
12 PROGRESS, SATURDAY. MAY 2. 1896, 

A POETS EARLY YEARS. 
THE BOYHOOD HAUNT OF 1 GREAT 

SCOTTISH MINSI1 REL. 

Pastor Felix Tells of the Early L'fe of Sir 

Walter Scott—How his Boyboy was Spen 

and the Sarrouidings Which Helped 

To Form His Character, 

“His value I tell you, 

It never crossed his brain ” 

Whoever visits E linburgh cannot get 
rid of Walter Scot, for bis monument is 
there—iteelt a creation of genius,—and his 
grave is not very far away. It is his “own 
romantic town,” where he ‘“‘came unto his 
own” on the 15th of August, 1771. The 
house wherein h2 was born, he tells us, be- 

longs to his father, and was ‘‘at the head 
of the college Wynd. It was pulled down 
to make room for the northern part of tke 

new college.” As you go up the Wynd, 
it once stood on the left hand corner, about 

at the top, projecting int) what has since 
been called North College street: but it 
was destroyed many years ago. His father 

—whose name was also Walter,—a lawyer 

of the higher grade, known in Scotland as. 
a writer to the signet, lived on the site, as 

says, Robert Chimbers, *‘according to the 
simple fashion of our fathers, the flat which 

he occupied being acc:ssible by a stair 
leading up from the little court behind. It 
was a house of what would now be consid- 
ered bumble aspect, but at that time neither | 

humtl: from its individual app. arance nor 

from its vicirage. When requered to be 

destoyed for the public conveniency, Mr. 

S ott received a good price for it; he had 
some time before removed to a house on 

the west side of George's square, where 

Sir Walter spent all his school boy days. 
At the same time that Mr. Scott lived in 

the third flat, the two lower floors were 

occupied as one house by Me. Keith, W. 
S., grandfather to the late Sir Alexander 

Keith, knight-marisctal of Scotland.” 

What a pity these old Lomes of great men 
mnst be pulled down ! Dat their value as 

memorials is not then perceived. For what 

new structure would surrender the 

little mud-walled cottage near the Doon, or 

tke bare crumbling walls of Alloway Kirk ? 
One day Scott was walking through 

*‘Auld Re kie,” with a literary visitor, and 

pointed out this site, part of which was a 

wood-yard, and divided from North College 
street. by a wooden fence. Upcn Scott's 
mention of the good round price his father 

got for bis share in the building, the re- 
mark was made, that “more money might 

have been made of it, and the public much 

more gratified, if it had remained to be 
shown as the birth-place ot a man who had 

written so many popular books.” ¢‘Ay, 

ay,” rejoined Sir Walter, ‘ that is very 

well ; but [ am afraid it would have been 

we 

own Canadian city of Quebec, the historian 
of the piace, and a listener, as it were, to 

the legend of every stone in the walls, —the 
men of trade and the nobility got tired of 
their stairways and closes, and sought 
‘quite and more airy residences in the 
suburbs.” With the extension of the city, 

St. George's was one of the first squares, 
and it lies near Heriot's and Watson's 
hospitals, and at the left of the M:adows- 
Walk. It is now half-ancient, and with 
the insignia of a decayed gentility about it, 
in the presence here and there of a door- 
plate still bearing some aristocratic title. 
In the neigeborhood lived Lord Duncan, 
hero of the naval batt]: of Camperdown; 
De. Blacklock the blind poet, and genial 

friend of Burns; Anderson, the publisher, 

and others. Howitt says, that when he 

visited it, ‘‘a quieter square could not, per- 
haps be found. The grass was growing 

grzenly amongst the stones.” 'I'h3 houses 
he describes as * capacious and good, and 

from the upper windows many of them look 
out over the green fields, and bave a full 

view of the Pentland hill.” 
There was in this house a back room on 

the ground flor where the name Scott had 
with a diemcnd been inscribed upon a 
window-pane, and also verses, undoubted- 

These panes were alterward 

removed and bestowed upon some Lon- 
don admirers of the great suthor. The 
school-boy hand indicates their early ca‘e 
and the dreams and hopes that then in- 
spired bis breast who should ons day set 
bis name so high on the walls of Fame's 
temple. This little chamber was then 
his own, end here his youth-time fancies 

rose, and his treasures were deposited. 

