

and confidential ' on the packet, to my gay old grand-aunt.

The next time I saw her afterwards, she gave me back

Aphra, properly wrapped up, with nearly these words

:

— ' Take back your bonny Mrs. Behn ; and, if you will

take my advice, put her in the fire, for I found it impos-

sible to get through the very first novel. But is it not,'

she said, ' a very odd thing that I, an old woman of eigh-

ty and upwards, sitting alone, feel myself ashamed to read

a book which, sixty years ago, I have heard read aloud

for the amusement of large circles, consisting of the first

and most creditable society in London ?
' This, of course,

was owing to the gradual improvement of the national

taste and delicacy. The change that brings into and

throws out of fashion particular styles of composition, is

something of the same kind. It does not signify what the

greater or less merit of the book is :— the reader, as

Tony Lumpkin says, must be in a concatenation accord-

ingly — the fashion, or the general taste, must have pre-

pared him to be pleased, or put him on his guard against

it. It is much like dress. If Clarissa should appear be-

fore a modern party in her lace ruffles and head-dress, or

Lovelace in his wig, however genteelly powdered, I am
afraid they would make no conquests ; the fashion which

makes conquests of us in other respects, is very powerful

in literary composition, and adds to the effect of some

works, while in others it forms their sole merit."

Among other miscellaneous work of this autumn, Scott
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amused some leisure hours with writing a series of " Pri-

vate Letters," supposed to have been discovered in the

repositories of a Noble English Family, and giving a pic-

ture Of manners in town and country during the early

part of the reign of James I. These letters were printed

as fast as he penned them, in a handsome quarto form,

and he furnished the margin with a running commentary

of notes, drawn up in the character of a disappointed

chaplain, a keen Whig, or rather Radical, overflowing on

all occasions with spleen against Monarchy and Aristoc-

racy. When the printing had reached the 72d page,

however, he was told candidly by Erskine, by James Bal-

lantyne, and also by myself, that, however clever his im-

itation of the epistolary style of the period in question,

he was throwing away in these letters the materials of as

good a romance as he had ever penned ; and a few days

afterwards he said to me— patting Sybyl's neck till she

danced under him— " You were all quite right : if the

letters had passed for genuine they would have found fa-

vour only with a few musty antiquaries, and if the joke

were detected, there was not story enough to carry it off.

I shall burn the sheets, and give you Bonny King Jamie

and all his tail in the old shape, as soon as I can get Cap-

tain Goffe within view of the gallows."

Such was the origin of the " Fortunes of Nigel." As
one set of the uncompleted Letters has been preserved, I

Bhall here insert a specimen of them, in which the reader

will easily recognize the germ of mors than one scene of

the novel.

" Jenkin Harman to the Lord .

• "My Lord,— Towelling this new mishappe of Sir Thomas,

thereof your Lordshippe makes querie of me, I wolde hartilio
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ihat I could, truth aud lny bounden dutie alweys firste satis-

fied, make suche answer as were fullie pleasaunte to' me to

write, or unto your Lordshippe to reade. But what remedy ?

young men will have stirring bloodes ; and the courtier-like

gallants of the time will be gamesome and dangerous, as they

have beene in dayes past I think your Lordshippe is so wise,

as to caste one eye backe to your own more juvenile time,

whilest you looke forward with the other upon this mischaunce,

which, upon my lyfe, will be founde to be no otherwise harmful

to Sir Thomas than as it shews him an hastie Hotspur of the

day, suddenlie checking at whatsoever may seem to smirche

his honour. As I am a trew man, and your Lordship's poore

kinsman and bounden servant, I think ther lives not a gentle-

man more trew to his friende than Sir Thomas ; and although

ye be but brothers uterine, yet so dearly doth he holde your

favour, that his father, were the gode knight alyve, should not

have more swaye with him than shalle your Lordship ; and,

also, it is no kindly part to sow discord betwene brethrene;

for, as the holy Psalmist saythe, ' Ecce quam bonum et quam
jocundum hdbilare fratres,' &c. And moreover, it needes not

to tell your Lordshippe that Sir Thomas is suddene in his

anger ; and it was but on Wednesday last that he said to me,

with moche distemperature,— Master Jenkin, I be tolde that

ye meddle and make betwene me and my Lorde my brother;

wherfore, take this for feyr warninge, that when I shall fynde

you so dooying, I will incontinent put my dager to the hilte in

you :— and this was spoken with all earnestness of visage and

actioun, grasping of his poinard's handle, as one who wolde

presentlie make his words good. Surely, my Lord, it is not

fair carriage toward you pore kinsman if anie out of your

house make such reports of me, and of that which I have writ-

ten to you in sympleness of herte, and in obedience to your

commandemente, which is my law on this matter. Truely,

my Lord, I wolde this was well looked to, otherweys my re-

warde for trew service might be to handsell with my herte'a

olode the steel of a Milan poignado. Natheless, I will procede'

with my mater, fal back fal edge, trustyng all utterly in the



"PRIVAIE LETTERS OF THE 17th CENTURY." 169

singleness of my integretie, and in your Lordshippe's discre-

tioun.

" My Lorde, the braule which hath befallen chaunced this

waye, and not otherwise. It hap'd that one Raines, the mas-

ter of the ordinarie where his honour Sir Thomas eteth well

nie dailie (when he is not in attendance at courte, wherein he

is perchance more slacke than were wise), shoulde assemble

some of the beste who haunte his house, havying diet ther for

money. The purpose, as shewn forthe, was to tast a new

piece of choice wyne, and ther Sir Thomas must nedes be, or

the purpos holdes not, and the Alicant becometh Bastard.

Wei, my Lord, dice ther wer and music, lustie helthes and

dizzie braines,— some saye fair ladyes also, of which I know

nought, save that suche cockatrices hatch wher such cockes of

the game do haunt. Alweys ther was revel and wassail enow

and to spare. Now it chaunced, that whilst one Dutton, of

Graie's-Inn, an Essex man, held the dice, Sir Thomas fillethe a

fulle carouse to the helth of the fair Ladie Elizabeth. Trulie,

my Lord, I cannot blame his devotioun to so fair a saint,

though I may wish the chapel for his adoration had been

better chosen, and the companie more suitable; sed respice

finem. The pledge being given, and alle men on foote, aye,

and some on knee, to drink the same, young Philip Darcy, a

near kinsman of my Lorde's, or so callying himself, takes on

him to check at the helthe, askyng Sir Thomas if he were

willinge to drink the same in a Venetian glasse ? the mening

of whiche hard sentence your Lordshippe shal esilie construe.

Whereupon Sir Thomas, your Lordshippe's brother, somewhat

fhrewishly demanded whether that were his game or his ear-

nest ; to which demaunde the uther answers recklessly as he

that wolde not be brow-beaten, that Sir Thomas might take it

for game or ernest as him listed. Whereupon your Lord-

shippe's brother, throwing down withal the woodcocke's bill,

with which, as the fashioun goes, he was picking his teeth,

answered redily, he cared not that for his game or ernest, for

lhat neither were worth a bean. A small matter this to make

inch a storie, for presentlie young Darcie up with the wine-pot
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in which they had assaid the freshe hogshede, and heveth it at

Sir Thomas, which vessel missing of the mark it was aym'd at,

encountreth the hede of Master Dutton, when the outside of

the flaggon did that which peradventure the inside had ac-

complish'd somewhat later in the evening, and stretcheth him

on the flore ; and then the crie arose, and you might see twenty

swords oute at once, and none rightly knowing wherfor. And
the groomes and valets, who waited in the street and in the

kitchen, and who, as seldom failes, had been as besy with the

beer as their masters with the wine, presentlie fell at odds,

and betoke themselves to their weapones ; so ther was bounc-

ing of bucklers, and bandying of blades, instede of clattering

of quart pottles, and chiming of harpis and fiddles. At length

comes the wache, and, as oft happens in the like affraies, alle

men join ageynst them, and they are beten bak : An honest

man, David Booth, constable of the night and a chandler by

trade, is sorely hurt. The crie rises of Prentices, prentices,

Clubs, clubs, for word went that the court-gallants and the

Graie's-Inn men had murther'd a citizen ; all mene take the

street, and the whole ward is uppe, none well knowing why.

Menewhile our gallants had the lucke and sense to disperse

their company, some getting them into the Temple, the gates

wherof were presentlie shut to prevent pursuite I warrant,

and some taking boat as they might ; water thus saving whom
wyne hath endaunger'd. The Alderman of the ward, worthy

Master Danvelt, with Master Deputy, and others of repute,

bestow'd themselves not a litel to compose the tumult, and so

al past over for the evening.

" My Lord, this is the hole of the mater, so far as my earnest

and anxious serch had therein, as well for the sake of my blode-

relation to your honourable house, as frome aflfectioun to my
kinsman Sir Thomas, and especiallie in humble obedience to

your regarded commandes. As for other offence given by Sir

Thomas, whereof idle bruites are current, as that he should

have call'd Master Darcie a codshead or an woodcocke, I can

ferae of no such termes, nor any nere to them, only that when

he said he cared not for his game or ernest, he flung down the
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woodcock's bill, to which it may be there was sticking a part

of the head, though my informant saithe otherwise ; and he

Btode so close by Sir Thomas, that he herde the quart-pot

whissel as it flew betwixt there too hedes. Of damage done

among the better sort, there is not muche ; some cuts and

thrusts ther wer, that had their sequents in blood and woundes,

but none dedlie. Of the rascal sort, one fellowe is kill'd, and

sundrie hurt. Hob Hilton, your brother's grome, for life a

maymed man, having a slash over the right hande, for faulte

of a gauntlet.— Marry he has been a brave knave and a

sturdie : and if it pleses your goode Lordshippe, I fynd he

wolde gladlie be preferr'd when tym is fitting, to the office of

bedle. He hath a burlie frame, and scare-babe visage; he

shall do wel enoughe in such charge, though lackyng the use

of four fingers.* The hurtyng of the constabel is a worse

matter; as also the anger that is between the courtiers and

Graie's-Inn men ; so that yf close hede be not given, I doubt

me we shall here of more Gesto Graiorum. Thei will not be

persuaded but that the quarrel betwixt Sir Thomas and young

Darcie was simulate ; and that Master Dutton's hurte wes wil-

ful ; whereas, on my lyfe, it will not be founde so.

" The counseyl hath taen the matter up, and I here H. M.

spoke many things gravely and solidly, and as one who taketh

to hert such unhappie chaunces, both against brauling and

drinking. Sir Thomas, with others, hath put in plegge to be

forthcoming ; and so strictly taken up was the unhappie mater

of the Scots Lord,f that if Booth shulde die, which God fore-

fend, there might be a fereful reckoning: For one cityzen

* " The death of the rascal sort is mentioned as he would have

commemorated that of a dog; and his readiest plan of providing for a

profligate menial, is to place him in superintendence of the unhappy

poor, over whom his fierce looks and rough demeanour are to supply

the means of authority, which his arm can no longer enforce by actual

violence! "

t " Perhaps the case of Lord Sanquhar. His Lordship had the mis-

fortune to be hanged, for causing a poor fencing-master to be

toted, which seems the unhappy matter alluded to."
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sayeth, I trust falslie, he saw Sir Thomas draw back his hand,

having in it a drawn sword, just as the constabel felle. It

seems but too constant, that thei were within but short space

of ech other when his unhappy chaunce befel. My Lord, it is

not for me to saie what course your Lordshippe should steer in

this storm, onlie that the Lord Chansellour's gode worde wil,

as resen is, do yeoman's service. Schulde it come to fine or

imprisonment, as is to be fered, why should not your Lord-

shippe cast the weyght into the balance for that restraint

which goode Sir Thomas must nedes bear himself, rather than

for such penalty as must nedes pinche the purses of his frendes.

Your Lordship always knoweth best; but surely the yonge

knyght hath but litel reson to expect that you shulde further

engage yourself in such bondes as might be necessary to bring

this fine unto the Chequer. Nether have wise men helde it

unfit that heated bloode be coold by sequestration for a space

from temptation. There is dout, moreover, whether he may
not hold himself bounden, according to the forme of faythe

which such gallants and stirring spirits profess, to have further

meeting with Master Philip Darcie, or this same Dutton, or

with bothe, on this rare dependence of an woodcocke's hede,

and a quart-pot ; certeynly, methoughte, the last tym we met,

and when he bare himself towards me, as I have premonish'd

your Lordshippe, that he was fitter for quiet residence under

safe keeping, than for a free walk amongst peceful men.

" And thus, my Lord, ye have the whole mater before you

;

trew ye shall find it,—my dutie demands it,— unpleasing, I

cannot amende it: But I truste neither more evil in esse

nor in posse, than I have set forth as above. From one

who is ever your Lordshippe's most bounden to command.

&c.— J. H.M

I think it must have been about the middle of October

<hat he dropped the scheme of this fictitious correspond-

ence. I well remember the morning that he began the

Fortunes of Nigel. The day being destined for Newark

Hill, I went over to Abbotsford before breakfast, and
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found Mr. Terry (who had been staying there for some

time) walking about with his friend's master-mason (John

Smith), of whose proceedings he took a fatherly charge,

as he might well do, since the plan of the building had

been in a considerable measure the work of his own taste.

While Terry and I were chatting, Scott came out, bare-

eaded, with a bunch of MS. in his hand, and said, " Well,

lads, I've laid the keel of a new lugger this morning—
here it is— be off to the waterside, and let me hear how
you like it." Terry took the papers, and walking up and

down by the river, read to me the first chapter of Nigel.

He expressed great delight with the animated opening, and

especially with the contrast between its thorough stir of

London life, and a chapter about Noma of the fitful-head,

in the third volume of the Pirate, which had been given

to him in a similar manner the morning before. I could

see that (according to the Sheriff's phrase) he smelt roast

meat; here there was every prospect of a fine field for

the art of Terryjication. The actor, when our host met

us returning from the haugh, did not fail to express his

opinion that the new novel would be of this quality. Sir

Walter, as he took the MS. from his hand, eyed him with

a gay smile, in which genuine benevolence mingled with

mock exultation, and then throwing himself into an at-

titude of comical dignity, he rolled out, in the tones of

John Kemble, one of the loftiest bursts of Ben Jonson's

Mammon—
" Come on, sir. Now you set your foot on shore

In Novo orbe—
Pertinax, my Surly,*

Again I say to thee aloud, Be rich,

This day thou shalt have ingots."—

• The %n of this application of "my Surly" Tfill not escape any
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This was another period of " refreshing the machine."

Early in November, I find Sir Walter writing thus to

Constable's partner, Mr. Cadell : " I want two books,

Malcolm's London Redivivus, or some such name, and

Derham's Artificial Clock-maker." [The reader of Nigel

will understand these requests.] " All good luck to you,

commercially and otherwise. I am grown a shabby let-

ter-writer, for my eyes are not so young as they were,

and I grudge everything that does not go to press." Such

a feeling must often have been present with him ; yet I

can find no period when he grudged writing a letter that

might by possibility be of use to any of his family or

friends, and I must quote one of the many which about

this very time reached his second son.

" To Mr. Charles Scott,

( Care of the Rev. Mr. Williams, Lampeter.)

" 21st Nov. 1821.

" My Dear Charles,— I had the pleasure of your letter two

days since, being the first symptom of your being alive and

well which I have had directly since you left Abbotsford. I

beg you will be more frequent in your communications, which

must always be desirable when you are at such a distance. I

am very glad to hear you are attending closely to make up

lost time. Sport is a good thing both for health and pastime

;

but you must never allow it to interfere with serious study.

You have, my dear boy, your own fortune to make, with bet-

tei assistance of every kind than I had when the world first

opened on me ; and I assure you that had I not given some

attention to learning (I have often regretted that, from want

one who remembers the kind and good-humoured Terry's power of as-

suming a peculiarly saturnine aspect. This queer grimness of look

was invaluable to the comedian in several of his best parts; and hi

private he often called it up when his heart was most cheerful.
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»f opportunity, indifferent health, and some indolence, I did

not do all I might have done), my own situation, and the ad-

vantages which I may be able to procure for you, would have

been very much bounded. Consider, therefore, study as the

principal object. Many men have read and written their way
to independence and fame ; but no man ever gained it by ex-

clusive attention to exercises or to pleasures of any sort. You

do not say anything of your friend Mr. Surtees,* who I hope

is well. We all remember him with much affection, and

should be sorry to think we were forgotten.

" Our Abbotsford hunt went off extremely well. We killed

seven hares, I think, and our dogs behaved very well. A
large party dined, and we sat down about twenty-five at table.

Every gentleman present sung a song, tant Men que mal, ex-

cepting Walter, Lockhart, and I myself. I believe I should

add the melancholy Jaques, Mr. Waugh, who, on this occasion,

however, was not melancholy, f In short, we had a very merry

and sociable party.

" There is, I think, no news here. The hedger, Captain

Davidson, % has had a bad accident, and injured his leg much
by the fall of a large stone. I am very anxious about him as

a faithful and honest servant. Every one else at Abbotsford,

horses and dogs included, are in great preservation.

" You ask me about reading history. You are quite right

to read Clarendon — his style is a little long-winded ; but, on

the other hand, his characters may match those of the ancient

historians, and one thinks they would know the very men if

* Mr. Villiers Surtees, a school-fellow of Charles Scott's at Lampe-
ter, had spent the vacation of this year at Abbotsford. He is now one

of the Supreme Judges at the Mauritius.

t Mr. Waugh was a retired West Indian, of very dolorous aspect,

who had settled at Melrose, built a large house there, surrounded it

And his garden with a huge wall, and seldom emerged from his own
precincts except upon the grand occasion of the Abbotsford Hunt.

The villagers called him "the Melancholy Man" — and considered

him as already " dreein' his dole for doings amang the poor niggeis."

} This hedger had got the title of Captain, in memory of his gal-

lantry at some row.
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you were to meet them in society. Few English writers have

the same precision, either in describing the actors in great

scenes, or the deeds which they performed. He was, you are

aware, himself deeply engaged in the scenes which he depicts,

and therefore colours them with the individual feeling, and

sometimes, doubtless, with the partiality of a partisan. Yet 1

think he is, on the whole, a fair writer ; for though he always

endeavours to excuse King Charles, yet h^points out his mis-

takes and errors, which certainly are neither few nor of slight

consequence. Some of his history regards the country in

which you are now a resident ; and you will find that much of

the fate of that Great Civil War turned on the successful re-

sistance made by the city of Gloucester, and the relief of that

place by the Earl of Essex, by means of the trained bands of

London,— a sort of force resembling our local militia or volun-

teers. They are the subject of ridicule in all the plays and

poems of the time
;
yet the sort of practice of arms which

they had acquired, enabled them to withstand the charge of

Prince Rupert and his gallant cavalry, who were then foiled

for the first time. Read, my dear Charles, read, and read that

which is useful. Man only differs from birds and beasts, because

he has the means of availing himself of the knowledge ac-

quired by his predecessors. The swallow builds the same nest

which its father and mother built ; and the sparrow does not

improve by the experience of its parents. The son of the

learned pig, if it had one, would be a mere brute, fit only to

make bacon of. It is not so with the human race. Our an-

cestors lodged in caves and wigwams, where we construct pal-

aces for the rich, and comfortable dwellings for the poor ; and

why is this— but because our eye is enabled to look back upon

tke past, to improve upon our ancestors' improvements, and to

avoid their errors ? This can only be done by studying his-

tory, and comparing it with passing events. God has given

you a strong memory, and the power of understanding that

which you give your mind to with attention— but all the ad-

vantage to be derived from these qualities must depend on your

own determination to avail yourself of them, and improve
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them to the uttermost. That you should do so, will be the

greatest satisfaction I can receive in my advanced life, and

when my thoughts must be entirely turned on the success of

my children. Write to me more frequently, and mention your

studies particularly, and I will on my side be a good corre-

spondent.

** I beg my compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Williams. I have

left no room to sign myself your affectionate father,

"W. S."

To return to business and Messrs. Constable.— Sir

Walter concluded, before he went to town in November,

another negotiation of importance with this house. They

agreed to give for the remaining copyright of the four

novels published between December 1819 and January

1821 — to wit, Ivanhoe, the Monastery, the Abbot, and

Kenilworth — the sum of five thousand guineas. The

stipulation about not revealing the author's name, under

a penalty of £2000, was repeated. By these four novels,

the fruits of scarcely more than twelve months' labour,

he had already cleared at least £10,000 before this bar-

gain was completed. They, like their predecessors, were

now issued in a collective shape, under the title of " His-

torical Romances, by the Author of Waverley."

I cannot pretend to guess what the actual state of

Scott's pecuniary affairs was at the time when John Bal-

lantyne's death relieved them from one great source of com-

plication and difficulty. But I have said enough to satisfy

every reader, that when he began the second, and far the

larger division of his building at Abbotsford, he must

have contemplated the utmost sum it could cost him as a

mere trifle in relation to the resources at his command.

He must have reckoned on clearing £30,000 at least in

the cojrse of a couple of years by the novels written

vol. vi. 12
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within such a period. The publisher of his Tales, who

best knew how they were produced, and what they

brought of gross profit, and who must have had the

strongest interest in keeping the author's name untar-

nished by any risk or reputation of failure, would willing-

ly, as we have seen, have given him £6000 more within

a space of two years for works of a less serious sort, like

ly to be despatched at leisure hours, without at all inter-

fering with the main manufacture. But alas ! even

this was not all. Messrs. Constable had such faith in the

prospective fertility of his imagination, that they were by

this time quite ready to sign bargains and grant bills for

novels and romances to be produced hereafter, but of

which the subjects and the names were alike unknown to

them and to the man from whose pen they were to pro-

ceed. A forgotten satirist well says,—
" The active principle within

Works on some brains the effect of gin; "

but in his case, every external influence combined to stir

the flame, and swell the intoxication of restless exuberant

energy. His allies knew, indeed, what he did not, that

the sale of his novels was rather less than it had been in

the days of Ivanhoe ; and hints had sometimes been

dropped to him that it might be well to try the effect of

a pause. But he always thought— and James Ballan-

tyne had decidedly the same opinion— that his best

things were those which he threw off the most easily and

swiftly ; and it was no wonder that his booksellers, seeing

hew immeasurably even his worst excelled in popularity,

as it merit, any other person's best, should have shrunk

from the experiment of a decisive damper. On the con-

trary, they might be excused for from time to time flafr
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tering themselves that if the books sold at a less rate, this

might be counterpoised by still greater rapidity of pro-

duction. They could not make up their minds tc cast the

peerless vessel adrift ; and, in short, after every little whis-

per of prudential misgiving, echoed the unfailing burden

of Ballantyne's song— to push on, hoisting more and

more sail as the wind lulled.

He was as eager to do as they could be to suggest—
and this I well knew at the time. I had, however, no

notion, until all his correspondence lay before me, of the

extent to which he had permitted himself thus early to

build on the chances of life, health, and continued popu-

larity. Before the Fortunes of Nigel issued from the

press, Scott had exchanged instruments, and received his

bookseller's bills, for no less than four " works of fiction
"

— not one of them otherwise described in the deeds of

agreement—to be produced in unbroken succession, each

of them to fill at least three volumes, but with proper

saving clauses as to increase of copy-money in case any

of them should run to four. And within two years all

this anticipation had been wiped off by Peveril of the

Peak, Quentin Durward, St. Ronan's Well, and Red-

gauntlet ; and the new castle was by that time complete,

and overflowing with all its splendour ; but by that time

me end also was approaching

!

The splendid Romance of the Pirate was published in

the beginning of December 1821 ; and the wild freshness

of its atmosphere, the beautiful contrast of Minna and

Brenda, and the exquisitely drawn character of Captain

Cleveland, found the reception which they deserved.

The work was analyzed with remarkable care in the

Quarterly Review— by a critic second to few, either in

the manly heartiness of his sympathy with the felicities
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of genius, or in the honest acuteness of his censure in

cases of negligence and confusion. This was the second

of a series of articles in that Journal, conceived and

executed in a tone widely different from those given to

Waverley, Guy Mannering, and the Antiquary. I fancy

Mr. Gifford had become convinced that he had made a

grievous mistake in this matter, before he acquiesced in

Scott's proposal about " quartering the child " in Janu-

ary 1816 ; and if he was fortunate in finding a contrib-

utor able and willing to treat the rest of Father Jede-

diah's progeny with excellent skill, and in a spirit more

accordant with the just and general sentiments of the

public, we must also recognize a pleasing and honourable

trait of character in the frankness with which the recluse

and often despotic editor now delegated the pen to Mr.

Senior.

On the 13th December, Sir Walter received a copy of

Cain, as yet unpublished, from Lord Byron's bookseller

who had been instructed to ask whether he had any

objection to having the " Mystery " dedicated to him.

He replied in these words :
—

" To John Murray, Esq., Albemarle Street, London.

" Edinburgh, 17th December 1821.

" My Dear Sir,— I accept with feelings of great obligation

th » flattering proposal of Lord Byron to prefix my name to

\he very grand and tremendous drama of Cain. I may be

partial to it, and you will allow I have cause ; but I do not

know that his Muse has ever taken so lofty a flight amid her

former soarings. He has certainly matched Milton on his own

ground. Some part of the language is bold, and may shock

one class of readers, whose tone will be adopted by others out

of affectation or envy. But then they must condemn the Par'
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jwlise Lost, if they have a mind to be consistent. The fiend-

like reasoning and bold blasphemy of the fiend and of his pupil

lead exactly to the point which was to be expected— the com-

mission of the first murder, and the ruin and despair of the

perpetrator.

" I do not see how any one can accuse the author himself

of Manicheism. The devil takes the language of that sect,

doubtless; because, not being able to deny the existence of

the Good Principle, he endeavors to exalt himself— the Evil

Principle— to a seeming equality with the Good ; but such

arguments, in the mouth of such a being, can only be used to

deceive and to betray. Lord Byron might have made this

more evident, by placing in the mouth of Adam, or of some

good and protecting spirit, the reasons which render the ex-

istence of moral evil consistent with the general benevolence

of the Deity. The great key to the mystery is, perhaps, the

imperfection of our own faculties, which see and feel strongly

the partial evils which press upon us, but know too little

of the general system of the universe, to be aware how the

existence of these is to be reconciled with the benevolence of

the great Creator. — Ever yours truly,

"Walter Scott.

In some preceding narratives of Sir Walter Scott's

Life, I find the principal feature for 1821 to be an affair

of which I have as yet said nothing ; and which, not-

withstanding the examples I have before me, I must be

excused for treating on a scale commensurate with his

real share and interest therein. I allude to an unfortu-

nate newspaper, by name The Beacon, which began to

be published in Edinburgh in January 1821, and was

abruptly discontinuad in the August of the same year.

It originated in the alarm with which the Edinburgh

Tories contemplated the progress of Radical doctrines

during the agitation of the Queen's business in 1820—
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and the want of any adequate counteraction on the part

of the Ministerial newspapers in the north. James Bal-

lantyne had on that occasion swerved from his banner—
and by so doing given not a little offence to Scott. He
approved, therefore, of the project of a new Weekly

Journal, to be conducted by some steadier hand ;
* and

when it was proposed to raise the requisite capital for the

speculation by private subscription, expressed his willing-

ness to contribute whatever sum should be named by

other gentlemen of his standing. This was accepted of

course ; but every part of the advice with which the only

man in the whole conclave, that understood a jot about

such things, coupled his tender of alliance, was departed

from in practice. No experienced and responsible editor

of the sort he pointed out as indispensable was secured

;

the violence of disaffected spleen was encountered by a

vein of satire which seemed more fierce than frolicsome

;

the Law Officers of the Crown, whom he had most stren-

uously cautioned against any participation in the concern,

were rash enough to commit themselves in it ; the sub-

scribers, like true Scotchmen, in place of paying down

their money, and thinking no more of that part of the

matter, chose to put their names to a bond of security on

which the sum-total was to be advanced by bankers ; and

thus, by their own over-caution as to a few pounds, laid

the foundation for a long train of humiliating distresses

and disgraces ; and finally, when the rude drollery of the

young hot-bloods to whom they had entrusted the editor-

ship of their paper, produced its natural consequences,

* It has been asserted, since this work first appeared, that the editor*

jhip of the proposed journal was offered to Ballantyne, and decline/

by him- If so, he had no doubt found the offer accompanied with

requisition of political pledges, which he could not grant. [1839.]
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and the ferment of Whig indignation began to boil over

upon the dignified patrons of what was denounced as a

systematic scheme of calumny and defamation— these

seniors shrunk from the dilemma as rashly as they had

plunged into it, and instead of compelling the juvenile

allies to adopt a more prudent course, and gradually give

the journal a tone worthy of open approbation, they, at

the first blush of personal difficulty, left their instruments

in the lurch, and, without even consulting Scott, ordered

the Beacon to be extinguished at an hour's notice.

A more pitiable mass of blunder and imbecility was

never heaped together than the whole of this affair

exhibited ; and from a very early period Scott was so

disgusted with it, that he never even saw the newspa-

per, of which Whigs and Radicals believed, or affected

to believe, that the conduct and management were in

some degree at least under his dictation. The results

were lamentable: the Beacon was made the subject of

Parliamentary discussion, from which the then heads of

Scotch Toryism did not escape in any very consolatory

plight; but above all, the Beacon bequeathed its rancour

and rashness, though not its ability, to a Glasgow paper

of similar form and pretensions, entitled The Sentinel.

By that organ the personal quarrels of the Beacon were

taken up and pursued with relentless industry ; and final-

ly, the Glasgow editors disagreeing, some moment of

angry confusion betrayed a box of MSS., by which the

late Sir Alexander Boswell of Auchinleck was revealed

as the writer of certain truculent enough pasquinades.

A- leading Edinburgh Whig, who had been pilloried in

one or more of these, challenged Boswell— and the

Baronet fell in as miseraole a quarrel as ever cost the

alood of a high-spirited gentleman.
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This tragedy occurred in the early part of 1832 ; and

soon afterwards followed those debates on the whole busi-

ness in the House of Commons, for which, if any reader

feels curiosity about them, I refer him to the Parliament-

ary Histories of the time. A single extract from one

of Scott's letters to a member of the then Government

in London will be sufficient for my purpose ; and abun-

dantly confirm what I have said as to his personal part

in the affairs of the Beacon :
—

" To J. W. Croker, Esq., Admiralty.

" My Dear Croker,— I had the fate of Cassandra

in the Beacon matter from beginning to end. 1 endeav-

oured in vain to impress on them the necessity of having

an editor who was really up to the business, and could mix

spirit with discretion— one of those '• gentlemen of the press/'

who understand the exact lengths to which they can go in their

vocation. Then I wished them, in place of that Bond, to have

each thrown down his hundred pounds, and never inquired

more about it— and lastly, I exclaimed against the Crown

Counsel being at all concerned. In the two first remon-

strances I was not listened to— in the last I thought myself

successful, and it was not till long afterwards that I heard

they had actually subscribed the Bond. Then the hasty re-

nunciation of the thing, as if we bad been doing something

very atrocious, put me mad altogether. The younger breth-

ren too, allege that they are put into the front of the fight,

and deserted on the first pinch ; and on my word I cannot say

the accusation is altogether false, though I have been doing

my best, to mediate betwixt the parties, and keep the peace

if possible. The fact is, it is a blasted business, and will con-

tinue long to have bad consequences.— Yours in all love and

kindness, Walter Scott."
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CHAPTER LV.

William Erskine promoted to the Bench — Joanna BailUe**

Miscellany— Halidon Hill and Macduff's Cross— Letter*

to Lord Montagu — Last Portrait by Raeburn— Consta-

ble's Letter on the appearance of the Fortunes of Nigel—
Halidon Hill published.

1822.

In January 1822, Sir Walter had the great satisfac-

tion of seeing Erskine at length promoted to a seat on

the Bench of the Court of Session, by the title of Lord

Kinnedder ; and his pleasure was enhanced doubtless by

the reflection that his friend owed this elevation very

much, if not mainly, to his own unwearied exertions

on his behalf. This happy event occurred just about

the time when Joanna Baillie was distressed by hearing

of the sudden and total ruin of an old friend of hers, a

Scotch gentleman long distinguished in the commerce

of the city of London ; and she thought of collecting

among her literary acquaintance such contributions as

might, with some gleanings of her own portfolios, fill

up a volume of poetical miscellanies, to be published,

by subscription, for the benefit of the merchant's family.

In requesting Sir Walter to write something for this

purpose, she also asked him to communicate the scheme,

in her name, to various common friends in the North—
among others, to the new Judge. Scott's answer was—
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" To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.

" Edinburgh, Feb. 10, 1822.

"My Dear Friend, — No one has so good a title as you tc

command me in all my strength, and in all my weakness. 1

do not believe I have a single scrap of unpublished poetry, foi

I was never a willing composer of occasional pieces, and when

I have been guilty of such effusions, it was to answer the

purpose of some publisher of songs, or the like immediate

demand. The consequence is, that all these trifles have been

long before the public, and whatever I add to your collection

must have the grace of novelty, in case it should have no

other. I do not know what should make it rather a melan-

choly task for me now-a-days to sit down and versify— I did

not use to think it so— but I have ceased, I know not why, to

find pleasure in it, and yet I do not think I have lost any of

the faculties I ever possessed for the task ; but I was never

fond of my own poetry, and am now much out of conceit with

it. All this another person less candid in construction than

yourself would interpret into a hint to send a good dose of

praise— but you know we have agreed long ago to be above

ordinances, like Cromwell's saints. When I go to the country

upon the 12th of March, I will try what the waterside can do

for me, for there is no inspiration in causeways and kennels,

•jr even the Court of Session. You have the victory over me
now, for I remember laughing at you for saying you could

only write your beautiful lyrics upon a fine warm day. But

what is this something to be ? I wish you would give me a

Bubject, for that would cut off half my difficulties.

"I am delighted with the prospect of seeing Miss Edge-

worth, and making her personal acquaintance. I expect

her to be just what you describe — a being totally void of

affectation, and who, like one other lady oT my acquaint-

ance, carries her literary reputation as freely and easily a*

the milk-maid in my country does the leglen, which she car-

ries on her head, and walks as gracefully with it as a duchess.

Borne of the fair sex, and some of the foul sex, too, carry theif
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renown in London fashion on a yoke and a pair of pitchers.

The consequence is, that besides poking frightfully, they are

hitting every one on the shins with their buckets. Now this

is all nonsense— too fantastic to be written to anybody but

a person of good sense. By the way, did you know Miss

Austen, authoress of some novels which have a great deal of

nature in them ?— nature in ordinary and middle life, to be

sure, but valuable from its strong resemblance and correct

drawing. I wonder which way she carried her pail ? *

* When the late collection of Sir Walter Scott's Prose Miscellanies

was preparing, the publisher of the Quarterly Review led me into a

mistake, which I may as well take this opportunity of apologizing for.

Glancing hastily over his private records, he included in his list of Sir

Walter's contributions to his journal an article on Miss Austen's nov-

els, in No. xlviii. for January 1821 ; and as the opinions which the ar-

ticle expresses on their merits and defects harmonized with the usual

tone of Scott's conversation, I saw no reason to doubt that he had

drawn it up, although the style might have been considerably doctored

by Mr. Gifford. I have since learned that the reviewal in question was

in fact written by Dr. Whately, now Archbishop of Dublin ; and that

the article which Scott did contribute to the Quarterly on the novelH

of Miss Austen, was that which the reader will find in No. xxvii.

