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LORNA DOONE  A ROMANCE OF EXMOOR

RICHARD DODDRIDGE BLACKMORE was born at Longworth in Berkshire on June 7, 1825. At the age of eight he began the study of Latin and Greek; as a teenager he read Tennyson at Peter Blundell’s school in Tiverton. He entered Oxford in 1843, was admitted to the Middle Temple in 1849, and was called to the bar in 1852. He secretly married in 1853. After a short stint as a tutor of classics, he received an inheritance from an uncle that enabled him to become a market gardener in Teddington in Middlesex, where he devoted the remaining four decades of his life to fruit and literature. He wrote over a dozen novels, five books of poetry, and a translation of Virgil’s Georgics; Lorna Doone (1869), his master-piece, has never been out of print. He died in Teddington on January 20, 1900, the same day as John Ruskin.
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Chronology

1825 Richard Doddridge Blackmore born June 7 at Longworth in Berkshire, son of a Devon-born curate. Mother dies of typhus October 4, leaving two children.

1826 Father returns to Devon, but RDB taken in by aunt at Newton Nottage in Glamorganshire.

1831 Father remarries; RDB rejoins family at Culmstock in East Devon.

1834 RDB enters King’s School, Bruton, Somerset; studies Latin and Greek.

1835 Father becomes curate of Ashford.

1837 RDB enters Peter Blundell’s school at Tiverton in Devon August 16.

1842 Grandfather, rector of Oare and Combe Martin, dies.

1843 RDB matriculates at Exeter College, Oxford, November 7.

1844 William Barnes publishes Poems of Rural Life in the Dorset Dialect.

1847 RDB awarded B.A. on December 2.

1849 RDB admitted to Middle Temple January 27.

1852 RDB earns M.A.; called to the bar June 7; reviews Arthur Joseph Munby’s Benoni in Woolman’s Exeter and Plymouth Gazette July 3.

1853 RDB resides in Camden Town. Secretly marries Lucy Maguire, two years younger and a Catholic, November 8; develops epilepsy which may be the result of abuse at Blundell’s school.

1854-59 RDB becomes classics master at Wellesley House School; residence at Hampton Wick.

1854 Poems by Melanter (poems); Epullia (poems).

1855 The Bugle of the Black Sea (poems); “Sicilian Hours” (essay) published in Dublin University Magazine; Charles Kingsley publishes Westward Ho!

1857 Uncle Henry Hey Knight, rector of Neath in Glamorganshire, dies September 30; leaves legacy that allows RDB to purchase land for a nursery and orchard.

1858 RDB begins building a house and takes up commercial fruit farming in Teddington, Middlesex; father dies in his sleep night of September 24/25.

1859 Francis Leopold McClintock publishes The Voyage of the “Fox,” revealing the fate of the lost Arctic explorer Sir John Franklin; Charles Darwin publishes The Origin of Species.

1860 The Fate of Franklin (poem).

1862 The Farm and Fruit of Old (translation of books 1 and 2 of Virgil’s Georgics).

1864 Clara Vaughan.

1866 Cradock Nowell.

1869 Lorna Doone.

1871 The Georgics of Virgil (translation).

1872 The Maid of Sker; Clara Vaughan revised; Thomas Hardy publishes Under the Greenwood Tree.

1873 “Sixth Edition” of Lorna Doone, with a new preface;  Cradock Nowell “Diligently revised and reshapen.”

1875 Alice Lorraine.

1876 Cripps, the Carrier.

1877 Erema.

1878 Hardy publishes The Return of the Native.

1879 Barnes’s Poems of Rural Life in the Dorset Dialect  reprinted.

1880 Mary Anerly.

1881 Christowell.

1882 RDB heavily revises Lorna Doone for the “Twentieth Edition” (1883).

1884 The Remarkable History of Sir Thomas Upmore.

1887 Springhaven.

1888 Lucy dies after years of invalidism, January 31.

1889 Kit and Kitty.

1894 Perlycross.

1895 Fringilla (poems).

1896 Tales from the Telling House.

1897 Dariel.

1898 Eden Phillpotts publishes Children of the Mist, dedicated to RDB.

1900 RDB dies January 20, the same day as John Ruskin.




Introduction




I. SEEDS AND SOWING

I started crookedly.

