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THE STORY OF HIS LIFE.

AN INTERRESTING PEN PIOTURE OF
THE GREAT UNKNOWN.

What Scott Was Like Personally—He Was
Homely Yet Sagaclous Looking—The
Waverly Novels andjthe Circumstances
Under Which They Were Written,

What of the person of Walter Scott? I
have before me 8s I write a print of the
portrsit painted by Raeburn for Archibald
Constable. It shows the poet at the age
of thirty-seven, and tte boyishness hed not
vanished from his figure and his features.
The shadows tad not begun to fall ; sorrow,
drudgery, with the ruin of bis fortuces bad
not changed him as they so rapidly did in
the Ja‘er years. There is a certain charm
of romance in the very setting ot the port-
rait and its accersories. At his back are
seen the equare-hewn stones of some old
castle he has been explorirg. The fore-
finger of bis right hand is inserted between
the psges of a note bock which he holds;
white 1n the left between thumb and 1ore-
fincer he keeps the ready pencil. His
homely, yct sagacicus face, with the dark
negligent locks, is redeemed by the large,
s'eadtast eyes, that seem to glow ductkily
and tell the story of genius. It fascinetes
you—this picture! Itis the roving mic-
strel, Scott, seen as he can, perhaps, be
no where so well seen; but it bas this ad-
vantage, that the face is in repore, wkile
the glory of Scott’s ccuntenance was pecul-
iarly its expression when lighted up frcm
the scul within.

Mies Seward, writing to Cary, tte trans-
lator of Daute, bas given an exceedingly
pleasing pen-picture of Scott, who was one
of Ler personal friencs: “‘On Friday last,”
she says ‘‘the poetically great Walter
Scott came like a sunbeam to my dwelling.
This proudest boast of the Caledoman
muse, is tall, and rather robust than elen-
der, but lame in 1ke same msnner as Mr.
Hsyley, and in greater measure. Neither
the contour of his face nor yct his fea-
tures are elegant ; his complexion is healthy
and somewhat fair, without bloom. We
find the sirgularity of brown hair and eye-
lashes with flaxen eyebrows, and a ccunt-
ance op(n, mgesucus and benevolent.
When sericusly conversing or earcestly
attentive, though his eyes are of a lightish
gray, deep thought is on tkeir lids; he
contracts his brow, and tte rays of genius
oleam aslant from the orks bemeath. An
upper lip too long, preverts his mouth
from being decidedly handsome, but the

as it were the feast of a king * ; while ontte
balcony not ranging along the whole front,
stalked to and fro, in hie tertans, the wild
piper, and made the air quiver with the
tempestuous music of the bills  Arms and
armor were ranged along the walls and
galleries of Lis hall. There were por-
traits of some of the most noted persons
who had figured in his Jays and stories—as

of Claver house, Monmouth, the
Pretender the several head of the
Queen of Scots; with those of

brother poets, Dryden, Thomson, Prior,
and Gay. There were the escutcheons of
all the great clan chieftains blazoned
round the ceilings of his hall ; and swords,
daggers, pistols, and instruments of
torture, from the times and scenes he had
celebrated. Such was the scene of splen-
dor which had sprung from tte pen of cne
man. If it were wonderful the streams of
wealth which continued to pour from the
same enchanted gosse-quill were still more
astounding. From Lockhart’s life we see
that, independent of what those works bave
made since, he had pretty early netted
above 13,0007. by his poems, though he
had sold some of them in the first edition.”

While Scott was thus flourishing in in-
tellectusl and pecunisry ¢flluence :—and
yet while the pit of ruin into which ke
subscqucntly fell was given, now and tten,
| an admor itary vibration, he took residence
| at Abbotsford. As yet his abode was a
cottage, in which he fometimes expressed
himself as willirg to retire for tke remain-
der of his life, sccure frcm “‘the bustle,
care and fever-strife.” Dut ke rejoiced to
think he was within his own domein, and
that at his touch of wizard power, Lis
castle-palace should soon a‘ise, for the
administration of ¢till mcre liberal and
princely ertertainment. Here commenc-
ed the preemicently briliant pered
of bis literary exe:tion—successful
as bis pcetic carcer bad been
—in the ‘production in rapid suc-
cession,” of that wonderful list of the
“Waverlev Novels.” *‘Waverley’ was
given to the public in July 1814, and was
received, it poss'ble, with greater enthu:-
iasm than the ‘“Lady of the Lake.” No
literary success could have been more de-
cided ; while the opening of this new vein,
and tke coincident decline of his pcetic
gift, determined Lis future course,and in-
sured more fahulous rewsrds. All be had
reaped from his poctry is but a fragment
of what he earned by his romarces, and his
other prose writing. Not to burden the

reader with details, it may be sufficient to
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sweetest emanafions of temper and art | give the estimate for the whole of his

play atout it when he talks cheerfully or |

writings, that they ‘‘must have produced

smiles ; and in company he is much ofte¢ner .
smiles ; and in compan o 11 totte autltor or bis frustees, at the very