Ihe Autobiography bas some reference to 

it, and Jeffrey relates that coming for the 

first time to call on young Walter, “Le 
found him in a small den, on the sunk floor 
“ot his father’s house, in George's Square, 
surrounded with cingy books.” Locktart 

completes tke picture, with materials which 
he says, were furnished him by a lady of 
‘he Scott family. ‘Walter had soon begun 
to collect out of the-way things ot all sorts. 

Ile had more books than shelves; a small 

painted c:binet, with Sootch and Roman 

coins in it, and so forth. A claymore and 

Lochabar axe, given him by Mr. Inverna- 

hyle, mounted guard on a little print of 
Prince Charliz; and Brougkton's Saucer 
was hooked up against the wall below it. 
Such was the germ of the magrificent lib- 
rary at Abbofs'ord; and such were the 
‘new realms’ in which he, on taking pos- 
session, had arranged his little parapher- 

ra'ia about him, ‘with all the feelings of 
novelty and liverty’. . . Since those days 
the babits of life in Edinburgh, as else- 

where, have undergone many changes ; and 

‘the convenient parlor,’ in which Scctt first 

ly his own. 

nece:siry for me to die first, and that, you 

kncw, would not bave b2cn so comfortable.” | 

Scott descended from ancient ard well- | 

known Scottish families, on both tides of | 
the house, and he was proud of it. An 

ambition hike that of Hastings, 10 restore 
his lost prestige with the estate of Dayles- 
ford, was inspired in some degree by this 

feeling, to found a noble family that should | 
o:cupy as prominent a place as the Scotts 
and Ilirdens of old. His mother was a 
Rutkerford,—a name fragrant with saintly 
memories—and the daughter of Ds. Ruth- 
erford, a physician of standing in the city, 

and medical professor in the University: 
A s eady-going, prudent, thrifty man was 

his father, a thorough presbyterian of the 

old school* Some of the pozt’s early 
verses bear witness that the catechism was 
not omitted ; and indeed a Ceeply religious 
and serious strain may frequently be dis- 
covered in his writings. It may be inter- 

esting to learn that the author of the trans- 
lation of the “Dies li” in **MeLay,” and 

of the fine bymn in ‘‘Invanhoe,” wrote as 

one of his earliest essays in verse, in 
1783, — 

We oflen praise the evening clouds, 

And tints so gay acd bold, 

But seldom think upon cur God, 

Who tinged these clouds with go d.” 

My dear little sctool fellow, can you 
not do as well ? 

But th: home of Scott's boyhoad in 

Edicburgh is still to be f.unl at No. 25 
George's Square ; though 1% is not now as 

it was when his father removed toit, in a 
fashionable quarter ot the city. In old 
days th: gentry of the p'ace were content 

with ther flats ia the tall ‘‘t.n storied 
houses” of the oll city—indeed there was 
then no new city. But gradually, as Mr. 
Robert Chamber: informs us—who is to 

Edinburgh what Mr. L.eMoine is to our 

*3cott’s father was cne of these rare marvels of 

Divine Providence, beiog thoroughly honest. He 

was a man of somewhat distant, formal manners, 

but of singular kindness of heart, of sterling worth, 

and of deep toned piety after the Calvinistic mode. 

He had a nob)p presence, handsome features, a 
sweet expression of contenance; and, as Sir Walter 

say®, ‘he looked the mourner so well” that he was 

often invited to funerals, and seems to have posi» 

tively enjoyed those formalities, monotonous and 

melancholy, connec'ed with Scottish interments for 

which his son has expressed in his Journal such 

disgust, and which he has termed in his “Guy 

Mannering” with such ludicrous fidelity. Old 

Fairford, in ‘“Redgauotlet” is unquestionably a 

graphic though highly colored sketch of the elder 

Scott.—Memories of Distinguished Authors. 

Tue Edinburgh Pen and Pencil Club’ propose to 
mark with memorial tablets several of the capital's 
notable houses connected with literature and art. 