—RDB TO EDWARD MARSTON

 

For most of his life, Richard Doddridge Blackmore was a market gardener in Teddington, a few miles southwest of London. Whether he was a successful gardener or not depends on one’s view of the endeavor: although he frequently complained of the disparity between the great cost and little return on growing fruit for market, he persisted in it for forty years. Certainly he was highly regarded as an authority on fruit and soils in Middlesex: he was associated with the Royal Horticultural Society and was on their Fruit and Vegetable Committee until the last decade of his life, and he was quoted in later editions of his friend Robert Hogg’s standard volume, The Fruit Manual (1860). He corresponded with the lord mayor of London and the Times on the futility of fruit farming. His sixteen-acre plot supported a variety of experimental fruits, including grapes, strawberries, peaches, and—above all—pears, of which he grew seventy-nine varieties. All these Blackmore believed he could market successfully at Covent Garden, a mere dozen or so miles away. Farmers are always somewhat tight-lipped about profits, but whether one accepts estimates that he occasionally lost six hundred pounds a year and perhaps twenty thousand pounds over the life of the farm, there is little reason to doubt the failure of Blackmore’s fruit farming as an investment.

Gomer House, Blackmore’s residence, and the land it stood on were subsidized from the start. As soon as he turned twenty-one he began investigating legacies due him, and the death of an uncle provided the immediate cash for the purchase of land and the building of the house. The death of his father shortly after increased his endowment. Although trained for the law, Blackmore’s conception of self was based on the gentlemen farmers of old Italy whose writings he had translated as a schoolboy and taught as a classics master. He was determined, at whatever cost, to work for a living.

Blackmore was born on June 7, 1825, at Longworth, Berkshire, to the Reverend John Blackmore and his wife, Anne Basset Knight. Later that year typhus swept the household, carrying off mother, aunt, servants, and pupils—even the family doctor. Devastated by the loss of his wife and unable to care for his two sons, John moved to Bushey in Hertfordshire before remarrying in 1831 and returning to his native Devon a year later. For all intents fatherless, Richard and his brother Henry, a year older, were taken in by another aunt—Mary Frances Knight—in Nottage Court in Glamorganshire, Wales. When Richard did rejoin his father’s newly organized household at around age eight, it was only to be bundled off to grammar school. His stepmother was a disaster of the Murdstone order. It is no leap to ascribe any childhood joys to his aunt and grandfather Blackmore and to the landscapes of Wales and Devon, while Richard’s aptitude at school led him to a lifelong love of the classics. At Peter Blundell’s School at Tiverton (which Richard entered in 1837), the boy also discovered the revolutionary poetry of Tennyson. At Blundell’s he was also badly beaten—apparently hazed for the precocity that led him to become head boy. To these beatings are usually ascribed the origins of Blackmore’s epilepsy—not only a major factor later in his life when he gave up the bar, but also a source of much gothic imagery and mysticism in his novels. With a childhood of loss, abuse, and escapism, Blackmore was prepared in typical Victorian fashion for the life of a novelist. But the path there would still be a crooked one.




II. PRUNING

My Life has been offered up to pears.

—RDB TO THOMAS UTTERMARE CROSS

 

Blackmore entered Exeter College at Oxford in the autumn of 1843, the year Dickens published A Christmas Carol and Robert Southey (poet laureate since 1813) died and was succeeded by William Wordsworth. Blackmore, surely not oblivious of huge changes in modern literature, studied classics and prepared for a career in law—not entirely characteristic for a student all of whose male relatives of the preceding generation had been members of the clergy, but apparently a long-standing career choice. He also became adept at chess, and was remarkable for his knowledge of natural history—in all a fairly well-rounded, if quiet, individual.

Having been awarded his B.A. at the end of 1847, just over a year later Blackmore was admitted to the Middle Temple as a student of law. In the middle of 1852 he was called to the bar and, at about the same time, published a review of fellow law student and poet Arthur Joseph Munby’s Benoni in Woolman’s Exeter and Plymouth Gazette. Obviously Blackmore retained connections back in Devon and must have left some kind of literary reputation, however modest, behind him when he went up to Oxford. In any case, the publication lent some truth to the claim that Blackmore was a “writer for the press,” a claim he made a year later when he was secretly married to Lucy Maguire, a Catholic of Irish extraction but apparently from the Channel Islands.

Blackmore did not seem to find the practice of law lucrative, and spent at least part of his early marriage dabbling in poetry. His first collection, Poems by Melanter, was published by Robert Hardwicke in 1854. Blackmore claimed the name “Melanter” was the comparative form of the Greek adjective for “black”: “more black,” or Blackmore. It is hard to believe that any publisher would take a risk on a young, poor, and unknown poet,  but when the first volume failed to make much impact, Blackmore salvaged a couple of good poems and published another collection with Hope and Company, also in 1854, titled Epullia —Greek for “scraps of poetry.” Blackmore could have been punning as well on the meaning “leftovers”: in any case, this work also failed to bring fame to its aspiring author.