. , : brilli " | least, halfa million of money!!” The
is an overflowing fountain cf brilhant wit, | first part of «*Waverley” had Sosn weliten

gay than contemp'ative. His conversation
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ile . 1€ 8 18 nerv d |
while on serious ¢ e[‘]] : 'ndlb 8 \o:s - '] ' been condemned by the author upon &n un-
elcquen ( CE cedly Scote L . : : ‘
lcquent, the accent decicedly » 80G | ¢ vorable judgmert of bis friend, James

yet by ro means broad. On the whole,
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Ballattyne, and tlrown aside as valueless.

no expectation is disappointed which his | Coming apon it ¢ns day, at Abbotstord, in

poetry must excite in all who f.el the
power and graces of human spiration.”
Ballantyne and Scott—sub rosz—were
not a substantial firm. Caution, experience,
end general adaptedness were not in the
poet's friend in a degiee suflicent to con-
stitute bim a rival of the Ccn:tables and
Murrays of the time. He was enthusiastic
and intrepid io the trial ; but in the end
more *‘staying” qualities are re quisite. July
1809 is the date writen on the deed of
copartnership, by which Scott was con-
stituted a one-tkird partner in the concern.
But prudence and busicess tact were con-
spicuously wanting in their transactions ;
so tbat, in 1816 thewr effairs came to a
crisis, and they sold out to Cons‘able and
Co., though that firm 1s said to heve lost

some 50001 by the transaction. My
brother,” said James Dallantyne, in his
last days, “though active and pushing,

was nct a cautious bockseller, and the
large tums received never formed an
addition to stock. In fact, tkey were all
expended by tke partners, who, being tken
young and sanguine, not unwillingly
adopted my brother’s hasty results.’
Napoleon seemcd at one fime to say: I
bave a star arisen which can never decline.
S:ott seemed carelessly to &flizm,—Wher-
ever I may please to strike the toe of my
boot tkere opens a golden lode. Such
temporarily successful recklessness would
otherwise be impossible. On what con-
trzst with the strife of that other prodigicus
literary laborer Southey, (who just now
came in for the Laureateship, after it had
been refused by Sco‘t. and who certainly
had greater need of the paltry salary
attached to that cffice), was this literary
Ixion of his time ;—the genius of drudgery,
—leaving one task, not to sport, but to
take up another. The other, seeming at
constant lib¢r'y, always ready for friends
and entertainments, and races a-field;
achieving the marvels at which the world
wondered, as if by stealth,—the day’s work
ot another man in the morning before
breakfact ! Such a man mught seem well to
say : Why should I burden myeelf, or take
excessive care? Yet, in the end, the
pledder succeeds and the taker of pains is
justified. What we read of him reminds
us of a jovial free-handed companion, once
our own, whose purse was as open to his
neighbor as himself, but who was not dis-
creet, equal with his generosity. We must
admire, even while we blame, his reckless
extravagance. ‘Every man of any note
called him friend. The most explendid
equipages crowded the way towards his
house ; the feast was ‘spread continually—

i
|
|
|
|
|
|
1
|

an old cabinet he was searching for some
fishing-tack'e, he drew the fragment forth,
He read it over, and—whether time bad
geasoned it, or not—it bore the test of re-
perusal so well that he determined to com-
plete it. So, evening after evening, tke
hand was seen to move, until tke talismanic
work was complete ; when it was cffered to
Constable, with whown he had re-established
friendly relations. The publisher reluct-
antly urdertook tke task of ushering it to
the public, ard was not without his mis-
givings. His doubts and fesrs were
groundless ; he had never gotten himself,
so cheaply, such a treasure, nor had he
ever offered the pullic anything they were
so eager to buy.