Emma, and Northanger Abbey, in particular, were great favourites of

his, and he often read chapters of them to his evening circle. " We
bestow no mean compliment upon the author of Emma," says Sir Wal-
ter, " when we say, that keeping close to common incidents, and to

Buch characters as occupy the ordinary walks of life, she has produced

sketches of such spirit and originality, that we never miss the excita-

tion which depends upon a narrative of uncommon events, arising

from the consideration of minds, manners, and sentiments, greatly

above our own. In this class she stands almost alone ; for the scenes

of Miss Edgeworth are laid in higher life, varied by more romantic in-

cident, and by her remarkable power of embodying and illustrating

iational character. But the author of Emma confines herself chiefly

to the middling classes of society ; her most distinguished characters

do not rise greatly above well-bred country gentlemen and ladies ; and

\hose which are sketched with most originality and precision, belong

V> a class rather below that standard. The narrative of all her novels

ts composed of such common occurrences as may have fallen under the

observation of most folks; and her dramatis persona; conduct them*
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" I did indeed rejoice at Erskine's promotion. There is a

degree of melancholy attending the later stage of a barris-

ter's profession, which, though no one cares for sentimental-

ities attendant on a man of fifty or thereabout, in a rusty

black bombazine gown, are not the less cruelly felt : their busi-

ness sooner or later fails, for younger men will work cheaper,

and longer, and harder— besides that the cases are few, com-

paratively, in which senior counsel are engaged, and it is not

etiquette to ask any one in that advanced age to take the

whole burden of a cause. Insensibly, without decay of talent,

and without losing the public esteem, there is a gradual decay

of employment, which almost no man ever practised thirty

years without experiencing ; and thus the honours and dig-

nities of the Bench, so hardly earned, and themselves leading

but to toils of another kind, are peculiarly desirable. Erskine

would have sat there ten years ago, but for wretched intrigues.

He has a very poetical and elegant mind, but I do not know
of any poetry of his writing, except some additional stanzas

to Collins' Ode on Scottish Superstitions, long since published

in the Border Minstrelsy. I doubt it would not be consistent

with his high office to write poetry now, but you may add his

name with Mrs. Scott's (Heaven forgive me ! I should have

said Lady Scott's) and mine to the subscription-list. I will

not promise to get you more, for people always look as if you

were asking the guinea for yourself— there John Bull has the

better of Sawney ; to be sure, he has more guineas to bestow,

but we retain our reluctance to part with hard cash, though

profuse enough in our hospitality. I have seen a laird, after

giving us more champagne and claret than we cared to drink,

look pale at the idea of paying a crown in charity.

" I am seriously tempted, though it would be sending coals

to Newcastle with a vengeance, not to mention salt to Dysart,

and all other superfluous importations— I am, I say, strangely

eelves upon the motives and principles which the readers may recog-

nize as ruling their own and that of most of their acquaintances. Thr

Vind of moral, also, which these novels inculcate, applies equally t«

Ihe paths of common life," &c. &c.— Quarterly Review, October 1815
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tempted to write for your protege's a dramatic scene on an in-

cident which happened at the battle of Halidon Hill (I think.)

It was to me a nursery tale, often told by Mrs. Margaret Swin-

ton, sister ofmy maternal grandmother ; a fine old lady of high

blood, and of as high a mind, who was lineally descended from

one of the actors. The anecdote was briefly thus. The family

of Swinton is very ancient, and was once very powerful, and

at the period of this battle the knight of Swinton was gigantic

in stature, unequalled in strength, and a sage and experienced

leader to boot. In one of those quarrels which divided the

kingdom of Scotland in every corner, he had slain his neigh-

bour, the head of the Gordon family, and an inveterate feud

had ensued ; for it seems that powerful as the Gordonsal ways

were, the Swintons could then bide a bang with them. Well,

the battle of Halidon began, and the Scottish army, unskilfully

disposed on the side of a hill where no arrow fell in vain, was

dreadfully galled by the archery of the English, as usual;

upon which Swinton approached the Scottish General, re-

questing command of a body of cavalry, and pledging his

honour that he would, if so supported, charge and disperse

the English archery— one of the manoeuvres by which Bruce

gained the battle of Bannockburn.— This was refused, out of

stupidity or sullenness, by the General, on which Swinton ex-

pressed his determination to charge at the head of his own fol-

lowers, though totally inadequate for the purpose. The young

Gordon heard the proposal, son of him whom Swinton had

slain, and with one of those irregular bursts of generosity and

feeling which redeem the dark ages from the character of utter

barbarism, he threw himself from his horse, and kneeled down

before Swinton.— ' I have not yet been knighted,' he said,

' and never can I take the honour from the hand of a truer,

Tnore Joyal, more valiant leader, than he who slew my father

:

grant me,' he said, ' the boon I ask, and I unite my forces to

yours, that we may live and die together.' His feudal enemy

became instantly his godfather in chivalry, and his ally in

battle. Swinton knighted the young Gordon, and they rushed

town at the head of their united retainers, dispersed the arch-
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Biy, and would have turned the battle, had they been sup.

ported. At length they both fell, and all who followed them

were cut off'; and it was remarked, that while the fight lasted,

the old giant guarded the young man's life more than his own,

and the same was indicated by the manner in which his body

lay stretched over that of Gordon. Now, do not laugh at my
Berwickshire burr, which I assure you is literally and lineally

handed down to me by my grandmother, from this fine old

Goliah. Tell me, if I can clamper up the story into a sort of

single scene, will it answer your purpose ? I would rather try

my hand in blank verse than rhyme.

" The story, with many others of the same kind, is con-

secrated to me by the remembrance of the narrator, with hei

brown silk gown, and triple ruffles, and her benevolent face,

which was always beside our beds when there were childish

complaints among us.* Poor Aunt Margaret had a most shock-

ing fate, being murdered by a favourite maid-servant in a fit

of insanity, when I was about ten years old : the catastrophe

was much owing to the scrupulous delicacy and high courage

of my poor relation, who would not have the assistance of men
called in, for exposing the unhappy wretch her servant. 1

think you will not ask for a letter from me in a hurry again,

but as I have no chance of seeing you for a long time, I must

be contented with writing. My kindest respects attend Mrs.

Agnes, your kind brother and family, and the Richardsons,

little and big, short and tall ; and believe me most truly your&.

" W. Scott.

" P. S.— Sophia is come up to her Sunday dinner, and begs

to send a thousand remembrances, with the important intelli-

gence that her baby actually says ma-ma, and bow-wow, when

he sees the dog. Moreover, he is christened John Hugh ; and

I intend to plant two little knolls at their cottage, to be called

Mount Saint John, and Hugomont. The Papa also sends his

respects."

* See " My Aunt Margaret"1

s Mirror'' "Waverley Novels. See als«

wiJe, p. 29 (Edin. Ed.)
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About this time Cornet Scott, being for a short period

in Edinburgh, sat to William Allan for that admirable

portrait which now hangs (being the only picture in the

room) over the mantelpiece of the Great Library at

Abbotsford. Sir Walter, in extolling this performance

to Lord Montagu, happened to mention that an en-

graving was about to appear from Mr. Allan's " Death

of Archbishop Sharp," and requested his lordship to

subscribe for a copy of it. Lord Montagu read his let-

ter hurriedly, and thought the forthcoming engraving

was of the Cornet and his charger. He signified that

he would very gladly have that; but took occasion to

remind Sir Walter, that the Buccleuch family had not

forgot his own old promise to sit to Raeburn for a por-

trait, to be hung up at Bowhill. Scott's letter of ex-

planation includes his opinion of Horace Walpole's pos-

thumous " Memoirs."

" To the Lord Montagu.

" Abbotsford, 15th March 1822.

"My Dear Lord,— It is close firing to reply to your kind

letter so soon, but I had led your lordship into two mistakes,

from writing my former letter in a hurry ; and therefore, to try

whether I cannot contradict the old proverb of * two blacks

not making a white,' I write this in a hurry to mend former

blunders.

" In the first place, I never dreamed of asking you to sub-

scribe to a print of my son— it will be time for him to be cop-

perplated, as Joseph Gillon used to call it, when he is major-

general. I only meant to ask vou to take a print of the

Murder of Archbishop Sharp, and to mention historically that

the same artist, who made a capital picture of that event, had

painted for me a very good portrait of my son. I suppose I

Vuay apply your Lordship's kind permission to the work for
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which I did mean to require your patronage ; and for a Scot-

tish subject of interest by a Scottish artist of high promise, I

will presume to reckon also on the patronage of my young
chief. I had no idea of sitting for my own picture; and I

think it will be as well to let Duke Walter, when he feels his

own ground in the world, take his own taste in the way of

adorning his house. Two or three years will make him an

adequate judge on such a subject, and if they will not make
me more beautiful, they have every chance of making me
more picturesque. The distinction was ably drawn in the

case of parsons' horses, by Sydney Smith, in one of his lec-

tures :
—

' The rector's horse is beautiful— the curate's is pic-

turesque.' If the portrait had been begun, that were another

matter ; as it is, the Duke, when he is two or three years older,

shall command my picture, as the original, a vendre et a pendre

— an admirable expression of devotion, which I picked up from

a curious letter of Lord Lovat's, which I found the other day.

I am greatly afraid the said original will by and by be fit only

for the last branch of the dilemma.

" Have you read Lord Orford's History of his own Time—
it is acid and lively, but serves, I think, to show how little those

who live in public business, and of course in constant agitation

and intrigue, know about the real and deep progress of opin-

ions and events. The Memoirs of our Scots Sir George Mac-
kenzie are of the same class : both, immersed in little political

detail, and the struggling skirmish of party, seem to have lost

sight of the great progressive movements of human affairs.

They put me somewhat in mind of a miller, who is so busy

with the clatter of his own wheels, grindstones, and machinery,

and so much employed in regulating his own artificial mill-

dam, that he is incapable of noticing the gradual swell of the

river from which he derives his little stream, until it comes

down in such force as to carry his whole manufactory away

before it. It is comical, too, that Lord Orford should have de-

layed trusting the public with his reminiscences, until so many
years had destroyed all our interest in the Parliamentary and

Court intrigues which he tells with so much vivacity. It is like
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it man who should brick up a hogshead of cider, to be drunk

half a century afterwards, when it could contain little but

acidity and vapidity.

" I am here, thank God, for two months. I have acquired,

as I trust, a good gardener, warranted by Macdonald of Dal-

keith. So the seeds, which your Lordship is so kind as to

promise me, will be managed like a tansy. The greatest ad-

vance of age which I have yet found is liking a cat, an animal

I detested— and becoming fond of a garden, an art which I de-

spised ;
— but I suppose the indulgent mother Nature has pete

and hobby-horses suited to her children at all ages.— Ever,

my Dear Lord, most truly yours, Walter Scott."

Acquiescing in the propriety of what Sir Walter had

thus said respecting the proposed portrait for Bowhill,

Lord Montagu requested him to sit without delay for a

smaller picture on his own behalf; and the result was

that half-length now at Ditton, which possesses a peculiar

value and interest as being the very last work of Rae-

burn's pencil. The poet's answer to Lord Montagu's re-

quest was as follows :
—

" To the Lord Montagu.

" Abbotsford, 27th March 1822.

u My Dear Lord,— I should be very unworthy of so great a

proof of your regard, did I not immediately assure you of the

pleasure with which I will contribute the head you wish to the

halls of Ditton. I know no place where the substance has

been so happy, and, therefore, the shadow may be so far well

placed. I will not suffer this important affair to languish, so

far as I am concerned, but will arrange with Raeburn when I

return to Edinburgh in May. Allan is not in the ordinary

habit of doing portraits, and as he is really a rising historical

painter, I should be sorry to see him seduced into the lucrative

branch which carries off most artists of that description. It

&e goes on as he has begun, the young Duke may one day pat

vou vi. 13
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ronize the Scottish Arts, so far as to order a picture of the
4 Releasing ' of Kinmont Willie * from him. I agree entirely

with your Lordship's idea of leaving the young chief to have

the grace of forming his own ideas on many points, contenting

yourself with giving him such principles as may enable him to

judge rightly. I believe more youths of high expectation have

bolted from the course, merely because well-meaning friendi

had taken too much care to rope it in, than from any other

reason whatever. There is in youth a feeling of independ-

ence, a desire, in short, of being their own master, and enjoy-

ing their own free agency, which is not always attended to by

guardians and parents, and hence the best laid schemes fail in

execution from being a little too prominently brought forward.

I trust that Walter, with the good sense which he seems to pos-

sess, will never lo* that most amiable characteristic of his

father's family, the love and affection which all the members

of it have, for two generations, borne to each other, and which

has made them patterns as well as blessings to the country

they lived in. I have few happier days to look forward to

(and yet, like all happiness which comes to grey-headed men,

it will have a touch of sorrow in it), than that in which he

shall assume his high situation with the resolution which I am
sure he will have to be a good friend to the country in which

he has so large a stake, and to the multitudes which must de-

pend upon him for protection, countenance, and bread. Self-

ish feelings are so much the fashion among fashionable men—
it is accounted so completely absurd to do anything which is

not to contribute more or less directly to the immediate per-

sonal eclat or personal enjoyment of the party— that young

men lose sight of real power and real importance, the founda-

tion of which must be laid, even selfishly considered, in con-

tributing to the general welfare,— like those who have thrown

their bread on the waters, expecting, and surely receiving,

after many days, its return in gratitude, attachment, and sup-

* See, in the Border Minstrelsy (vol. ii. p. 32), the capital old ballad

on this dashing exploit of "the Bold Buccleuch " of Queen Elizabeth

time.
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port of every kind. The memory of the most splendid enter-

tainment passes away with the season, but the money and

pains bestowed upon a large estate not only contribute to its

improvement, but root the bestower in the hearts of hundreds

over hundreds; should these become needful, he is sure to ex-

ercise a correspondent influence. I cannot look forward to

these as settled times. In the retrenchments proposed, Gov-

ernment agree to diminish their own influence, and while they

contribute a comparative trifle to the relief of the public bur-

dens, are making new discontents among those who, for inter-

est's sake at least, were their natural adherents. In this they

are acting weakly, and trying to soothe the insatiate appetite

of innovation, by throwing down their out-works, as if that

which renders attack more secure and easy would diminish the

courage of the assailants. Last year the manufacturing classes

were rising— this year the agricultural interest is discontented,

and whatever temporary relief either class receives will indeed

render them quiet for the moment, but not erase from their

minds the rooted belief that the government and constitution

of this country are in fault for their embarrassments. Well,

I cannot help it, and therefore will not think about it, for that

at least I can help.

1 Time and the hour run through the roughest day.' *

" We have had dreadful tempests here of wind and rain,

and for a variety a little snow. I assure you it is as uncom-

mon to see a hill with snow on its top these two last seasons as

to see a beau on the better side of thirty with powder in his

hair. I built an ice-house last year, and could get no ice to

fill it— this year I took the opportunity of even poor twenty-

four hours, and packed it full of hard-rammed snow— but lo

ye— the snow is now in meditatione fugce, and I wish I may
have enough to cool a decanter when you come to Abbotsford,

as I trust your Lordship will be likely to be here next autumn.

It is worth while to come, were it but to see what a romance

t£ a house I am making, which is neither to be castle nor

* Macbeth, Act I. Scene 3.
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abbey CGod forbid !) but an old Scottish manor-house. I be-

lieve Atkinson is in despair with my whims, for he criea out

yes— yes— yes, in a tone which exactly signifies no— no—
no, by no manner of means.— Believe me always, my dear

Lord, most gratefully yours, Walter Scott."

At the commencement of this spring, then, Scott found

his new edifice in rapid progress ; and letters on that

subject to and from Terry, occupy, during many sub-

sequent months, a very large share in his correspondence.

Before the end of the vacation, however, he had finished

the MS. of his Nigel. Nor had he lost sight of his

promise to Joanna Baillie. He produced, and that, as

I well remember, in the course of two rainy mornings,

the dramatic sketch of Halidon Hill ; but on concluding

it, he found that he had given it an extent quite incom-

patible with his friend's arrangements for her charitable

pic-nic. He therefore cast about for another subject like-

ly to be embraced in smaller compass ; and the Blair-

Adam meeting of the next June supplied him with one

m Macduff's Cross. Meantime, on hearing a whisper

about Halidon Hill, Messrs. Constable, without seeing

the MS., forthwith tendered £1000 for the copyright—
the same sum that had appeared almost irrationally mu-

nificent, when offered in 1807 for the embryo Marmion.

It was accepted, and a letter from Constable himself,

about to be introduced, will show how well the head of

the firm was pleased with this wild bargain. At the

moment when his head was giddy with the popular ap-

plauses of the new-launched Nigel— and although he

had been informed that Peveril of the Peak was already

on the stocks— he suggested that a little pinnace, of the

Halidon class, might easily be rigged out once a-quarter

by way of diversion, and thus add another £4000 pef
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annum to the £10,000 or £15,000, on which all parties

cccnted as the sure yearly profit of the three-deckers in

fore.

Before I quote Constable's effusion, however, I must

recall to the reader's recollection some very gratifying,

but I am sure perfectly sincere, laudation of him in his

professional capacity, which the Author of the Fortunes

of Nigel had put into the mouth of his Captain Clutter-

buck in the humorous Epistle Introductory to that Novel.

After alluding, in affectionate terms, to the recent death

of John Ballantyne, the Captain adds— " To this great

deprivation has been added, I trust for a time only, the

loss of another bibliopolical friend, whose vigorous intel-

lect, and liberal ideas, have not only rendered his native

country the mart of her own literature, but established

there a court of letters, which must command respect,

even from those most inclined to dissent from many of

its canons. The effect of these changes, operated in a

great measure by the strong sense and sagacious calcula-

tions of an individual, who knew how to avail himself,

to an unhoped-for extent, of the various kinds of talent

which his country produced, will probably appear more

clearly to the generation which shall follow the present.

I entered the shop at the Cross to inquire after the health

of my worthy friend, and learned with satisfaction that

his residence in the south had abated the rigour of the

symptoms of his disorder."

It appears that Nigel was published on the 30th of

May 1822; and next day Constable writes as folio irs

from his temporary residence near London :
—
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a To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Castle Street, Edinburgh.

" Castlebeare Park, 31st May 1822.

" Dear Sir Walter,— I have received the highest grati-

fication from the perusal of a certain new work. I may
indeed say new work, for it is entirely so, and will, if that

be possible, eclipse in popularity all that has gone before it.

" The Author will be blamed for one thing, however un

reasonably, and that is, for concluding the story without giving

his readers a little more of it. We are a set of ungrateful

mortals. For one thing at least I trust I am never to be

found so, for I must ever most duly appreciate the kind things

intended to be applied to me in the Introductory Epistle to

this work. I learn with astonishment, but not less delight,

that the press is at work again ; the title, which has been

handed to me, is quite excellent.

" I am now so well as to find it compatible to pay my re-

spects to some of my old haunts in the metropolis, where I go

occasionally. I was in town yesterday, and so keenly were

the people devouring my friend Jingling Geordie, that I act-

ually saw them reading it in the streets as they passed along.

I assure you there is no exaggeration in this. A new novel

from the author of Waverley puts aside— in other words,

puts down for the time, every other literary performance.

The smack Ocean, by which the new work was shipped, ar-

rived at the wharf on Sunday ; the bales were got out by one

on Monday morning, and before half-past ten o'clock 7000

copies had been dispersed from 90 Cheapside.* I sent my
secretary on purpose to witness the activity with which such

things are conducted, and to bring me the account, gratifying

certainly, which I now give you.

" I went yesterday to the shop of a curious person— Mr
Swaby, in Wardour-street— to look at an old portrait which

my son, when lately here, mentioned to me. It is, I think, a

portrait of James the Fourth, and if not an original, is doubt*

* Constable's London agents, Messrs. Hurst, Robinson & Co. , had

then their premises in Cheapside.
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Less a picture as early as his reign. Our friend Mr. Thomson

has seen it, and is of the same opinion ; but I purpose that you

should be called upon to decide this nice point, and I havfc

ordered it to be forwarded to you, trusting that ere long I

may see it in the Armoury at Abbotsford.

" I found at the same place two large elbow-chairs, elabo-

rately carved, in boxwood — with figures, foliage, &c. per-

fectly entire. Mr. Swaby, from whom I purchased them,

assured me they came from the Borghese Palace at Rome;
he possessed originally ten such chairs, and had sold six of

them to the Duke of Rutland, for Belvoir Castle, where they

will be appropriate furniture ; the two which I have obtained

would, I think, not be less so in the Library of Abbotsford.

" I have been so fortunate as to secure a still more curious

article— a slab of mosaic pavement, quite entire, and large

enough to make an outer hearthstone, which I also destine for

Abbotsford. It occurred to me that these three articles might

prove suitable to your taste, and under that impression I am
now induced to take the liberty of requesting you to accept

them as a small but sincere pledge of grateful feeling. Our

literary connexion is too important to make it necessary for

your publishers to trouble you about the pounds, shillings, and

pence of such things ; and I therefore trust you will receive

them on the footing I have thus taken the liberty to name. I

have been on the outlook for antique carvings, and if I knew
the purposes for which you would want such, I might probably

be able to send you some.

e - 1 was truly happy to hear of ' Halidon Hill,' and of the

satisfactory arrangements made for its publication. I wish I

had the power of prevailing with you to give us a similar pro-

duction every three months; and that our ancient enemies on

this side the Border might not have too much their own
way, perhaps your next dramatic sketch might be Bannock-

burn.* It would be presumptuous in me to point out sub

jects, but you know my craving to be great, and I cannot

resist mentioning here that I should like to see a battle

* Had Mr. Constable quite forgotten the Lord of the late* t
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of Hastings — a Cressy — a Bosworth field — and many

more.

" Sir Thomas Lawrence was so kind as invite me to see his

pictures— what an admirable portrait he has commenced of

you !— he has altogether hit a happy and interesting expres-

sion. I do not know whether you have heard that there is an

exhibition at Leeds this year. I had an application for the

use of Raeburn's picture, which is now there ; and it stands

No. 1 in the catalogue, of which I enclose you a copy.

" You will receive with this a copy of the ' Poetry, original

and selected.' I have, I fear, overshot the mark, by including

the poetry of the Pirate, a liberty for which I must hope to

be forgiven. The publication of the volume will be delayed

ten days, in case you should do me the favour to suggest any

alteration in the advertisement, or other change.— I have the

honour to be, dear Sir Walter, your faithful humble servant,

" Archibald Constable."

The last paragraph of this letter alludes to a little

volume, into which Constable had collected the songs,

mottoes, and other scraps of verse scattered over Scott's

Novels, from Waverley to the Pirate. It had a consid-

erable run ; and had it appeared sooner, might have

saved Mr. Adolphus the trouble of writing an essay to

prove that the Author of Waverley, whoever he might

be, was a poet.

Constable, during his residence in England at this

time, was in the habit of writing every week or two to

Sir Walter, and his letters now before me are all of the

vsame complexion as the preceding specimen. The ar-

dent bookseller's brain seems to have been well-nigh

unsettled at this period ; and I have often thought that

the foxglove which he then swallowed (his complaint

being a threatening of water in the chest) might have

had a share in the extravagant excitement of his mind.

Occasionally, however, he enters on details as to which
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•r at least as to Sir Walter's share in them, there could

not have been any mistake ; and these were, it must be

owned, of a nature well calculated to nourish and sustain

in the author's fancy a degree of almost mad exhilaration,

near akin to his publisher's own predominant mood. In

a letter of the ensuing month, for example, after re-

turning to the progress of Peveril of the Peak, under

10,000 copies of which (or nearly that number) Ba)

lantyne's presses were now groaning, and glancing gayly

to the prospect of their being kept regularly employed

to the same extent until three other novels, as yet un-

christened, had followed Peveril, he adds a summary of

what was then, had just been, or was about to be, ihk

amount of occupation furnished to the same office bj

reprints of older works of the same pen ;— "a sum.

mary," he exclaims, " to which I venture to say there

will be no rival in our day !

" And well might Con-

stable say so ; for the result is, that James Ballantyne

ind Co. had just executed, or were on the eve of exe-

cuting, by his order—
" A new edition of Sir W. Scott's Poetical

Works, in 10 vols, (miniature), . . . 5000 copies.

"Novels and Tales, 12 vols, ditto, . . . 5000 —
•* Historical Romances, 6 vols, ditto, . . . 5000 —
* Poetry from Waverley, &c, 1 vol. 12mo, . 5000 —
M Paper required, 7772 reams.

* Volumes produced from Ballantyne's press, . 145,000 !

"

To which we may safe?y add from 30,000 to 40,000

volumes more as the immediate produce of the author's

daily industry within the space of twelve months. The
jcale of these operations was, without question, enough

to turn any bookseller's wits ;— Constable's, in its so-
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berest hours, was as inflammable a head-piece as ever

sat on the shoulders of a poet ; and his ambition, in

truth, had been moving pari passu, during several of

these last stirring and turmoiling years, with that of his

poet. He, too, as I ought to have mentioned ere now,

had; like a true Scotchman, concentrated his dreams on

the hope of bequeathing to his heir the name and dig

nity of a lord of acres. He, too, had considerably

before this time purchased a landed estate in his native

county of Fife; he, too, I doubt not, had, while Ab-

botsford was rising, his own rural castle in petto j

and alas! for "Archibald Constable of Balniel" also,

and his overweening intoxication of worldly success,

Fortune had already begun to prepare a stern rebuke.

Nigel was, I need not say, considered as ranking in the

first class of Scott's romances. Indeed, as a historical

portraiture, his of James I. stands forth preeminent,

and almost alone ; nor, perhaps, in re-perusing these

novels deliberately as a series, does any one of them

leave so complete an impression as the picture of an

age. It is, in fact, the best commentary on the old

English drama— hardly a single picturesque point of

manners touched by Ben Jonson and his contempora-

ries but has been dovetailed into this story, and all so

easily and naturally, as to form the most striking con-

trast to the historical romances of authors who cram, as

the schoolboys phrase it, and then set to work oppressed

and bewildered with their crude and undigested bur-

den.

The novel was followed in June by the dramatic

sketch of Halidon Hill; but that had far inferior suc-

cess. I shall say a word on it presently, in connexion

with another piece of the same order.
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A few weeks before this time, Cornet Scott had

jailed for Germany, and, it seems, in the midst of

rough weather— his immediate destination being Ber-

lin, where his father's valued friend Sir George Rose

was then Ambassador from the Court of St. James's :—

" For Walter Scott, Esq.;

( Care of ffis Excellency Sir George Hose, §c. cfc, Berlin.)

" My Dear Walter, — Your letters came both together this

morning, and relieved me from a disagreeable state of anx-

iety about you, for the winds have been tremendous since

you sailed; and no news arriving from the Continent, owing

to their sticking in the west, I was really very uneasy.

Luckily mamma did not take any alarm. I have no news

to send you, save what are agreeable. We are well here,

and going on in the old fashion. Last night Mathews the

Comedian was with us, and made himself very entertaining.

About a week ago the Comtesse Nial, a lady in the service of

Princess Louisa of Prussia, came to dine here with the Lord

Chief-Commissioner and family, and seemed to take a great

interest in what she heard and saw of our Scottish fashions.

She was so good as to offer me letters for you to the Princess

Louisa; General Gneissenau, who was Adjutant-General of

Blucher's army, and formed the plan of almost all the vet-

eran's campaigns ; and to the Baroness de la Motte Fouque",

who is distinguished in the world of letters, as well as her

husband the Baron, the author of many very pleasing works

of fiction, particularly the beautiful tale of Undine, and the

travels of Theodulph. If you find an opportunity to say to

the Baroness how much I have been interested by her writ-

ings and Mons. de la Motte Fouque's, you will say no more

than the truth, and it will be civil, for folks like to know that

they are known and respected beyond the limits of their own
"ountry.

u Having the advantage of good introductions to foreigner!
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of distinction, I hope you will not follow the established Eng-

lish fashion of herding with your countrymen, and neglecting

the opportunity of extending your acquaintance with the lan-

guage and society. There is, I own, a great temptation to this

in a strange country ; but it is destruction of all the purposes

for which the expense and trouble of foreign travel are in-

curred. Labour particularly at the German, as the French

can be acquired elsewhere ; but I should rather say, work

hard at both. It is not, I think, likely, though it is possible,

that you may fall into company with some of the Tetes

echauffees, who are now so common in Germany— men that

would pull down the whole political system in order to re-

build it on a better model : a proposal about as wild as that

of a man who should propose to change the bridle of a

furious horse, and commence his labours by slipping the

headstall in the midst of a heath. Prudence, as well as

principle and my earnest desire, will induce you to avoid

this class of politicians, who, I know, are always on the alert

to kidnap young men.

" I account Sir George Rose's being at Berlin the most

fortunate circumstance which could have befallen you, as you

will always have a friend whom you can consult in case of

need. Do not omit immediately arranging your time so as to

secure as much as possible for your studies and exercises. For

the last I recommend fencing and riding in the academy ; for

though a good horseman, it is right you should keep up the

habit, and many of the German schools are excellent. I think,

however, Sir George Rose says that of Berlin is but indiffer-

ent ; and he is a good judge of the art. I pray you not to lose

time in dawdling; for, betwixt Edinburgh, London, and the

passage, much of the time which our plan destined for your

studies has been consumed, and your return into the active

service of your profession is proportionally delayed ; so lose no

time. I cannot say but what I am very happy that you are

not. engaged in the inglorious, yet dangerous and harassing,

warfare of Ireland at present. Your old friend Paddy is now

stark mad, and doing much mischief. Sixteen of the Peelers
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have, 1 see by this morning's papers, been besieged in their

quarters by the mob, four killed, and the rest obliged to sur-

render after they had fired the house in which they were

quartered. The officers write that the service is more harass-

ing than on the Peninsula, and it would appear a considerable

part of the country is literally in possession of the insurgents.

You are just as well learning Teiitsche sprechen. I am glad to

see you are writing a firm and good hand. Your last from

Hamburgh was distinctly written, and well composed. Pray

write all your remarks, and pay some little attention to the

style, which, without being stiff or pedantic, should always be

accurate.

" The Lockharts are well ; but baby has a cough, which

keeps Sophia anxious ; they cannot say whether it be the

hooping-cough or no. Mamma, Anne, and little Walter*

send kind love. The little fellow studies hard, and will, I

hope, be a credit to the name he bears. If you do not take

care, he may be a General before you. Always, my dear

Walter, most affectionately yours, Walter Scott.

" P. S.— The Germans are a people of form. You will

take care to learn the proper etiquette about delivering the

enclosed letters."

* Walter, the son of Mr. Thjiuaa Scott, was at this time domiciled

with his uncle's family.
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CHAPTER LVL

Repairs of Melrose Abbey— Letters to Lord Montagu and

Miss Edgeworih— King George IV. visits Scotland— Cel-

tic mania— Mr. Crabbe in Castle Street— Death of Lord

Kinnedder— Departure of the King— Letters from Mr
Peel and Mr. Croker.

1822.

About this time Scott's thoughts were much occupied

*ith a plan for securing Melrose Abbey against the prog-

ress of decay, which had been making itself manifest

to an alarming extent, and to which he had often before

directed the attention of the Buccleuch family. Even

in writing to persons who had never seen Melrose, he

could not help touching on this business— for he wrote,

as he spoke, out of the fulness of the heart. The

yoong Duke readily concurred with his guardians in

allowing the poet to direct such repairs as might seem

to him adequate ; and the result was extremely satisfac-

tory to all the habitual worshippers of these classical

ruins.

I return to the copious and candid correspondence

from which it has been throughout my object to extract

and combine the scattered fragments of an ivtohi^

maphy.
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" To Miss Edgeworih, Edgeworthstown.

" Abbotsford, 24th April 1822.

" My Dear Miss Edgeworth,— I am extremely sorry indeed

that you cannot fulfil your kind intentions to be at Abbotsford

this year. It is a great disappointment, and I am grieved to

think it should have arisen from the loss of a valued relation.

That is the worst part of life, when its earlier path is trod. If

my limbs get stiff, my walks are made shorter and my rides

slower— if my eyes fail me, I can use glasses and a large

print— if I get a little deaf, I comfort myself that, except in

a few instances, I shall be no great loser by missing one full

half of what is spoken ; but I feel the loneliness of age when

my companions and friends are taken from me. The sudden

death of both the Boswells, and the bloody end of the last,

have given me great pain.*— You have never got half the

praise Vivian ought to have procured you. The reason is,

that the class from which the excellent portrait was drawn,

feel the resemblance too painfully to thank the author for it;

and I do not believe the common readers understand it in the

least. I, who (thank God) am neither great man nor politi-

cian, have lived enough among them to recognize the truth

and nature of the painting, and am no way implicated in the

* James Boswell of the Temple, editor of the last Vdinorum Shake-

$peare, &c., a man of considerable learning and admirable social quali-

ties, died suddenly, in the prime of life, about a fortnight before his

brother Sir Alexander. Scott was warmly attached to them both, and
the fall of the Baronet might well give him a severe shock, for he had

dined in Castle Street only two or three days before it occurred, and
the merriest tones of his voice were still ringing in his friend's ears

when he received the fatal intelligence. That evening was, I think,

the gayest I ever spent in Castle Street ; and though Charles Mathews
was present and in his best force, poor Boswell's songs, jokes, and an-

ecdotes, had exhibited no symptom of eclipse. It turned out that he

\md joined the party whom he thus delighted, immediately after com-

pleting the last arrangements for his duel. It may be worth while to

•dd, that several circumstances of his death are exactly reproduced in

the duel scene of St. Ronan's Well.
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satire. I begin to think, that of the three kingdoms the English

alone are qualified to mix in politics safely and without fatal

results : the fierce and hasty resentments of the Irish, and the

sullen, long-enduring, revengeful temper of my countrymen,

make such agitations have a much wider and more dreadful

effect amongst them. Well, we will forget what we cannot

help, and pray that we may lose no more friends till we find,

as I hope and am sure we shall do, friends in each other. 1

had arranged to stay at least a month after the 12th of May,

in hopes of detaining you at Abbotsford, and I will not let you

off under a month or two the next year. I shall have my
house completed, my library replaced, my armoury new fur-

bished, my piper new clothed, and the time shall be July. I

trust I may have the same family about me, and perhaps my
two sons. Walter is at Berlin studying the great art of war

— and entertaining a most military conviction, that all the dis-

turbances of Ireland are exclusively owing to his last regiment,

the 18th hussars, having been imprudently reduced. Little

Charles is striving to become a good scholar, and fit for Ox-

ford. Both have a chance of being at home in autumn 1823.

I know nothing I should wish you to see which has any par-

ticular chance of becoming invisible in the course of fourteen

months, excepting my old bloodhound, poor fellow, on whom

age now sits so heavily, that he cannot follow me far from the

house. I wished you to see him very much— he is of that

noble breed which Ireland, as well as Scotland, once possessed,

and which is now almost extinct in both countries. I have

sometimes thought of the final cause of dogs having such short

lives, and I am quite satisfied it is in compassion to the human

race ; for if we suffer so much in losing a dog after an ac-

quaintance of ten or twelve years, what would it be if they

were to live double that time ?

" 1 don't propose being in London this year— I do not like

't : there is such a riding and driving— so much to see— so

much to say— not to mention plovers' eggs and champagne—
*hat I always feel too much excited in London,— though it is

good to rub off the rust too, sometimes, and brings you u{
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abreast with the world as it goes But 1 must break off,

being summoned to a conclave to examine how the progress of

decay, which at present threatens to destroy the ruins of Mel-

rose, can yet be arrested. The Duke of Buccleuch, though

but a boy, is very desirous to have something done, and his

guardians have acquiesced in a wish so reasonable and credit-

able to the little chief. I only hope they will be liberal, for a

trifle will do no good— or rather, I think, any partial tamper-

ing is likely to do harm. But the Duke has an immense

estate, and I hope they will remember, that though a moderate

sum may keep up this national monument, yet his whole in-

come could not replace it should it fall.— Yours, Dear Miss

Edgeworth, with true respect and regard,

" Walter Scott "

" To the Lord Montagu, $fc.