Blackmore’s first two volumes of poetry lacked focus. The poems that he carried over did at least reflect growing literary attention to the war now being fought in the Crimea. And even before the year was out, Blackmore had assembled a third book of verse, The Bugle of the Black Sea, or the British in the East. In this book, published early in 1855 and nearly impossible to find today, Blackmore justifed his confidence in himself as a poet. For a publisher, Blackmore went back to Robert Hardwicke, who took him on again.

The product was unabashedly patriotic. The copy of Bugle of the Black Sea in the Beinecke Library at Yale is a 4½-×-7-inch thin book with pictorial boards—three intertwined women, one of whom looks like Justice with sword and scales, but altogether suggesting the Fates. Above them are three cherubim, two with crowns and one with a bugle. Two crossed flags are represented: one with an eagle and crown, the other with an eagle with a Maltese cross. On the back cover is a bugler standing in a wreath of laurel. The book contains twenty-one poems, with titles that range from “To Peace” to “The Charge of Death.” The “Overture” is an explanation of the genesis of the poems, but—as might be expected from a classicist—it is more an apology to the Muses than an address to the reader. It is differentiated from the following poems by being in blank verse—as perhaps more expository. Opposite the “Overture” is this note: “***The writer begs to acknowledge his obligations to the vivid narratives of the Times’ Correspondent.”

Blackmore was fond of ending a tetrameter stanza with a line of iambic pentameter—or longer. “The Fleet in the Black Sea” carries the subtitle “Told at Haslar.” Its ballad meter is built up into thirteen-line stanzas with very long final lines; the diction sounds as if it were influenced by Coleridge’s “Rime of the Ancient Mariner.” “The Battle of the Alma” also uses thirteen-line  stanzas, but except for the extra penultimate line, is composed of fairly regular ballad stanzas,

 

What need to tell the tramp and clank 
The guns that stopped the way,

The crowded wharf, the broken rank 
The hurry and delay . . .



 

anticipating the imagery of Herman Melville’s Monitor poems in  Battle Pieces (1866). Most poems are more or less tetrameter and trimeter stanzas and cantos; dates frequently follow titles. Cantos are numbered variously in Roman or Arabic numerals. The book’s dedication is probably of Blackmore’s own composition: “Pontus et igniferi fauces tenantur Averni.” In the absence of an obvious source, one could speculate that Blackmore was playing with the words for “Black Sea,” “fire bearers,” and the “throat of Hell”—images that suggest the most famous of Crimean War poems, Tennyson’s “Charge of the Light Brigade,” whose appearance Blackmore, already an admirer—and now an imitator—of Tennyson was unlikely to have missed. (See Edgar Shannon and Christopher Ricks, “‘ The Charge of the Light Brigade’: The Creation of a Poem,” Studies in Bibliography 38 [1985], 2-45.)

Despite an artistic success which must have given him personal pleasure, The Bugle of the Black Sea was not received cordially by the literary establishment, and Blackmore was correspondingly annoyed and frustrated. An advertisement at the end of the volume for Poems by Melanter and Epullia probably did nothing for the sale of those earlier volumes.

The half decade which followed saw Blackmore’s—and possibly his wife’s—health decline: either health or money (or, most likely, both) drove him in March 1855 to take a position as a part-time classics instructor at Wellesley House Grammar School in Twickenham. It was during his tenure at Wellesley House that he met and formed a lifelong friendship with the scientist Richard Owen, a neighbor (once the Blackmores moved to Hampton Wicks) who shared Blackmore’s enthusiasm for natural history, chess, and—perhaps—eccentricity. Blackmore held his grammar-school position until July 1858, when he was able  to invest a legacy from his uncle Henry Hey Knight (who had died the previous September) in the house and farm in Teddington that would remain his home for the rest of his life.