Scott was row on his new ‘track and in
pertect racing trim. In a few months
(Feb. 1815) “‘Guy Mannering” followed
“Waverley,” which wis taken by the
public as a flock of bens take corn. With
the smack of ‘*“Waverley” on their lips, all
the reading public of Britain and Am-rica
sat at once down to “‘Guy Mannering,”
and still they hoped and hungered. The
author’s blood was up, (that autbor still
unknown), and whole regiors of romance
and history were opening up in Lis mind;
while ia tke conviction of his publisher
there was as positive assurance. Now
Constable can, and must pay him, quoth
Scott; now he will build Abbotsford: As
a specimen of his rapid production, it is
authoritively stated that bis secord romance
was written in six weeks, while ttke author
was at Abtotsford refreshing the machine!
Then the poet is off for a season ; —Loondon
opens her gates, and Le sees lords, dukes,
peets, and literature in plenty. He dines
with the Prince Regent, and lionizes finely,
—albeit, no one knows thst he istke
author of ““Waverley.” Well his minstrelsy
is enough! Then to Paris, occupied by
the allies. But where was tkte intoxication
of all this national glory when next he
took his harp? His poem on ‘“Waterloo,”
which appeared in October, 1815, was as
languidly received by the public as its
singular lack of merit justified. We have
read “Tte Lay,” “Marmion,” and
““The Lady of the Lake,” many
times: we have read ‘‘Waterlao”

* His hospifality was unbounded; people from
every quarter, from almost every corner of the
globe, came to visit him; from royal dukes and
serene mightiness to the reedy Grub street poet—
all who imagined they had a right to know the Scot-
ish bard presented themselves at the gates of
Abbotsford, always weclomed to a house crowded

from cellar Lo garret, the overflowings being sent’

to lodge at the village inn, the expense defrayed by
the great man.

(in one act !

once. ‘The Lord of tke Isies,’ issued in tke
same year, showed also a decline in his
poetical reputation, much to his disappoint-
ment. But it was not so barren as bis
‘Waterloo.” Where were the martial force
and fire, the verve, the rapidity, of the
minstrel who sang ot Flodden, when deal-
ing with this quick and blood-red subject ?
Yet, how the lines lag and balt : how cold
and ineffectual they seem! With what
different rcsult did Byron approach the
scene of that ‘king making’ and king-
marring victory ;—that p'ain, — haunted
with the ghosts of herces, and bedewed
with blood,—from which the stains and
scars bad acarcely been worn away! But
Scott's favorite flavor of ant’quity was not
there. Beside, his poetical nerve was
evidently relaxed. All his poems, sub-
sequent to ‘The Lady of the Lake,’ while
rnising to his old-time height in a few
passages, betray, on the whole, a departure
of his old-time strength and spirit. We
would not underrate them ; as the work of
an inferior they might be highly noticeable
compositions, but as the work of Fcott,
are disappointing. We have read ‘Rokely’
and the ‘Lord of tke Isles,” #gain and
again, trying to make them seem as gcod
as the earlier poems ;—we cannot. The
form and sound may appear the same ; but,
in truth, they give the impression more of
clever imitations than the works of &n
original master. Fertile in all lines, as he
was, Scott, in his immense icduttry, never
failed to write himself out ; aund like the
true lover of bis work, never seemed to
know when ke was done.

That Scott should bave kept the author-

i ship of h's novels a secret for so long,

seems in these divining newspapers days
incomprehensib’e. The Scotch are pro-
verbially a canny race, and can ba-dly be
exceeded by the yankees in their inquisi-

and of his outlay must have excitcd sus-
picion, to say nothing of the marvellous

found. However ths secret was most
carefully kept, and only a few intimates,
with the shrewdness ard familiarity of the
Ettrick Shepherd would presume to be
certain that the Great Unknown was Scott.
The astounding failure of the Ballantynes
final'y made the dicclcsure necessary, and
the magician showed his hand, admitting
at a public dinner, ttat he was the sole
author. Scott’s go between in the main-
tenance of this privacy, was his life-long
friend Joln Ballantyne, to whom he in
playful mood, gave the humorous n:me of
“Kigdum Funnidos,”—a choice of agents
not well approved by lis kinsman and
biographer. Lcckhart thinks it unwise in
Scott, and unfortunate for him, tlat he
trusted so implicitly in Ballantyre. He
*‘had his own axe to grind, ard was al-
ways jea’ous of the influence of constable,
who looked down with quiet scorn upon
the mercurial little man as an interloper in
the trade, but who, nevertheless, induced
Scott to place the first series of the
“Tales of my Landlord” in the hands
of Jokn Murrsy and bhis Edinburgh
agent, William Blackwood. It is evident
from his letters that, while the negotiations
for this ctange of publishers were in pro-
gress, Scott himself had terious misgivings
as to the wisdom of the course Lis partner
was pursuing ; and Blackwood, being kept
in to‘al ignorance of the author of the work
he was about to publish, and, more-
over, being a plain, blunt man of business,
deeply offended Scott by some strictures—
and very just they were—on the conclusion
of the ‘Black Dwari,’ concluding his letter
to John Ballantyne, with the suggestion of
an outline of what would in his judgment
be a better unwinding of the plot. This
letter appears to have been sent to Scott
by James Ballantyne, for to the printer
was this sharp 1€¢joinder addressed :