Among those to be so distinguished are Scott's 

house, 39, Castle-streef, (‘Dear 39’ as he called it). 

nd the earlier residence at 25, George square, the 

house where Burns resided while seeing the first 
Edinburgh edition of his poems through the press; 

and the house in which David Hume began his 
*distory of England.’ The house in which De 

showed Jeffrey his collection of minstrel y, 
is now in all probability, thought hardly 

ood encugh for a menial’s sleeping room. 
“This,” says Howitt, who visited it after 

the above words were written, ‘‘is very 

much the fact ; such a poor little damp den 
did t'is appear, being evidently used by 
the cook, as it was behind the kitchen, for 

a sort of little lumber-room of her own, 

that my companion contended that Scott's 
rcom must have been the one over this. 
The evidence kere is, however, too strong 

as to its identity, and. indeed, who does 

not know what little dingy nooks children, 

and even youths, with ardent imaginations 

can convert into palaces.” 
Number 25, St. George Square may be- 

come a memory, but a sunny enticing 
memory it will ever be, as ‘‘one of the 
most interesting spots connected with 
Scott's hiztory. It was here that he lived, 
from a very child to his marriage. Here 
passed all that happy boyhood and youth 
which are described with so much beautiful 
detail in his life . . . These show in his 
case how truly and entirely : 

“The child was father of the man;’ 

or as Milton had it long be’ore, 

“The childhood shows the man 

As morning shows the day.” 

Here it was that he led his happy boy- 
hood, in the midst of that beautiful family 
life which he has co attractively described ; 
the grave, careful but kind father; the 

sweet, sensible, lady-like, and religious 
mother; the three brothers, various in 

their fortunes as in their dispositions; and 

that one unfortunat. sister, Anne Scott, 

whom he terms from her cradle the butt 
tor mischance to shoot arrows at . . . 

Here, as school boy college student, and 

law student, he made his early friendships, 

often to continue for life,—with John 

Irvine; George Abercrombie son cf the 

famous general, and afterwards Lord Aber- 

crombie; William Clerk, afterwards of 

Eldia, son of Sir John Clerk, of Penny- 

cuick House ; Adam Ferguson, son of the 

celebrated professor ; the Earl of Selkirk, 

David Boyle, Lord Justice Clerk, Lord 

Jeffrey, Mr. Claude Russell, Sir William 
Rae, David Monypenny, afterwards Lord 
Pitmilly; Sir Archibsld Campbell of 
Succoth, Bart. the Earl of Dalhousie, 

George Cranstown (Lord Corehouse) John 

James Edmonstone, of Newton; Patiick 
Murray, ot Simprim ; Sir Patrick Murray, 
of Ochtertyre; David Douglas (Lord 

Preston) ; Thomas Thompson, the cele- 

brated antiquary ; William Erskinz (Lord 

Kinedder) Alexander Frazen Tytter (Lord 

Woodhouselee), and other velebrated men 

with many of whom he was connected in a 
literary club. 
«Here it was that, with one intimate or 

another, and sometimes in a jovial troop, 
Quincey died has already been. marked by a tab. 
1:t. London Literary World, Jan, 26th. 1824. 

he set out on those country excursions 

which were to render him so sfilaent in 

konowl:dge of life and varied «haracter; 
comm 'ncing with their almost da’ 'y strools 
about Arthur's seat and Salisbury crags, 
repeating poetry and ballads; than to 
Preston- Pans, Pcnnycuick, and so extend- 
ing their rambles to Roslyn, Lasswad2, the 
Pentlands, down into Roxburghshire. into 
Fife, to Floddcn, Chevy Chase, Otterburn, 

and many another scene or border renown, 

I.iddesdale being, as we have stated, one 
of the most fascinating; and finally away 
into the Highlands, where as the attorney's 
clerk, his business led him amor gst thote 
old Highland chiefs who had ber. out in 
'15 and ‘45, and where the vetern Inveraa- 
hyls set him ox fir2 with bis stories of Rob 