Blackmore did not give up poetry when he took up fruit farming. In 1859, Francis Leopold McClintock startled the literary and geographical world with his discovery of the fate of the lost Arctic explorer Sir John Franklin. As an avid journal reader, Blackmore would have followed both the mystery of Franklin’s disappearance and the controversy surrounding early reports that some of Franklin’s men may have attempted to survive by means of cannibalism. He probably read reviews of Charles Dickens’s production of The Frozen Deep, which attempted to restore faith in British character. Late in 1860, Blackmore published The Fate of Franklin, a thirteen-canto poem: nominally writing to support the town of Spilsby’s attempt to memorialize their native son, Blackmore once again turned to Robert Hardwicke for publication—but neither the details of the publication nor the success of his fund-raising is known. The Fate of Franklin does reveal, however, Blackmore’s surprisingly extensive familiarity with the literature of Arctic exploration, while the meter and diction are those of the Bugle  poems—if anything a little crisper, less jingoistic, and more unified overall. From the first canto Blackmore develops his own personal theme of loss and exhaustion as he apostrophizes the sailors’ cairn in the exotic setting of the northern wastes:

 

Lone relic of the wind and snow, 
The landmark where a sailor died, 
Not death-crown’d at the cannon’s side,

Not crush’d by ocean’s blow; 
But worn and over-tried . . .



 

Once again Blackmore unites romantic and classical imagery in a poem of surprising force. And yet not even Blackmore’s own biographers discuss the poem—perhaps because it remained virtually inaccessible until its republication in 2004.

Although he would never cease to think of himself as a poet, Blackmore practically abandoned “modern” poetry, and instead  turned to a new subject and a new identity: in the middle of 1862 he published The Farm and Fruit of Old, a translation of the first two books of Virgil’s Georgics into heroic couplets. Though the first three poetry collections had been published over the name “Melanter” and The Fate of Franklin over his real name, The Farm and Fruit of Old is presented as “By a Market-Gardener,” a persona that Blackmore must have thought was most appropriate to a poet whose offerings had fallen upon barren ground. The book’s “Apology” is dated at “C——Garden,” humorously indicating that the author was busier while tending his garden than while vending his produce at Covent Garden. Clearly the fruit of leisure hours and clearly unmarketable as poetry, this work is attended with irony. Blackmore thought it his best work—and it may be. Nevertheless, the publication of only two books shows some lack of concern about the work’s acceptance, and the change of publisher from Hardwicke to Sampson Low may have indicated that the former had given up entirely on “Melanter.” In any case, Blackmore himself paid for the publication of his Virgil—presumably now as in 1871, when he published the last two books of the  Georgics (again with Sampson Low, but now over his own name and as the “Author of ‘Lorna Doone,’ Etc.”). It was a good business move because it gave him an in with his most successful literary partner: Sampson Low was the only publisher to show interest in one of the greatest love stories of the century.




III. FRUIT

Oh, fruitless labour, both of hand and head!
The former struck by frost and tempest-strew’d
The latter (praised by some, by all eschew’d)
Hath stood a decade, but hath not been read.


—“Apology” to books 3 and 4 of  The Georgics of Virgil (1871)

 

In 1855, the year Blackmore published The Bugle of the Black Sea, Charles Kingsley published Westward Ho! The book was  subtitled The Voyages and Adventures of Sir Amyas Leigh, Knight, of Burrough, in the County of Devon, in the Reign of Her Most Glorious Majesty Queen Elizabeth, and a further note on the title page added that it was “Rendered into Modern English” by Kingsley. The publisher—the same one Blackmore would turn to later for his first two novels—was Macmillan.

Although Kingsley has been claimed as Devon’s greatest author, he was not the great author of the Devonian landscape. In  Westward Ho!, the narrator rather now and again rehearses a catalog of attributes of the landscape before reverting to his plot and characters. But Kingsley surely earns his keep as a local color writer in “The Coombes of the Far West,” the sixth chapter of the first volume, anticipating Sarah Orne Jewett and Kate Chopin where earth meets the sea, and perhaps echoing Sir Walter Scott’s The Pirate (1821) in tone, setting, and even characterization (e.g., Norna of the Fitful Head). Heroine Rose Salterne walks naked into the sea in a pagan baptism instigated by the eccentric necromancer Lucy Passmore:

 

She could see every shell which crawled on the white sand at her feet, every rock-fish which played in and out of the crannies, and stared at her with its broad bright eyes, while the great palmate oarweeds which waved along the chasm, half seen in the glimmering water, seemed to beckon her down with long brown hands to a grave amid their chilly bowers. She turned to flee: but she had gone too far now to retreat; hastily dipping her head three times, she hurried out to the sea-marge, and looking through her dripping locks at the magic mirror, pronounced the incantation. (1.197)



 