" Abbotsford, 29th April 1822.

" My Dear Lord,— The state of the east window is pecul-

iarly precarious, and it may soon give way if not assisted.

There would not only be dishonour in that, as Trinculo says

when he lost his bottle in the pool,* but an infinite loss.

Messrs. Smallwood and Smith concur, there will be no dif-

ficulty in erecting a scaffolding strong enough to support the

weight of an interior arch, or beam, as we call it, of wood, so

as to admit the exterior two rows of the stone-arch to be lifted

and replaced, stone by stone, and made as sure as ever they

were. The other ribs should then be pointed both above and

beneath, every fissure closed, every tree and shrub eradicated,

and the whole arch covered with Roman cement, or, what

would be greatly better, with lead. This operation relates to

the vault over the window. Smallwood thinks that the win-

dow itself— that is, the shafted columns, should be secured by

renewing the cross-irons which formerly combined them to-

gether laterally, and the holes of which still remain; and,

indeed, considering how it has kept its ground in its present

* The Tempest, Act I T. Scene 1.

VOL. vi. 14
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defenceless state, I think it amounts to a certainty ui*i wo

restoration of so many points d'appui will secure it against any

tempest whatsoever, especially when the vaulted roof is pre-

served from the present risk of falling down on it.

" There is one way in which the expense would be greatly

lessened, and the appearance of the building in the highest

degree improved— but it depends on a proviso. Provided, then,

that the whole eastern window, with the vaults above it, were

repaired and made, as Law says, sartum atque tectum, there

could be no objection to taking down the modern roof with the

clumsy buttresses on the northern side.* Indeed I do not see

how the roof's continuing could in any respect protect the

window, though it may be very doubtful whether the west

gable should be pulled down, which would expose the east

window to a thorough draft of air— a circumstance which the

original builder did not contemplate, and against which, there-

fore, he made no provision. The taking down this roof and

the beastly buttresses would expose a noble range of columns

on each side. Ever, my Dear Lord, yours ever truly,

" W. S."

" To the Same.

" Abbotsford, 15th May 1822.

"My Dear Lord,— I am quite delighted with the com-

mencement of the Melrose repairs, and hope to report prog-

ress before I leave the country, though that must be on Mon-

day next. Please God, I will be on the roof of the old Abbey

myself when the scaffolding is up. When I was a boy I could

climb like a wild-cat ; and entire affection to the work on

hand must on this occasion counterbalance the disadvantages

of increased weight and stiffened limbs. The east and south

window certainly claim the preference in any repairs sug-

gested ; the side-aisles are also in a very bad way, but cannot

in this summer weather be the worse of delay. It is the raiu

* Some time after the disciples of John Knox, had done their savage

pleasure upon Melrose Abbey, the western part of the chancel was re«

Daired in a most clumsy style to serve as a parish kirk.
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that finds its way betwixt the arch-stones in winter, and is

there arrested by the frost, which ruins ancient buildings when
exposed to wet. Ice occupies more space than water unfrozen,

and thus, when formed, operates as so many wedges inserted

between the stones of the arch, which, of course, are dislocated

by this interposition, and in process of time the equilibrium of

the arch is destroyed— Q. E. D. There spoke the President

of the R. S. E. The removal of the old roof would not be

attended with a penny of expense— nay, might be a saving,

were it thought proper to replace the flags which now cover it

upon the side-aisles, where they certainly originally lay. The

ruble stones would do much more than pay the labourers.

But though this be the case, and though the beauty of the

ruin would be greatly increased, still I should first like to be

well assured that the east window was not thereby deprived

of shelter. It is to be seriously weighed that the architect,

who has shown so much skill, would not fail to modify the

strength of the different parts of his building to the violence

which they were to sustain ; and as it never entered into his

pious pate that the east window was to be exposed to a

thorough blast from west to east, it is possible he may not

have constructed it of strength sufficient to withstand its fury

,

and therefore I say, caution, caution.

" We are not like to suffer on this occasion the mortification

incurred by my old friend and kinsman Mr. Keith of Ravel-

Btone, a most excellent man, but the most irresolute in the

world, more especially when the question was unloosing his

purse-strings. Conceiving himself to represent the great Earls-

Marischal, and being certainly possessed of their castle and

domains, he bethought him of the family vault, a curious

Gothic building in the churchyard of Dunnottar : £10, it was

reported, would do the job— my good friend proffered £5
— it would not do. Two years after he offered the full sum.

A report was sent that the breaches were now so much in-

creased that £20 would scarce serve. Mr. Keith humm'd and

na'd for three years more ; then offered £ 20. The wind and

ain had not waited his decision— less than £50 would not
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now servo. A year afterwards he sent a cheque for the £50,

which was returned by post, with the pleasing intelligence

that the Earl-Marischal's aisle had fallen the preceding week.

Your Lordship's prompt decision has probably saved Melrose

Abbey from the same fate. I protest I often thought I was

looking on it for the last time.

" I do not know how I could write in such a slovenly way

as to lead your Lordship to think that I could recommend

planting even the fertile soil of Bowden-moor in the month of

April or May. Except evergreens, I would never transplant

a tree betwixt March and Martinmas. Indeed I hold by the

old proverb,— plant a tree before Candlemas, and command it

to grow— plant it after Candlemas, and you must entreat it.

I only spoke of this as a thing which you might look at when

your Lordship came here ; and so your ideas exactly meet

•nine.

" I think I can read Lady Montagu's dream, or your Lord-

ship's, or my own, or our common vision, without a Daniel

coming to judgment, for I bethink me my promise related to

some Botany Bay seeds, &c, sent me in gratitude by an honest

gentleman who had once run some risk of being himself pen-

dulous on a tree in this country. If they come to anything

pretty, we shall be too proud to have some of the produce at

Ditton.

" Your hailstones have visited us— mingled, in Scripture

phrase, with coals of fire. My uncle, now ninety-three years

complete, lives in the house of Monklaw, where the offices

were set on fire by the lightning. The old gentleman was on

foot, and as active with his orders and directions as if he had

been but forty-five. They wished to get him off, but he an-

swered, ' Na, na, lads, I have faced mony a fire in my time,

and I winna turn my back on this ane.' Was not this a good

cut of an old Borderer ?— Ever your Lordship's faithful

" W. Scott."

In the next of these letters Sir Walter refers to the

•udden death of the excellent Primate of Ireland, the
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Honourable William Stuart, brother to his and Lord

Montagu's dear friend Lady Louisa. His Grace ap-

pears to have been cut off in consequence of an over-

dose of laudanum being accidentally administered to

him.

" To the Same.

" Edinburgh, 24th May 1822.

u I do devoutly grieve for poor Lady Louisa. With a mind,

and indeed a bodily frame, which suffers so peculiarly as hers

under domestic affliction, I think she has had a larger share of

it than any person almost in my acquaintance. Perhaps, in

her case, celibacy, by extending the affections of so kind a

heart through the remoter range of relationship, has rendered

her more liable to such inroads upon her happiness. I remem-

ber several accidents similar to that of the Archbishop of

Armagh. Henderson's (the player) was one. His wife, who
administered the fatal draught, was the only person who re-

mained ignorant of the cause of his death. One of the Duke's

farmers, some years since, showed extraordinary resolution in

the same situation. His father had given him a quantity of

laudanum instead of some other medicine. The mistake was

instantly discovered ; but the young man had sufficient energy

and force of mind to combat the operation of the drug. While

all around him were stupid with fear, he rose, saddled his

horse, and rode to Selkirk (six or seven miles ;) thus saving

the time that the doctor must have taken in coming to him.

It is very curious that his agony of mind was able to suspend

the operation of the drug until he had alighted, when it in-

stantly began to operate. He recovered perfectly.

" Much obliged by the communication of the symbols adopted

by the lady patronesses at the ball for the Scottish Corpora-

tion. Some seem very apocryphal. I have somewhere two

lists of the badges of the Highland clans, which do not quite

correspond with each other. I suppose they sometimes shifted

their symbols. In general, it was a rule to have an evergeen

»nd I have heard that the downfall of the Stuarts was sup-
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posed to be omened by their having chosen the oak for their

badge of distinction. I have always heard that of the Scotts

was the heath-flower, and that they were sometimes called

Heather-tops from that circumstance. There is a rhyme in

Satchells or elsewhere, which runs thus:—
1 If heather-bells were corn of the best,

Buccleuch-mill would have a noble grist.'

In the Highlands I used sometimes to put heath in my hat,

and was always welcomed as a kinsman by the Macdonalds,

whose badge is freugh, or heather. By the way, Glengarry

has had an affair with a cow, in which, rumour says, he has

not come off quite so triumphantly as Guy of Warwick in an

incident of the same nature. Lord pity them that should

mention Tom Thumb.— Yours ever, W. S."

In the following he touches, among other things, on a

strange book, called Cranboume Chase,* the performance

of a clergyman mad upon sport, which had been sent to

him by his friend William Rose ;
— the anniversary of

the battle of Waterloo, as celebrated by him and his rural

allies at Melrose ;— a fire which had devastated the New
Forest, in the neighbourhood of Lord Montagu's seat of

Beaulieu Abbey ;— and the annual visit to Blair-Adam,

which suggested the subject of another dramatic sketch,

that of Macduff's Gross.

" To the Same.

" Edinburgh, June 23, 1822.

" 1 am glad your Lordship likes Cranbourne Chase : if you

had not, I should have been mortified in my self-conceit, for I

* " Anecdotes of Cranbowne Chase, &c, by William Chafin, clerk:

2d edition. Nichols, London, 1818,"— a thin 8vo. Our Sporting Li.

brary, a rich and curious one, does not include anything more enter-

taining than Mr. Chafin's little volume: and I am sorry Sir Walter

aever redeemed his promise to make it the subject of an article in th8

Ttuarterly Review.
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thought you were exactly the person to relish it. If you bind

it, pray insert at the beginning or end two or three leaves of

blank paper, that I may insert some excellent anecdotes of the

learned author, which I got from good authority. His debut

in the sporting line was shooting an old cat, for which crime

his father made him do penance upon bread and water for

three months in a garret, where he amused himself with hunt-

ing rats upon a new principle. Is not this being game to the

backbone .? ,

" 1 expect to be at Abbotsford for two days about the 18th,

that I may hold a little jollification with the inhabitants of

Melrose and neighbourhood, who always have a gaudeamus,

like honest men, on the anniversary of Waterloo. I shall then

see what is doing at the Abbey. I am very tenaciously dis-

posed to think, that when the expense of scaffolding, &c. is

incurred, it would be very desirable to complete the thing by

covering the arch with lead, which will secure it for 500 years.

I doubt compositions standing our evil climate ; and then the

old story of vegetation taking place among the stones comes

round again, and twenty years put it in as much danger as

before. To be sure, the lead will not look so picturesque

as cement, but then the preservation will be complete and

effectual.

" The fire in Bewly forest reminds me of a pine wood in

Strathspey taking fire, which threatened the most destructive

consequences to the extensive forests of the Laird of Grant.

He sent the fiery cross (then peculiarly appropriate, and the

last time, it is said, that it was used) through Glen-Urquhart

and all its dependencies, and assembled five hundred High-

landers with axes, who could only stop the conflagration by

cutting a gap of 500 yards in width betwixt the burning wood

and the rest of the forest. This occurred about 1 7 70, and must

have been a most tremendous scene.

" Ada^pt Fergusson and I spenl Saturday, Sunday, and

Monday last, in scouring the country with the Chief-Baron

and Chief-Commissioner in search of old castles, crosses, and

lo forth ; and the pleasant weather rendered the excursion
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delightful. The beasts of Reformers have left only the bottom-

stone or socket of Macduff's Cross, on which i3 supposed to

have been recorded the bounty of King Malcolm Canmore to

the unborn Thane of Fife. It was a comfort, however, to have

seen anything of it at all. As to your being in Bond Street, I

can only say I pity you with all my heart. Castle Street is

bad enough, even with the privilege of a hop-step-and-jump to

Abbotsford, by way of shoemakers' holiday.

" I shall be delighted to hear that Lady Charlotte's bridal

has taken place ; * and as doubtless she destines a pair of

gloves to one of her oldest friends and well-wishers, I hope her

Ladyship will not allow the awful prospect before her to put

out of her recollection that I have the largest pair of hands

almost in Scotland (now that Hugh Warrender is gone), and

that if there be seven-leagued gloves, as once there were seven-

leagued boots, they will be most ' germain to the matter.' My
respectful compliments to the bride-elect and her sisters, to

Lady Montagu, and your own young ladies. I have scarce

room to add, that I always am your Lordship's very faith-

ful Walter Scott.*'

On the 12th of July, Sir Walter, as usual, left Edin-

burgh, but he was recalled within a week, by the business

to which the following note refers.

" To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" Edinburgh, 31st July 1822.

" My Dear Terry,— I have not a moment to think my own

thoughts, or mind my own matters. Would you were here, for

we are in a famous perplexity : the motto on the St. Andrew's

Cross, to be presented to the King, is « Righ Albainn gu brathj

that is, * Long Life to the King of Scotland.' ' Righ gu braih

would make a good motto for a button— ' the Kin<y for ever

* Lady Charlotte Scott, sister to the present Duke of Buccleuch, wai

married about this time to her cousin Lord Stopford, now Earl of Cour

town.
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I wish to have Montrose's sword down with the speed of light,

as I have promised to let my cousin, the Knight-Marshal, have

it on this occasion. Pray send it down by the mail-coach : 1

can add no more, for the whole of this work has devolved on

my shoulders. If Montrose's sword is not quite finished, send

it nevertheless.*— Yours entirely, W. Scott "

We have him here in the hot bustle of preparation for

King George the Fourth's reception in Scotland, where

his Majesty spent a fortnight in the ensuing August, as

he had a similar period in Ireland the year before, im-

mediately after his coronation. Before this time no

Prince of the House of Hanover was known to have

touched the soil of Scotland, except one, whose name had

ever been held there in universal detestation— the cruel

conqueror of Culloden,— " the butcher Cumberland."

Now that the very last dream of Jacobitism had expired

with the Cardinal of York, there could be little doubt

that all the northern Tories, of whatever shade of senti-

ment, would concur to give their lawful Sovereign a

greeting of warm and devoted respect ; but the feelings

of the Liberals towards George IV. personally had been

unfavourably tinctured, in consequence of several inci-

dents in his history— above all— (speaking of the mass

* There is in the armoury at Abbotsford a sword presented by
Charles I. to the great Marquis of Montrose— with Prince Henry's

arms and cypher on one side of the blade, and his own on the other.

Sir Walter had sent it to Terry for a new sheath. [1837.]

One day at Dalkeith, during the King's visit, the late Duke of Mon-
trose happened to sit next to Sir Walter, and complimented him on

the vigorous muster of Border Yeomanry which Portobello Sands had

exhibited that morning. " Indeed," said Scott, " there's scarcely a

man left to guard our homesteads." — u I've a great mind," quoth the

Duke, " to send a detachment of my tail to Abbotsford to make prize

of my ancestor's sword." — "Your Grace," says Sir Walter, drily, " U
Very welcome to try— but we're near Philiphaugh yonder." [1839.]
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of population addicted to that political creed) — the un-

happy dissensions and scandals which had terminated, as

it were but yesterday, in the trial of his Queen. The

recent asperities of the political press on both sides, and

some even fatal results to which these had led, must also

be taken into account. On the whole it was, in the opin-

ion of cool observers, a very doubtful experiment, which

the new, but not young King, had resolved on trying.

That he had been moved to do so in a very great meas-

ure, both directly and indirectly, by Scott, there can be

no question ; and I believe it will now be granted by all

who can recall the particulars as they occurred, that his

Majesty mainly owed to Scott's personal influence, au-

thority, and zeal, the more than full realization of the

highest hopes he could have indulged on the occasion of

this northern progress.

Whether all the arrangements which Sir Walter dic-

tated or enforced, were conceived in the most accurate

taste, is a different question. It appeared to be very

generally thought, when the first programmes were issued,

that the Higlanders, their kilts, and their bagpipes, were

to occupy a great deal too much space in every scene of

public ceremony connected with the King's reception.

With all respect and admiration for the noble and gener-

ous qualities which our countrymen of the Highland clans

have so often exhibited, it was difficult to forget
#
that they

had always constituted a small, and almost always an un-

important part of the Scottish population ; and when one

reflected how miserably their numbers had of late years

been reduced in consequence of the selfish and hard-

hearted policy of their landlords, it almost seemed as if

there was a cruel mockery in giving so much prominence

to their pretensions. But there could be no question that
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they were picturesque— and their enthusiasm was too

sincere not to be catching ; so that; by and by even the

coolest-headed Sassenach felt his heart, like John of

Argyle's, " warm to the tartan ;
" and high and low were

in the humour, not only to applaud, but each, according

to his station, to take a share in what might really be de-

scribed as a sort of grand terryfication of the Holyrood

chapters in Waverley ;
— George IV., anno cetatis 60, be-

ing well contented to enact " Prince Charlie," with the

Great Unknown himself for his Baron Bradwardine, " ad

exuendas vel detrahendas caligas domini regis post battaU

liam?

But Sir Walter had as many parts to play as ever

tasked the Protean genius of his friend Mathews ; and

he played them all with as much cordial energy as an-

imated the exertions of any Henchman or Piper in the

company. His severest duties, however, were those of

stage manager, and under these I sincerely believe any

other human being's temper and patience would very

soon have given way. The local magistrates, bewil-

dered and perplexed with the rush of novelty, threw

themselves on him for advice and direction about the

merest trifles ; and he had to arrange everything, from

the ordering of a procession to the cut of a button and

the embroidering of a cross. Ere the green-room in

Castle Street had dismissed provosts, and bailies, and

deacon-conveners of the trades of Edinburgh, it was

sure to be besieged by swelling chieftains, who could

not agree on the relative positions their clans had oc-

cupied at Bannockburn, which they considered as con-

stituting the authentic precedent for determining their

own place*, each at the head of his little theatrical tail,

in the line of the King's escort between the Pier of
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Leith and the Canongate. It required all Scott's un

wearied good-humour, and imperturbable power of face,

to hear in becoming gravity the sputtering controversies

of such fiery rivals, each regarding himself as a true

potentate, the representative of Princes as ancient as

Bourbon ; and no man could have coaxed them into

decent cooperation, except him whom all the High-

landers, from the haughtiest Maclvor to the slyest Cal-

lum-Beg, agreed in looking up to as the great restorer

and blazoner of their traditionary glories. He had,

however, in all this most delicate part of his adminis-

tration, an admirable assistant in one who had also, by

the direction of his literary talents, acquired no mean
share of authority among the Celts— namely, the late

General David Stewart of Garth, author of the " His-

tory of the Highland Regiments." On Garth (seamed

all over with the scars of Egypt and Spain) devolved

the Toy-Captainship of the Celtic Club, already alluded

to as an association of young civilians, enthusiastic for

the promotion of the philabeg;— and he drilled and

conducted that motley array in such style, that they

formed, perhaps, the most splendid feature in the whole

of this plaided panorama. But he, too, had a potential

voice in the conclave of rival chieftains,— and with

the able backing of this honoured veteran, Scott suc-

ceeded finally in assuaging all their heats, and reducing

their conflicting pretensions to terms of truce, at least,

and compromise. A ballad (now included in his works),

wherein these magnates were most adroitly flattered, was

widely circulated among them and their followers, and

was understood to have had a considerable share of the

merit in this peace-making ; but the constant hospitality

of his table was a not less efficient organ of influence. A
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friend coming in upon him as a detachment of Duuiewas-

eails were enjoying, for the first time, his " Cogie now the

King's Come," in his breakfast-parlour, could not help

whispering in his ear— " You are just your own Linde-

say in Marmion— still thy verse hath charms ;
"— and

indeed, almost the whole of the description thus referred

to might have been applied to him when arranging the

etiquettes of this ceremonial ; for, among other persons

in place and dignity who leaned to him for support on

every question, was his friend and kinsman, the late

worthy Sir Alexander Keith, Knight-Marischal of Scot

land ; and—
" Heralds and pursuivants, by name
Bute, Islay, Marchmont, Rothesay came,

Attendant on a king-at-arms,

Whose hand the armorial truncheon held,

That feudal strife had often quelled,

When wildest its alarms.

He was a man of middle age,

In aspect manly, grave, and sage,

As on King's errand come;

But in the glances of his eye,

A penetrating, keen, and sly

Expression found its home
Still is thy name in high account,

And still thy verse hath charms

;

Sir David Lindesay of the Mount,
Lord Lyon King-at-arms." *

About noon of the 14th of August, the royal yacht and

the attendant vessels of war cast anchor in the Roads of

Leith ; but although Scott's ballad-prologue had entreated

the clergy to " warstle for a sunny day," the weather was

so unpropitious that it was found necessary to defer the

landing until the 15th. In the midst of the rain, how'

* Marmion, Canto IV. Stanzso G, 7.
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ever, Sir Walter rowed off to the Royal George ; and,

says the newspaper of the day,—
" When his arrival alongside the yacht was announced to

the King. — ' What !

' exclaimed his Majesty, ' Sir Walter

Scott !— The man in Scotland I most wish to see ! Let him

come up.' This distinguished Baronet then ascended the ship

and was presented to the King on the quarter-deck, where,

after an appropriate speech in name of the Ladies of Edin-

burgh, he presented his Majesty with a St. Andrew's Cross in

silver, which his fair subjects had provided for him.* The

King, with evident marks of satisfaction, made a gracious reply

to Sir Walter, received the gift in the most kind and conde-

scending manner, and promised to wear it in public, in token

of acknowledgment to the fair donors."

To this record let me add, that, on receiving the Poet on

the quarter-deck, his Majesty called for a bottle of High-

land whiskey, and having drunk his health in this national

liquor, desired a glass to be filled for him. Sir Walter

after draining his own bumper, made a request that the

King would condescend to bestow on him the glass out of

which his Majesty had just drunk his health ; and this

being granted, the precious vessel was immediately

wrapped up and carefully deposited in what he conceived

to be the safest part of his dress. So he returned with

it to Castle Street ; but— to say nothing at this moment

of graver distractions— on reaching his house he found

a guest established there of a sort rather different from

the usual visitors of the time. The poet Crabbe, to

whom he had been introduced when last in London, by

Mr. Murray of Albemarle Street, after repeatedly prom

ising to follow up the acquaintance by an excursion to

* This was the cross inscribed " Righ Albainn gu biath," abou/

which Scott wrote to Terry on the 31st July.
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the north, had at last arrived in the midst of these tumul-

tuous preparations for the royal advent. Notwithstanding

all such impediments, he found his quarters ready for him,

and Scott entering, wet and hurried, embraced the vener-

able man with brotherly affection. The royal gift was

forgotten— the ample skirt of the coat within which it

had been packed, and which he had hitherto held cau-

tiously in front of his person, slipped back to its more

usual position— he sat down beside Crabbe, and the glass

was crushed to atoms. His scream and gesture made his

wife conclude that he had sat down on a pair of scissors

or the like : but very little harm had been done except

the breaking of the glass, of which alone he had been

thinking. This was a damage not to be repaired : as for

the scratch that accompanied it, its scar was of no great

consequence, as even when mounting the " cat-dath, or

battle-garment " of the Celtic Club, he adhered, like his

hero Waverley, to the trews.

By six o'clock next morning, Sir Walter, arrayed in

the " Garb of old Gaul " (whicli he had of the Campbell

tartan, in memory of one of his great grandmothers), was

attending a muster of these gallant Celts in the Queen-

Street Gardens, where he had the honour of presenting

them with a set of colours, and delivered a suitable ex-

hortation, crowned with their rapturous applause. Some
members of the Club, all of course in their full costume,

were invited to breakfast with him. He had previously

retired for a little to his library, and when he entered the

parlour, Mr. Crabbe, dressed in the highest style of pro-

fessional neatness and decorum, with buckles in his shoes,

and whatever was then considered as befitting an English

clergyman of his years and station, was standing in the

midst of half-a-dozen stalwart Highlanders, exchanging
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elaborate civilities with them, in what was at least meant

to be French. He had come into the room shortly be-

fore, without having been warned about such company,

and hearing the party conversing together in an unknown

tongue, the polite old man had adopted, in his first saluta-

tion, what he considered as the universal language. Some
of the Celts, on their part, took him for some foreign abbe'

or bishop, and were doing their best to explain to him

that they were not the wild savages for which, from the

startled glance he had thrown on their hirsute proportions,

there seemed but too much reason to suspect he had taken

them ; others, more perspicacious, gave in to the thing for

the joke's sake ; and there was high fun when Scott dis-

solved the charm of their stammering, by grasping Crabba

with one hand, and the nearest of these figures with the

other, and greeted the whole group with the same hearty

good-morning.

Perhaps no Englishman of these recent days ever

arrived in Scotland with a scantier stock of information

about the country and the people than (judging, from all

that he said, and more expressively looked) this illustrious

poet had brought with him in August 1822. It seemed

as if he had never for one moment conceived that the

same island, in which his peaceful parsonage stood, con-

tained actually a race of men, and gentlemen too, own-

ing no affinity with Englishmen, either in blood or in

speech, and still proud in wearing, whenever opportunity

served, a national dress of their own, bearing considerably

moie resemblance to an American Indian's than to that

of an old-fashioned rector from the Vale of Bel voir. His

eyes were opened wide— but they were never opened in

vain ; and he soon began, if not to comprehend the

machinery which his host had called into motion on thit
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iccasion, to sympathize at least very warmly and amiably

with all the enthusiasm that animated the novel spectacle

before him.

I regret that, having been on duty with a troop of yeo-

manry cavalry on the 15th of August, I lost the oppor-

tunity of witnessing Mr. Crabbe's demeanour when this

magnificent scene was first fully revealed upon him. The
whole aspect of the city and its vicinity was, in truth, as

new to the inhabitants as it could have been even to the

Rector of Muston :— every height and precipice occupied

by military of the regular army, or by detachments of

these more picturesque irregulars from beyond the Gram-

pians— lines of tents, flags, and artillery, circling Ar-

thur's Seat, Salisbury Crags, and the Calton Hill— and

the old black Castle and its rock, wreathed in the smoke

of repeated salvoes, while a huge banner-royal, such as

had not waved there since 1745, floated and flapped over

all :— every street, square, garden, or open space below,

paved with solid masses of silent expectants, except only

where glittering lines of helmets marked the avenue

guarded for the approaching procession. All captious-

ness of criticism sunk into nothing before the grandeur

of this vision : and it was the same, or nearly so, on every

subsequent day when the King chose to take part in the

devised ceremonial. I forget where Sir Walter's place

was on the 15th ; but on one or other of these occasions

I remember him seated in an open carriage, in the High-

land dress, armed and accoutred as heroically as Garth

himself (who accompanied him), and evidently in a most

bardish state of excitement, while honest Peter Mathie-

son managed as best he might four steeds of a fierier sort

than he had usually in his keeping— though, perhaps,

lifter all, he might be less puzzled with them than with

vol. vi. 15
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the cocked-hat and regular London Jehu's flaxen wig,

which he, for the first and last time, displayed during

" the royal fortnight."

The first procession from Leith to Holyrood was mar-

shalled in strict adherence, it must be admitted, to the

poetical programme—
" Lord ! how the pibrochs groan and yell

!

Macdonnell's ta'en the field himsel',

Macleod comes branking o'er the fell—
Carle, now the King's come !

"

But I must transcribe the newspaper record in its details,

because no one could well believe, unless he had a speci-

men of these before him, the extent to which the Waver-

ley and Rob Roy animus was allowed to pervade the

whole of this affair.

" Three Trumpeters Mid-Lothian Yeoman Cavalry.

Squadron Mid-Lothian Yeomanry.
Two Highland Pipers.

Captain Campbell, and Tail of Breadalbane.

Squadron Scots Greys.

Two Highland Pipers.

Colonel Stewart of Garth and Celtic Club.

Sir Evan Jf Gregor mounted on horseback,

and Tail ofM1, Gregor.

Herald mounted.

Marischal Trumpets mounted.

A Marischal Groom on foot.

Three Marischal Grooms abreast.

m ~ ( Six Marischal Esquires ) m ~
Two Grooms. < . , .. /*. . > Two Grooms.

( mounted, three abreast. )

Henchman. ( Knight Marischal mounted with ) Henchman.

Groom. ( his baton of office. ) Groom.

Marischal rear-guard of Highlanders.

Sheriff mounted.

Sheriff-officers.

Deputy Lieutenants in green coats, mounted.

Two Pipers.
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General Graham Stirling, and TaiL

Barons of Exchequer.

Lord Clerk-Register.

Lords of Justiciary and Session, in carriages

Marquis of Lothian, Lord Lieutenant, mounted.

Two Heralds, mounted.

Glengarry mounted, and Grooms.

Young Glengarry and two Supporters— Tail.

Four Herald Trumpeters.

White Rod, mounted, and Equerries.

Lord Lyon Depute, mounted, and Grooms.

Earl of Errol, Lord High Constable, mounted.

Two Heralds, mounted.

Squadron Scots Greys.

Koyal Carriage and Six, in which were the Marquis of

Graham, Vice-Chamberlain; Lord G. Beresford,

Comptroller of the Household

;

Lord C. Bentinck, Treasurer of the Household;

Sir R. H. Vivian, Equerry to the King; and

two others of his Majesty's suite.

Ten Royal Footmen, two and two.

Sixteen Yeomen, two and two.

THE KING,
attended by the Duke of Dorset,

Archers. •! Master of the Horse, and the \ Archers.

Marquis ofWinchester, Groom
of the Stole.

Sir Thomas Bradford and Staff.

Squadron Scots Greys.

Three Clans of Highlanders and Banners.

Two Squadrons of the Mid-Lothian Yeomanry.

Grenadiers of 77th regiment.

Two Squadrons Third Dragoon Guards.

Band, and Scots Greys."

It is, I believe, of the dinner of this 15th August in

Castle Street, that Crabbe penned the following brief

record in his Journal :
—

" Whilst it is fresh in my memory, I should describe the day

which I have just passed, but I do not believe an accurate de-

icription to be possible. What avails it to say, for instance,
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that there met at the sumptuous dinner, in all the costume 02

the Highlanders, the great chief himself, and officers of his

company. This expresses not the singularity of appearance

and manners— the peculiarities of men all gentlemen, but

remote from our society— leaders of clans— joyous company.

Then we had Sir Walter Scott's national songs and ballads,

exhibiting all the feelings of clanship. I thought it an honour

that Glengarry even took notice of me, for there were those,

and gentlemen too, who considered themselves honoured by

following in his train. There were also Lord Errol, and the

Macleod, and the Fraser, and the Gordon, and the Fergus-

son ;
* and I conversed at dinner with Lady Glengarry, and

did almost believe myself a harper, or bard, rather— for

harp I cannot strike ; and Sir Walter was the life and soul of

the whole. It was a splendid festivity, and I felt I know not

how much younger."— Life of Crabbe, p. 273.

* Sir Walter's friend, the Captain of Huntly burn, did not, as far as

I remember, sport the Highland dress on this occasion, but no doubt

his singing of certain Jacobite songs, &c, contributed to make Crabbe

set him down for the chief of a clan. Sir Adam, however, is a High-

lander by descent, though the name, MacErries, has been, for two or

three generations, translated into Fergusson; and even his reverend

and philosophical father had, on at least one remarkable occasion, ex-

hibited the warmth of his Celtic blood in perfection. In his essay on

the life of John Home, Scott says— " Dr. Adam Fergusson went as

chaplain to the Black Watch, or 42d Highland regiment, when that

corps was first sent to the Continent. As the regiment advanced to

the battle of Fontenoy, the commanding officer, Sir Robert Munro, was

astonished to see the chaplain at the head of the column, with a broad-

sword drawn in his hand. He desired him to go to the rear with the

surgeons, a proposal which Adam Fergusson spurned. Sir Robert at

length told him, that his commission did not entitle him to be present

in the post which he had assumed. — ' D—n my commission,' said the

warlike chaplain, throwing it towards his colonel. It may easily be

supposed that the matter was only remembered as a good jest; but the

future historian of Rome shared the honours and dangers of that dread-

ful day, where, according to the account of the French themselves, ' th«

Highland furies rushed in upon them with more violence than ever did

a sea driven by a tempest,' " — Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xix

p. 331.
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The King took up his residence, during his stay in his

northern dominions, at Dalkeith Palace, a noble seat of

the Buccleuch family, within six miles of Edinburgh ; and

here his dinner party almost daily included Sir Walter

Scott, who, however, appeared to have derived more deep-

felt gratification from his Majesty's kind and paternal at-

tention to his juvenile host (the Duke of Buccleuch was

at that time only in his sixteenth year), than from all the

flattering condescension he lavished on himself. From
Dalkeith the King repaired to Holyroodhouse two or

three times, for the purposes of a levee or drawing-room.

One Sunday he attended divine service in the Cathedral

of St. Giles', when the decorum and silence preserved by

the multitudes in the streets, struck him as a most remark-

able contrast to the rapturous excitement of his reception

on week days ; and the scene was not less noticeable in

the eyes of Crabbe, who says in his Journal— " The

silence of Edinburgh on the Sunday is in itself devout."

Another very splendid day was that of a procession

from Holyrood to the Castle, whereof the whole ceremo-

nial had obviously been arranged under Scott's auspices,

for the purpose of calling up, as exactly as might be, the

time-hallowed observance of " the Riding of the Parlia-

ment." Mr. Peel (then Secretary of State for the Home
Department) was desirous of witnessing this procession

privately, instead of taking a place in it, and he walked

up the High Street accordingly in company with Scott,

iOme time before the royal cavalcade was to get into mo-

tion. The Poet was as little desirous of attracting notice

as the Secretary, but he was soon recognized — and his

companion, recently revisiting Scotland, expressed his

• lively remembrance of the enthusiastic veneration with

tfhich Scott's person was then greeted by all classes of
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his countrymen. When proposing Sir Walter's memory

at a public dinner given to him in Glasgow, in December

1836, Sir Robert Peel said,— "I had the honour of ac-

companying his late Majesty as his Secretary of State,

when he paid a visit to Edinburgh. I suppose there are

many of you here who were present on that occasion, at

that memorable scene, when the days of ancient chivalry

were recalled— when every man's friendship seemed to

be confirmed— when men met for the first time, who

had always looked to each other with distrust, and re-

solved in the presence of their Sovereign to forget their

hereditary feuds and animosities. In the beautiful lan-

guage of Dryden—
4 Men met each other with erected look—
The steps were higher that they took

;

Friends to congratulate their friends would haste,

And long inveterate foes saluted as they pass'd.'

" Sir Walter Scott took an active lead in these cere

monies. On the day on which his Majesty was to pass

from Holyroodhouse, he proposed to me to accompany

him up the High Street, to see whether the arrangements

were completed. I said to him— ' You are trying a

dangerous experiment— you will never get through in

privacy.' He said, ' They are entirely absorbed in loyal-

ty.' But I was the better prophet : he was recognized

from the one extremity of the street to the other, and

never did I see such an instance of national devotion ex-

pressed."