Roy, Mas, and Prince Charlie; and where 

the Baron of Bradwardine and Tallyveolan, 
and all the scenes of Waverley, and others 

of his Scotch romances, were impressed on 

his soul forever. Here it was, too, that he 

had for tutor that good-hearted, but formal 

clergyman, Mr. Mitchell, who was atter- 
wards so startl:d when Sir Walter, calling 
on him at his manse in Montrose, told 
him he was ‘collecting stories of fairies, 
witches, and ghosts:' ‘intelligence,’ said 
the pious old presbyterian minister, ‘which 

proved tome an electric shock; addirg, 
that moreover, ‘these ideal beings, the 

subj2cts of his inquiry,” were not objects 
on which he bad himself wasted his time.* 

And here, finally, it was that, in the bLal- 
lads he read,—as in that of Cumnor Hall, 

the germ of Kenilworth, of which he used 

as a boy to be continually repeating the 
he first verse,— 

‘The dews of summer night did fall— 

‘The mcon, sweet regent of the sky, 

Silvered the walls of Camnor Hall. 

And many an oak that grew thereby ;— 

in the lays of Tasso, Ariosto, e‘c, he laid 

up to much of the food for future romence, 
and where Edie Ochiltrees and Dugald Dal- 
getties were crossing his everyday path. 

‘It was here that occurred thav singular 
scene, in which his mother bringing in a 

cup of coffee to a gen:leman who was 

transacting business with Ler husband, 
when the stranger was gone, Mr. Scott 
told his wife that this man was Murrry of 
Broughton, who had been a traitor to 

Prince Charles Stuart ; and saying that bis 
lip should n:ver touch the cup which a 
traitor had drank out of, flung it out of the 
window. Th? saucer, however being pre- 
served, was secured by Scott, and became 

a conspicuous object in his juvénile museum. 
Such to Scott was No 25. Georges Square. 
Is it not the secret charni of these old and 
precious associations which led his old ard 
most intimate friend, Sir Adam Ferguson, 
to take a house in this square, and within, 

I believe, one door of Scott’s old residence.” 

The city bad its part, but is had not the 
first and determinate influence in moulding 
this poet. He almost awoke from the hali- 
consciousness of infancy, to find himself in 

the arms of mother Nature. To heal the 
wcund she made she sent kim to the foun- 
tains of bis intellectual life, and he drenk 
deep as the gods drink when they get bold 
of the ambrosil liquor. A fever, conse- 
quent upon difficult teething, settled in one 
of his feet, producing a permanent lame- 
ness, and his parents sent him to Sandy 

Knowe, near Kelso,—the home of his pat- 
ernal grandfather. The old man, Robert 
Scott, (a descendent frem the border 
knight, and the descendent from a race of 
yeomen, always resident in the country), 

was still living, though at an advanced ag .. 
A grandfather’s house has more than once 
become the nursery of a poet, and here he 
was, at large, in the selectest region and 
ranging ground of romance. A sightly 
place it is, and in the time of Scott's boy- 
bood wild enough for painter or poets 
choice ; with brown moorlands stretching 
wildly around. The farmers plough has 
since altered the aspect of this waste; but 
still the general appearance of the country 
“is open, naked and solitary.” But to the 
boy there was one point of interest he 
never wearied in inspecting, and around 
which he bas woven such legends as are 
found in his ‘‘Eve of St. John;” the 

mouldering, but still mighty tower of 
Smailholm, whose dark bulk lifted aloft on 

the summit of the Knowe, still seemed to 
threaten with challenge and defiance, and 
speak of the changing fortunes of the fen- 
dal border times. This square old keep, 
gtérn as the men who once defended it 
“built of the iron-like wkinstone rock” of 
the crag, and which ‘‘seemed as if it were a 

solid and time proof portion of the crag on 
which it stands,” has been described by 

S:ott himself: “The circuit of the outer 

court being defended @n three sides by a 

precipice and a morass, is accessible only 

from the wett by a steep and rocky path. 

The apartments as usual in a border keep 

or fortress, are p'aced one above another, 

and communicate by a narrow stair. On 

the roof are two bartizans or platforms, 

for defence or pleasure. The inner door 

of the tower is wood, the outer an iron 

grate; the distence between them being 

nine feet, the thickness, namely, of the 

walls. Among the craigs by which it is 
surrounded, one eminence is called the 
Watchtold ; and it is said to have been the 

station of a beacon in the time of war with 
England.” 