But Kingsley’s erotic seascape is the high point of an otherwise fragmented work: Kingsley did not pay particular attention to chapter organization; episodes are too frequently run together without particular attention to patterns of rising or falling action. Episodes themselves may often be too inconsequential for even a rambling fiction: shallow characterizations are sometimes merely hung on the names of history, producing  a kind of “onomastic” fiction that sentimentalizes the historical novel—all subordinate to the anti-Catholic rant which pervades the book. The secretly Catholic Eustace, the primary antagonist, is dismissed only two-thirds of the way through the book, while Amyas’s brother Frank and heroine Rose are sacrificed to the Inquisition long before the closing action. Kingsley’s unfortunate defense of Euphues that opens the eighth chapter sadly adapts “Lilly’s” [sic] style along with the subject matter and goes on for three pages before mercifully returning to the narrative. No passage could have done more to inspire Blackmore’s “simple tale told simply” when he got around to writing his own Devon novel.

No doubt Blackmore was intrigued by the character of Amyas, a “giant” of Devon, and probably patterned his own stay-at-home hero “girt Jan Ridd” after him physically. And perhaps Kingsley’s portrait of the lawless Grubbings (2.163-65) contributed to Blackmore’s portrait of the lawless Doones. But while Kingsley seems to have thought the whole country went to pot in the age of the Stuarts, Blackmore was able to show a tenacity of English character under conditions that might make one person a Doone, but another a Ridd. Kingsley’s condescension to all Catholics and bigotry toward Jesuits in particular certainly nettled Blackmore, but Kingsley’s Devon novel was wildly popular beyond its merits and held the high ground when Blackmore turned to fiction in the next decade.


Clara Vaughan 

When Macmillan published Clara Vaughan in the early spring of 1864, no one dreamed Blackmore was the author. A gothic novel (as it would be called today), the book most closely resembled the work of Mary Elizabeth Braddon, to whom it was ascribed. Blackmore was uneasy that his model might be so clearly identified, and in defense made a claim too similar to that of many other authors who suffer acutely from the anxiety of imitation:

Inasmuch as this tale, on its first appearance, was ranked by many reviewers among what they call (with happy inelegance) the “class of sensation novels,” and was even attributed by more than one to the inspiration of a popular female author, I may be forgiven for replying that the story was in manuscript twenty years ago, save one; and long before that lady’s work created such a “sensation” in our recent world of literature. (1872 preface)



 

In 1853 Blackmore was secretly courting his wife-to-be, and if this is what was on his mind, it must have been a strange courtship indeed. Clara herself speaks of reading Thackeray, Dickens, and Lytton—a literary triumvirate that could have worked for either date. But that Blackmore had Braddon on the mind is proved by a letter he sent to Macmillan at the end of 1863 during negotiations for serial publication of the book in  Casell’s: “Miss Bradden’s [sic] style is quite high enough for their readers,” and it is certain Blackmore was challenging the popular author on her own turf (Buckler, 172). Whatever the case, the book didn’t catch on.

In syntax rather like Monk Lewis’s or Mary Shelley’s, Clara Vaughan is a novel of complicated family relationships, death, insanity, fits, and faintings. It has its own Murdstone character in Mrs. Daldy, although Blackmore claimed never to have put his stepmother in a book, while Clara’s fit early in the book marks Blackmore’s first literary use of the otherworldliness of an epileptic seizure. Clara Vaughan also marks Blackmore’s first extended experiments with West Country brogue, with farmer Huxtable an early version of John Ridd. The narrative, like all of Blackmore’s best work, is in a carefully imagined first person. The narrative tone is threefold: Clara’s narrative is decidedly gothic whenever she is in revenge mode; apart from the revenge story her voice is quite normal—not stressed with the frantic syntax that accompanies passages of madness or desperation; and finally her voice entirely disappears in the pastoral insets that mark the Devon chapters. With the latter Blackmore experiments with a dialect that is perhaps reported too literally, bogging the reader down compared to equivalent passages in  Lorna Doone—much as the reader of Joel Chandler Harris can sometimes fail to discern the voice in the forest of phonetic signals.

On the whole it is clear that in Clara Vaughan (as, in fact, through the rest of his career), Blackmore experimented with prose as habitually as he experimented with pears. Perhaps the most remarkable experiment in the book is the complicated homoerotic imagery that culminates in chapter 75, in which Clara revives her “pet” Isola (Idols) following a fainting scene:

 

I got her somehow to the sofa, and kissed her into her senses again. When she came to herself, and felt sure it was not a dream, she nestled into my bosom, as if I had been her husband, and stole long glances at me to see whether I was offended. Her pretty cloak lay on the floor, and her hat beneath the table. . . .