The King at his first levee diverted many, and de-

lighted Scott, by appearing in the full Highland garb,—
the same brilliant Stuart Tartans, so called, in which

certainly no Stuart, except Prince Charles, had ever be-

*bre presented himself in the saloons of Holyrood. Hit
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Majesty's Celtic toilette had been carefully watched and

assisted by the gallant Laird of Garth, who was not a lit-

tle proud of the result of his dexterous manipulations of

the royal plaid, and pronounced the King " a vera pretty

man." And he did look a most stately and imposing per-

son in that beautiful dress— but his satisfaction therein

was cruelly disturbed, when he discovered, towering and

blazing among and above the genuine Glengarries and

Macleods and MacGregors, a figure even more portly

than his own, equipped, from a sudden impulse of loyal

ardour, in an equally complete set of the self-same con

spicuous Stuart tartans:—

" He caught Sir William Curtis in a kilt—
While throng'd the chiefs of every Highland clan

To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman." *

In truth, this portentous apparition cast an air of rid-

icule and caricature over the whole of Sir Walter's Celti-

fied pageantry. A sharp little bailie from Aberdeen,

who had previously made acquaintance with the worthy

Guildhall Baronet, and tasted the turtle-soup of his volup-

tuous yacht, tortured him, as he sailed down the long gal-

lery of Holyrood, by suggesting that, after all, hts costume

was not quite perfect. Sir William, who had been rigged

out, as the auctioneers' advertisements say, u regardless

of expense," exclaimed that he must be mistaken—
begged he would explain his criticism— and as he spoke,

threw a glance of admiration on a shene dhu (black knife),

which, like a true " warrior and hunter of deer," he wore

stuck into one of his garters. " Oo ay — oo ay," quoth

the Aberdonian ;
" the knife's a' right, mon,— but faai^s

your speen ? "— (where's your spoon ?) Such was Scott's

* Byron's Age of Bronze.
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story— but whether he " gave it a cocked-hat and walk-

ing-cane," in the hope of restoring the King's good-

humour, so grievously shaken by this heroical doppel*

ganger, it is not very necessary to inquire.

As in Hamlet, there was to be a play within the play

;

and, by his Majesty's desire, William Murray's company

performed, in his presence, the drama of Rob Roy. James

Ballantyne's newspaper chronicle says :
—

" In the pit and galleries the audience were so closely wedged

together, that it would have been found difficult to introduce

between any two, even the point of a sabre. It was astonish-

ing to observe the patience, and even the good-nature, with

which the audience bore the extreme pressure. No one, in-

deed, could hope to better his situation by any effort ; but the

joy which was felt seemed completely to have absorbed every

feeling of uneasiness. The boxes were filled with the rank,

wealth, and beauty of Scotland. In this dazzling galaxy were

observed the gallant Sir David Baird, Colonel Stewart of

Garth, Glengarry, the Lord Provost, and Sir Walter Scott

;

each of whom, as he entered, was greeted with loud acclama-

tions.

" At ten minutes past eight, the shouts of the multitude an-

nounced the approach of the King, which was confirmed by an

outrider, who galloped up with the intelligence. The univer-

sal feeling of breathless suspense which at this moment per-

vaded the audience, cannot be described, and will never be

forgotten. Our gracious King now stood before his assembled

subjects. The momentary pause of death-like stillness which

preceded the King's appearance, gave a deep tone of enthusi-

asm to the shout— the prolonged and heartfelt shout, which

for more than a minute rent the house. The waving of hand-

kerchiefs, of the plumed bonnet, and the tartan scarf, added

much to the impressive gladness of the scene which, at this

instant, met the eye of the Chief of Chiefs. His Majesty

with his wonted affability, repeatedly bowed to the audience
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*hile the kindly smile which beamed from his manly counte-

nance expressed to this favoured portion of his loving subjects

the regard with which he viewed them.

" The play was Rob Roy, which his Majesty, in the best

taste, had been pleased to command, out of compliment, doubt-

less, to the country. During the whole performance, the King

paid the greatest attention to the business of the stage, and

laughed very heartily at some of the more odd incidents,—
Buch as the precipitate retreat of Mr. Owen beneath the bed-

clothes— the contest in which the Bailie displays his prowess

with the het poker — and the Bailie's loss of an essential part

of his wardrobe. His Majesty seemed fully to comprehend

and to relish very much the good-natured wit and innocent

sarcasms of the Glasgow magistrate. He laughed outright

when this most humorous of functionaries said to Frank Os-

baldiston, who was toying with Matty,— ' Nane o' your Lun'on

tricks ; ' when he mentioned the distinguishing appellatives of

Old and Young Nick, which the citizens had bestowed upon

his father and himself; when he testified his distrust of Major

Galbraith, who ' has mair brandy than brains,' and of the

Highlanders, of whom he says, ' they may quarrel amang them-

selves now and then, and gie ane anither a stab wi' a dirk or

a slash wi' a claymore ; but, tak my word on't, they're ay sure

to join in the lang run against a' wha hae purses in their pock-

ets and breeks on their hinder ends ;

' and when he said to 'he

boy who returned him his hat and wig, l that's a braw callant 1

ye'U be a man before your mither yet.'

"

On the 24th of August the Magistrates of Edinburgh

entertained their Sovereign with a sumptuous banquet in

the Parliament-House ; and upon that occasion also Sir

Walter Scott filled a prominent station, having been in-

vited to preside over one of the tables. But the most

6triking homage (though apparently an unconscious one)

that his genius received during this festive period, was,

when his Majesty, afte: proposing the health of his hosts
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the Magistrates and Corporation of the northern capital,

rose and said there was one toast more, and but one, in

which he must request the assembly to join him,— "I

shall simply give you," said he, " The Chieftains and

Clans of Scotland— and prosperity to the Land of

Cakes." So completely had this hallucination taken pos-

session, that nobody seems to have been startled at the

time by language which thus distinctly conveyed his

Majesty's impression that the marking and crowning glory

of Scotland consisted in the Highland clans and their

chieftains.

Scott's early associations, and the prime labours and

honours of his life, had been so deeply connected with the

Highlands, that it was no wonder he should have taught

himself to look on their clans and chiefs with almost as

much affection and respect as if he had had more than a

scantling of their blood in his veins. But it was neces-

sary to be an eye-witness of this royal visit, in order to

comprehend the extent to which he had allowed his im-

agination to get the mastery over him as to all these mat-

ters ; and perhaps it was necessary to understand him

thoroughly on such points, in his personal relations, feel-

ings, and demeanour, before one could follow his genius

to advantage in some of its most favoured and delightful

walks of exertion. The strongest impression, however,

which the whole affair left on my mind was, that I had

never till then formed any j"ust notion of his capacity for

practical dealing and rule among men. I do not think

he had much in common with the statesmen and diplo-

matists of his own age and country ; but I am mistaken

if Scott could not have played in other days either the

Cecil or the Gondomar ; and I believe no man, after long

and intimate knowledge of any other great poet, has evei
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ventured to say, that he could have conceived the pos-

sibility of any such parts being adequately filled on the

active stage of the world, by a person in whom the pow-

ers of fancy and imagination had such predominant sway,

as to make him in fact live three or four lives habitually

in place W one. I have known other literary men of

energy perhaps as restless as his ; but all such have been

entitled to the designation of busy-bodies— busy almost

exclusively about trifles, and above all, supremely and

constantly conscious of their own remarkable activity, and

rejoicing and glorying in it. Whereas Scott, neither in

literary labour nor in continual contact with the affairs of

the world, ever did seem aware that he was making any

very extraordinary exertion. The machine, thus gigantic

in its impetus, moved so easily, that the master had no

perception of the obstructions it overcame— in fact, no

measure for its power. Compared to him, all the rest of

the poet species that I have chanced to observe nearly—
with but one glorious exception— have seemed to me to

do little more than sleep through their lives— and at best

to fill the sum with dreams ; and I am persuaded that,

taking all ages and countries together, the rare examples

of indefatigable energy, in union with serene self-posses-

sion of mind and character, such as Scott's, must be sought

for in the roll of great sovereigns or great captains, rather

than in that of literary genius.

In the case of such renowned practical masters, it has

been usual to account for their apparent calmness amidst

the stirring troubles of the world, by imputing to them

callousness of the affections. Perhaps injustice has been

done by the supposition ; but at all events, hardly could

gny one extend it to the case of the placid man of the

imaginative order ;— a great depi^ter of man and nature,



236 LIFE OP SIR WALTER SCOTT.

especially, *'ould seem to be, ex vi termini, a profound

sympathiser with the passions of his brethren, with the

weaknesses as well as with the strength of humanity.

Such assuredly was Scott. His heart was as "ramm'd

with life " (to use a phrase of Ben Jonson's ) as his

brain ; and I never saw him tried in a tenderer pbint than

he was during the full whirl of splendour and gayety that

seemed to make every brain but his dizzy in the Edin-

burgh of August 1822. /

Few things had ever given him so much pleasure as

William Erskine's promotion to the Bench. It seemed

to have vestored his dearest friend to content and cheer-

fulness, and thus to have doubled his own sources of

enjoyment. But Erskine's constitution had been shaken

before he attained this dignity ; and the anxious delicacy

of his conscience rendered its duties oppressive and over-

whelming. In a feeble state of body, and with a sen-

sitive mind stretched and strained, a silly calumny, set

a-foot by some envious gossip, was sufficient literally to

chase him out of life. On his return to Edinburgh about

the 20th of July, Scott found him in visible danger ; he

did whatever friendship could do to comfort and stimu-

late him; but all was in vain. Lord Kinnedder sur-

vived his elevation hardly half a-year— and who thai

observed Scott's public doings during the three or four

weeks I have been describing, could have suspected that

he was daily and nightly the watcher of a deathbed, or

the consoler of orphans ; striving all the while against

" True earnest sorrows, rooted miseries,

Anguish in grain, vexations ripe and blown? "

t am not aware that I ever saw him in such a state of

iejertion as he was when I accompanied him and his
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friend Mr. Thomas Thomson from Edinburgh to Queens

ferry, in attendance upon Lord Kinnedder's funeral.

Yet that was one of the noisiest days of the royal fes-

tival, and he had to plunge into some scene of high

gayety the moment after he returned. As we halted in

Castle Street, Mr. Crabbe's mild, thoughtful face ap-

peared at the window, and Scott said, on leaving me,

—

u Now for what our old friend there puts down as the

crowning curse of his poor player in the Borough—
4 To hide in rant the heart-ache of the night.'

"

The very few letters that Sir Walter addressed to

friends at a distance during the King's stay in Scot-

land, are chiefly occupied with the calumny which proved

fatal to Erskine,— the pains which his friends took, at

his request, to sift it to the bottom,— their conviction

that he had been charged with an improper liaison, with-

out even a shadow of justice,— and their ineffectual

efforts to soothe his morbid sensibility. In one of these

letters Scott says,—
" The legend would have done honour to the invention of

the devil himself, especially the object (at least the effect)

being to torture to death one of the most soft-hearted and

sensitive of God's creatures. I think it was in his nature to

like female society iu general better than that of men ; he had

also what might have given some slight shadow to these foul sus-

picions,— an air of being particular in his attentions to women,
— a sort of Philandering, which I used to laugh at him about.

The result of a close investigation having been completely

satisfactory, one would have thought the business at an end—
but the shaft had hit the mark. At first, while these matters

were going on, I got him to hold up his head pretty well ; he

dined with me, went to the play with my wife— got court

Iresses for his daughters, whom Lady Scott was to present,
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and behaved, in my presence at least, like a man, feeling in-

deed painfully, but bearing up as an innocent man ought to

do. Unhappily I could only see him by snatches— the whole

business of the reception was suddenly thrown on my hands,

and with such a general abandonment, I may say, on all sides,

that to work from morning till night was too little time to

make the necessary arrangements. In the mean time, poor

Erskine's nerves became weaker and weaker. He was by

nature extremely sensitive, easily moved to smiles or tears,

and deeply affected by all those circumstances in society to

which men of the world become hardened ; as, for example,

formal introductions to people of rank, and so forth : he was

unhappily haunted by the idea, that his character, assailed as

it had been, was degraded in the eyes of the public, and no

argument could remove this delusion. At length fever and

delirium came on ; he was bled repeatedly and very copiously

— a necessary treatment perhaps, but which completely ex-

hausted his weak frame. On the morning of Tuesday, the

day of the King's arrival, he waked from his sleep, ordered his

window to be opened that he might see the sun once more,

and was a dead man immediately after. And so died a man
whose head and heart were alike honourable to his kind, and

died merely because he could not endure the slightest stain on

his reputation. — The present is a scene of great bustle and

interest, but though I must act my part, I am not, thank God,

obliged at this moment to write about it."

In another letter, of nearly the same date, Scott

says—

"It would be rather difficult for any one who has never

lived much among my good country-people, to comprehend

that an idle story of a love intrigue, a story alike base and

baseless, should be the death of an innocent man of high char-

acter, high station, and well advanced in years. It struck

into poor Erskine's heart and soul, however, quite as cruelly

as any similar calumny ever affected a modest woman— he
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withered and sunk. There is no need that I should say peace

be with him ! If ever a pure spirit quitted this vale of tears,

it was William Erskine's. I must turn to and see what can be

done about getting some pension for his daughters."

The following letter to his son, now a lieutenant in

the 15th Hussars, but not yet returned from his Ger-

man travels, was written a few days later :
—

"My Dearest Walter,— This town has been a scene of such

giddy tumult since the King's coming, and for a fortnight be-

fore, that I have scarce had an instant to myself. For a long

time everything was thrown on my hand, and even now, look-

ing back, and thinking how many difficulties I had to recon-

cile, objections to answer, prejudices to smoothe away, and

purses to open, I am astonished that I did not fever in the

midst of it. All, however, has gone off most happily ; and the

Edinburgh populace have behaved themselves like so many
princes. In the day when he went in state from the Abbey
to the Castle, with the Regalia borne before him, the street

was lined with the various trades and professions, all arranged

under their own deacons and office-bearers, with white wands

in their hands, and with their banners, and so forth ; as they

were all in their Sunday's clothes, you positively saw nothing

like mob, and their behaviour, which was most steady and re-

spectful towards the King, without either jostling or ciowding,

had a most singular effect. They shouted with great emphasis,

but without any running or roaring, each standing as still in

his place as if the honour of Scotland had depended on the

propriety of his behaviour. This made the scene quite new
to all who had witnessed the Irish reception. The Celtic

Society, ' all plaided and plumed in their tartan array,' *

mounted guard over the Regalia while in the Abbey with great

military order and steadiness. They were exceedingly nobly

dressed and armed. There were two or three hundred High-

Anders besides, brought down by their own Chiefs, and armed

* Campbell's LochieVs Warning.
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cap-a-pie. They were all put under my immediate command
by their various Chiefs, as they would not have liked to have

received orders from each other— so I acted as Adjutant-

General, and had scores of them parading in Castle Street

every day, with piob agus brattach, namely, pipe and banner.

The whole went off excellently well. Nobody was so gallant

as the Knight-Marischal, who came out with a full retinue of

Esquires and Yeomen,— Walter and Charles were his pages.

The Archers acted as gentlemen-pensioners, and kept guard

in the interior of the palace. Mamma, Sophia, and Anne were

presonted, and went through the scene with suitable resigna-

tion and decorum. In short, T leave the girls to tell you all

about balls, plays, sermons, and other varieties of this gay

period. To-morrow or next day the King sets off; and I also

take my departure, being willing to see Canning before he

goes off for India, if, indeed, they are insane enough to part

with a man of his power in the House of Commons at this

eventful crisis.

" You have heard ofpoor Lord Londonderry's (Castlereagh's)

death by his own hand, in a fit of insanity. This explains a

story he once told me of having seen a ghost, and which I

thought was a very extraordinary narrative from the lips of a

man of so much sense and steadiness of nerve. But no doubt

he had been subject to aberrations of mind, which often create

such phantoms.

" I have had a most severe personal loss in my excellent

friend Lord Kinnedder, whose promotion lately rejoiced us so

much. I leave you to judge what pain this must have given

me, happening as it did in the midst of a confusion from which

it was impossible for me to withdraw myself.

" All our usual occupations have been broken in upon by
this most royal row. Whether Abbotsford is in progress or

not, I scarcely know: in short, I cannot say that I have

thought my own thoughts, or wrought my own work, for at

least a month past. The same hurry must make me concludt

abruptly.— Ever yours, most affectionately,

" Walter Scott."
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The ghost story to which the foregoing letter alludes,

was this :— Lord Castlereagh, when commanding, in

early life, a militia regiment in Ireland, was stationed

one night in a large desolate country-house, and his

bed was at one end of a long dilapidated room, while

at the other extremity a great fire of wood and turf had

been prepared within a huge gaping old-fashioned chim-

ney. Waking in the middle of the night, he lay watch-

ing from his pillow the gradual darkening of the embers

on the hearth, when suddenly they blazed up, and a

naked child stepped from among them upon the floor.

The figure advanced slowly towards Lord Castlereagh,

rising in stature at every step, until on coming within

two or three paces of his bed, it had assumed the

appearance of a ghastly giant, pale as death, with a

bleeding wound on the brow, and eyes glaring with

rage and despair. Lord Castlereagh leaped from his

bed, and confronted the figure in an attitude of de-

fiance. It retreated before him, diminishing as it with-

drew, in the same manner that it had previously shot

up and expanded; he followed it pace by pace, until

the original childlike form disappeared among the em-

bers. He then went back to his bed, and was disturbed

no more. This story Lord Castlereagh told with perfect

gravity at one of his wife's supper parties in Paris in

1815, when Scott was among the hearers. I had often

heard him repeat it— before the fatal catastrophe of

August 1822 afforded the solution in the text— when

he merely mentioned it as a singularly vivid dream, the

product probably of a feverish night following upon a

military debauch,— but affording a striking indication

of the courageous temper, which proved true to itself

fven amidst the terrors of fancy.

vol. vi. 16
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Circumstances did not permit Sir Walter to fulfil his

intention of being present at the public dinner given in

Liverpool, on the 30th August, to Mr. Canning, who on

that occasion delivered one of the most noble of all his

orations, and soon afterwards, instead of proceeding, as

had been arranged, to take on him the supreme gov-

ernment of British India, was called to fill the place in

the Cabinet which Lord Londonderry's calamitous death

had left vacant. The King's stay in Scotland was pro-

tracted until the 29th of August. He then embarked

from the Earl of Hopetoun's magnificent seat on the

Frith of Forth, and Sir Walter had the gratification of

seeing his Majesty, in the moment of departure, confer

the honour of knighthood on two of his friends— both

of whom, I believe, owed some obligation in this matter

to his good offices— namely, Captain Adam Fergus-

son, deputy-keeper of the Regalia, and Henry Raeburn,

R. A., properly selected as the representative of the fine

arts in Scotland. This amiable man and excellent artist,

however, did not long survive the receipt of his title*

Sir Henry died on the 8th of July 1823— the last work

of his pencil having been, as already mentioned, a por-

trait of Scott.

On the eve of the King's departure, he received the

following communication :
—

" To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., fyc. §•<?., Castle Street.

" Edinburgh, August 28, 1821.

" My Dear- Sir,— The King has commanded me to acquaint

you, that he cannot bid adieu to Scotland without conveying

to you individually his warm personal acknowledgments foi

the deep interest you have taken in every ceremony and a^
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rangement connected with his Majesty's visit, and for your

ample contributions to their complete success.

** His Majesty well knows how many difficulties have been

smoothed, and how much has been effected by your unremit-

ting activity, by your knowledge of your countrymen, and by

the just estimation in which they hold you.

** The King wishes to make you the channel of conveying to

the Highland chiefs and their followers, who have given to the

varied scene which we have witnessed so peculiar and roman-

tic a character, his particular thanks for their attendance, and

his warm approbation of their uniform deportment. He does

justice to the ardent spirit of loyalty by which they are ani-

mated, and is convinced that he could offer no recompense

for their services so gratifying to them as the assurance, which

I now convey, of the esteem and approbation of their Sov-

ereign.

" I have the honour to be, my dear Sir, with great ti ath,

most truly and faithfully yours, Robert Fefl "

Sir Walter forwarded copies of Mr. Peel's paragraph

touching the Highlanders to such heads of clans as had

been of late in his counsels, and he received very grate-

ful letters in return from Macleod, Glengarry, Sir Evan

MacGregor, and several others of the order, on their re-

turn to the hills— as also from the Countess (afterwards

Duchess) of Sutherland, whose son, Lord Francis, had,

as she playfully expressed it, " been out," as her repre-

sentative at the head of the most numerous and' best ap-

pointed of all the kilted detachments. Glengarry was so

delighted with what the Secretary of State had said, that

the paragraph in question soon found its way to the news-

papers ; and then there appeared, in some Whig journal,

a sarcastic commentary upon it, insinuating that, however

highly the King might now choose to eulogize the poet

and his Celtic allies, his Majesty had been considerably
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annoyed with much of their arrangements and proceed-

ings, and that a visible coolness had, in fact, been mani-

fested towards Sir Walter during the King's stay in the

north. As this idle piece of malice has been revived in

some formal biographies of recent date, I may as well

dispose of it for ever,* by extracting the following notes,

which passed in the course of the next month between

Scott and the Secretary of the Admiralty, whose official

duty, I presume, it was to be in waiting at Ramsgate

when the King disembarked from his yacht. — The
" Dean Cannon " to whom these notes allude, was a cler-

ical humorist, Dean of a fictitious order, who sat to Mr.

Theodore Hooke for the jolly Rector of Fuddle-cum-

Pip3S in his novel of Maxwell.

" To J. W. Croker, Esq., M. P., Admiralty, London.

" Abbotsford, Thursday

u My Dear Croker,— What have you been doing this fifty

years ? We had a jolly day or two with your Dean Cannoi?

at Edinburgh. He promised me a call if he returned through

the Borders ; but, I suppose, passed in the midst of the royal

turmoil, or, perhaps, got tired of sheep's-head and haggis in

* I find that a writer in one of the Radical magazines has very re-

cently revived this absurdity. He (or she) states with gravity, that

Sir Walter had been led to expect the honour of a visit from the King

in Castle Street, and that Sir Walter's cards of invitation for this

grand occasion were actually issued, — but that his Majesty, in conse-

quence of disgust at some of the poet's proceedings, abruptly signified

that he had changed his mind. There is not a word of truth in this

story. At all events, neither I, nor my brother-in-law Charles Scott,

who was under Sir Walter's roof at the time, ever heard the slightest

nint of such an Affair. I rather think, that at one time the King had

meant to return to London by land, and it seems very probable that

he might have announced his gracious intention of in that case calling;

«s he passed, at Abbotsford. — [1839.

J
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the pass of Killiekrankie. He was wrong if he did ; for even

Win Jenkins herself discovered that where there were heads

there must be bodies ; and my forest haunch cf mutton is

noway to be sneezed at.— Ever yours,

"Walter Scott"

" To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Abbotsford.

" Admiralty, Sept. 29, 1822.

"My Dear Scott,— I wish it were • fifty years since ' you had

heard of me, as, perhaps, I should find myself by and by cele-

brated, like the Baron of Bradwardine and some other friends

of ' sixty years since.'

"I have not seen our Dean since his Scotch tour. I am
sorry he was with you in such a period of bustle, as I should

have liked to hear his sober observations on the usual style of

Edinburgh society.

" I had the honour of receiving his Majesty on his return,

when he, after the first three words, began most graciously to

tell me ' all about our friend Scott.' Some silly or malicious

person, his Majesty said, had reported that there had beep

some coolness between you ; but he added, that it was utterly

false, and that he was, in every respect, highly pleased and

gratified, and, he said, grateful for the devoted attention you

had paid him ; and he celebrated very warmly the success that

had attended all your arrangements.

" Peel has sung your praises to the sanw tune ; and i have

been flattered to find that both the King and Peel thought me
bo much your friend, that they, as it were, r°portei to me the

merit of ' my friend Scott.'— Yours ever,

" J. W. Choker."

If Sir Walter lost something in not seeing more of

Dean Cannon— who, among other social merits, sang the

Ballads of Robin Hood with delightful skill and effect—
there was a great deal better cause for regret in the un-

propitious time selected for Mr. Crabbe's visit to Scotland.
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In the glittering and tumultuous assemblages of that sea

son. the elder bard was (to use one of his friend's favour-

ite similitudes) very like a cow in afremd loaning ; and

though Scott could never have been seen in colours more

likely to excite admiration, Crabbe had hardly any oppor-

tunity of observing him in the everyday lovableness of

his converge. Sir Walter's enthusiastic excitement abou

the kilts and the processions seemed at first utterly in-

comprehensible to him ; but by degrees he caught not a

little of the spirit of the time, and even indited a set of

stanzas, which have perhaps no other merit than that of

reflecting it. He also perceived and appreciated Scott's

dexterous management of prejudices and pretensions.

He exclaims, in his Journal,— " What a keen discrimi-

nating man is my friend !
" But I shall ever regret that

Crabbe did not see him at Abbotsford among his books,

his trees, and his own good simple peasants. They had,

I believe, but one quiet walk together, and it was to the

ruins of St. Anthony's Chapel and Muschat's Cairn, which

the deep impression made on Crabbe by the Heart of

Mid-Lothian had given him an earnest wish to see. T

accompanied them ; and the hour so spent, in the course

of which the fine old man gave us some most touching

anecdotes of his early struggles, was a truly delightful

contrast to the bustle and worry of miscellaneous society

which consumed so many of his few hours in Scotland.

Scott's family were more fortunate than himself in this

respect. They had from infancy been taught to rever-

ence Crabbe's genius, and they now saw enough of hinj

to make them think of him ever afterwards with tender

affection.
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CHAPTER LVn.

Mons Meg— Jacobite Peerages— Invitation from the Gala*

shids Poet— Progress of Abbotsford House— Letters to

Joanna Baillie, Terry, Lord Montagu, fyc.— Completion

and Publication of Peveril of the Peak.

1822-1823.

Though Mr. Crabbe found it necessary to leave Scot-

land without seeing Abbotsford, this was not the case with

many less celebrated friends from the south, who had

flocked to Edinburgh at the time of the Royal Festival.

Sir Walter's house was, in hi* own phrase, " like a cried

fair," during several weeks after the King's departure

;

and as his masons were then in the highest activity upon

the addition to the building, the bustle and tumult within

doors and without was really perplexing. We shall find

him confessing that the excitement of the Edinburgh

scenes had thrown him into a fever, and that he never

needed repose more. He certainly never had less of it.

Nor was an unusual influx of English pilgrims the only

legacy of " the glorious days " of August. A consider-

able number of persons who had borne a part in the cere-

moni3s of the King's reception fancied that their exertions

had entitled them to some substantial mark of royal ap-

probation ; and post after post brought long-winded de-

spatches from these clamorous enthusiasts, to him who, of
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all Scotchmen, was supposed to enjoy, as to matters of this

description, the readiest access to the fountain of honour

To how many of these applications he accorded more than

a civil answer, I cannot tell ; but I find that the Duke of

York was too good a Jacobite not to grant favourable con-

sideration to his request, that one or two poor half-pay

officers who had distinguished themselves in the van of

the Celts, might be, as opportunity offered, replaced in

Highland regiments, and so reinvested with the untheatri-

cal « Garb of Old Gaul."

Sir Walter had also a petition of his own. This related

to a certain gigantic piece of ordnance, celebrated in the

history of the Scottish Jameses under the title of Mom
Meg, and not forgotten in Drummond's Macaronics —

-

Sicuti Mons Megga crackasset,

which had been removed from Edinburgh Castle to the

Tower of London, after the campaign of 1745. When
Scott next saw the King, after he had displayed his per-

son on the chief bastion of the old fortress, he lamented

the absence of Mons Meg on that occasion in language

which his Majesty could not resist. There ensued a cor-

respondence with the official guardians of Meg— among

others, with the Duke of Wellington, then Master-Gen-

eral of the Ordnance, and though circumstances deferred

her restoration, it was never lost sight of, and took place

finally when the Duke was Prime Minister, which I pre-

sume smoothed petty obstacles, in 1829.

But the seiious petition was one in which Sir Walter

expressed feelings in which I believe every class of hia

fellow-countrymen were disposed to concur with him very

cordially— and certainly none more so than the generous

King himself. The object which the pDet had at heart
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tfas the restoration cf the Scottish Peerages forfeited in

consequence of the insurrections of 1715 and 1745 ; and

the honourable families, in whose favour this liberal meas-

ure was, soon afterwards adopted, appear to have vied

with each other in the expression of their gratefulness

for his exertions on their behalf. The following paper

seems to be his sketch of the grounds on which the rep-

resentatives of the forfeited Peers ought to approach the

Ministry ; and the view of their case thus suggested, was,

it will be allowed, dexterously selected, and persuasively

enforced.

u Hints respecting an Application for a Reversal of the Attain'

ders in 1715 and 1745.

" September 1822.

" A good many years ago, Mr. Erskine of Mar, and other

representatives of those noble persons who were attainted for

their accession to the Rebellions of 1715 and 1745, drew up a

humble petition to the King, praying that his Majesty, taking

into his royal consideration the long time which had since

elapsed, and the services and loyalty of the posterity of the

attainted Peers, would be graciously pleased to recommend to

Parliament an Act for reversing all attainders passed against

those who were engaged in 1715 and 1745, so as to place their

descendants in the same situation, as to rank, which they would

have held had such attainders never taken place. This peti-

tion, it is believed, was proposed about the time that an Act

was passed for restoring the forfeited estates, still in possession

of the Crown ; and it was imagined that this gracious act

afforded a better opportunity for requesting a reversal of the

attainders than had hitherto occurred, especially as it wae sup-

posed that the late Lord Melville, the grea* adviser of the one

measure, was equally friendly to the other. The petition in

question, however, it is believed, ne\er was presented to the

King— it having been understood that the Chancellor, Lord
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Thurlow, was hostile to it, and that, therefore, it would be

more prudent not to press it then. It is thought by some, that

looking to his Majesty's late paternal and most gracious visit

to his ancient kingdom of Scotland, in which he seemed anx-

ious to revive and encourage all the proud recollections of its

former renown, and to cherish all associations connected with

the events of the olden times, as by the display of the Regalia,

by the most distinguished attention to the Royal Archers, and

by other similar observances, a fit time has now arrived for

most humbly soliciting the royal attention to the state of those

individuals, who, but for the conscientious, though mistaken

loyalty of their ancestors, would now have been in the enjoy-

ment of ancient and illustrious honours.

" Two objections might, perhaps, occur ; but it is hoped that

a short statement may be sufficient to remove them. It may
be thought, that if the attainders of 1715 and 1745 were re-

versed, it would be unjust not to reverse all attainders which

had ever passed in any period of the English history — a

measure which might give birth to such a multiplicity of claims

for ancient English peerages, forfeited at different times, as

might affect seriously the House of Lords, so as both to render

that assembly improperly numerous, and to lower the prece-

dency of many Peers who now sit there. To this it is sub-

mitted, as a sufficient answer, that there is no occasion for

reversing any attainders previous to the accession of the pres-

ent Royal Family, and that the proposed Act might be founded

on a gracious declaration of the King, expressive simply of his

wish to have all attainders reversed, for offences against his

own royal House of Hanover. This limitation would at once

give ample room for the display of the greatest magnanimity

Dn the part of the King, and avoid the bad consequences in-

dicated in the objection ; for, with the exception of Lords Der-

wentwater and Widdrington, who joined in the Rebellion of

1715, the only Peers who ever joined in any insurrection

against the Hanover family were Peers of Scotland, who, by

their restoration, in so far as the families are not extinct, couhj

not add to the number of the House of Lords, but would onfr
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occasion a small addition to the number of those already en-

titled to vote at the election of the Sixteen Representative

Peers. And it seems plain, that in such a limitation there

would be no more injustice than might have been alleged

against the Act by which the forfeited estates, still in the

hands of Government, were restored ; while no compensation

was given for such estates as had been already sold by Govern-

ment. The same argument might have been stated, with

equal force, against the late reversal of the attainder of Lord

Edward Fitzgerald : it might have been asked, with what sort

of justice can you reverse this attainder, and refuse to reverse

all attainders that ever took place either in England or Ire-

land ? But no such objection was made, and the recommen-

dation of the King to Parliament was received almost with ac-

clamation. And now that the family of Lord E. Fitzgerald

have been restored to the rights which he had forfeited, the

petition in the present case will, it is hoped, naturally strike

his Majesty with greater force, when he is pleased to recollect

that his lordship's attainder took place on account of accession

to a rebellion, of which the object was to introduce a foreign

force into Ireland, to overturn the Constitution, and to pro-

duce universal misery ; while the elder attainders now in ques-

tion were the results of rebellions undertaken from views of

conscientious, though mistaken, loyalty in many individuals,

who were much attached to their country, and to those prin-

ciples of hereditary succession tt the Throne, in which they

had been educated, and which, in almost every instance, ought

to be held sacred.

" A second objection, perhaps, might be raised, on the

ground that the reversal of the attainders in question would

'imply a censure against the conduct of that Government by

which they were passed, and consequently an approval, in

vjme measure, of those persons who were so attainted. But it

might as well be said that the reversal of Lord E. Fitzgerald's

ittainder implied a censure on the Parliament of Ireland, and

on the King, by whom that act had been passed ; or that the

•estoration of an officer to the rank from which he had been
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dismissed by the sentence of a court-martial approved of by

the King, would imply a censure on that court or on that

King. Such implication might, at all events, be completely

guarded against by the preamble of the proposed Act— which

might condemn the Rebellion in strong terms— but reverse

the attainders, from the magnanimous wish of the King to

obliterate the memory of all former discord, so far as his own

House had been the object of attack, and from a just sense of

the meritorious conduct and undoubted loyalty of the descend-

ants of those unfortunate, though criminal individuals. And

it is humbly submitted, that as there is no longer any Pretend-

er to his Majesty's Crown, and as all classes of his subjects

now regard him as both de jure and de facto the only true rep-

resentative of our ancient race of Princes— now is the time

for such an act of royal magnanimity, and of Parliamentary

munificence, by which the honour of so many noble houses

would be fully restored ; while, at the same time, the station

of the representatives of certain other noble houses, who have

assumed titles, their right to which is, under the present law,

much more than doubtful, would be fully confirmed, and

placed beyond the reach of objection."

In Scott's collection of miscellaneous MSS. the article

that stands next to this draft of " Hints," is one that I

must indulge myself with placing in similar juxtaposition

here. I have already said something of his friendly re-

lations with the people of the only manufacturing village

in his neighbourhood. Among other circumstances highly

grateful to them was his regular attendance on the day

when their Deacon and Convener for the year entered

on his office— which solemnity occurred early in Octo-

ber. On the approach of these occasions, he usually re-

ceived an invitation in verse, penned by a worthy weaver

named Thomson, but known and honoured all over Teviot-

dale as " the Galashiels Poet." At the first of these cele-

brations that ensued the forthcoming of Rob Roy, this
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bard delighted his compeers, and not less their guest, by

chanting a clever parody on the excellent song of " Don-

ald Caird" i. e. Tinker, the chorus being— in place of

Scott's

"Dinna let the Sherra ken

Donald Caird' s come again; "—
a Tldnlc ye does the Sherra ken,

Bob MacGregor's come again:''*

and that was thenceforth a standing ditty on the day of

the Deacon. The Sheriff's presence at the installation

of 1822 was requested by the following epistle :
—

" To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Abbotsford.

" Murray's Inn, Galashiels,

1st Oct. 1822.

u This year we rather 'gin to falter

If an epistle we should send ye.