What dreams and fancies thronged the 

boys mind as he lingered amid these bare 

and sterile scenes, wild as the deeds of 

This is parallel to the criticism bestowed on Sir 

Walter by the Rev'd John Todd, who described 

him as a giant who spen’, all his strength in the idle 

business of cracking nuts.—P, F. 

blood and rawine that had been transacted 

there. 

bead popped by bis hand: or as he 
clambered to ‘‘the bartizin seat,” where 

the Baron of Smiilholu: found Fis faithless 

lady, and from which he 

Locked over hill an vale, 

Over Tweed’s fair fl vod, and Mertoun’s wood, 

And all down Teviotdale;" 

what visions of mailed-warriors, and spectre- 

knights, and dames bhigh-blooded as their 
lords, passed in retinue before him! Thus 
he imbibed the first inspiration, prompting 
his poetic teils. Turn to one of those free- 
handed delightful introductions to Marmion 
—the third—and hear from his own lips 
how these things affected him : — 

“It was a barren scene and wild, 

Where naked cl.fls were rudely piled; 

But ever and anon between 

Lay violet tufts of loveliest gree; 

And well the lonely infant knew 

Recesses where the wall-flower grew, 

And honey-suckle loved to crawl 

Up the low crag and rvined wall. 

1 deemed such nocks the sweetest shade 

The sun in all his rounds surveyed; 

And still I thought the shattered tower 

The mightiest w 1k of huwaan power; 

And marvelled as the aged hind 

With come strange tale bewitched my mind— 

Of foragers who, with headlong force, 

Down that same strength had spurred their horse, 

Their southern rapine to renew, 

Far in the distant Cheviots blue; 

And home returning filled the hall 

Wi h revel, wassail rout, and brawl. 

Methought that still with trump and clang 

The gate ways broken arches rang; 

Methought grim features, seamed with scars, 

Glanced through the windows rusty bars. 

And even, by the winter hearth 

Old tales I heard of woe and mirth, 

Oflover’s slights, of lady’s charms; 

Of witches spells, of warriors arms; 

O! patriot battles won of old 

By Wallace Wight and Bruce the boli; 

Of later fields of feu and fight, 

When, pouring from their Highland heigut. 

The ¢ cottish clans in head/ong sway, 

Had swept the scarlet ranks away. 

While stretched at lengtb upon the flor, 

Again I fourht each battle o'er; 

Pebbles and shells in order laid, 

And mimic works of war displayed; 

And onward still the Scottish ion bore, 

And still the scattered Southern fl:d before.” 

A genial English writer filel with tke 
spirit of the scene, which he visited long 
after Scott slept in his baunted shade at 
Dryburgh, says of the tower, and the view 
surrounding it: *‘The windows are small 
holes, and the feeling of grim strength 
which it gives you is intense. Smce Scott's 
day, the inner door and the outer iron 
grate are gone. Th= place is open, and 
the cattle and th: winds make 1t 
their resort. All around the black crags 
start out of the ground ; it isan iroa wilder- 
ness. Ther2 are a few laborious cotters 

just below it, and not far off is the spot 

where stood the old house of Scolt's grand- 
father, a good modern firm-house and its’ 
buildings. This savage and soli ary monu- 
ment of the ages of feud and bloodshed, 

stands no longer part of a w:ste where— 

*The bittern clamored from the moss, 

The wind blew loud and shrill,’ 

but in the midst of a well-cultivated corn 
farm, where the farmer looks with a j-alous 
eye on visitors, wondering what they can 
want with the naked old keep, and com- 
plaining that they leave their gates open. 
He had been thus venting his chagrin to the 
driver of my chaise, and wishing the tower 
were down—a stiff business to accomplish— 

but withdrew into his house at my ap- 
proach.” The picture of the surliest of the 
cld warriors must have been in him, rather 
than that of the hospitable and romance- 
weaving Knight of Abbotsford. 

Pastor FELIX. 

In the Spring: 
Purify the Blood by 

way of the Kidneys. 