“DEAR JAMES,~ I have received Blickwood’s im-
pudent letter. . Tell him and his coajutor

that I belong to the Black Hussars of literature,
who neither give nor receive criticism. I'll be

| cursed but this is the most imprudent proposal that

ever was made, Y.5”

Blackwood did not long continue to be
his publisher. One edition only of the
““Tales” was issued by the firm of Murray
and his associate; then Scott returned to
Archibald Constable & Co., and they or
their successors in the trade put forth all
his subsequent works.

Authors in the rapture of creating, have
not been scrupulous about their material
or the morale of their treatment. 'I'o be-
come the sutjeet of vulgar indignation,
and to be tasked by the unliterary but re-
spectable cit’zen, whe regards a master-
piece in character drawing as an unmiti-
gated libel, is a frequent experience among
poets and momancers. So was it with
Hawthorne, whenhe wrote *‘The Scarlet
Letter; so was it with Dickens, when he
wrote ‘‘Bleak House,” and so was it with
Scott, when *“Old Mortality” was given to
the pubdic. A storm of 1indignation of
which he doubtless never dreamed, broke
tuddenly about his head, from a multituce
who believed that he had outraged the
covenanters’ memory, lo ! he had done an
imfamous thing! He bad committed tke
crimes of treason, sacrilege and blasphemy,
Goed Dr. McCrie did not
spare the novelist in the Edinburgh Chris-
tian Instructor ; and after the head at which
that Phillipic was aimed that had been
laid low in honor, it was issued as a tract
under the patronage of the General As-
sembly of the Free Church. It must be own-
ed Scott drew no flatteirng ‘picture ; nor did

tiveness. The magnitude of his income |

authorship to which no name could be |

he handle tke heroes of martyrology precise-
ly as Fote would have done ; yet we may well
be believed that in his kiadly heart Scott
cherished all just and generous purposes,
and he, as he rays ‘“‘would rot wish to
offend any good eoul who had a real
ecruple.” Bat it is lorg bifore Scott will
be wholly exhonerate and forgiven by the
strictest of Scottish presbyterians, ‘‘who
taught and trained in unbounded reverence
for their forefathers, were prepared to
fasten on every word and syllable that told
against tkem—to find the blame outrageous
and the praise null.

The list of Scott’s calamities was begun,
when in 1817, a painful disease of the
stomach came upon him. Not since the
illness recorded, while yeta clerk in his
father's law-office, had he suffered an hour
from pain or weakness; but now he was
frequently ircapacitated for work of any
kind. Nevertheless, under this serious
disadvantage, one of his most powirful
and popular novels was written. The title
aflixed to ‘““Rob Roy” wes the happy sug-
gestion of his publisher, who rescued it
from the meditated but dubious misnomer,
““The Clachan of Aberfoyle” Scott's ill-
nees necessitated an amanuensis; William
Laidlaw—who acted as first and only in
this capacity—takirg most of it down
from the author's dictation. It 1s said
that James Ballantyne called on him one
day for copy. There sat Scott, as if dazed,
with pcn undipt, and a blank shect before
him. Ballantyce was surprised and ex-
prested it. ‘‘Ay, ay, Jemmy,” replied
Scott, ‘‘it is easy for you to tell me to get
on ; but how tke mischiet can I make Rob

Yoy's wife speak, with such a murmurring
in my g— ts?”

“This illness lasted long and did seri.us
wcrk upon the frame of Scott; for we
read that, ‘during all the close ot 1818 and
the beginning of 1819 he continued to be
assauited by cramp, and was reduced to a
skeleton. His hair became white as snow,
his cheek faded, end the last days of the
‘Last Mins rel’ tceemed to have arrived!
During bis intervals of surcease from pain
he cortinued his work of dictation; some-
times nterrupt'ng the strain of romantic
discourse by exclemations, or even by
‘shcuts of egony.” And so, ‘The heart of
Midlothian,’ ‘The Bride of Lammer Moor,’
‘Tte Legend of Mortrose,'and the greater
part of ‘Ivanboe’ were wiitten. Little
will the reader at his ease with one of these
fascinating works consider the pangs which
perhayps gave a stimulus to even while they
temporarily interrupted, tke operations
of genius. The disess2 eventually yielded
to calcmel, taken in small dnses.