Say some, ' Ye only plague Sir Walter,

He canna ilka year attend ye

:

Last year, nae doubt, he condescended,

Just to be quit o' your palaver;

But he could ne'er ha'e apprehended

Tnat ilka year ye'd ask the favour.

He's dined but lately wi' the King,

And round him there is sic a splendour,

He winna stoop to such a thing,

For a' the reasons ye can render:

Content yourselves wi' John o' Skye;

Your impudence deserves a wiper:

t o'll never rest till he grow shy,

And e'en refuse to send his piper.'

- These reasons a' may be withstood,

Wi' nae pretensions for a talker;—
Ye mauna lightly Deacon Wood,
But dine wi' him like Deacon Walker.
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Your favourite dish is not forgot:

Imprimis, for your bill of fare,

We'll put a sheep's-head i' the pot,—
Ye'se get the cantie for your share:

And we've the best o' ' Mountain dew,*

Was gathered whare ye mauna list,

In spite o' a' the gauger crew,

By Scotland's ' children o' the mist.*

Last year your presence made us canty.

For which we hae ye yet to thank;

This year, in faith, we canna want ye,

Ye're absence wad mak sic a blank. - -

As a' our neibors are our friends,

The company is not selected

;

But for to mak ye some amends,

There's not a social soul neglected.

' We wish you luck o' your new biggin'

;

There's no the like o't on the Tweed;

Ye'll no mistak it by its riggin',— *

It is an oddity indeed.

To Lady Scott our kind respect—
To her and to Miss Ann our thanks?

« We hope this year they'll no neglect

Again to smile upon our ranks.

Upon our other kind regards

At present we will no be treating,

For some discourse we maun hae spared

To raise the friendly crack at meeting.

So ye maun come, if ye can win—
Gie's nae excuse, like common gentry;

If we suspect, as sure's a gun,

On Abbotsford we'll place a sentry."

It was a pleasant thing to see the annual procession of

these weavers of Galashiels— or (for they were picud

jnough to adopt the name) of Ganderscleuch— as they

Advanced from their village with John of Skye at thei/

* TTie old song says,—
" This is no mine am house,

I ken by the riggin o't, &o."— See Collection
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head, and the banners of their craft all displayed, to meet

Sir Walter and his family at the ford, and escort them in

splendour to the scene of the great festivity. And well

pleased was he to " share the triumph and partake the

gale " of Deacon Wood or Deacon Walker— and a

proud man was Laureate Thomson when his health was

proposed by the " brother bard " of Abbotsford. At this

Galashiels festival, the Ettrick Shepherd also was a regu-

lar attendant. He used to come down the night before,

and accompany Sir Walter in the only carriage that

graced the march ; and many of Hogg's best ballads were

produced for the first time amidst the cheers of the men
of Ganderscleuch. Meeting Poet Thomson not long since

in a different part of the country, he ran up to me, with

the tears in his eyes, and exclaimed, " Eh, sir, it does me
good to see you — for it puts me in mind of the grand

days in our town, when Scott and Hogg were in their

glory— and we were a' leal Tories ! " Galashiels is now

a nest of Radicalism— but I doubt if it be a happier

place than in the times of Deacon Wood and Deacon

Walker.

In the following letters we have, as many readers may
think, rather too much of the " new bigging " and " the

rigging o't
;

"— but I cannot consent to curtail such char-

acteristic records of the days when Scott was finishing

Peveril of the Peak, and projecting his inimitable por-

traitures of Louis XI. and Charles of Burgundy.

" To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

"Abbotsford, October 5, 1822.

u My Dear Terry,— I have been ' a vixen and a griffin* as

Mrs. Jenkins says, for many days— in plain truth, very much

out of heart. I know you will sympathize particularly with
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me on the loss of our excellent 'Viend W. Erskine, who fell a

victim to a hellishly false story which was widely circulated

concerning him, or rather I should say to the sensibility of his

own nature, which could not endure even the shadow of re-

proach— like the ermine, which is said to pine to death if its

fur is soiled. And now Hay Donaldson * has followed him,—
an excellent man, who long managed my family affairs with the

greatest accuracy and kindness. The last three or four years

have swept away more than half the friends with whom I lived

in habits of great intimacy— the poor Duke, Jocund Johnnie,

Lord Somerville, the Boswells, and now this new deprivation.

So it must be with us

' When ance life's day draws near the gloamin; ' 1 —

and yet we proceed with our plantations and plans as if any

tree but the sad cypress would accompany us to the grave,

where our friends have gone before us. It is the way of the

world, however, and must be so, otherwise life would be spent

in unavailing mourning for those whom we have lost : it is

better to enjoy the society of those who remain to us.— I am
heartily glad, my dear Terry, that you have carried through

your engagement so triumphantly, and that your professional

talents are at length so far appreciated as to place you in the

first rank in point of emolument as in point of reputation.

Your talents, too, are of a kind that will wear well, and health

permitting, hold out to you a long course of honourable exer-

tion
;
you should begin to make a little nest egg as soon as you

can ; the first little hoard which a man can make of his earn-

ings is the foundation-stone of comfort and independence— sc

says one who has found it difficult to practise the lesson he

offers you.

" We are getting on here in the old style. The new castle

* Mr. Hay Donaldson drew up an affecting sketch of his friend

Lord Kinnedder's Life and Character, to which Scott made some ad

fiitions, and which was printed, but not, I think, for public circulation

He died shortly afterwards, on the 30th of September 1822.

t Burns.
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Is now roofing, and looks superb ; in fact, a little too good for

the estate, but we must work the harder to make the land

suitable. The library is a superb room, but after all I fear the

shelves ought not to be less than ten or twelve feet high ; I

had quite decided for nine feet, but on an exacter measure-

ment this will not accommodate fully the books I have now in

hand, and leaves no room for future purchases. Pray is there

not a tolerable book on upholstery— I mean plans for tables,

chairs, commodes, and such like ? If so, I would be much

obliged to you to get me a copy, and send it under Freeling's

cover. When you can pick up a few odd books for me, espe-

cially dramatic, you will do me a great kindness, and I will

remit the blunt immediately. I wish to know what the Mon-

trose sword cost, that I may send the gratility. I must look

about for a mirror for the drawing-room, large enough to look

well between the windows. Beneath, I mean to place the

antique mosaic slab which Constable has given me, about four

feet and a half in length. I am puzzled about framing it.

Another anxious subject with me is fitting up the little oratory

— I have three thick planks of West-Indian cedar, which, ex-

changed with black oak, would, I think, make a fine thing. —
I wish you had seen the King's visit here ; it was very grand

;

in fact, in moral grandeur it was beyond anything I ever wit-

nessed, for the hearts of the poorest as well as the greatest were

completely merged in the business. William Murray behaved

excellently, and was most useful. I worked like a horse, and

had almost paid dear for it, for it was only a sudden and vio-

lent eruption that saved me from a dangerous illness. I be-

lieve it was distress of mind, suppressed as much as I could,

and mingling with the fatigue : certainly I was miserably ill,

and am now only got quite better. I wish to know how Mrs.

Terry, and you, and my little Walter are ; also little miss. I

hope, if I live so long, I may be of use to the former ; little

misses are not so easily accommodated.— Pray remember me
to Mrs. Terry. Write to me soon, and believe me, always

most truiy yours, Walter Scott."

vol. vi. 17
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" To Lieutenant Walter Scott, 15th Hus&ars, Berlin.

" Abbotsford, 7th October 1822.

" My Dearest Walter,— I wrote you a full account of the

King's visit, which went off a merveille. I suffered a good

deal in consequence of excessive fatigue and constant anxiety,

but was much relieved by a very inconvenient and nasty

eruption which physicians call the prickly heat. Ross says, if

it had not broke out I would have had a bad fever— in the

mean time, though the complaint has gone off, my arms and

legs are spotted like a leopard's. The King has expressed

himself most graciously to me, both at leaving Edinburgh

and since he returned. I know from sure authority he has

scarce ever ceased to speak about the Scotch, and the fine

taste and spirit of their reception.

"•Some small accompts of yours have come in. This is

wrong: you ought never to leave a country without clear-

ing every penny of debt ; and you have no apology for doing

so, as you are never refused what I can afford. When you

can get a troop, I shall expect you to maintain yourself

without farther recourse on me, except in the case of ex-

traordinary accident ; so that, without pinching yourself, you

must learn to keep all your expenses within your income

;

it is a lesson which, if not learned in youth, lays up much
bitter regret for age.

"I am pleased with your account of Dresden, and could

have wished you had gone on to Toplitz, Leipsic, &c. At
Toplitz Buonaparte had his fatal check, losing Vandamme,
and about ten thousand men, who had pressed too unwarily

on the allies after raising the siege of Dresden. These are

marked events in your profession, and when you are on the

ground you ought to compare the scene of action with such

accounts as you can get of the motives and motions of the

contending powers.

" We are all quite well here. My new house is quite fin-

ished as to masonry, and we are now getting on the roof

just ia time to face the bad weather. Charles is well at lag
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irriting— the Lockharts speak for themselves. Game is very

plenty, and two or three pair of pheasants are among the

young wood at Abbotslee. I have given strict orders there

shall be no shooting of any kind on that side of the hill.

Our house has been a little disturbed by a false report that

puss had eat up the favourite robin-red-breast who comes

every morning to sing for crumbs after breakfast, but the

reappearance of Robin exculpates old Hinzie. Or. your

birthday this week you become major I— God send you the

wit and reflection necessary to conduct yourself as a man;

from henceforward, my province will be to advise rather

than to command.— Well, we shall have a little jollifica-

tion, and drink your health on becoming legally major, which,

I suppose, you think a much less matter than were you to

become so in the military term.

"Mamma is quite well, and with Ann and Cousin Walter

join in compliments and love.— always affectionately yours,

" Walter Scott."

In the next letter to Terry, Scott refers to the death

of an amiable friend of his, Mr. James Wedderburne,

Solicitor-General for Scotland, which occurred on the 7th

of November ; and we have an indication that Peveril

of the Peak had reached the fourth volume, in his an-

nouncement of the subject for Quentin Durward.

" To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" Abbotsford, Nov. 10th, 1822.

" My Dear Terry,— 1 got all the plans safe, and they are

delightful. The library ceiling will be superb, and we have

plenty of ornaments for it, without repeating one of those in

the eaHug-room. The plan of shelves is also excellent, and

rill, I think, for a long time, suffice my collection. The

brasses for the shelves I like— but not the price : the notched

ones, after all, do very well. I have had three grand hawLs

^ince I last wrote to you. The pulpit, repentance-stool,
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King's seat, and God knows how much of carved wainscot,

from the kirk of Dunfermline,* enough to coat the hall to

the height of seven feet :— supposing it boarded above for

hanging guns, old portraits, intermixed with armour, &c.

—

it will be a superb entrance-gallery : this is hawl the first

Hawl the second is twenty-four pieces of the most splendid Chi-

nese paper, twelve feet high by four wide, a present from my
cousin Hugh Scott, f enough to finish the drawing-room and

two bed-rooms. Hawl third is a quantity of what is called

Jamaica cedar-wood, enough for fitting up both the drawing-

room and the library, including the presses, shelves, &c. : the

wood is finely pencilled and most beautiful, something like

the colour of gingerbread ; it costs very little more than oak,

works much easier, and is never touched by vermin of any

kind. I sent Mr. Atkinson a specimen, but it was from the

plain end of the plank : the interior is finely waved and

variegated. Your kind and unremitting exertions in our

favour will soon plenish the drawing-room. Thus we at

present stand. We have a fine old English cabinet, with

China, &c.— and two superb elbow-chairs, the gift of Con-

stable, carved most magnificently, with groups of children,

fruit, and flowers, in the Italian taste : they came from

Rome, and are much admired. It seems to me that the

mirror you mention, being framed in carved box, would an-

swer admirably well with the chairs, which are of the same

material. The mirror should, I presume, be placed over the

drawing-room chimney-piece; and opposite to it I mean to

put an antique table of mosaic marbles, to support Chan-

trey's bust. A good sofa would be desirable, and so would

the tapestry-screen, if really fresh and beautiful ; but as much

of our furniture will be a little antiquated, one would not run

too much into that taste in so small an apartment. For the

* For this hawl Sir Walter was indebted to the Magistrates of Dun-

fermline.

t Captain Hugh Scott, of the East-India Company's Naval Servic#

iiow of Draycote House, near Derby), second son to the late Laird a

Raeburn.
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fibrary, I have the old oak chairs now in the little armoury,

eight in number, and we might add one or two pair of the

ebony chairs you mention. I should think this enough, for

many seats in such a room must impede access to the books

;

and I don't mean the library to be on ordinary occasions a

public room. Perhaps the tapestry-screen would suit better

here than in the drawing-room. I have one library table here,

and shall have another made for atlases and prints. For

the hall I have four chairs of black oak. In other mat-

ters, we can make it out well enough. In fact, it is mj

object rather to keep under my new accommodations at first,

both to avoid immediate outlay, and that I may leave room

for pretty things which may occur hereafter. I would to

Heaven I could take a cruise with you through the brokers,

which would be the pleasantest affair possible, only I am
afraid I should make a losing voyage of it. Mr. Atkinson

has missed a little my idea of the oratory, fitting it up en-

tirely as a bookcase, whereas I should like to have had

recesses for curiosities,— for the Bruce's skull *— for a cruci-

fix, &c. &c. ; in short, a little cabinet instead of a book-closet.

Four sides of books would be perfectly sufficient; the other

four, so far as not occupied by door or window, should be

arranged tastefully for antiquities, &c, like the inside of an

antique cabinet, with drawers and shottles, and funny little

arches. The oak screen dropped as from the clouds: it is

most acceptable ; I might have guessed there was only one

kind friend so ready to supply hay to my hobby-horse. You
have my views in these matters and your own taste ; and I

will send the needful when you apprise me of the amount

total. Where things are not quite satisfactory, it is better

to wait awhile on every account, for the amusement is over

when one has room for nothing more. The house is com-

pletely roofed, &c, and looks worthy of Mrs. Terry's painting.

\ never saw anything handsomer than the grouping of towers,

* A cast of the skull of King Robert the Bruce, made when his

„omb was discovered during some repairs of Dunfermline Abbey, in

1819.
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chimneys, &c. upon the roof, when seen at a proper dis-

tance.

" Once more, let me wish you joy of your professional

Buccess. I can judge, by a thousand minute items, of the

advance you make with the public, just as I can of the

gradual progress of my trees, because I am interested in

both events. You may say, like Burke, you were not

'coaxed and dandled into eminence,' but have fought your

way gallantly, shown your passport at every barrier, and

been always a step in advance, without a single retrograde

movement. Every one wishes to advance rapidly, but when

the desired position is gained, it is far more easily main-

tained by him whose ascent has been gradual, and whose

favour is founded, not on the unreasonable expectations en-

tertained from one or two seasons, but from an habitual

experience of the power of pleasing during several years.

You say not a word of poor Wattles. I hope little Miss has

not put his nose out of joint entirely.

" I have not been very well— a whoreson thickness of

blood, and a depression of spirits arising from the loss of

friends (to whom I am now to add poor Wedderburne)

have annoyed me much ; and Peveril will, I fear, smell of

the apoplexy. I propose a good rally, however, and hope it

will be a powerful effect. My idea is entre nous, a Scotch

archer in the French king's guard, tempore Louis XL, the

most picturesque of all times.— Always yours very faith-

fully, Walter Scott."

This letter contains the first allusion to the species of

malady that ultimately proved fatal to Sir Walter Scott

He, as far as I know, never mentioned to any one of his

family the symptoms which he here speaks of; but long

before any serious apoplectic seizure occurred, it had been

suspected by myself, and by others of his friends, that he

had sustained slight attacks of that nature, and concealed

ihem.
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The depression of spirits of which he complains, could

not, however, have hung over him long ; at least it by no

means interrupted any of his usual occupations. A griev-

ous interruption had indeed been occasioned by the royal

visit, its preparations, and its legacy of visitants and cor-

respondence ;— but he now laboured to make up his lee-

way, and Peveril of the Peak was completed, and some

progress had also been achieved with the first volume of

Quentin Durward, before the year reached its close. Nor
had he ceased to contemplate future labour, and continued

popularity, with the same firmness and hopefulness as

ever. He had, in the course of October, completed his

contract, and received Constable's bills, for another un-

named " work of fiction
;

" and this was the last such

work in which the great bookseller of Edinburgh was des-

tined to have any concern. The engagement was in fact

that redeemed three years afterwards by Woodstock.

Sir Walter was, as may be supposed, stimulated in all

these matters by the music of the hammer and saw at

Abbotsford. Witness this letter, written during the

Christmas recess—

" To Daniel Terry, Esq., London.

" Abbotsford, January 9th, 1823.

44 Dear Terry, — It is close firing to answer letters the day

they come to hand, but I am afraid of losing opportunities, as

in the case of the mirror, not to be retrieved. I am first to

report progress, for your consideration and Mr. Atkinson's, of

what I have been doing here. Everything about the house

has gone a rien mieux, and the shell is completely finished ; all

the upper story and garrets, as well as the basement, have had

their first eoa* of plaster, being first properly fenced from the

exterior air. The only things which we now greatly need are

the designs for the ceilings of the hall and drawing-room, as
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the smiths and plasterers are impatient for their working plans,

the want of which rather stops them. I have taken actual,

real, and corporal possession of my sitting-room, which has

been fitted with a temporary floor, door, and window— the

oratory, and the door into the library, being bricked up ad

interim. This was a step of necessity, as my books began to

suffer in Peter's garret, so they were brought up to the said

room, and are all ranged in their old shelves and presses, so*as

to be completely comeatable. They have been now there a

fortnight, without the least appearance of damp, so dry do the

brick facings make the wall ; and as we keep good fires in the

place (which, by the by, vents like all Mr. Atkinson's chim-

neys, in a superior style), I intend they shall remain there till

they are transferred to the Library, so that this room will be

fitted up last of all. I shall be then able to judge of a point on

which I have at present some doubt — namely, the capacity

of my library to accommodate my books. Should it appear

limited (I mean making allowances for future additions), I can

perhaps, by Mr. Atkinson's assistance, fit up this private room

with a gallery, which might enter by carrying the stair up the

oratory, and renouncing the idea of fitting it up. The cedar,

I assure you, is quite beautiful. I have had it sawn out into

planks, and every one who looks at it agrees it will be more

beautiful than oak. Indeed, what I have seen of it put to

that use, bears no comparison, unless with such heart-of-oak as

3ullock employed, and that you know is veneered. I do not

go on the cry in this, but practical knowledge, for Mr. Waugh,

my neighbour, a West-Indian planter (but himself bred a

joiner) , has finished the prettiest apartment with it that I ever

saw. I should be apt to prefer the brass notches, were the

difference only what you mention, namely, £ 20 ; but I cannot

make out how that should be, unless by supposing the joiners'

wages much higher than with us. But indeed, in such a

library as mine, when the books are once catalogued, I could

perhaps in many instances make fixed shelves answer the turn,

»y adopting a proper arrangement from the beginning. I give

up the Roslin drop in the oratory— indeed I have long see?
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it would not do. I think the termination of it may be em-

ployed as the central part of Mr. Atkinson's beautiful plan for

the recess in the library ; by the by, the whole of that ceiling,

with the heads we have got, will be the prettiest thing ever

seen in these parts.

" The plan preferred for the door between the entrance-hall

and ante-room, was that which was marked B. To make this

plain, I reenclose A and C— which mode of explaining my-

self puts me in mind of the evidence of an Irish officer.— ' We
met three rebels, one we shot, hanged another, the third we

flogged and made a guide of.'— ' Which of the three did you

flog and make a guide of ?
'
—

' Him whom we neither shot nor

hanged.' Understand, therefore, that the plan not returned

is that fixed upon.

" I think there is nothing left to say about the house except-

ing the chimney-pieces. I have selected for the hall chimney-

piece one of the cloister arches of Melrose, of which I enclose

an accurate drawing. I can get it finished here very beauti-

fully, at days' wages, in our dark-red freestone. The chim-

neys of drawing-room, library, and my own room, with grates

conforming, will be got much better in London than anywhere

else ; by the by, for the hall I have got an old massive chimney-

grate which belonged to the old persecutor Archbishop Sharpe,

who was murdered on Magus Moor. All our grates must be

contrived to use wood as well as coal, with what are called

half-dogs.

"lam completely Lady Wishfort * as to the escritoire. In

fact, my determination would very much depend on the pos-

sibility of showing it to advantage ; for if it be such as is set up

against a wall, like what is called, par excellence, a writing-

desk, you know we have no space in the library that is not

occupied by book-presses. If, on the contrary, it stands quite

free,— why, I do not know— I must e'en leave it to you to

decide between taste and prudence. The silk damask, I fancy,

we must have for the drawing-room curtains; those in the

library we shall have of superfine crimson cloth from Gala*

• See Congreve's Comedy of The Way of the World.
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shiels, made out of mine own wool. I should like the silk to

be sent down in the bales, as I wish these curtains to be made

up on a simple useful pattern, without that paltry trash of

drapery, &c. &c. I would take the armoury curtains for my
pattern, and set my own tailor, Robin Goodfellow, to make

them up ; and I think I may save on the charge of such an

upholsterer as my friend Mr. Trotter, much of the difference

in the value of materials. The chairs will be most welcome.

Packing is a most important article, and I must be indebted to

your continued goodness for putting that into proper hands.

The mirror, for instance— O Lord, sir

!

" Another and most important service would be to procure

me, from any person whom Mr. Atkinson may recommend,

the execution of the enclosed commission for fruit-trees. We
dare not trust Edinburgh ; for though the trade never makes a

pause in furnishing you with the most rare plants, insomuch

that an old friend of mine, the original Jonathan Oldbuck,

having asked one of them to supply him with a dozen of

anchovies, he answered— ' he had plenty of them ; but, being

a delicate plant, they were still in the hot-house '— yet, when

the said plants come to bear fruit, the owner may adopt the

classical line—
' Miratur novas frondes et non sua poma.'

My new gardener is a particularly clever fellow in his way
?

and thinks the enclosed kinds like to answer best. Our new

garden-wall will be up in spring, time enough to have the

plants set. By the way, has Mr. Atkinson seen the way of

heating hot-houses, &c, adapted by Mr. Somebody at Glasgow,

who has got a patent ? It is by a new application of steam,

which is poured into a vaulted roof, made completely air-tight,

except where it communicates with an iron box, so to speak, a

receptacle of the heated air. This vaulted recess is filled

with bricks, stones, or such like substances, capable of receiv-

ing and retaining an extreme degree of heat from the steam

with which they are surrounded. The steam itself is con-

densed and earned off; but the air, which for many houri
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continues to arisd from these heated bricks, ascends into the

iron receptacle, and is let off by ventilators into the space to

be heated, in such quantities as may be desired. The excel-

lence of this plan is not only the saving of fuel, but also and

particularly the certainty that the air cannot be overheated,

for the temperature at hottest does not exceed 95 degrees—
nor overchilled, for it continues to retain, and of course to

transmit, the same degree of heated air, or but with little

variation, for ten or twelve hours, so as to render the process

of forcing much more certain and simple than it has been from

any means hitherto devised. I dare say that this is a very

lame explanation, but I will get a perfect one for Mr. Atkinson

if he wishes it. The Botanical Garden at Glasgow has adopted

the plan, and they are now changing that of Edinburgh for the

same purpose. I have not hearcUvhether it has been applied to

houses ; but, from the principle, I should conceive it practicable.

" Peveril has been stopped ten days, having been driven

back to Leith Roads by stress of weather. I have not a copy

here, but will write to Ballantyne to send you one forthwith.

I am sick of thinking of it myself. We hear of you often,

and always of your advancing favour with the public. It is

one of many cases in which the dearly beloved public has come

round to my decided opinion, after seeming to waver for a time.

Washington Irving's success is another instance of the same.

Little Walter will, I hope, turn out all we can wish him ; and

Mrs. Terry's health, I would fain hope, will be completely re-

established. The steamboats make a jaunt to Scotland com-

paratively so speedy and easy, that I hope you will sometimes

cast both of yourselves this way. Abbotsford, I am sure, will

please you, when you see all your dreams realized so far as

concerns elevation, &c.

" John Thomson, Duddingstone, has given me his most

splendid picture, painted, he says, on purpose for me— a true

Scottish scene. It seems to me that many of our painters

shun the sublime of our country, by labouring to introduce

trees where doubtless by search they might be found, but

here most certainly they make no conspicuous part of the
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landscape, being like some little folks who fill up a company

and put you to the proof before you own to have seen them.

Now this is Fast Castle, famous both in history and legend;

situated near St. Abb's Head, which you most certainly must

have seen, as you have cruised along the coast of Berwick-

shire. The view looks from the land down on the ragged

ruins, a black sky and a foaming ocean beyond them. There

is more imagination in the picture that in any I have seen of a

long time— a sort of Salvator Rosa's doings.— Revenons a

nos moutons. I find that the plans for the window-shutters of

the entrance-hall are much wanted. My wainscot will not be

altogether seven feet— about six. Higher it cannot be, be-

cause of the pattern of the Dunfermline part, and lower I

would not have it, because the armour, &c. must be suspended

beyond the reach of busy and rude fingers, to which a hall ia

exposed. You understand 1 mean to keep lighter, smaller,

and more ornate objects of curiosity in the present little room,

and have only the massive and large specimens, with my fine

collection of horns, &c. in the hall. Above the wainscot, 1

propose the wall to be planked and covered with cartridge

paper, and then properly painted in wainscot, to match the

arrangement beneath.

" I have now, as your own Dogberry says, bestowed all my
tediousness upon you ;— yet I have still a question of yours

to answer on a certain bookseller's part. Unquestionably I

know many interesting works of the kind he mentions, which

might be translated from the German :— almost all those of

Musaeus, of which Beddoes made two volumes, and which are

admirably written ; many of La Motte Fouque ; several from

the collection bearing the assumed name of Beit Weber. But

there is a point more essential to their success with the British

public than even the selection. There is in the German mode

of narration, an affectation of deep metaphysical reflection

and protracted description and discussion, which the English

do not easily tolerate ; and whoever translates their narratives

with effect should be master of the taste and spirit of both na-

tions. For instance, I lately saw a translation of ' Sintram
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and seine Gefahrten,' or Sintram and his Comrades, the story

in the world which, if the plot were insinuated into the boxes,

as Bayes says, would be most striking, translated into such

English as was far more difficult to me than the original Ger-

man. I do not know where an interpreter such as I point to

could be found ; but a literal jog-trotter, such as translated the

assages from Goethe annexed to the beautiful engravings

hich you sent me,* would never make a profitable job. The

bibliopole must lay his account to seek out a man of fancy, and

pay him well. I suppose my friend Cohen f is above superin-

tending such a work, otherwise he is the man to make some-

thing of it. Perhaps he might be induced to take it in hand

for the love of the task. All who are here— namely, my
lovely lady and the Lady Anne— salute you and Mrs. Terry

with the most sincere good wishes. Faithfully yours,

"W. Scott.

" P. S.— Direct to Edinburgh, where I shall be on the 14th.

Perhaps the slightest sketch of the escritoire might enable me to

decide. If I could swop my own, which cost me £30, it might

diminish my prudential scruples. Poor little Johnnie would

have offered the prime cost at once. Your letter shall go to

James Ballantyne. I think I have something new likely to be

actually dramatical. I will send it you presently ; but, on

your life, show it no one, for certain reasons. The very name

is kept secret, and, strange to tell, it will be printed without

The precaution mentioned in this P. S. was really

adopted in the printing of Quentin Durward. It had been

suggested by a recent alarm about one of Ballantyne'a

workmen playing foul, and transmitting proof-sheets of

Peveril while at press to some American pirate.

* I presume this alludes to tne English edition of Betsch's OittKmta

from Faust.

* Mt. Cohen is now Sir Francis Palgrave, K. H.
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Peveril of the Peak appeared, then, in January 1823.

Its reception was somewhat colder than that of its three

immediate predecessors. The post-haste rapidity of the

Novelist's execution was put to a severe trial, from his

adoption of so wide a canvass as was presented by a

period of twenty busy years, and filled by so very large

and multifarious an assemblage of persons, not a few of

them, as it were, struggling for prominence. Fenella was

an unfortunate conception ; what is good in it is not orig-

inal, and the rest extravagantly absurd and incredible.

Even worse was that condescension to the practice of

vulgar romancers, in his treatment of the trial scenes—
scenes usually the very citadels of his strength— which

outraged every feeling of probability with those who had

studied the terrible tragedies of the Popish Plot, in the

authentic records of, perhaps, the most disgraceful epoch

in our history. The story is clumsy and perplexed ; the

catastrophe (another signal exception to his rules) fore-

seen from the beginning, and yet most inartificially brought

about. All this is true ; and yet might not criticisms of

the same sort be applied to half the masterpieces of

Shakspeare ? And did any dramatist— to say nothing

of any other novelist— ever produce, in spite of all the

surrounding bewilderment of the fable, characters more

powerfully conceived, or, on the whole, more happily por-

trayed, than those (I name but a few) of Christian,

Bridgenorth, Buckingham, and Chiffinch— sketches more

vivid than those of Young Derby, Colonel Blood, and

the keeper of Newgate ? The severest censor of this

novel was Mr. Senior
; yet he was just as well as severe.

He could not dismiss the work without admitting tha*

Peveril, " though entitled to no precedency," was, on the

whole, " not inferior to his brethren, taken as a class ;

*
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and upon that class he introduced a general eulogy, which

f shall gratify my readers by extracting :
*

" It had become a trite remark, long before there was the

reason for it which now exists, that the Waverley novels are,

even from their mere popularity, the most striking literary

phenomena of the age. And that popularity, unequalled as it

is in its extent, is perhaps more extraordinary in its perma-

nence. It has resisted the tendency of the public, and per-

haps of ourselves, much as we struggle against it, to think every

subsequent work of the same author inferior to its predecessors,

if it be not manifestly superior. It has resisted the satiety

which might have been predicted as the necessary consequence

of the frequent repetition of similar characters and situations.

Above all, it has withstood gessimum genus inimicorum lau-

dantes. And, in spite of acute enemies, and clumsy friends, and

bungling imitators, each successive novel succeeds in obtain-

ing a fortnight of attention as deep and as exclusive as was

bestowed upon the Bride of Lammermoor, or the Heart of

Mid-Lothian. We have heard this popularity accounted for

in many various ways. It has been attributed to the pictu-

resque reality of Sir Walter Scott's descriptions, to the truth

and individuality of his characters, to the depth of his pathos

and the gaiety of his humour, to the purity and candour of his

morality, and to the clear, flexible, and lively, yet unaffected

style, which is so delightful a vehicle of his more substantial

merits.

" But we do not think that these qualities, even taken to-

gether, sufficiently account for such an effect as has been pro-

duced. In almost all of them he has had equals— in some,

perhaps, superiors— and though we know of no writer of any

age or any nation who has united all these excellences in so

nigh a degree, their deficiencies have been balanced by

* I the rather quote this criticism, as it was published in The Lon-

don Review— a journal which stopped at the second or third Number,

and must therefore have had a verv narrow circulation.
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strength, in what are our author's weakest points, interest and

probability in the fable, and clearness of narration.

" We are inclined to suggest as the additional cause of hia

success, the manner in which his works unite the most irrecon-

cilable forms, and the most opposite materials. He exhibits,

sometimes in succession, and sometimes intermingled, tragedy

and the romance, comedy and the novel. Great events, ex-

alted personages, and awful superstitions, have, in general, been

the exclusive province of the two former. But the dignity

which has been supposed to belong to those styles of writing,

has in general excluded the representation of the every-day

occurrences and familiar emotions, which, though parts of great

events, and incident to great people, are not characteristic of

either. And as human nature is principally conversant in

such occurrences and emotions, it has in general been inade-

quately or falsely represented in tragedy and romance ; inad-

equately by good writers, and falsely by bad— the former

omitting whatever could not be made splendid and majestic,

the latter exaggerating what they found really great, and at-

tempting to give importance to what is base and trivial, and

sacrificing reason and probability to render freebooters digni-

fied, and make familiar friends converse in heroics. Homer
and Euripides are the only exceptions among the ancients;

and no modern tragedian, except Shakspeare, has ventured to

make a king's son, ' remember that poor creature, small-beer.'

Human nature, therefore, fell into the hands of comedians and

novelists ; but they seem either to have thought that there was

something in the feelings and sufferings of ordinary mortality

inconsistent with those who are made of the porcelain clay of

the earth ; or not to have formed sufficiently general concep-

tions, to venture beyond the limits of their own experience.

Their characters, therefore, are copied from the originals with

whom the writer, and therefore the reader, is familiar : they

are placed in situations which derive no interest from their

novelty ; and the usual catastrophe is an event which every

reader has experienced or expected.
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" We may compare tragedy to a martyrdom by one of the

old masters ; which, whatever be its merit, represents persons,

emotions, and events so remote from the experience of the

Bpectator, that he feels the grounds of his approbation and

blame to be in a great measure conjectural. The romance,

such as we generally have seen it, resembles a Gothic window-

piece, where monarchs and bishops exhibit the symbols of their

dignity, and saints hold out their palm branches, and grotesque

monsters in blue and gold pursue one another through the in-

tricacies of a never-ending scroll, splendid in colouring, but

childish in composition, and imitating nothing in nature but a

mass of drapery and jewels thrown over the commonest out-

lines of the human figure. The works of the comedian and

novelist, in their least interesting forms, are Dutch paintings

and caricatures ; in their best, they are like Wilkie's earlier

pictures, accurate imitations of pleasing, but familiar objects—
admirable as works of art, but addressed rather to the judg-

ment than to the imagination.

" Our author's principal agents are the mighty of the earth,

often mixed, in his earlier works, with beings of more than

earthly attributes. He paints the passions which arm sect

against sect, party against party, and nation against nation.

He relates, either episodically or as the main object of his

narrative, the success or failure of those attempts which

permanently affect the happiness of states ; conspiracies and

rebellions, civil war and religious persecution, the overthrow

of dynasties and changes of belief.

' There saw I how the secret felon wrought,

And treason labouring in the traitor's thought;

On the other side there stood destruction bare,

Unpunish'd rapine, and a waste of war;

Contest, with sharpen'd knives in cloysters drawn,

And all with blood bespread the holy lawn.' *

" So far he has nothing in common with the novelist or the

Jomedian. But he writes for times when the veil of high life

* Dryden's Palamon and Arcile, book ii.

VOL. VI 18



274 LIFE OP SIR WALTER SCOTT.

is rent or torn away— when all men are disposed to scru-

tinize, and competent to judge— when they look through and

through kings and statesmen, and see that they are and act as

mere men. He has, therefore, treated those lofty subjects with

a minuteness of detail, and an unsparing imitation of human

nature, in its foibles as well as its energies, which few writers,

excepting the three whom we have mentioned, have had the

boldness and the philosophy to employ in the representation

of exalted characters and national events. ' His story re-

quires preachers and kings, but he thinks only of men;'

and, well aware that independence and flattery must height-

en every peculiarity, he has drawn in a royal personage the

most laughable picture that perhaps ever was exhibited of

human folly and inconsistency. By his intermixture of pub-

lic and private events, he has shown how they act and re-act

on one another ; how results which appear, to him who views

them from the distance of history, to depend on causes of

slow and irresistible operation, are produced, or prevented, or

modified, by the passions, the prejudices, the interests, and

often the caprice of individuals ; and on the other hand,

how essential national tranquillity is to individual happiness

— what family discord and treachery, what cruelty, what

meanness, what insolence, what rapacity, what insecurity—
in short, what vice and misery of every kind, must be wit-

nessed and felt by those who have drawn the unhappy lot

of existence in times of civil war and revolution.