This 1s Nature's way 

of doing it, and the 

WAY lh 

DODD’S 

Kidney Pills 

Do It! 
See that you get DODD’S == 

Imitations are dangerous! | 

“SANITAS” 
NATURE'S 

(GREAT DISINFECTANT. 

Non-Poisonous. 
Does not Stain Linen. 

FLUID, OlL, POWDER, &c. 

Book giving 

HOW TO [)ISINFECT 
of the 

HOW TO [)ISINFECT fieaay jie. wit 

Li 

ENGLAND, 

As he lay on the Know, his Colds Chaps Colic 
Coughs Chafing Croup 
Catarrh Chilblains Cramps 
Are ills to which all flesh ig heir. You can relieve and speedily cure all of these by the free 
use of our old reliable Anodyne. Generation after generation have used it with entire satis- 
faction, and handed down the knowledge of its worth to their children as a valuable inheri- 
tance. Could a remedy have existed for eighty years except that it possesses great merit for 
family use? It was originated to cure all ailments attended with inflammation; such as 
asthma, abscesses, bites, burns, bruises, bronchitis, all forms of sore throat, earache, head- 
ache, la grippe, lame back, mumps, muscular soreness, neuralgia, scalds, stings, sprains, 
stiff joints, toothache, tonsilitis and whooping cough. The great vital and muscle nervine, 

Johnson's Anodyne | iniment 
It soothes every ache, every bruise, every cramp, every irritation, every lameness, every 

swelling everywhere. Itis for INTERNAL as much as EXTERNAL use. It was originated 
in 1810, by Dr. A. Johnson, an old Family Physician. Every Mother should have it in the house. 

“Best Liver Pill Made.” 

P:rsons' Pills 
Positively cure Biliousness and Sick Headache, liver 
and bowel complaints. They expel all impurities 
from the blood. Delicate women find relief from 

Price 25¢; five £1. Sold everywhere. 

Tuse Johnson's Liniment for catarrh. Thad 
tried almost everything recommended for 
catarrh, but find Johnson's Anodyne Liniment 
far superior to any. I use it as vou direct. 

J. E. WHIPPLE, South Windham, Vt. 

Our Book “Treatment for Diseases” Mailed Free, 

Doctor's Signature and Directions on every bottle, 
using them. All Druggists. I. 8S. Johnson & Co., Boston, Mass, 
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‘“Robb=-Armstrong” Engines. 

Center or Side Crank, 

Sizes up to 300 H. P: 

Robb Engineering Co., L'«. Amherst, N. S. 
J S. Currie, Agent, 57 Water Street, St. John, N. B. 

CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES! 
Handsome and Comfortable; Well Constructed and 

Elegantly Finished. 

HERE ARE TWO DISTINCT STYLES 
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A Stvlish Dog Cart. 
Will carry Two or Four with comfort. 

Se ——— 

The Comfortable Bangor Buggy. 
Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable single 
Carriages built, Ridesas easy as a cradle, Not too heavy 
and as light as you want it made. 

For further Particulars and Prices inquire of 

the work and teach you free; you 

Hampton every Monday, Wednesday and Saturday 

RERUNS Te, SA 

How TO [)ISINFECT A valuable Copy- 
right 
simple directions 
* How to Disinfect” 
n cases 

How TO [)ISINFECT various Infectious 
Diseases, as also in 

lic: y 
FH OW TO [)ISINFECT ThE EANITAS Co. 

mited, 

HOW TO [)ISINFECT PF{aL GREEN, 

A pushing Agent wanted 
in each Canadian City. 

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
Fredericton, IN. B. 

STEAMER CLIFTON $9 ADAYSURE.::7 s us your 
add and we 

: will show you how to make $3 a 

On and after Saturday, April 18th, the steamer 

Send us your address and we willex- 
plain the business fully; remember 

we guarantee a clear profit of §3 for every day's work 

Returning sho will leave Indiantown same days at 

4p.m. 

day absolutely sure;we furnish 

Clifton will commence her season's sailings; leaving 

absolutely sure: write at once. ddress IMPERIAL SILVERWARE 00., _ 80KP 6, WINSOR, ONT, 