Another of Scott's misfcrtunes was the
death of his old lcng-loved ard trusted
friend, Joln Ballantyne. After a linger-
| ing, wearisome illness, his life closed in
| Jure, 1821. The passing of early friends,
| seems to us a forashadowing on our own
| fate, and the beginning ¢f many sorrows.

It made a great blank in the
» world for Scott. ‘“While committing

the remains of poor ‘Rigdum Fuc-
' nidos to the Calton burying ground, the
' heavens which bad been dark, cleared up,
fand ilie mid-day sun shone forth. Scott
| glanced his eye along ttc gleaming Calton
Hill, and then,turning to the grave, said,
ina whisper to Lockbart,—‘I feel as it
there would be less sunshine for me from
this day forth.” Garrick’s death is said to
have eclipsed the gayety of nations. Bal-
lantyne’s, in sbading tlat of Scott,
sbaded that of Scotland and the world.”
Yet the Minstrel's honors continued to in-
crease, and his hopes continued to flowcr.
In the early part of 1820 he is away at
I.ondon, and wken he returns again, he is
Sir Walter, and he ba‘ls the marriage of
his eldest davghter Sophbia, in a manner
more elate, that George the Fourth has
created him a Baroret of the United King-
dom. He has had audience with the king ;
he bas kissed the hend of the first gentle-
man in Europe; he, who has written of
knights, is now a kmight himseif. Should
ke not be a happy Minetrel! Had he been
other than royal, Scott must have despised
his miserable patron; but titles ard {rap-
pings cover a multituce of sins, and it was
after this that ¢*Sartor Resartus” was writ-
ten. Pastor Ferix.

*This tallies well with Dr. John Brown’s &ac
count in his story of *‘Ma) jorie Fleming," of Scoti’s
humor in writing and sometime disinclination: ‘I
am off the fang. I can make nothing of Waverlay
today.

HUMPHREYS’

1 Cures Fever.

No 2 e Worms.

No. 38 o Infants’ Diseases.
No. 4 " Diarrhea.

NO. B - Neuralgia.

No. 9 Cures Headache.

No. 10 “* Dyspepsia.

No. 11 “ Delayed Periods.
No. 12 * Leuchorrea.

No. 14 i Skin Diseases.
No. 18 Cures Rheumatism.
No. 16 " Malaria.

No. 20 “  Whooping Cough
No. 27 ‘“ Kidney Diseases.
No. 80 “ Urinary Diseases
No. 77 “  Colds and Grip.

Sold by Druggists, or sent prepaid on
receipt of price, 25¢., or 5 for $1.

De. Humpareys’ HoMpoPATHIC MANUAL
oF Diseases MamLep Free.
nmphrm, xdo co., 111 wmi&ll uo. 'o YO

ghN

y
DﬂEoDYNE

INIMENT

Cures Every Form of Inflammation.

Tt was originated in 1810, by the late Dr. A. Johnson, an old fashioned h
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Our “ Model”
Wood Cook Stoves
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have for years
been the leaders ¢

every cook will appreciate this.

nickled edge. Safety expansion
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Thermometer in oven door shows exact heat of oven at all times,

and bottom, ensuring even cooking.

The McClary Mfg. Co., Touotto " SiRinta ana-

in this class of @
stoves, to which
many thousand ¢
users will gladly :
t(‘Stl‘f‘_\'. ®
This year we ¢
have produceda @
new stove called
the ¢ Famous
Model”’ and while follow- ©
ing the lines of the old
pattern have added sev-
eral original features,
which will still further
commend them,

Oven ventilated and cemented, top
Steel oven bottom. Steel
top. Agitable fire grate. 3
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For sale by R. J. SELFRIDGE, St. John.
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Handsome and Comfortsble; Well Constructed and
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and as light as you want it made.

Elegantly Finished.
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A Stvlish

Dog Cart.

Will carry Two or Four with comfort.

e i

The Comfortable Bangor ggy.

-

Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable single

Rides as easy as a cradle,

Not too heavy

For further Particulars and Prices inquire of

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS,

F'redericton..ilN. B.