" We have no doubt that his constant introduction of legal

proceedings (a subject as carefully avoided by his predeces-

sors) materially assists the plausibility of his narratives. In

peaceful times, the law is the lever which sets in motion a

great part of our actions, and regulates and controls them

all. And if, in times of civil disturbance, its regular and

beneficial operation be interrupted (and indeed such an in-

terruption is the criterion, and the great mischief of civil

disturbance), yet the forms of law are never in more con-

stant use. Men who would not rob or murder, will seques-

trate and condemn. The advantage, the gratification of
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avarice or hatred, is enjoyed by all— the responsibility is

divided; since those who framed the iniquitous law have

not to execute it, and those who give effect to it did not

create it. The recurrence, therefore, in our author's works,

of this mainspring of human affairs, has a double effect. If

the story were true, we should expect to meet with it ; sup-

posing it fictitious, we should expect it to be absent.

"An example will illustrate much of what we have te-

diously, and we fear obscurely, attempted to explain. We
will take one from Waverley. The principal scenes are laid

in a royal palace, on a field of battle where the kingdom is

the stake, and at the head-quarters of a victorious army.

The actors are, an exiled prince, reclaiming the sceptre of

his ancestors, and the armed nobility and gentry of his king-

dom. So far we are in the lofty regions of romance. And in

any other hands than those of Sir Walter Scott, the language

and conduct of these great people would have been as dig-

nified as their situations. We should have heard nothing of

the hero in his new costume ' majoring afore the muckle pier-

glass '— of his arrest by the host of the Candlestick— of his

examination by the well-powdered Major Melville— or his

fears of being informed against by Mrs. Nosebag. The Bar-

on would not have claimed to draw off the princely caligce.

Fergus would not have been influenced, in bringing his sister

to the camp, by the credit to be obtained through her beauty

and accomplishments. We should not have been told of the

staff-appointment refused by Waverley, or of the motives

which caused him first to march with the M'lvors, and af-

terwards with the Baron. In short, we should have had a

uniform and imposing representation of a splendid scene,

but calculated to leave false recollections with the unin-

-tructed, and none at all with the judicious reader. But

irhen we study the history of the Rebellion in Waverley, we

feel convinced that, though the details presented to us never

existed, yet they must resemble what really happened ; and

Jhat while the leading persons and events are as remote from

Vhose of ordinary life as the inventions of Scuderi, the pictuw
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of human nature is as faithful as could have been given by

Fielding or La Sage.'*

I fear the reader will hardly pardon me for bringing

him down abruptly from this fine criticism to a little joke

of the Parliament-House. Among its lounging young

barristers of those days, Sir Walter Scott, in the intervals

of his duty as clerk, often came forth and mingled much

in the style of his own coeval Mountain. Indeed the

pleasure he seemed to take in the society of his profes-

sional juniors, was one of the most remarkable, and cer-

tainly not the least agreeable features of his character at

this period of his consummate honour and celebrity— but I

should rather have said, perhaps, of young people gener-

ally, male or female, law or lay, gentle or simple. I used

to think it was near of kin to another feature in him, his

love of a bright light. It was always, I suspect, against

the grain with him, when he did not even work at his

desk with the sun full upon him. However, one morn-

ing soon after Peveril came out, one of our most famous

wags (now famous for better things), namely, Mr. Pat-

rick Robertson, commonly called by the endearing Scot-

tish diminutive " Peter," observed that tall conical white

head advancing above the crowd towards the fire-place,

where the usual roar of fun was going on among the

briefless, and said, " Hush, boys, here comes old Peveril

— I see the Peak." A laugh ensued, and the Great Un-

known, as he withdrew from the circle after a few minutes'

gossip, insisted that I should tell him what our joke upon

his advent had been. When enlightened, being by that

time half way across the " babbling hall," towards his

own Division, he looked round with a sly grin, and said,

between his teeth, " Ay, ay, my man, as weel Peveril o

•he Peak ony day, as Peter o' the Painch " (paunch) —

•



"OLD PEVERIL." 277

which being transmitted to the brethren of the stove school,

of course delighted all of them, except their portly Cory-

phaeus. But Peter's application stuck ; to his dying day,

Scott was in the Outer House Peveril of the Peak, or Old

Peveril— and, by and by, like a good Cavalier, he took

to the designation kindly. He was well aware that his

own family and younger friends constantly talked of him

under this sobriquet. Many a little note have I had from

him (and so probably has Peter also), reproving, or per-

haps encouraging, Tory mischief, and signed, "Thine,

Peveril."— Specimens enough will occur by and by—
but I may as well transcribe one here, doggrel though it

be. Calling at my house one forenoon, he had detected

me in writing some nonsense for Blackwood's Noctes

Ambrosianae ; and after he went home, finding an apology

from some friend who had been expected to dine with a

Whiggish party that day in Castle Street, he despatched

this billet :
—

*'• To J. G. Lockhart, Esq., Northumberland Street

" Irrecoverable sinner,

Work what Whigs you please till dinner,

But be here exact at six,

Smooth as oil with mine to mix.

(Sophy may step up to tea,

Our table has no room for she.)

Come (your gum within your cheek)

And help sweet

" PEVEBIL OF THE PXAK *
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CHAPTER LVIII.

Quentin Burward in progress— Letters to Constable, and Dr.

Dibdin— The Author of Waverley and the Roxburghe Club

— The Bannatyne Club founded— Scott Chairman of the

Edinburgh Oil Gas Company, Sfc. — Mechanical Devices at

Abbotsford— Gasometer— Air-Bell, §*c. fyc.— The Bellen-

den Windows.

1823.

It was, perhaps, some inward misgiving towards the

completion of Peveril, that determined Scott to break new

ground in his next novel ; and as he had before awakened

a fresh interest by venturing on English scenery and

history, try the still bolder experiment of a continental

excursion. However this may have been, he was encour-

aged and strengthened by the return of his friend, Mr.

Skene, about this time, from a tour in France ; in the

course of which he had kept an accurate and lively jour-

nal, and executed a vast variety of clever drawings, rep-

resenting landscapes and ancient buildings, such as would

have been most sure to interest Scott had he been the

companion of his wanderings. Mr. Skene's MS. collec-

tions were placed at his disposal, and he took from one of

their chapters the substance of the original Introduction

to Quentin Durward. Yet still his difficulties in this new

indertaking were frequent, and of a sort to which he had

hitherto been a stranger. I remember observing him
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aiany times in the Advocates' Library poring over maps

and gazetteers with care and anxiety ; and the following is

one of many similar notes which his bookseller and print-

er received during the progress of the novel :
—

" To Archibald Constable, Esq.

" Castle Street, 23d Jan. 1823.

" My Dear Constable,—It is a vile place this village of

Plessis les Tours, that can baffle both you and me. It is a

place famous in history ; and, moreover, is, as your Gazetteer

assures us, a village of a thousand inhabitants, yet I have not

found it in any map, provincial or general, which I have con-

sulted. I think something must be found in Malte Brun's

Geographical Works. I have also suggested to Mr. Cadell

that Wraxall's History of France, or his Travels, may prob-

ably help us. In the mean time, I am getting on ; and instead

of description holding the place of sense, I must try to make

such sense as I can find, hold the place of description.

" I know Hawkwood's story ; * he was originally, I believe,

a tailor in London, and became a noted leader of Condottieri

in Italy.

" I shall be obliged to Mr. David f to get from the Advocates'

Library, and send me, the large copy of Philip de Commines,

in 4to. I returned it, intending to bring mine from Abbots-

* Hawkwood— from whose adventures Constable had thought the

author of Quentin Durward might take some hints— began life as

apprentice to a London tailor. But, as Fuller says, " he soon turned

his needle into a sword, and his thimble into a shield," and raised him-

self to knighthood, in the service of Edward III. After accumulating

great wealth and fame in the predatory wars of Italy, he died in 1393,

it Florence, where his funera1 was celebrated with magnificence amidst

the general lamentations of th* people.— See " The Honourable Pren-

tice, or the Life and Death of Sir John Hawkwood" $c. London : 4to.

•615.

t Mr. David Constable, eldest son of the great bookseller, had been

called to the Bar at Edinburgh.
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ford, but left it in my hurry ; and the author is the very key

to my period.— Yours ever, Walter Scott."

He was much amused with a mark of French admira-

tion which reached him (opportunely enough) about the

same time— one of the few such that his novels seem to

have brought him prior to the publication of Quentin

Durward. I regret that I cannot produce the letter to

which he alludes in the next of these notes ; but I have

by no means forgotten the excellent flavour of the cham-

pagne which soon afterwards arrived at Abbotsford, in a

quantity greatly more liberal than had been stipulated

for.

" To A. Constable, Esq.

" Castle Street, 16th February 1823.

"My Dear Constable,— I send you a letter which will

amuse you. It is a funny Frenchman who wants me to ac-

cept some champagne for a set of my works. I have written,

in answer, that as my works cost me nothing I could not think

of putting a value on them, but that I should apply to you.

Send him by the mediation of Hurst & Robinson a set of

my children and god-children (poems and novels), and if he

found, on seeing them, that they were worth a dozen flasks

of champagne, he might address the case to Hurst & Rob-

inson, and they would clear it at the Custom-house and send

it down.

" Pray return the enclosed as a sort of curiosity.— Yours,

&c. Walter Scott."

A compliment not less flattering than this Frenchman's

snder of champagne was paid to Scott within a few

weeks of the appearance of Peveril. In the epistle in-

troductory of that novel, Captain Clutterbuck amuses Dr
Jonas Dryasdust with an account of a recent visit from

their common parent " the Author of Waverley," whose
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outward man, as it was in those days, is humourously cari-

catured, with a suggestion that he had probably sat to

Geoffrey Crayon for his " Stout Gentleman of No. II."

;

and who is made to apologize for the heartiness with

which he pays his duty to the viands set before him, by

alleging that he was in training for the approaching an-

niversary of the Eoxburghe Club, whose gastronomical

zeal had always been on a scale worthy of their biblio-

maniacal renown. " He was preparing himself," said the

gracious and portly Eidolon, " to hob-nob with the lords

of the literary treasures of Althorpe and Hodnet in Ma-

deira negus, brewed by the classical Dibdin "— [why

negus ?] — " to share those profound debates which stamp

accurately on each ' small volume, dark with tarnished

gold,' its collar, not of S.S., but of E.E.— to toast the

immortal memory of Caxton, Valdefer, Pynson, and the

other fathers of that great art which has made all and

each of us what we are." This drollery in fact alluded,

not to the Eoxburghe Club, but to an institution of

the same class which was just at this time springing into

life, under Sir Walter's own auspices, in Edinburgh—
the Bannatyne Club, of which he was the founder and

first president. The heroes of the Eoxburghe, however,

were not to penetrate the mystification of Captain Clut-

terbuck's report, and from their jovial and erudite board,

when they next congregated around its " generous flasks

of Burgundy, each flanked by an uncut fifteener "—
(so I think their reverend chronicler has somewhere de-

picted the apparatus) — the following despatch was for-

warded :
—
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ki To Sir Walter Scott, Bart., Edinburgh.

"Feb. 22, 1823.

"My Dear Sir,— The death of Sir M. M. Sykes, Bart,

having occasioned a vacancy in our Roxburghe Club, I am
desired to request that you will have the goodness to make
that fact known to the Author of Waverlky, who, from

the ^rofjeme to Peveril of the Peak, seems disposed to

become one of the members thereof; and I am further desired

to express the wishes of the said Club that the said Author
may succeed to the said Baronet.— I am ever most sincerely

yours, T. F. Dibdin, V. P."

Sir Walter's answers to this, and to a subsequent letter

of the Vice-President, announcing his formal election

were as follows :
—

" To the Rev. Thomas Frognall Dibdin, fyc. $fc. Kensington.

" Edin. Feb. 25, 1823.

" My Dear Sir,— I was duly favoured with your letter,

which proves one point against the unknown Author of Wa-
verley ; namely, that he is certainly a Scotsman, since no

other nation pretends to the advantage of second sight. Be
he who or where he may, he must certainly feel the very high

honour which has selected him, nominis umbra, to a situation

so worthy of envy.

" As his personal appearance in the fraternity is not like to

be a speedy event, one may presume he may be desirous of

offering some token of his gratitude in the shape of a reprint,

or such-like kickshaw, and for this purpose you had better

Bend me the statutes of your learned body, which T wil

engage to send him in safety.

" It will follow as a characteristic circumstance, that the

table of the Roxburghe, like that of King Arthur, will have a

vacant chair, like that of Banquo at Macbeth's banquet. But

if this author, who 'hath fernseed and walketh invisible,
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should not appear to claim it before I come to London (should

I ever be there again), with permission of the Club, I, who
have something of adventure in me, although a knight like Sir

Andrew Aguecheek, ' dubbed with unhacked rapier, and on

carpet consideration,'* would, rather than lose the chance of

a dinner with the Roxburghe Club, take upon me the adven-

ture of the siege perilous, and reap some amends for perils and

scandals into which the invisible champion has drawn me, by

being his locum tenens on so distinguished an occasion.

u It will be not uninteresting to you to know, that a frater-

nity is about to be established here something on the plan of

the Roxburghe Club ; but, having Scottish antiquities chiefly

in view, it is to be called the Bannatyne Club, from the cele-

brated antiquary, George Bannatyne, who compiled by far the

greatest record of old Scottish poetry. The first meeting is to

be held on Thursday, when the health of the Roxburghe Club

will be drunk.— I am always, my dear sir, your most faithful

humble servant, Walter Scott."

" To the Same.

" Abbotsford, May 1, 1823.

" My Dear Sir,— I am duly honoured with your very

interesting and flattering communication. Our Highlanders

have a proverbial saying, founded on the traditional renown

of Fingal's dog ; ' If it is not Bran,' they say, ' it is Bran's

brother.' Now, this is always taken as a compliment of the

first class, whether applied to an actual cur, or parabolically

to a biped ; and, upon the same principle, it is with no small

pride and gratification that I hear the Roxburghe Club have

been so very flatteringly disposed to accept me as a locum

tener.s for the unknown author whom they have made the

child of their adoption. As sponsor, I will play my part

until the real Simon Pure make his appearance.

" Besides, I hope the devil does not owe me such a shame.

Mad Tom tells us, that ' the Prince of Darkness is a gentle*

* Twelfth Nigh, Act IU. Scene 4.
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man ;
'* and this mysterious personage will, I hope, partake

as much of his honourable feelings as his invisibility, and,

retaining his incognito, permit me to enjoy, in his" stead, an

honour which I value more than I do that which has been

bestowed on me by the credit of having written any of hia

novels.

"I regret deeply I cannot soon avail myself of my ne

privileges ; but courts, which I am under the necessity of at

tending officially, sit down in a few days, and, hei mihi ! do not

arise for vacation until July. But I hope to be in town next

spring ; and certainly I have one strong additional reason for a

London journey, furnished by the pleasure of meeting the Rox-

burghe Club. Make my most respectful compliments to the

members at their next merry-meeting ; and express, in the

warmest manner, my sense of obligation — I am always, my
dear sir, very much your most obedient servant,

" Walter Scott." -

In his way of taking both the Frenchman's civilities

and those of the Roxburghers, we see evident symptoms

that the mask had begun to be worn rather carelessly.

He would not have written this last letter, I fancy, pre-

vious to the publication of Mr. Adolphus's Essays on the

Authorship of Waverley.

Sir Walter, it may be worth mentioning, was also

about this time elected a member of " The Club"— that

famous one established by Johnson, Burke, and Reynolds,

at the Turk's Head, but which has now for a long series

of years held its meetings at the Thatched House, in St.

James's Street. Moreover, he had been chosen, on the

death of the antiquary Lysons, Professor of Ancient His-

tory to the Royal Academy— a chair originally founded

at Dr. Johnson's suggestion, " in order that Goldy might

have a right to be at their dinners," and in which Gold.

* King Lear, Act III. Scene 5.
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Bmith has had several illustrious successors besides Sir

Walter. I believe he was present at more than one of

the festivals of each of these fraternities. A particular

dinner of the Royal Academy, at all events, is recorded

with some picturesque details in his essay on the life of

his friend John Kemble, who sat next to him upon that

occasion.

The Bannatyne Club was a child of his own, and from

first to last he took a most fatherly concern in all its pro-

ceedings. His practical sense dictated a direction of their

funds widely different from what had been adopted by the

Roxburghe. Their Club Books already constitute a very

curious and valuable library of Scottish history and an-

tiquities : their example has been followed with not in-

ferior success by the Maitland Club of Glasgow— which

was soon afterwards instituted on a similar model, and of

which also Sir Walter was a zealous associate ; and since

his death a third Club of this class, founded at Edinburgh

in his honour, and styled The Abbotsford Club, has taken

a still wider range— not confining their printing to works

connected with Scotland, but admitting all materials that

can throw light on the ancient history or literature of any

country, anywhere described or discussed by the Author

of Waverley.

At the meetings of the Bannatyne he regularly pre-

sided from 1823 to 1831 ; and in the chair on their an-

niversary dinners, surrounded by some of his oldest and

dearest friends— Thomas Thomson (the Vice-President),

John Clerk (Lord Eldin), the Chief Commissioner Adam,

the Chief Baron Shepherd, Lord Jeffrey, Mr. Constable

— and let me not forget his kind, intelligent, and indus-

trious ally, Mr. David Laing, bookseller, the Secretary

»f the Club— he from this time forward was the unfail
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ing source and centre of all sorts of merriment " within

the limits of becoming mirth." Of the origin and early

progress of their institution, the reader has a full account

in his reviewal of Pitcairn's Ancient Criminal Trials of

Scotland, the most important work as yet edited for the

Bannatyne press ;
* and the last edition of his Poems in-

cludes his excellent song composed for their first dinner

— that of March 9, 1823— and then sung by James

Ballantyne, and heartily chorused by all the aforesaid

dignitaries :
—

" Assist me, ye friends of old books and old wine,

To sing in the praises of Sage Bannatyne,

Who left such a treasure of old Scottish lore,

As enables each age to print one volume more.

One volume more, my friends — one volume more,

We'll ransack old Banny for one volume more." — &c.

On the morning after that first Bannatyne Club din-

ner, Scott sent such of the Waverley MSS. as he had in

Castle Street to Mr. Constable, with this note :—
" Edinburgh, 10th March, 1823.

" Dear Constable,— You, who have so richly endowed rny

little collection, cannot refuse me the pleasure of adding to

yours. I beg your acceptance of a parcel of MSS., which I

know your partialities will give more value to than they de-

serve ; and only annex the condition, that they shall he scru-

pulously concealed during the author's life, and only made

forthcoming when it may be necessary to assert his right to be

accounted the writer of these novels.

" I enclose a note to Mr. Guthrie Wright, who will deliver to

you some others of those MSS. which were in poor Lord Kin-

nedder's possession ; and a few more now at Abbotsford, which

I can send in a day or two, will, I think, nearly complete the

tfhole, though there may be some leaves missing.

* See Miscellaneous Prose Works (vol xxi. p 199.)
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" I hope you are not the worse of our very merry party

yesterday.— Ever yours truly, Walter Scott."

Various passages in Scott's correspondence have re-

called to my recollection the wonder with which the

friends best acquainted with the extent of his usual en-

gagements observed, about this period, his readiness in

mixing himself up with the business of associations far

different from the Bannatyne Club. I cannot doubt that

his conduct as President of the Royal Society, and as

manager of the preparations for the King's visit, had a

main influence in this matter. In both of these capacities

he had been thrown into contact with many of the most

eminent of his fellow-citizens, who had previously seen

little of him personally — including several, and those of

especial consequence, who had been accustomed to flavour

all their notions of him vith something of the gall of

local partisanship in politics. The inimitable mixture of

sagacity, discretion, and gentleness, which characterized

all his intercourse with mankind, was soon appreciated by

the gentlemen to whom I allude ; for not a few of them

had had abundant opportunities of observing and lament-

ing the ease with which ill humours are engendered, to

the disturbance of all really useful discussion, wherever

social equals assemble in conclave, without having some

official preses, uniting the weight of strong and quick in-

tellect, with the calmness and moderation of a brave

spirit, and the conciliating grace of habitual courtesy.

No man was ever more admirably qualified to contend

with the difficulties of such a situation. Presumption, dog-

matism, and arrogance, shrunk from the overawing con-

trast of his modest greatness: the poison of every little

passion was shamed and neutralized beneath the char-

•table dignity of his penetration : and jealousy, fretful
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ness, and spleen, felt themselves transmuted in the placid

atmosphere of good sense, good humour, and good man-

ners. And whoever might be apt to plead off on the

score of harassing and engrossing personal duty of any

sort, Scott had always leisure as well as temper at com-

mand, when invited to take part in any business connected

with any rational hope of public advantage. These things

opened, like the discovery of some new and precious ele-

ment of wealth, upon certain eager spirits who considered

the Royal Society as the great local parent and minister

of practical inventions and mechanical improvements;

and they found it no hard matter to inspire their genial

chief with a warm sympathy in not a few of their then

predominant speculations. He was invited, for example,

to place himself at the head of a new company for im-

proving the manufacture of oil gas, and in the spring of

this year began to officiate regularly in that capacity.

Other associations of a like kind called for his coun-

tenance, and received it. The fame of his ready zeal and

happy demeanour grew and spread ; and from this time,

until bodily infirmities disabled him, Sir Walter occupied,

as the most usual, acceptable, and successful chairman of

public meetings of almost every conceivable sort, apart

from politics, a very prominent place among the active

3itizens of his native town. Any foreign student of statis-

tics, who should have happened to peruse the files of an

Edinburgh newspaper for the period to which I allude,

would, I think, have concluded that there must be at least

two Sir Walter Scotts in the place— one the miraculous-

ly fertile author whose works occupied two thirds of its lit-

erary advertisements and critical columns— another some

retired magistrate or senator of easy fortune and indefat.

igable philanthropy, who devoted the rather oppressive
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leisure of an honourable old age to the promotion of pat-

riotic ameliorations, the watchful guardianship of charities,

and the ardent patronage of educational institutions.

The reader will perceive in the correspondence to

which I must return, hints about various little matters

connected with Scott's own advancing edifice on Tweed-

side, in which he may trace the President of the Royal

Society, and the Chairman of the Gas Company.

Thus, on the 14th of February, he recurs to the plan

of heating interiors by steam— and proceeds with other

topics of a similar class :
—

« To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" Dear Terry,— I will not fail to send Mr. Atkinson, so

soon as I can get it, a full account of Mr. Holdsworth of Glas-

gow's improved use of steam, which is in great acceptation.

Being now necessarily sometimes with men of science, I hear a

great deal of these matters ; and, like Don Diego Snapshorto

with respect to Greek, though I do not understand them, I like

the sound of them. I have got a capital stove fproved and

exercised by Mr. Robison,* who is such a mechanical genius

as his father, the celebrated professor) for the lower part of

the house, with a communication for ventilating in the sum-

mer. Moreover, I have got for one or two of the rooms a new
sort of bell, which I think would divert you. There is neither

wire nor crank of any kind ; the whole consisting of a tube of

tin, such as is used for gas, having at one extremity a cylinder

ol wider dimensions, and in the other a piece of light wood.

The larger cylinder— suppose an inch and a half in diame-

ter— terminates in the apartment, and, ornamented as you

please, is the handle, as it were, of the bell. By pressing a

piston down into this upper and wider cylinder, the air through

* Now Sir John Robison, son of the author of "Elements of Me-
chanical Philosophy," &c. He is Secretary of the Royal Society of

Edinburgh. — [1839.]

VOL. VI. 19
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the tube, to a distance of a hundred feet if necessary, is sud«

denly compressed, which compression throws out the light

piece of wood, which strikes the bell. The power of compres-

sion is exactly like that of the Bramah patent— the acting

element being air instead of water. The bell may act as a

telegraph by sinking once, twice, thrice, or so forth. The

great advantage, however, is, that it never can go out of order

— needs no cranks, or pullies, or wires— and can be contorted

into any sort of twining or turning which convenience of com-

munication may require, being simply an air-tight tube. It

might be used to communicate with the stable, and I think of

something of that kind— with the porter's lodge— with the

gardener's house. I have a model now in the room with me.

The only thing I have not explained is, that a small spring

raises the piston B when pressed down. I wish you would

show this to Mr. Atkinson : if he has not seen it, he will be de-

lighted. I have tried it on a tube of fifty feet, and it never

fails, indeed cannot. It may be called the ne plus ultra of bell-

ringing— the pea-gun principle, as one may say. As the bell

is stationary, it might be necessary (were more than one used)

that a little medallion should be suspended in such a manner

as to be put in vibration, so as to show the servant which bell

has been struck.— I think we have spoke of well-nigh all the

commodities wanted at Conundrum Castle worth mentioning

Still there are the carpets.

"I have no idea my present labours will be dramatic hi

situation : as to character, that of Louis XI., the sagacious,

perfidious, superstitious, jocular, and political tyrant, would be,

for a historical chronicle, containing his life and death, cne of

the most powerful ever brought on the stage.— Yours truly,

" W. Scott."

A few weeks later, he says to the same correspondent—

" I must not omit to tell you that my gas establishment is

in great splendour, and working, now that the expense of th«

apparatus is in a great measure paid, very easily and very

cheaply. In point of economy, however, it is not so effective
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for the facility of procuring it encourages to a great profusion

of light : but then a gallon of the basest train-oil, which is

used for preference, makes a hundred feet of gas, and treble

that quantity lights the house in the state of an illumination

for the expense of about 3s. 6d. In our new mansion we
should have been ruined with spermaceti oil and wax-can-

dles, yet had not one-tenth part of the light. Besides, we

are entirely freed from the great plague of cleaning lamps,

&c. There is no smell whatever, unless a valve is left open,

and the gas escapes unconsumed, in which case the scent oc-

casions its being instantly discovered. About twice a-week

the gas is made by an ordinary labourer, under occasional

inspection of the gardener. It takes about five hours to fill

the reservoir gasometer. I never saw an invention more com-

pletely satisfactory in the results."

I cannot say that Sir Walter's " century of inventions *

at Abbotsford turned out very happily. His new philo-

sophical ne plus ultra of bells was found in the sequel

a poor succedaneum for the old-fashioned mechanism of

the simple wire ; and his application of gas-light to the

interior of a dwelling-house was in fact attended with so

many inconveniences, that erelong all his family heartily

wished it had never been thought of. Moreover, Sir

Walter had deceived himself as to the expense of such

an apparatus when maintained for the use of a single

domestic establishment. He easily made out that his

gas per se cost him less than the wax, oil, and tallow,

requisite to produce an equal quantity of light, would

have done ; but though he admitted that no such quan-

tity of artificial light was necessary either for comfort or

splendour, nor would ever have been dreamt of had its

supply been to come from the chandler's store, "the

state of an illumination " was almost constantly kept up.

Above all, he seems to have, by some trickery of the
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imagination, got rid in his estimate of all memory of the

very considerable sum expended on the original fabric

and furnishing of his gasometer, and lining wall upon

wall with so many hundreds, perhaps thousands, of feet

of delicate pipe work,— and, in like manner, to have

counted for nothing the fact that he had a workman of

superior character employed during no slender portion

of every year in the manufacture. He himself, as has

been mentioned before, delighted at all times in a strong

light, and was not liable to much annoyance from the

delicacy of his olfactory nerves. To the extremes of

heat and cold, too, he was nearly indifferent. But the

blaze and glow, and occasional odour of gas, when

spread over every part of a private house, will ever

constitute a serious annoyance for the majority of men
— still more so of women ; and in a country place,

where skilful repair, in case of accident, cannot be im-

mediately procured, the result is often a misery. The
effect of the new apparatus in the dining-room at Ab-

botsford was at first superb. In sitting down to table, in

Autumn, no one observed that in each of the three chan-

deliers (one of them being of very great dimensions)

there lurked a little tiny bead of red light. Dinner

passed off, and the sun went down, and suddenly, at the

turning of a screw, the room was filled with a gush of

splendour worthy of the palace of Aladdin ; but, as in

the case of Aladdin, the old lamp would have been

better in the upshot. Jewelry sparkled, but cheeks and

lips looked cold and wan in this fierce illumination;

and the eye was wearied, and the brow ached, if the

sitting was at all protracted. I confess, however, that

my chief enmity to the whole affair arises from my
conviction that Sir Walter's own health was damaged
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m his latter years, in consequence of his habitually

working at night under the intense and burning glare

of a broad star of gas, which hung, as it were, in the

air, immediately over his writing table.

These philosophical novelties were combined with cu-

riously heterogeneous features of decoration ;— e. g.—

" To the Lord Montagu, #•<?., Ditton Park, Windsor.

" Edinburgh, February 20, 1823.

"My Dear Lord,— I want a little sketch of your Lord

ship's arms, on the following account : — You are to know

that I have a sort of entrance-gallery, in which I intend to

hang up my old armour, at least the heavier parts of it, with

sundry skins, horns, and such-like affairs. That the two win-

dows may be in unison, I intend to sport a little painted glass,

and as I think heraldry is always better than any other sub-

ject, I intend that the upper compartment of each window

shall have the shield, supporters, &c., of one of the existing

dignitaries of the clan of Scott ; and, of course, the Duke's

arms and your Lordship's will occupy two such posts of

distinction. The corresponding two will be Harden's and

Thirlestane's,* the only families now left who have a right

to be regarded as chieftains ; and the lower compartments

of each window will contain eight shields (without accom-

paniments), of good gentlemen of the name, of whom 1 can

still muster sixteen bearing separate coats of arms. There

is a little conceit in all this, but I have long got beyond the

terror of

' Lord, what will all the people say

!

Mr. Mayor, Mr. Mayor? '

* Lord Napier has his peerage, as well as the corresponding sur-

name, from a female ancestor; in the male blood he is Scott, Baronet

if Thirlestane— and indeed some antiquaries of no mean authority

consider him now as the male representative of Buccleuch. I need not

remind the reader that both Harden and Thirlestane make a great

figure in tbe Lay of the Last Minstrel
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and, like an obstinate old-fashioned Scotchman* I buckle my
belt my ain gate,— and so I will have my Bellenden * win-

dows.— Ever yours faithfully, Walter Scott."

The following letter, addressed to the same nobleman

at his seat in the New Forest, opens with a rather no-

ticeable paragraph. He is anxious that the guardiai

of Buccleuch should not omit the opportunity of add-

ing another farm in Dumfriesshire, to an estate which

already covered the best part of three or four counties

!

" To the Lord Montagu, 8fc. #*c., Beaulieu Abbey, Hants.

" June 18th, 1823.

11 My Dear Lord, — Your kind letter reached me just

when, with my usual meddling humour, I was about to poke

your Lordship on the subject of the farm near Drumlanrig.

I see officially that the upset price is reduced. Now, surely

you will not let it slip you : the other lots have all gone higher

than valuation, so, therefore, it is to be supposed the estima-

tion cannot be very much out of the way, and surely, as run-

ning absolutely into sight of that fine castle, it should be the

Duke's at all events. Think of a vile four-cornered house,

with plantations laid out after the fashion of scollops (as the

women call them) and pocket handkerchiefs, cutting and dis-

figuring the side of the hill, in constant view. The small

property has a tendency to fall into the great one, as the

small drop of water, as it runs down the pane of a carriage-

window, always joins the larger. But this may not happen

till we are all dead and gone ; and NOW are three im-

portant letters of the alphabet, mighty slippery, and apt to

escape the grasp.

" I was much interested by your Lordship's account of

Beaulieu; I have seen it from the water, and admired it

very much, but I remember being told an evi^ genius haunteu

it in the shape of a low fever, to which the inhabitants wen

* Bellenden was the old war-cry of Buccleuch.
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said to be subject. The woods were the most noble I evei

saw. The disappearance of the ancient monastic remains

may be accounted for on the same principle as elsewhere—
a desire of the grantees of the Crown to secularize the ap-

pearance of the property, and remove at least the external

evidence that it had ever been dedicated to religious uses—
pretty much on the principle on which the light-fingered

gentry melt plate so soon as it comes into their possession,

and give the original metal a form which renders it more

difficult to re-assume it— this is a most unsavoury simile. The

various mutations in religion, and consequently in property

of this kind, recommended such policy. Your Lordship can-

not but remember the Earl of Pembroke, in Edward the

Sixth's time, expelling the nuns from Wilton — then in

Queen Mary's reinducting them into their nunnery, himself

meeting the abbess, barefooted and in sackcloth, in penance

for his sacrilege— and finally, again turning the said abbess

and her vassals adrift in the days of good Queen Bess, with

the wholesome admonition— ' Go spin, you jades, go spin.'

Something like the system of demolition which probably went

on during these uncertain times, was practised by what was

called in France La Bande Noire, who bought chateaux and

abbeys, and pulling them down, sold the materials for what

they would bring— which was sometimes sufficient to help

well towards payment of the land, when the assignats were

at an immense depreciation.

" I should like dearly to have your Lordship's advice about

what I am now doing here, knowing you to be one of those

' Who in trim gardens take their pleasure.' *

I am shutting my house in with a court-yard, the interior of

which is to be laid out around the drive in flower-pots and

shrubbery, besides a trellised walk. This I intend to connect

with my gardens, and obtain, if possible, something (parvum

componere magnis), like the comfort of Ditton, so preferable

to the tame and poor waste of grass and gravel by which

* Milton's II Pemero$o, ver. 50.
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modern houses are surrounded. I trust to see you all here

in autumn.— Ever yours faithfully, W. Scott."

In answering the foregoing letter, Lord Montagu men
tioned to Scott the satisfaction he had recently had in

placing his nephew the Duke of Buccleuch under the care

of Mr. Blakeney, an accomplished gentleman and old

friend, who had been his own fellow-student at Cam-
bridge. He also rallied the poet a little on his yearning

for acres ; and hinted that that craving is apt to draw in-

conveniently even on a ducal revenue. Scott says in

reply

—

" To the Lord Montagu, fyc. tyc.

" My Dear Lord,— I am delighted that you have got such

a tutor for Walter as entirely satisfies a person so well ac-

quainted with mankind as your Lordship ; and I am not afraid

that a friend of yours should be imbued with any of very

dangerous qualities, which are sometimes found in the in-

structors placed around our noble youths. Betwixt a nar-

row-minded pedantry, which naturally disgusts a young man,

and the far more formidable vices of flattery, assentation,

and self-seeking of all kinds, there are very few of the clase

of men who are likely to adopt the situation of tutor, that

one is not afraid to trust near the person of a boy of rank

and fortune. I think it is an argument of your friend's good

sense and judgment, that he thinks the knowledge of domestio

history essential to his pupil. It is in fact the accomplish-

ment which, of all others, comes most home to the business

and breast of a public man,— and the Duke of Buccleuch

can never be regarded as a private one. Besides, it has, in

a singular degree, the tendency to ripen men's judgment upon

the wild political speculations now current. Any one who

will read Clarendon with attention and patience, may regard,

veluti in speculo, the form and pressure of our own times, if

you will iust place the fanaticism of atheism and irreligion
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instead of that of enthusiasm, and combine it with the fierce

thirst after innovation proper to both ages. Men of very high

rank are, I have noticed, in youth peculiarly accessible to the

temptations held out to their inexperience by the ingenious

arguers upon speculative politics. There is popularity to be

obtained by listening to these lecturers— there is also an idea

of generosity, and independence, and public spirit, in affecting

to hold cheap the privileges which are peculiarly their own—
and there may spring in some minds the idea (a very vain

one) that the turret would seem higher, and more distin-

guished, if some parts of the building that overtop it were

pulled down. I have no doubt Mr. Blakeney is aware of all

this, and will take his own time and manner in leading our

young friend to draw from history, in his own way, inferences

which may apply to his own times. I will consider anxiously

what your Lordship mentions about a course of Scottish study.

We are still but very indifferently provided with Scotch his-

tories of a general description.* Lord Hailes' Annals are the

foundation-stone, and an excellent book, though dryly written.

Pinkerton, in two very unreadable quartos, which yet abound

in information, takes up the thread where Hailes drops it—
and then you have Robertson down to the Union of the

crowns. But I would beware of task-work, which Pinkerton

at least must always be, and I would relieve him every now

and then by looking at the pages of old Pitscottie, where

events are told with so much naivete, and even humour, and

such individuality, as it were, that it places the actors and

fcenes before the reader. The whole history of James V.

and Queen Mary may be read to great advantage in the

* See some remarks on the Scottish historians in Sir Walter's re-

newal of the first and second volumes o.* Mr. P. F. Tytler's elaborate

irork— a work which he had meant to criticise throughout in similar

detail, for he considered it as a very important one in itself, and had,

moreover, a warm regard for the author— the son of his early friend

Lord Woodhouselee. His own Tales of a Grandfather have, however

onambitiously undertaken, supplied a more just and clear guide of

Scottish history to the general reader, than any one could have pointed

"ut at the time when this letter was addressed to Lord Montagu.
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elegant Latin of Lesly, Bishop of Ross, and collated with

the account which his opponent Buchanan, in language still

more classical, gives of the same eventful reigns. Laing ia

but a bad guide through the seventeenth century, yet I

hardly know where a combined account of these events is

to be had, so far as Scotland is concerned, and still less

where we could recommend to the young Duke an account

of Scottish jurisprudence that is not too technical. All thi

I will be happy to talk over with your Lordship; for that

our young friend should possess this information in a general

way is essential to his own comfort and the welfare of many.

" About the land I have no doubt your Lordship is quite

right', but I have something of what is called the yeard hun-

ger.* I dare say you will get the other lots a bon marche,

when you wish to have them ; and, to be sure, a ducal dignity

is a monstrous beast for devouring ready cash. I do not fear,

on the part of Duke Walter, those ills which might arise to

many from a very great command of ready money, which

sometimes makes a young man, like a horse too full of spirits,

make too much play at starting, and flag afterwards. I think

improvident expenditure will not be his fault, though I have

no doubt he will have the generous temper of his father and

grandfather, with more means to indulge an expense which

has others for its object more than mere personal gratification.

This I venture to foretell, and hope to see the accomplishment

»f my prophecy : few things could give me more pleasure.

" My court-yard rises,— but masons, of all men but lovers,

love the most to linger ere they depart. Two men are now

tapping upon the summit of my gate as gently as if they were

laying the foundation-stone of a Methodist meeting-house, and

cne plumber ' sits, sparrow-like, companionless,' f upon the top

of a turret which should have been finished a month since. 1

* " Yerd-hunger— that keen desire of food which is sometime!

manifested by persons before death, viewed as a presage that the yerd

©r grave, is calling for them as its prey."— Jamieson's Dictionary

Supplement.

f Psalm cii. ver. 7.



JUNE, 1823. 299

must go, and, as Judge Jefferies used to express it, give them

a lick with the rough side of my tongue, which will relieve

your J ordship sooner than might otherwise have been.

" Melrose is looking excellently well. I begin to think tak-

ing off the old roof would have hurt it, at least externally, by

diminishing its effect on the eye. The lowering the roofs of

the aisles has had a most excellent effect. Sir Adam is well,

and his circle augmented by his Indian brother, Major Fergus-

son, who has much of the family manners — an excellent im-

portation, of course, to Tweedside.— Ever yours truly,

"W. Scott.''

In April of this year, Sir Walter heard of the death

of his dear brother Thomas Scott, whose son had been

for two years domesticated with him at Abbotsford, and

the rest of that family were soon afterwards his guests

for a considerable time. Among other visitants of the

same season were Miss Edgeworth, and her sisters Har-

riet and Sophia. After spending a few weeks in Edin-

burgh, and making a tour into the Highlands, they gave

a fortnight to Abbotsford ; and thenceforth the corre-

spondence between Scott and the most distinguished of

contemporary novelists, was of that confiding and affec-

tionate character which we have seen largely exemplified

in his intercourse with Joanna Baillie. His first impres-

sions of his new friend are given in this letter to Mr.

Terry :
—

" To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" Castle Street, June 18, 1823.

" My marbles ! my marbles ! what must now be done ?

My drawing-room is finish'd off, but marbles there are none.

My marbles ! my marbles ! I fancied them so fine,

The marbles of Lord Elgin were but a joke to mine.*

* Sir Walter is parodying the Spanish Ballad " My ear-rings ! my
wrings are dropt into the well," &c.
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" In fact we are all on tip-toe now for the marbles and the

chimney-grates, which being had and obtained, we will be less

clamorous about other matters. I have very little news to

send you : Miss Edgeworth is at present the great lioness of

Edinburgh, and a very nice lioness ; she is full of fun and

spirit ; a little slight figure, very active in her motions, very

good-humoured, and full of enthusiasm. Your descriptions of

the chiffonieres made my mouth water: but Abbotsford ha*

cost rather too much for one year, with the absolutely neces

sary expenses, and I like to leave something to succeeding

years, when we may be better able to afford to get oui

matters made tasty. Besides, the painting of the house should

be executed before much curious furniture be put in; next

spring, perhaps, we may go prowling together through the

brokers' purlieus. I enclose you a plan of my own for a

gallery round my own room, which is to combine that advan-

tage with a private staircase at the same time, leaving me pos-

session of my oratory ; this will be for next year— but I should

like to take Mr. Atkinson's sentiments about it. Somebody

told me, I trust inaccurately, that he had not been well. I

have not heard of him for some time, and I owe him (besides

much kindness, which can only be paid with gratitude) the

suitable compensation for his very friendly labours in my
behalf. I wish you would poke him a little, with all delicacy,

on this subject. We are richer than when Abbotsford first

began, and have engrossed a great deal of his most valuable

time. I think you will understand the plan perfectly. A
private staircase comes down from my dressing-room, and

opens upon a book-gallery ; the landing-place forms the top of

he oratory, leaving that cabinet seven feet high ; then there

is a staircase in the closet which corresponds with the oratory,

which you attain by walking round the gallery. This stair-

case might be made to hang on the door and pull out when it

is opened, which is the way abroad with an escalier derobe,*

* Sir Walter had in his mind a favourite cabinet of Napoleon's at

the Elysee Bourbon, where there are a gallery and concealed staircase

tuch as he here describes,
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I might either put shelves under the gallery, or place some of

my cabinets there, or partly both.— Kind compliments to Mrs.

Terry, in which all join. Yours most truly,

" W. Scott.

" P. S.— The quantity of horns that I have for the hall

would furnish the whole world of cuckoldom ; arrived this in-

stant a new cargo of them, Lord knows from whence. I

opened the box, thinking it might be the damask, and found it

full of sylvan spoils. Has an old-fashioned consulting desk

ever met your eye in your rambles ? I mean one of those

which have four faces, each forming an inclined plane, like a

writing-desk, and made to turn round as well as to rise, and be

depressed by a strong iron screw in the centre, something like

a one-clawed table ; they are old-fashioned, but choicely con-

venient, as you can keep three or four books, folios if you like,

open for reference. If you have not seen one, I can get one

made to a model in the Advocates' Library. Some sort of

contrivances there are, too, for displaying prints, all which

would be convenient in so large a room, but can be get in

time."
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CHAPTER LIX.

Quentin Durward published— Transactions with Constable—
Dialogues on Superstition proposed— Article on Romance

written— St. Ronan's Well begun— "Melrose in July"—
Abbotsford visited by Miss Edgeworth, and by Mr. Adolphus

— His Memoranda— Excursion to Allanton— Anecdotes—
Letters to Miss Baillie, Miss Edgeworth, Mr. Terry, fyc.—
Publication of St. Ronan's Well.

1823.

A dat or two after the date of the preceding letter,

Quentin Durward was published ; and surpassing as its

popularity was eventually, Constable, who was in London

at the time, wrote in cold terms of its immediate recep-

tion.

Very shortly before the bookseller left Edinburgh for

that trip, he had concluded another bargain (his last of

the sort) for the purchase of Waverley copyrights— ac-

quiring the author's property in the Pirate, Nigel, Pever-

il, and also Quentin Durward, out and out, at the price of

five thousand guineas. He had thus paid for the copy-

right of novels (over and above the half profits of the

early separate editions) the sum of £22,500 ; and his ad-

vances upon " works of fiction " still in embryo, amounted

Rt this moment to £10,000 more. He began, in short,

*nd the wonder is that he began so late, to suspect that
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the process of creation was moving too rapidly. The

publication of different sets of the novels in a collective

form may probably have had a share in opening his eyes

to the fact, that the voluminousness of an author is any-

thing but favourable to the rapid diffusion of his works as

library books— the great object with any publisher who

aspires at founding a solid fortune. But he merely in-

timated on this occasion that he thought the pecuniary

transactions between Scott and himself had gone to such

an extent, that, considering the usual chances of life and

health, he must decline contracting for any more novels

until those already bargained for should have been writ-

ten.

Scott himself appears to have admitted for a moment

the suspicion that he had been overdoing in the field of

romance ; and opened to Constable the scheme of a work

on popular superstitions, in the form of dialogue, for

which he had long possessed ample materials in his thor-

ough mastery of perhaps the most curious library of

diablerie that ever man collected. But before Constable

had leisure to consider this proposal in all its bearings,

Quentin Durward, from being, as Scott expressed it, frost-

bit, had emerged into most fervid and flourishing life. In

fact, the sensation which this novel, on its first appear-

ance, created in Paris, was extremely similar to that

which attended the original Waverley in Edinburgh, and

Ivanhoe afterwards in London. For the first time Scott

had ventured on foreign ground, and the French public,

long wearied of the pompous tragedians and feeble ro-

mancers, who had alone striven to bring out the ancient

history and manners of their country in popular forms,

were seized with a fever of delight when Louis XL and

Charles the Bold started into life again at the beck of the
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Northern Magician. Germany had been fully awake to

his merits years before, but the public there also felt their

sympathies appealed to with hitherto unmatched strength

and effect. The infection of admiration ran far and wide

on the Continent, and soon reacted most potently upon

Britain. Discussing the various fortunes of these novels

a few years after, Mr. Senior says—
" Almost all the characters in his other novels are drawn

from British history or from British domestic life. That they

should delight nations differing so much from ourselves and
from one another in habits and in literary taste, who cannot

appreciate the imitation of our existing manners, or join in our

historical associations; that the head of * Le Sieur Valtere

Skote' should be pointed out by a Hungarian tradesman as

the portrait of ' l'homme le plus celebre en l'Europe ;
' that

his works should employ the translators and printers of Leipsic

and Paris, and even relieve the ennui of a Rothenturn quar-

antine on the extreme borders of European civilization, is, as

Dr. Walsh * has well observed, the strongest proof that their

details are founded on deep knowledge of the human char-

acter, and of the general feelings recognized by all. But
Quentin Durward has the additional advantage of scenery

and characters possessing European interest. It presents to

the inhabitants of the Netherlands and of France, the most

advanced of the continental nations, a picture of the manners

of their ancestors, incomparably more vivid and more detailed

than is to be found in any other narrative, either fictitious or

real : and that picture is dignified by the introduction of per-

sons whose influence has not even yet ceased to operate.

" Perhaps at no time did the future state of Europe depend

more on the conduct of two individuals than when the crown

of France and the coronet of Burgundy descended on Louis

XI. and Charles the Bold. The change from real to nominal

sovereignty, which has since been the fate of the empire of

* See Walsh's Journey to Constantinople.
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(xermany, was then impending over the kingdom of France.

And if that throne had been filled at this critical period, by a

monarch with less courage, less prudence, or more scrupulous
.

than Louis, there seems every reason to suppose that the great

feudatories would have secured their independence, and the"

greater part of that country might now be divided into many -

petty principalities, some Catholic, and some Protestant, prin-

cipally intent on excluding each other's commodities, and pre-

venting the mutual ruin which would have been predicted as

the necessary consequence of a free trade between Gascony

and Languedoc.

" On the other hand, if the race of excellent sovereigns who
governed Burgundy for a hundred and twenty years had been

continued— or, indeed, if Duke Philip had been followed by

almost any other person than his brutal son, the rich and ex-

tensive countries, which under his reign constituted the most

powerful state in Europe, must soon have been formed into an

independent monarchy — a monarchy far greater and better

consolidated than the artificial kingdom lately built up out of

their fragments, and kept together rather by the pressure of

surrounding Europe than by any internal principles of co-

hesion.* From the times of Louis XL until now, France has

been the master-spring in European politics, and Flanders

merely an arena for combat. The imagination is bewildered

by an attempt to speculate on the course which human affairs

might have taken if the commencement of the fifteenth cen-

tury had found the Low Countries, Burgundy, and Artois, one

great kingdom, and Normandy, Brittany, Provence, and the

other fiefs of the French crown, independent principalities.

" In addition to their historical interest, Sir Walter had the

good fortune to find in Charles and Louis characters as well

contrasted as if they had been invented for the purposes of

fiction. Both were indeed utterly selfish, but there the re-

semblance ends. The Duke's ruling principle was vanity, and

* This criticism was published (in the London Review) long before

the Revolt of Brussels, in 1830, divided Belgium from Holland.

VOL. vi. 20
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vanity of the least intellectual kind. His first object -was the

fame of a conqueror, or rather of a soldier, for in his battlea

he seems to have aimed more at showing courage and personal

strength than the calmness and combination of a general. His

other great source of delight was the exhibition of his wealth

and splendour,— in the pomp of his dress and his retinue. In

these ignoble pursuits he seems to have been utterly indifferent

to the sufferings he inflicted on others, and to the risks he him-

self encountered ; and ultimately threw away his life, his army,

and the prosperity of his country, in a war undertaken without

any object, for he was attacking those who were anxious to be

his auxiliaries, and persevered in after success was impossible,

merely to postpone the humiliation of a retreat.

" Louis's object was power ; and he seems to have enjoyed

the rare felicity of being unaffected by vanity. He had both

intrepidity and conduct in battle— far more of the latter in-

deed than his ferocious rival ; but no desire to display these

qualities led him into war, if his objects could be otherwise ob-

tained. He fought those only whom he could not bribe or de-

ceive. The same indifference to mere opinion entitled him to

Commines' praise as ' eminently wise in adversity.' When it

was not expedient to resist, he could retreat, concede, and

apologize, without more apparent humiliation than the king

in chess when he moves out of check. He was rapacious, be-

cause wealth is a source of power, and because he had no sym-

pathy with those whom he impoverished ; but he did not, like

his rival, waste his treasures on himself, or on his favourites—
he employed them either in the support of his own real force,

or in keeping in his pay the ministers and favourites of other

sovereigns, and sometimes the sovereigns themselves. His

only personal expense was in providing for the welfare of his

soul, which he conciliated with his unscrupulous ambition, by

allowing the saints, his intercessors, a portion of his spoils.

Our author's picture of his superstition may appear at first

tight overcharged, but the imaginary prayer ascribed to him

is scarcely a caricature of his real address to Notre Dame ae

Clery, which we copy in Brantome's antiquated spelling—



QUENTIN DUBWARD, ETC. 307

M ' Ah, ma bonne Dame, ma petite Maistresse, ma grande ame, en

qui j'ay eu tousjours mon reconfort. Je te prie de supplier Dieu pour

moy, et estre mon advocate envers luy, qu'il me pardonne la mort de

mon frere— que j'ay fait empoisonner par se meschant Abbe* de S.

Jean. Je m'en confesse a toi, comme a ma bonne patronne et mais-

tresse. Mais aussi, qu'eusse-je sceu faire ? II ne me fasoit que troubler

mon royaume. Fay moy doncques pardonner, ma bonne Dame ; et je

tgay ce que je te donneray.'

" Sir Walter has made good use of these excellent materi-

als, llis Louis and his Charles are perfectly faithful copies,

with all the spirit and consistency which even he could have

given to creations of his own. The narrative, too, is flowing

and connected : each event depends on that which preceded

it, without any of the episodes, recapitulations, and sudden

changes of scene, which in many of his works weaken the in-

terest, and distract the attention of the reader."

The result of Quentin Durward, as regards the con-

temporary literature of France, and thence of Italy and

the Continent generally, would open a field for ample

digression. As concerns Scott himself, the rays of

foreign enthusiasm speedily thawed the frost of Con

stable's unwonted misgivings; the Dialogues on Super

stition, if he ever began them, were very soon dropped,

and the Novelist resumed his pen. He had not sunk

under the short-lived frown — for he wrote to Bal

lantyne, on first ascertaining that a damp was thrown

on his usual manufacture,

" The mouse who only trusts to one poor hole,

Can never be a mouse of any soul ;
"

and, while his publisher yet remained irresolute as to the

plan of Dialogues, threw off, with unabated energy, his

excellent Essay on Romance, for the Supplement to the

Encyclopaedia Britannica ; and I cannot but consider it

*s another display of his high self-reliance, that, though
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he well knew to what influence Quentin owed its ulti-

mate success in the British market, he, the instant he

found himself encouraged to take up the trade of story-

telling again, sprang back to Scotland— nay, voluntarily

encountered new difficulties, by selecting the compara-

tively tame and unpicturesque realities of modern man
ners in his native province.

A conversation, which much interested me at the time,

had, I fancy, some share at least in this determination.

As he, Laidlaw, and myself, were lounging on our ponies,

one fine calm afternoon, along the brow of the Eildon hill

where it overhangs Melrose, he mentioned to us gaily

the row, «s he called it, that was going on in Paris about

Quentin Durward, and said, " I can't but think that I

could make better play still with something German."

Laidlaw grumbled at this, and said, like a true Scotch-

man, " Na, na, sir— take my word for it, you are

always best, like Helen MacGregor, when your foot is

on your native heath ; and I have often thought that if

you were to write a novel, and lay the scene here in the

very year you were writing it, you would exceed your-

self." — " Hame's hame," quoth Scott, smiling, " be it

ever sae hamely. There's something in what you say,

Willie. What suppose I were to take Captain Clutter-

buck for a hero, and never let the story step a yard

beyond the village below us yonder ? "— " The very

thing I want," says Laidlaw ;
" stick to Melrose in July

1823."— " Well, upon my word," he answered, " the

field would be quite wide enough— and what for no ?
"

—
• (This pet phrase of Meg Dods was a Laidlawism.)

—• Some fan followed about the different real per-

sons in the village that might be introduced with

wmical effect ; but %s Laidlaw and I talked and laugheo
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over our worthy neighbours, his air became graver and

graver ; and he at length said, " Ay, ay, if om3 could

look into the heart of that little cluster of cottages, no

fear but you would find materials enow for tragedy as

well as comedy. I undertake to say there is some real

romance at this moment going on down there, that, if

it could have justice done to it, would be well worth all

the fiction that was ever spun out of human brains."

He then told us a tale of dark domestic guilt which

had recently come under his notice as Sheriff, and of

which the scene was not Melrose, but a smaller hamlet

on the other side of the Tweed, full in our view ; but

the details were not of a kind to be dwelt upon ;
—

anything more dreadful was never conceived by Crabbe,

and he told it so as to produce on us who listened all

the effect of another Hall of Justice. It could never

have entered into his head to elaborate such a tale ; but

both Laidlaw and I used to think that this talk suggestedDO
St. Ronan's Well— though my good friend was by no

means disposed to accept that as payment in full of his

demand, and from time to time afterwards would give

the Sheriff a little poking about " Melrose in July."

Before Sir Walter settled to the new novel, he

received Joanna Baillie's long-promised Collection of

Poetical Miscellanies, in which appeared his own dra-

matic sketch of Macduff's Cross. When Halidon Hill

first came forth, there were not wanting reviewers who

hailed it in a style of rapture, such as might have been

expected had it been a Macbeth. But this folly soon

sunk ; and I only mention it as an instance of the extent

to which reputation bewilders and confounds even per-

sons who have good brains enough when they find it

tonvenient to exercise them. The second attempt of
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the class produced no sensation whatever at the time;

and both would have been long since forgotten, but that

they came from Scott's pen. They both contain some

fine passages— Halidon Hill has, indeed, several grand

ones. But, on the whole, they always seemed to me
most egregiously unworthy of Sir "Walter ; and, now

that we have before us his admirable letters on dra-

matic composition to Allan Cunningham, it appears

doubly hard to account for the rashness with which he

committed himself in even such slender attempts on a

species of composition, of which, in his cool hour, he so

fully appreciated the difficult demands. Nevertheless, I

am very far from agreeing with those critics who have

gravely talked of Halidon Hill and MacdufFs Cross, and

the still more unfortunate Doom of Devorgoil, as proving

that Sir Walter could not have succeeded in the drama,

either serious or comic. It would be as fair to conclude,

from the abortive fragment of the Vampyre, that Lord

Byron could not have written a good novel or romance

in prose. Scott threw off these things currente calamo ;

he never gave himself time to consider beforehand what

could be made of their materials, nor bestowed a mo-

ment on correcting them after he had covered the

allotted quantity of paper with blank verse ; and neither

when they were new, nor even after, did he seem to at-

tach the slightest importance to them.

Miss Baillie's volume contained several poems by Mrs.

Hemans,— some jeux d'esprit by the late Miss Cath-

arine Fanshawe, a woman of rare wit and genius, in

whose society Scott greatly delighted, — and, inter alia,

Mr. William Howison's early ballad of Polydore, which

uad been originally published, under Scott's auspices, in

the Edinburgh Annual Register for 1810.
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" To Miss Joanna Baillie, Hampstead.

" Edinburgh, July 11 1823

" Your kind letter, my dear friend, heaps coals of fire on my
head, for I should have written to you, in common gratitude,

long since ; but 1 waited till I should read through the Miscel-

lany with some attention, which, as I have not yet done, I can

scarce say much to the purpose, so far as that is concerned.

My own production sate in the porch like an evil thing, and

scared me from proceeding farther than to hurry through your

compositions, with which I was delighted, and two or three

others. In my own case, I have almost a nervous reluctance

to look back on any recent poetical performance of my own.

I may almost say with Macbeth,—
' I am afraid to think what I have done

;

Look on't again I dare not.'

But the best of the matter is, that your purpose has been so

satisfactorily answered— and great reason have you to be

proud of your interest with the poem-buyers as well as the

poem-makers. By the by, you know your request first sent me
a hammering on an old tale of the Swintons, from whom, by

the mother's side, I am descended, and the tinkering work I

made of it warmed the heart of a cousin * in the East Indies,

a descendant of the renowned Sir Allan, who has sent his

kindred poet by this fleet— not a butt of sack, but a pipe of

most particular Madeira. You and Mrs. Agnes shall have a

glass of it when you come to Abbotsford, for I always consider

your last only a payment to account— you did not stay half

the time you promised. I am going out there on Friday, and

shall see all my family re-united around me for the first time

these many years. They make a very good figure as ' honest

men and bonny lasses.' I read Miss Fanshawe's pieces, which

are quite beautiful. Mrs. Hemans is somewhat too poetical for

*iy taste— too many flowers I mean, and too little fruit— but

* George Swinton, Esq. (now of Swinton), was at this time Sec:*

tory to the Council in Bengal.
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that may be the cynical criticism of an elderly gentleman

for it is certain that when I was young, I read verses of everj

kind with infinitely more indulgence, because With more pleas-

ure than I can now do— the more shame for me now to refuse

the complaisance which I have had so often to solicit. I am
hastening to think prose a better thing than verse, and if you

have any hopes to convince me to the contrary, it must be by
writing and publishing another volume of plays as fast as pos-

sible. I think they would be most favourably received ; and

beg, like Burns, to

" tell you of mine and Scotland's drouth,

Your servant's humble "

" A young friend of mine, Lord Francis Gower, has made a

very fair attempt to translate Goethe's untranslatable play of

Faust or Faustus. He has given also a version of Schiller's

very fine poem on Casting the Bell, which I think equals Mr.

Sotheby's— nay, privately (for tell it not in Epping Forest,

whisper it not in Hampstead), rather outdoes our excellent

friend. I have not compared them minutely, however. As
for Mr. Howison, such is the worldly name of Polydore, I

never saw such a change in my life upon a young man. It

may be fourteen years, or thereabouts, since he introduced

himself to me, by sending me some most excellent verses for a

youth of sixteen years old. I asked him to Ashestiel, and he

came — a thin hectic youth, with an eye of dark fire, a cheek

that coloured on the slightest emotion, and a mind fraught

with feeling of the tender and the beautiful, and eager for

poetical fame— otherwise, of so little acquaintance with the

world and the world's ways, that a sucking-turkey might have

been his tutor. I was rather a bear-like nurse for such a

lamb-like charge. We could hardly indeed associate together,

for I was then eternally restless, and he as sedentary. He
could neither fish, shoot or course— he could not bear the in-

lide of a carriage with the ladies, for it made him sick, nor the

outside with my boys, for it made him giddy. He could no*

t?alk, for it fatigued him, nor ride, for he fell off. I did all 1
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could to make him happy, and it was not till he had caught

two colds and one sprain, besides risking his life in the Tweed,

that I gave up all attempts to convert him to the things of thia

world. Our acquaintance after this languished, and at last fell

asleep, till one day last year I met at Lockhart's a thin con-

sumptive-looking man, bent double with study, and whose eyes

seemed to have been extinguished almost by poring over the

midnight lamp, though protected by immense green spectacles.

I then found that my poet had turned metaphysician, and that

these spectacles were to assist him in gazing into the millstone

of moral philosophy. He looked at least twice as old as he

really is, and has since published a book, very small in size,

but, from its extreme abstracted doctrines, more difficult to

comprehend than any I ever opened in my life.* I will take

care he has one of my copies of the Miscellany. If he gets

into the right line, he will do something remarkable yet.

" We saw, you will readily suppose, a great deal of Miss

Edgeworth, and two very nice girls, her younger sisters. It

is scarcely possible to say more of this very remarkable person,

than that she not only completely answered, but exceeded the

expectations which I had formed. I am particularly pleased

with the naivete and good-humoured ardour of mind which she

unites with such formidable powers of acute observation. In

external appearance, she is quite the fairy of our nursery-tale

— the Whippity Stourie, if you remember such a sprite, who

came flying through the window to work all sorts of marvels.

I will never believe but what she has a wand in her pocket,

and pulls it out to conjure a little before she begins to those

very striking pictures of manners. I am grieved to say, that

since they left Edinburgh on a tour to the Highlands, they

have been detained at Forres by an erysipelas breaking out

on Miss Edgeworth's face. They have been twelve days

there, and are now returning southwards, as a letter from

* "An Essay on the Sentiments of Attraction, Adaptation, and Va-

riety. To which are added, A Key to the Mythology of the Ancients,

rind Europe's Likeness to the Human Spirit. By Willian Ilowisou/

Edinburgh: X822.
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Harriet informs me. I hope soon to have them at Abbotsford,

where we will take good care of them, and the invalid in par-

ticular. What would I give to have you and Mrs. Agnes to

meet them, and what canty cracks we would set up about the

days of langsyne ! The increasing powers of steam, which,

like you, I look on half-proud, half-sad, half-angry, and half-

pleased, in doing so much for the commercial world, promise

something also for the sociable; and, like Prince Houssein's

tapestry, will, I think, one day waft friends together in the

course of a few hours, and, for aught we may be able to tell,

bring Hampstead and Abbotsford within the distance of

—

' Will you dine with us quietly to-morrow ? ' I wish I could

advance this happy abridgment of time and space, so as to

make it serve my present wishes.

" Abbotsford, July 18,

" I have for the first time these several years, my whole

family united around me, excepting Lockhart, who is with his

yeomanry, but joins us to-morrow. Walter is returned a fine

steady soldier-like young man, from his abode on the Conti-

nent, and little Charles, with his friend Surtees, has come from

Wales, so that we draw together from distant quarters. When
you add Sophia's baby, I assure you my wife and I look very

patriarchal. The misfortune is, all this must be soon over, for

Walter is admitted one of the higher class of students in the

Military College, and must join against the 1st of August. I

have some chance, I think, when he has had a year's study, of

getting him upon the staff in the Ionian islands, which I should

greatly prefer to his lounging about villages in horse-quarters

;

he has a strong mathematical turn, which promises to be of

service in his profession. Little Charles is getting steadily on

with his learning ; but to what use he is to turn it, I scarce

know yet.— I am very sorry indeed that the Doctor is com-

plaining. He whose life has been one course of administering

help and comfort to others, should not, one would think, suffer

nimself ; but such are the terms on which we hold our gifts—
however valuable to others, they are sometimes less available
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to ourselves. I sincerely hope this will find him better, and

Mrs. Baillie easier in proportion.. When I was subject a little

to sore throats, I cured myself of that tendency by spunging

my throat, breast, and shoulders, every morning with the cold-

est water I could get ; but this is rather a horse remedy, though

I still keep up the practice. All here— that is, wives, maidens,

and bachelors bluff, not forgetting little John Hugh, or, as he

is popularly styled, Hugh Littlejohn— send loving remem-

brances to you and Mrs. Agnes.— Ever, dear Mrs. Joanna,

most truly yours, Walter Scott."

The next month -— August 1823 — was one of the

happiest in Scott's Life. Never did I see a brighter day

at Abbotsford than that on which Miss Edgeworth first

arrived there — never can I forget her look and accent

when she was received by him at his archway, and ex-

claimed, " Everything about you is exactly what one

ought to have had wit enough to dream ! " The weather

was beautiful, and the edifice, and its appurtenances, were

all but complete ; and day after day, so long as she could

remain, her host had always some new plan of gayety.

One day there was fishing on the Cauldshields Loch, and

a dinner on the heathy bank. Another, the whole party

feasted by Thomas the Rhymer's waterfall in the glen—
and the stone on which Maria that day sat was ever after-

wards called EdgeworiKs stone. A third day we had to

go further a-field. He must needs show her, not Newark

only, but all the upper scenery of the Yarrow, where

" fair hangs the apple frae the rock,'*— and the baskets

were unpacked about sunset, beside the ruined Chapel

overlooking St Mary's Loch— and he had scrambled to

gather bluebells and heath-flowers, with which all the

young ladies must twine their hair,— and they sang, and

he recited, until it was time to go home beneath the soft-

est of harvest moons. Thus a fortnight was passed—
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and the vision closed ; for Miss Edgeworth never saw

Abbotsford again during his life ; and I am very sure she

could never bear to look upon it now that the spirit is

fled.

Another honoured and welcome guest of the same

month was Mr. J. L. Adolphus— the author of the Let-

ters to Heber ; and I am enabled to enrich these page?

with some reminiscences of that visit— the first of sev-

eral he paid to Abbotsford— which this gentleman has

been so kind as to set down for my use, and I am sure

for the gratification of all my readers. After modestly

recounting the circumstances which led to his invitation to

Abbotsford, my friendly contributor says :
—

" With great pleasure and curiosity, but with something like

awe, I first saw this celebrated house emerge from below the

plantation which screened it from the Selkirk and Melrose

road. Antique as it was in design, it had not yet had time to

take any tint from the weather, and its whole complication of

towers, turrets, galleries, cornices, and quaintly ornamented

mouldings, looked fresh from the chisel, except where the

walls were enriched with some really ancient carving or in

scription. As I approached the house, there was a busy

sound of mason's tools ; the shrubbery before the windows

was strewed with the works of the carpenter and stone-cutter,

and with grotesque antiquities, for which a place was yet to be

found ; on one side were the beginnings of a fruit and flower

garden ; on another, but more distant, a slope bristling with

young firs and larches : near the door murmured an unfinished

fountain.

" I had seen Sir Walter Scott, but never met him in society,

before this visit. He received me with all his well-known

cordiality and simplicity of manner. The circumstances under

which I presented myself were peculiar, as the only cause of

my being under his roof was one which could not without

awkwardness be alluded to. while a strict reserve existed on
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the subject of the Waverley novels. This, however, did not

create any embarrassment ; and he entered j^to conversation

as if anything that might have been said witn reference to the

origin of our acquaintance had been said an hour before. I

have since been present at his first reception of many visitors

;

and upon such occasions, as indeed unon every other, I never

aw a man who, in his intercourse w^th all persons, was so per-

fect a master of courtesy. His manners were so plain and

natural, and his kindness took such immediate possession of

the feelings, that this excellence in him might for a while pass

almost unobserved. I cannot pay a higher testimony to it than

Dy owning that I first fully appreciated it from his behaviour

to others. His air and aspect, at the moment of a first intro-

duction, were placid, modest, and, for his time of life, vener-

able. Occasionally, where he stood a little on ceremony, he

threw into his address a deferential tone, which had in it

something of old-fashioned politeness, and became him ex-

tremely well.

" A point of hospitality in which Sir Waltbr Scoti never

failed, whatever might be the pretensions of the ^uest, was to

do the honours of conversation. When a stranger arrived, he

seemed to consider it as much a duty to otfer him the resources

of his mind as those of his table ; taking care, however, by his

choice of subjects, to give the visitor an opportunity of making

his own stores, if he had them, available. I have frequently

observed this— with admiration both of his powers and of his

discriminating kindness. To me, at the time of my first visit,

he addressed himself often as to a member of his own profes-

sion ; and indeed he seemed always to have a real pleasure in

citing from his own experience as an advocate and a law

officer. The first book he recommended to me for an hour's

occupation in his library, was an old Scotch pamphlet of the

trial of Philip Stanfield (published also in the English State

Trials
;
) a dismal and mysterious story of murder, connected

slightly with the politics of the times of James II., and having

in it a taste of the marvellous.*

* iiee tfce cane of Philip Stanfield's alleged parricide, and Sir Wal
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" It would, I think, be extremely difficult to give a just idea

of his general conversation to any one who had not known
him. Considering his great personal and literary popularity,

and the wide circle of society in which he had lived, it is per-

haps remarkable that so few of his sayings, real or imputed,

are in circulation. But he did not affect sayings : the points

and sententious turns, which are so easily caught up and trans

mitted, were not natural to him : though he occasionally ex

pressed a thought very pithily and neatly. For example, he

once described the Duke of Wellington's style of debating as

4 slicing the argument into two or three parts, and helping him-

self to the best.' But the great charm of his ' table-talk ' was

in the sweetness and abandon with which it flowed,— always,

however, guided by good sense and taste ; the warm and un-

studied eloquence with which he expressed rather sentiments

than opinions ; and the liveliness and force with which he

narrated and described ; and all that he spoke derived so much
of its effect from indefinable felicities of manner, look, and

tone— and sometimes from the choice of apparently insignifi-

cant words— that a moderately faithful transcript of his sen-

tences would be but a faint image of his conversation.

" At the time of my first and second visits to Abbotsford, in

1823 and 1824, his health was less broken, and his spirits more

youthful and buoyant, than when I afterwards saw him, in the

years from 1827 to 1831. Not only was he inexhaustible in

anecdote, but he still loved to exert the talent of dramatizing,

and in some measure representing in his own person the inci-

dents he told of, or the situations he imagined. I recollect, for

instance, his sketching in this manner (it was, I think, apropos

to some zoological discussion with Mr. William Stewart Rose)

a sailor trying to persuade a monkey to speak, and vowing,

with all kinds of whimsical oaths, that he would not tell of

him.* On the evening of my first arrival, he took me to see

ter Scott's remarks thereupon, in his edition of " Lord Fountainhall's

Chronological Notes on Scottish Affairs," pp. 233-236; and compare

an extract from one of his early note-books, given ante, Vol. I. p. 297

* Mr. Rose was at this time meditating his entertaining little jet

tfesprit, entitled " Anecdotes of Monkevs."
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his 4 wild man,' as he called him, the celebrated Tom Purdie,

who was in an outhouse, unpacking some Indian idols, weapons,

and carved work, just arrived from England. The better to

exhibit Tom, his master played a most amusing scene of won-

der, impatience, curiosity, and fear, lest anything should be

broken or the candle fall into the loose hay of the packages,

but all this with great submission to the better judgment of

the factotum, who went on gravely breaking up and un-

papering after his own manner, as if he had been sorting some

toys for a restless child. Another specimen of his talent for

representation which struck me forcibly, about the same time,

was his telling the story (related in his Letters on Demon-

ology) of a dying man who, in a state of delirium, while his

nurse was absent, left his room, appeared at a club of which

he was president, and was taken for his own ghost. In relat-

ing this not very likely story, he described with his deep and

lingering tones, and with gestures and looks suited to each

part of the action, the sick man, deadly pale, and with vacant

eyes, walking into the club-room ; the silence and consterna-

tion of the club ; the supposed spectre moving to the head

of the table
;
giving a ghastly salutation to the company

;

raising a glass towards his lips ; stiffly turning his head from

side to side, as if pledging the several members ; his departure

just at midnight ; and the breathless conference of the club,

as they recovered themselves from this strange visit. St.

Ronan's Well was published soon after the telling of this story,

and I have no doubt that Sir Walter had it in his mind in

writing one of the last scenes of that novel.

" He read a play admirably well, distinguishing the speeches

by change of tone and manner, without naming the characters.

I had the pleasure of hearing him recite, shortly before it was

published, his own spirited ballad of 4 Bonny Dundee ;

' and

never did I listen to more ' eloquent music.' This was in one

of the last years of his life, but the lines

* Away to the hills, to the caves, to the rocks

!

Ere I own a usurper, I'll couch with the fox !

'
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could not, in his most vigorous days, have been intonated with

more fire and energy.

" In conversation he sometimes added very strikingly to the

ludicrous or pathetic effect of an expression by dwelling on a

syllable; holding the note, as it would have been called in

music. Thus I recollect his telling, with an extremely droll

emphasis, that once, when a boy, he was * cuffed ' by his aunt

for singing
4 There's nae repentance in my heart,

The fiddle's in my arms !
'
*

" No one who has seen him can forget the surprising power

of change which his countenance showed when awakened from

a state of composure. In 1823, when I first knew him, the

hair upon his forehead was quite grey, but his face, which was

healthy and sanguine, and the hair about it, which had still a

strong reddish tinge, contrasted rather than harmonized with

the sleek, silvery locks above ; a contrast which might seem

rather suited to a jovial and humorous, than to a pathetic

expression. But his features were equally capable of both.

The form and hue of his eyes (for the benefit of minute physi-

ognomists it should be noted that the iris contained some small

specks of brown) were wonderfully calculated for showing

great varieties of emotion. Their mournful aspect was ex-

tremely earnest and affecting; and, when he told some dismal

and mysterious story, they had a doubtful, melancholy, explor-

ing look, which appealed irresistibly to the hearer's imagination.

Occasionally, when he spoke of something very audacious or

eccentric, they would dilate and light up with a tragic-comic,

harebrained expression, quite peculiar to himself; one might

see in it a whole chapter of Cozur-de-lion and the Clerk of

Copmanhurst. Never, perhaps, did a man go through all the

gradations of laughter with such complete enjoyment, and a

countenance so radiant. The first dawn of a humorous

* These lines are from the old ballad, " Macpherson's Lament,"—
the groundwork of Burns's glorious "Macpherson's Farewell." — See

Bcott's Miscellaneous Pn se Works, vol. xvii. p. 259 ; vol. i. part viiL

Edit. 1841.
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thought -would show itself sometimes, as he sat silent, by an

involuntary lengthening of the upper lip, followed by a shy

sidelong glance at his neighbours, indescribably whimsical,

and seeming to ask from their looks whether the spark of

drollery should be suppressed or allowed to blaze out. In the

full tide of mirth he did indeed * laugh the heart's laugh,' like

Walpole, but it was not boisterous and overpowering, nor did

it check the course of his words ; he could go on telling or

descanting, while his lungs did 'crow like chanticleer,' his

syllables, in the struggle, growing more emphatic, his accent

more strongly Scotch, and his voice plaintive with excess of

merriment.

" The habits of life at Abbotsford, when I first saw it, ran

in the same easy, rational, and pleasant course which I believe

they always afterwards took ; though the family was at this

time rather straitened in its arrangements, as some of the

principal rooms were not finished. After breakfast Sir Wal-

ter took his short interval of study in the light and elegant

little room afterwards called Miss Scott's. That which he

occupied when Abbotsford was complete, though more con-

venient in some material respects, seemed to me the least

cheerful * and least private in the house. It had, however, a

recommendation which perhaps he was very sensible of, that

as he sat at his writing-table, he could look out at his young

trees. About one o'clock he walked or rode, generally with

some of his visitors. At this period, he used to be a good deal

on horseback, and a pleasant sight it was to see the gallant old

gentleman, in his seal-skin cap and short green jacket, loung-

ing along a field-side on his mare, Sybyl Grey and pausing

now and then to talk, with a serio-comic look, to a labouring

man or woman, and rejoice them with some quaint saying in

\>road Scotch. The dinner hour was early ; the sitting after

dinner was hospitably but not immoderately prolonged ; and

the whole family party (for such it always seemed, even if

there were several visitors) then met again for a short evening,

* It is, however, the only sitting-room in the house that looks south-

ward.

VOL. VI. 21
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nrhich was passed in conversation and music. I once heard

Sir Walter say, that he believed there was a ' pair ' of carda

(such was his antiquated expression) somewhere in the house

— but probably there is no tradition of their having ever been

used. The drawing-room and library (unfurnished at the

time of my first visit) opened into each other, and formed a

beautiful evening apartment. By every one who has visited

at Abbotsford they must be associated with some of the most

delightful recollections of his life. Sir Walter listened to the

music of his daughters, which was all congenial to his own
taste, with a never-failing enthusiasm. He followed the fine

old songs which Mrs. Lockhart sang to her harp with his mind,

eyes, and lips, almost as if joining in an act of religion. To
other musical performances he was a dutiful, and often a

pleased listener, but I believe he cared little for mere music

;

the notes failed to charm him if they were not connected with

good words, or immediately associated with some history or

strong sentiment, upon which his imagination could fasten.

A similar observation might, I should conceive, apply to his

feeling of other arts. I do not remember any picture or print

at Abbotsford which was remarkable merely as a work of

colour or design. All, I think, either represented historical,

romantic, or poetical subjects, or related to persons, places, or

circumstances in which he took an interest. Even in archi-

tecture, his taste had the same bias ; almost every stone of his

house bore an allusion or suggested a sentiment.

"It seemed at first a little strange in a scene where so

many things brought to mind the Waverley novels, to hear no

direct mention of them, or even allusion to their existence.

But as forbearance on this head was a rule on which a com-

plete tacit understanding subsisted, there was no embarrass-

ment or appearance of mystery on the subject. Once or

twice I have heard a casual reference made, in Sir Walter's

presence, to some topic in the novels ; no surprise or appear-

ance of displeasure followed, but the conversation, so far as it

tended that way, died a natural death. It has, I believe, hap-

pened that he himself has been caught unawares on th*
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forbidden ground; I have heard it told by a very acute

observer, not now living, that on his coming once to Abbots-

ford, after the publication of the Pirate, Sir Walter asked

him, ' Well, and how is our friend Kemble ? glorious John

!

and then, recollecting, of course, that he was talking Claude

Halcro, he checked himself, and could not for some moments

recover from the false step. Had a man been ever so prone

to indiscretion on such subjects, it would have been unpardon-

able to betray it towards Sir Walter Scott, who (beside all his

other claims to respect and affection) was himself cautious,

even to nicety, of hazarding an enquiry or remark which

might appear to be an intrusion upon the affairs of those with

whom he conversed. It may be observed, too, that the publi-

cations of the day were by no means the staple of conversa-

tion at Abbotsford, though they had their turn; and with

respect to his own works, Sir Walter did not often talk even

of those which were avowed. If he ever indulged in anything

like egotism, he loved better to speak of what he had done

and seen than of what he had written.

" After all, there is perhaps hardly a secret in the world

which has not its safety-valve. Though Sir Walter abstained

strictly from any mention of the Waverley novels, he did not

scruple to talk, and that with great zest, of the plays which

had been founded upon some of them, and the characters, as

there represented. Soon after our first meeting, he described

to me, with his usual dramatic power, the deathbed scene of

* the original Dandie Dinmont ;

' * of course referring, ostensi-

bly at least, to the opera of Guy Mannering. He dwelt with

extreme delight upon Mackay's performances of the Bailie and

Dominie Sampson, and appeared to taste them with all the

freah and disinterested enjoyment of a common spectator. 1

ito not know a more interesting circumstance in the history of

the Waverley novels, than the pleasure which their illustrious

author thus received, as it were at the rebound, from those

creations of his own mind which had so largely increased thi

injoyments of all the civilized world.

* See Note to Guy Mannering, ch. xxiii. Edin. Edit
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"In one instance only did he, in my presence, say or d«

anything which seemed to have an intentional reference to the

novels themselves, while they were yet unacknowledged. On
the last day of my visit in 1823, 1 rode out with Sir Walter

and his friend Mr. Rose, who was then his guest and frequent

companion in these short rambles. Sir Walter led us a little

way down the left bank of the Tweed, and then into the

moors by a track called the Girth Road, along which, he told

us, the pilgrims from that side of the river used to come to

Melrose. We traced upward, at a distance, the course of the

little stream called the Elland— Sir Walter, as his habit was,

pausing now and then to point out anything in the prospect

that was either remarkable in itself, or associated with any

interesting recollection. I remember, in particular, his show-

ing us, on a distant eminence, a dreary lone house, called the

Hawk's Nest, in which a young man, returning from a fair

with money, had been murdered in the night, and buried

under the floor, where his remains were found after the death

or departure of the inmates ; the fact was simple enough in

itself, but related in his manner, it was just such a story as

should have been told by a poet on a lonely heath. When we

had ridden a little time on the moors, he said to me rather

pointedly, ' I am going to show you something that I think will

interest you ;
' and presently, in a wild corner of the hills, he

halted us at a place where stood three small ancient towers or

castellated houses, in ruins, at short distances from each other.

It was plain, upon the slightest consideration of the topography,

that one (perhaps any one) of these was the tower of Glen-

dearg, where so many romantic and marvellous adventures

happen in The Monastery. While we looked at this forlorn

group, I said to Sir Walter that they were what Burns called

* ghaist-alluring edifices/ 'Yes,' he answered carelessly, *I

daresay there are many stories about them.' As we returned,

by a different route, he made me dismount and take a footpath

through a part of Lord Somerville's grounds, where the El

and runs through a beautiful little valley, the stream winding

between level borders of the brightest greensward, which nar-
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tow or widen as the steep sides of the glen advance or recede.

The place is called the Fairy Dean, and it required no cice-

rone to tell that the glen was that in which Father Eustace,

in The Monastery, is intercepted by the White Lady of

AveneL"

Every friend of Sir Walter's must admire particularly

Mr. Adolphus's exquisite description of his laugh; but

indeed, every word of these memoranda is precious, and

I shall by and by give the rest of them under the proper

date.

In September, the Highland Society of Scotland, at the

request of the late Sir Henry Stewart of Allanton, sent

a deputation to his seat in Lanarkshire, to examine and

report upon his famous improvements in the art of trans-

planting trees. Sir Walter was one of the committee ap-

pointed for this business, and he took a lively interest in

it; as witness the Essay on Landscape Gardening,*

which, whatever may be the fate of Sir Henry Stewart's

own writings, will transmit his name to posterity. Scott

made several Allantonian experiments at Abbotsford

;

but found reason in the sequel to abate somewhat of the

enthusiasm which his Essay expresses as to the system.

The question, after all, comes to pounds, shillings, and

pence— and, whether Sir Henry's accounts had or had

not been accurately kept, the thing turned out greatly

more expensive on Tweedside than he had found it rep-

resented in Clydesdale.

I accompanied Sir Walter on this little expedition, in

the course of which we paid several other visits, and ex-

plored not a few ancient castJos in the upper regions of

the Tweed and the Clyde. Even while the weather was

most unpropitious, nothing could induce him to remain in

* Miscellaneous Prose Works, vcl. xxi. pp. 77-151. — Vol. i. r>ar*

riii. Edit. 1841.
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the carriage when we approached any ruined or celebrated

edifice. If he had never seen it before, his curiosity was

like that of an eager stripling ;— if he had examined it

fifty times, he must renew his familiarity, and gratify the

tenderness of youthful reminiscences. While on the road,

his conversation never flagged— story suggested story,

and ballad came upon ballad in endless succession. But

what struck me most, was the apparently omnivorous

grasp of his memory. That he should recollect every

stanza of any ancient ditty of chivalry or romance, that

had once excited his imagination, could no longer surprise

me : but it seemed as if he remembered everything with-

out exception, so it were in anything like the shape of

verse, that he had ever read. For example, the morning

after we left Allanton, we went across the country to

breakfast with his friend Cranstoun (Lord Corehouse),

who accompanied us in the same carriage ; and his Lord-

ship happening to repeat a phrase, remarkable only for its

absurdity, from a Magazine poem of the very silliest

feebleness, which they had laughed at when at College

together, Scott immediately began at the beginning, and

gave it us to the end, with apparently no more effort than

if he himself had composed it the day before. I could

after this easily believe a story often told by Hogg, to the

effect that, lamenting in Scott's presence his having lost

his only copy of a long ballad composed by him in his

early days, and of which he then could recall merely the

Bubject, and one or two fragments, Sir Walter forthwith

said, with a smile, " Take your pencil, Jemmy, and I'll

dictate your ballad to you, word for word ;
"— which was

done accordingly.*

* " One morning at breakfast, in my father's house, shortly after one

»f Sir Walter's severe illnesses, he was asked to partake of seme ot
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As this was among the first times that I ever travelled

for a few days in company with Scott, I may as well add

the surprise with which his literary diligence, when away

from home and his books, could not fail to be observed.

Wherever we slept, whether in a noble mansion or in

the shabbiest of country inns, and whether the work was

done after retiring at night or before an early start in

the morning, he very rarely mounted the carriage again

without having a packet of the well-known aspect ready

sealed, and corded, and addressed to his printer in Ed-

inburgh. I used to suspect that he had adopted in his

latter years the plan of writing everything on paper of

the quarto form, in place of the folio which he at an

earlier period used, chiefly because in this way, whatever

he was writing, and wherever he wrote, he might seem

to casual observers to be merely engaged upon a com-

mon letter ; and the rapidity of his execution, taken with

the shape of his sheet, has probably deceived hundreds

;

but when he had finished his two or three letters, St.

4 the baked meats that coldly did furnish forth the breakfast table.'—
• No, no,' he answered ;

' I bear in mind at present, Bob, the advice of

your old friend Dr. "Weir—
** From season'd meats avert your eyes,

From hams, and tongues, and pigeon pies —
A venison pasty set before ye,

Each bit you eat— Memento mori."

This was a verse of a clever rhyming prescription our cousin, Dr. Weir

of Eastbank, had sent some 30 years before, and which my father then

remembered to have repeated to Sir Walter upon one of their Liddes-

dale raids. The verses had almost entirely escaped his memory, but

Sir Walter was able to give us a long screed of them. Some surprise

was expressed at the tenaciousness of his memory; and to a remark

•f my mother, that he seemed to know something of the words of

ivery song that ever was sung, he replied, ' I daresay it wad be gey

(11 to kittle me in a Scots ane, at ony rate.' " — Note by Mr. Andre*

Shortrede. — [1839.]
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Ronan's Well, or whatever was in hand, had mad(, a

chapter in advance.

The following was his first letter to Miss Edgeworth

after her return to Ireland. Her youngest sister So-

phia— (a beautiful creature— now gone, like most of

the pleasant party then assembled) — had particularly

pleased him by her singing of a fragment of an Irish

ditty, the heroine of which was a sad damsel in a petti"

coat of red— the chorus, I think, something like

" Shool— shool! ochone— ochone!

Thinking on the days that are long enongh agone; "

and he had, as we shall see, been busying himself among

his ballad collections, to see if he could recover any more

of the words than the young lady had given him.

" To Miss Edgeworth, Edgeworthstoum.

" Abbotsford, 22d Sept. 1823.

u My Dear Miss Edgeworth, — Miss Harriet had the

goodness to give me an account of your safe arrival in the

Green Isle, of which I was, sooth to say, extremely glad ; for

I had my own private apprehensions that your very disa-

greeable disorder might return while you were among stran-

gers, and in our rugged climate. I now conclude you are

settled quietly at home, and looking back on recollections of

mountains, and valleys, and pipes, and clans, and cousins, and

masons, and carpenters, and puppy-dogs, and all the confusion

of Abbotsford, as one does on the recollections of a dream.

We shall not easily forget the vision of having seen you and

our two young friends, and your kind indulgence for all our

humours, sober and fantastic, rough or smooth. Mamma
writes to make her own acknowledgments for your very

kind attention about the cobweb stockings, which reached

vs under the omnipotent frank of Croker, who, like a true
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irisb heart, never scruples stretching his powers a little to

serve a friend.

" We are all here much as you left us, only in posses-

sion of our drawing-room, and glorious with our gas-lights,

which as yet have only involved us once in total darkness

— once in a temporary eclipse. In both cases the remedy

was easy, and the cause obvious; and if the gas has no

greater objections than I have yet seen or can anticipate, it

is soon like to put wax and mutton-suet entirely out of fashion.

I have recovered, by great accident, another verse or two of

Miss Sophia's beautiful Irish air ; it is only curious as hinting

at the cause of the poor damsel of the red petticoat's deep

dolour :
—

1 1 went to the mill, but the miller was gone;

I sate me down and cried ochone,

To think on the days that are past and gone,

Of Dickie Macphalion that's slain.

Shool, shool, &q.

I sold my rock, I sold my reel,

And sae hae I my spinning-wheel,

And all to buy a cap of steel,

For Dickie Macphalion that's slain.

Shool, shool,' &c. &c.

"But who was Dickie Macphalion for whom this lament

was composed? Who was the Pharaoh for whom the Pyr-

amid was raised ? The questions are equally dubious and

equally important, but as the one, we may reasonably suppose,

was a King of Egypt, so I think we may guess the other to

ftAve been a Captain of Rapparees, since the ladies, God bless

them, honour with the deepest of their lamentation gallants

who live wildly, die bravely, and scorn to survive until they

become old and not worth weeping for. So much for Dickie

Macphalion, who, I dare say, was in his day i a proper young

toan.' *

* " As clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was bawling,

Rode stately through Holtorn to die in his calling,
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" We have had Sir Humphry Davy here for a day or two,

— very pleasant and instructive, and Will Rose for a month
— that is, coming and going.— Lockhart has been pleading

at the circuit for a clansman of mine, who, having sustained

an affront from two men on the road home from Earlstown

fair, nobly waylaid and murdered them both single-handed.

He also cut off their noses, which was carrying the matter

rather too far, and so the jury thought — so my namesake

must strap for it, as many of The Rough Clan have done

before him. After this Lockhart and I went to Sir Henry
Stewart's, to examine his process of transplanting trees. He
exercises wonderful power, certainly, over the vegetable world,

and has made his trees dance about as merrily as ever did Or-

pheus ; but he has put me out of conceit with my profession of

a landscape gardener, now I see so few brains are necessary

for a stock in trade. I wish Miss Harriet would dream no

more ominous visions about Spicie.* The poor thing has been

very ill of that fatal disorder proper to the canine race, called,

par excellence, the Distemper. I have prescribed for her, as

who should say thus you would doctor a dog, and I hope to

bring her through, as she is a very affectionate little creature,

and of a fine race. She has still an odd wheezing, however,

which makes me rather doubtful of success. The Lockhartg

are both well, and at present our lodgers, together with John.

Hugh, or, as he calls himself, Donichue, which sounds like one

He stopt at the George for a bottle of sack,

And promised to pay for it when he came back.

His waistcoat, and stockings, and breeches were white,

His cap had a new cherry ribbon to tie't.

The maids to the doors and the balconies ran,

And said, ' Lack-a-day ! he's a proper young man !
'
"

Swift.

* Spice, one of the Pepper and Mustard terriers. Scott varied the

names, unlike his Dandie Dinmont, but still, as he phrased it, " stuck

to the cruets." At one time he had a Pepper a Mustard, a Spice, a

Ginger, a Catchup, and a Soy — all descendants of the real Charlie's

aope patriarchs.
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<jf your old Irish kings. They all join in everything kind and

affectionate to you and the young ladies, and best compliments

to your brother.— Believe me ever, dear Miss Edgeworth,

yours, with the greatest truth and respect,

" Walter Scott."

The following letter was addressed to Joanna Baillie

on the death of her brother, the celebrated physician :—

" To Miss Joanna Baillie.

" Abbotsford, 3d October, 1823.

" My Dearest Friend,— Your very kind letter reached me
just while I was deliberating how to address you on the pain-

ful, most painful subject, to which it refers, and considering

how I could best intrude my own sympathy amidst your do-

mestic affliction. The token you have given of your friend-

ship, by thinking ofme at such a moment, I will always regard

as a most precious, though melancholy proof of its sincerity.

We have, indeed, to mourn such a man, as, since medicine was

first esteemed an useful and honoured science, has rarely oc-

curred to grace its annals, and who will be lamented so long'

as any one lives, who has experienced the advantage of his

professional skill, and the affectionate kindness by which it

was accompanied. My neighbour and kinsman, John Scott

of Gala, who was attended by our excellent friend during a

very dangerous illness, is mingling his sorrow with mine, aa

one who laments almost a second father ; and when in this

remote corner there are two who join in such a sincere tribute

to his memory, what must be the sorrows within his more

immediate sphere of exertion ! I do, indeed, sincerely pity the

family and friends who have lost such a head, and that at the

very time when they might, in the course of nature, have

looked to enjoy his society for many years, and even more

tlosely and intimately than during the preceding period of hia

life, when his domestic intercourse was so much broken in

tpon by his professional duties. It is not for us, in this limited



332 LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

state of observation and comprehension, to inquire why the

lives most useful to society, and most dear to friendship, seem

to be of a shorter date than those which are useless, or perhaps

worse than useless ;— but the certainty that in another and

succeeding state of things these apparent difficulties will be

balanced and explained, is the best, if not the only cure for

unavailing sorrow, and this your well-balanced and powerfu

mind knows better how to apply, than I how to teach th

doctrine.

" We were made in some degree aware of the extremely

precarious state of our late dear friend's health, by letters

which young Surtees had from his friends in Gloucestershire,

during a residence of a few weeks with us, and which men-

tioned the melancholy subject in a very hopeless manner, and

with all the interest which it was calculated to excite. Poor

dear Mrs. Baillie is infinitely to be pitied, but you are a family

of love; and though one breach has been made among you,

will only extend your arms towards each other the more, to

hide, though you cannot fill up the gap which has taken place.

The same consolation remains for Mrs. Agnes and yourself, my
dear friend ; and I have no doubt, that in the affection of Dr.

Baillie's family, and their success in life, you will find those

pleasing ties which connect the passing generation with that

which is rising to succeed it upon the stage.

" Sophia is in the way of enlarging her family— an event

to which I look forward with a mixture of anxiety and hope.

One baby, not very strong, though lively and clever, is a frail

chance upon which to stake happiness ; at the same time, God
knows there have been too many instances of late of the origi-

nal curse having descended on young mothers with fatal

emphasis ; but we will hope the best. In the mean time her

spirits are good, and her health equally so. I know that even

at this moment these details will not be disagreeable to you, so

strangely are life and death, sorrow and pleasure, blended to-

gether in the tapestry of human life.

" I answer your letter before I have seen Sophia ; but I

know well how deeply she is interested in your grief. M*
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friffe and Anne send their kindest and most sympathetic re-

gards. Walter is at the Royal Military College to study the

higher branches of his profession, and Charles has returned to

Wales.

"My affectionate respects attend Mrs. Baillie and Mrs.

Agnes, and I ever am, my dear friend, respectfully and af-

fectionately, yours, Walter Scott."

" To D. Terry, Esq., London.

" Abboteford, October 29, 1823.

*' My Dear Terry,— Our correspondence has been flagging

for some time, yet I have much to thank you for, and perhaps

something to apologize for. We did not open Mr. Baldock's

commode, because, in honest truth, this place has cost me a

great deal within these two years, and I was loth to add a

superfluity, however elegant, to the heavy expense already

necessarily incurred. Lady Scott, the party most interested

in the drawing-room, thinks mirrors, when they cast up, better

things and more necessary. We have received the drawing-

room grate— very handsome indeed— from Bower, but not

those for the library or my room, nor are they immediately

wanted. Nothing have we heard of the best bed and its ac-

companiments, but there is no hurry for this neither. We are

in possession of the bed-room story, garrets, and a part of the

under or sunk story— basement, the learned call it ; but the

library advances slowly. The extreme wetness of the season

has prevented the floor from being laid, nor dare we now ven-

ture it till spring, when shifting and arranging the books will

be 4 a pleasing pain and toil with a gain.' The front of the

house is now enclosed by a court-yard wall, with flankers of

100 feet, and a handsome gateway. The interior of the court

is to be occupied by a large gravel drive for carriages,— the rest

with flowers, shrubs, and a few trees : the inside of the court-

yard wall is adorned with large carved medallions from the old

Cross of Edinburgh, and Roman or colonial heads in bas relief

Srom the ancient station of Petreia, now called Old Penrith
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A walk runs along it, which I intend to cover with creepers

as a trellised arbour : the court-yard is separated from the

garden by a very handsome colonnade, the arches filled up

with cast-iron, and the cornice carved with flowers, after the

fashion of the running cornice on the cloisters at Melrose : the

masons here cut so cheap that it really tempts one. All this is

in a great measure finished, and by throwing the garden into a

subordinate state, as a sort of plaisance, it has totally removed

the awkward appearance of its being so near the house. On
the contrary, it seems a natural and handsome accompaniment

to the old-looking mansion. Some people of very considerable

taste have been here, who have given our doings much ap-

plause, particularly Dr. Russell, a beautiful draughtsman, and

no granter of propositions. The interior of the hall is finished

with scutcheons, sixteen of which, running along the centre, I

intend to paint with my own quarterings, so far as I know
them, for I am as yet uncertain of two on my mother's side

:

but fourteen are no bad quartering to be quite real, and the

others may be covered with a cloud, since I have no ambition

to be a canon of Strasburg, for which sixteen are necessary : I

may light on these, however. The scutcheons on the cornice

I propose to charge with the blazonry of all the Border clans,

eighteen in number, and so many of the great families, not

clans, as will occupy the others. The windows are to be

painted with the different bearings of different families of the

clan of Scott, which, with their quarterings and impalings,

will make a pretty display. The arranging all these arms,

&c, have filled up what Robinson Crusoe calls the rainy sea-

son, for such this last may on the whole be called.— I shall be

greatly obliged to you to let me know what debts I owe in

London, that I may remit accordingly : best to pay for one's

piping in time, and before we are familiar with our purchases.

You mentioned having some theatrical works for me ; do not

fail to let me know the amount. Have you seen Dr. Meyrick a

account of the Ancient Armour ?— it is a book beautifully

^ot up, and of much antiquarian information.*

* Three vols, quarto. London, 1821.



st. ronan's well. 335

" Having said so much for my house, I add for my family,

that those who are here are quite well, but Lady Scott a little

troubled with asthma. Ballantyne will send you my last affair

now in progress : it is within, or may be easily compressed

into, dramatic time ; whether it is otherwise qualified for the

stage, I cannot guess. — I am, my dear Terry, truly yours,

" Walter Scott."

The novel to which Sir Walter thus alludes was pub-

lished about the middle of December, and in its English

reception there was another falling off, which of course

somewhat dispirited the bookseller for the moment.

Scotch readers in general dissented stoutly from this

judgment, alleging (as they might well do), that Meg
Dods deserved a place by the side of Monkbarns, Bailie

Jarvie, and Captain Dalgetty ;— that no one, who had

lived in the author's own country, could hesitate to re-

cognize vivid and happy portraitures in Touchwood,

MacTurk, and the recluse minister of St. Ronan's ;
—

that the descriptions of natural scenery might rank with

any he had given ;
— and, finally, that the whole char-

acter of Clara Mowbray, but especially its development

in the third volume, formed an original creation, destined

to be classed by posterity with the highest efforts of

tragic romance. Some Edinburgh critics, however—
(both talkers and writers) — received with considerable

grudgings certain sarcastic sketches of the would-be-fine

life of the watering-place,— sketches which their South-

ern brethren had kindly suggested might be drawn from

Northern observation, but could never appear better than

fantastic caricatures to any person who had visited even

a third-rate English resort of the same nominal class.

There is no doubt that the author dashed off these minor

personages with, in the painter's phrase, a rich brush /
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but I must confess my belief that they have far more
truth about them than his countrymen seemed at the time

willing to allow ; and if any of my readers, whether

Scotch or English, has ever happened to spend a few

months, not in either an English or a Scotch watering-

place of the present day, but among such miscellaneous

assemblages of British nondescripts and outcasts,— in-

cluding often persons of higher' birth than any of the

beau monde of St. Ronan's Well,— as now infest many
towns of France and Switzerland, he will, I am satisfied,

be inclined to admit that, while the Continent was shut,

as it was in the days of Sir Walter's youthful wander-

ings, a trip to such a sequestered place as Gilsland, or

Moffat, or Innerleithen— (almost as inaccessible to Lon-

don duns and bailiffs as the Isle of Man was then, or as

Boulogne and Dieppe are now) — may have supplied

the future novelist's note-book with authentic materials

even for such worthies as Sir Bingo and Lady Binks,

Dr. Quackleben and Mr. Winterblossom. It should,

moreover, be borne in mind, that during our insular

blockade, northern watering-places were not alone fa-

voured by the resort of questionable characters from

the south. The comparative cheapness of living, and

especially of education, procured for Sir Walter's " own

romantic town" a constant succession of such visitants,

bo long as they could have no access to the tables d'hote

and dancing-masters of the Continent. When I first

mingled in the society of Edinburgh, it abounded with

English, broken in character and in fortune, who found

a mere title (even a baronet's one) of consequence

enough to obtain for them, from the proverbially cau-

tious Scotck, a degree of attention tc which they had

long been unaccustomed among those who had chanced
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to observe the progress of their personal histories ; and

I heard many name, when the novel was new, a booby

of some rank, in whom they recognized a sufficiently

accurate prototype for Sir Bingo.

Sir Walter had shown a remarkable degree of good-

nature in the completion of this novel. When the end

came in view, James Ballantyne suddenly took vast alarm

about a particular feature in the history of the heroine.

In the original conception, and in the book as actually

written and printed, Miss Mowbray's mock marriage had

not halted at the profane ceremony of th° church ; and

the delicate printer shrunk from the idea of obtruding on

the fastidious public the possibility of any personal con-

tamination having been incurred by a high-born damsel

of the nineteenth century. Scott was at first inclined to

dismiss his friend's scruples as briefly as he had done

those of Blackwood in the case of the Black Dwarf:—
" You would never have quarrelled with it," he said,

" had the thing happened to a girl in gingham :— the

silk petticoat can make little difference." James reclaimed

with double energy, and called Constable to the rescue ;

—

and after some pause, the author very reluctantly con-

sented to cancel and re-write about twenty-four pages,

which was enough to obliterate, to a certain extent, the

dreaded scandal— and in a similar degree, as he always

persisted, to perplex and weaken the course of his nar-

rative, and the dark effect of its catastrophe.

Whoever might take offence with different parts of the

book, it was rapturously hailed by the inhabitants of In-

nerleithen, who immediately identified the most striking

«f its localities with those of their own pretty village and

picturesque neighbourhood, and foresaw in this celebra-

tion a chance of restoring the popularity of their long
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neglected Well;— the same to which, as the reader of

the first of these volumes may have noticed, Sir Walter

Scott had occasionally escorted his mother and sister in

the days of boyhood. The notables of the little town

voted by acclamation that the old name of Innerleithen

should be, as far as possible, dropped thenceforth, and that

of St. Ronan's adopted. Nor were they mistaken in theii

auguries. An unheard-of influx of water-bibbers forth-

with crowned their hopes ; and spruce hottles and huge

staring lodging-houses soon arose to disturb wofully every

association that had induced Sir Walter to make Inner-

leithen the scene of a romance. Nor were they who

profited by these invasions of the genius loci at all spar-

ing in their demonstrations of gratitude ;— the traveller

reads on the corner of every new erection there, Abbots-

ford Place, Waverley Row, The Marmion Hotel, or some

inscription of the like coinage.

Among other consequences of the revived fame of the

place, a yearly festival was instituted for the celebration

of The St. Ronan's Border Games. A club of Bowmen

of the Border, arrayed in doublets of Lincoln green, with

broad blue bonnets, and having the Ettrick Shepherd for

Captain, assumed the principal management of this ex-

hibition ; and Sir Walter was well pleased to be enrolled

among them, and during several years was a regular at-

tendant, both on the Meadow, where (besides archery)

leaping, racing, wrestling, stone-heaving, and hammer-

throwing, went on opposite to the noble old Castle of

Traquair, and at the subsequent banquet, where Hogg, in

full costume, always presided as master of the ceremonies*

In fact, a gayer spectacle than that of the St. Ronan's

Games, in those days, could not well have been desired.

The Shepherd, even when on the verge of threescore.
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exerted himself lustily in the field, and seldom failed

to carry off some of the prizes, to the astonishment

of his vanquished juniors ; and the bonvivants of Edin-

burgh mustered strong among the gentry and yeomanry

of Tweeddale to see him afterwards in his glory, filling

the president's chair with eminent success, and common-

ly supported on this— which was, in fact, the grandest

evening of his year— by Sir Walter Scott, Professor

"Wilson, Sir Adam Fergusson, and Peter Robertson.

In Edinburgh at least, the play founded, after the

usual fashion, on St. Ronan's Well, had success far beyond

the expectations of the novelist, whatever may have been

those of the dramatizer. After witnessing the first rep-

resentation, Scott wrote thus to Terry— " We had a

new piece t'other night from St. Ronan's, which, though

I should have supposed it ill adapted for the stage, suc-

ceeded wonderfully— chiefly by Murray's acting of the

Old Nabob. Mackay also made an excellent Meg Dods,

and kept his gestures and his action more within the

verge of female decorum than I thought possible."

A broad piece of drollery, in the shape of an epilogue,

delivered in character by Mackay when he first took a

benefit as Meg Dods, is included in the last edition of

Scott's Poetical Works ; * but though it caused great

merriment at the time in Edinburgh, the allusions are

so exclusively local and temporary, that I fear no com-

mentary could ever make it intelligible elsewhere.

* See edition 1841, p. 705 (Edin. Ed.*
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