For a long time I could not have enough of kissing and hugging Idols. I played with her hair, as if I had been her lover; and then patted and caressed her, as if she had been my baby. And had I no thought of another, who ought to be doing all this to me?



 

However confusing Clara’s voice, the experiment in first-person narration was the most important to Blackmore’s development as a novelist. But there were many other scraps of experimentation—mere “epullia”—that anticipated Blackmore’s greatest work. Unfortunately, Blackmore didn’t continue to develop them in his next novel.


Cradock Nowell: A Tale of the New Forest 

On the whole, Clara Vaughan is an experiment in gothic fiction that largely succeeded. Blackmore’s next published experiment was to be a critical and artistic disaster. Serialized by Macmillan in 1865-66, it was published in book form by Chapman and Hall in 1866 (apparently Macmillan had had enough). It was, as the narrator remarked at the end of the book, “a long, long story, handled with more care than skill.” Nevertheless,  Cradock Nowell—like Clara Vaughan—is filled with glimpses  of the market gardener-turned-writer. Although the book seems to be self-dated by a reference to October 24, 1859, it is clear from the December 31 and later letters to Macmillan that Blackmore was still researching the book at the end of 1863 and in the spring of 1864 (Buckler, 179). He dedicated the book to the memory of Thomas James Scale, headmaster of Wellesley House, whom Blackmore might have regarded as the man who first employed him in the field of letters.

Anticipating Mark Twain’s Pudd’nhead Wilson (1894),  Cradock Nowell hinges on the sorting out of a pair of twins. Like Clara Vaughan, it begins with tragedy, as one of the brothers is shot and the other brother blamed. The third-person narrative is readable only when Blackmore slips up and inserts a first-person vignette. But even if inartistically presented, more than occasionally some interesting autobiographical passages creep in. Witness the claim that chess is “the one true game” or the description of Dr. Hutton’s garden a quarter of the way through the novel:

 

A plot of land four square, and measured to exactly half an acre, contained 2400 trees, cutting either way as truly as the spindles of machinery; there was no tree more than five feet high, the average height was four feet six inches. They were planted just four feet asunder, and two feet back from the pathway. There was every kind of fruit-tree there which can be made by British gardeners to ripen fruit in Britain, without artificial heat. Pears especially, and plums, cherries, apples, walnuts (juglans praeparturiens), figs, and medlars, quinces, filberts, even peaches, nectarines, and apricots—though only one row, in all, of those three; there was scarcely one of those miniature trees which had not done its duty that year, or now was bent upon doing it. Still the sight was beautiful; although far gone with autumn, still Cox’s orange-pippin lit the russet leaves with gold, or Beurre’ Clairgeau and Capiaumont enriched the air with scarlet.



 

The garden imagery spills over into the narrator’s accidentally first-person description of the complexion of heroine Amy Rosedew at the beginning of chapter 48:

It is a most wonderful fact, and far beyond my philosophy, that instead of losing her roses in London, as a country girl ought to have done, Amy bloomed with more Jacqueminot upon very bright occasions—more Louise Odier constantly, with Goubalt in the dimples, then toning off at any new fright to Malmaison, or Devoniensis—more of these roses now carmined or mantled in the delicate turn of her cheeks than ever had nestled and played there in the free air of the forest.



 

The best of these snippets may be the ones that deal with the English common laborer, a species with whom Blackmore never got along particularly well. In the opening chapters of the book he despairs of finding good help:

 

Theoretically, we regard it thus, that a man ought to perspire, upon principle, when he is working for another man. But tell us where, and oh! where, to find the model British laborer, who takes that view of the subject.



 

Halfway through the book Blackmore intrudes again to comment on his workmen, “Nevertheless, it is too certain—as I, who know them well, and not unkindly, can testify—that there is scarcely one in a dozen laborers, even around the metropolis, who respects himself and his calling.” “Men of high culture and sensitive culture,” he concludes, “who have much to do with ill-taught workmen, lie under a terrible disadvantage.” But none of his personal feelings prevented him from composing this wonderful vignette of the British workman that begins chapter 50, ever-so-carefully moving in and out of the West Country dialect:

 

At high noon of a bright cold day in the early part of March, a laborer who had been “frithing,” that is to say, cutting underwood in one of the forest copses, came out into the green track, which could scarce be called a “lane,” to eat his well-earned dinner. As it happened to be a Monday, the poor man had a better dinner than he would see or smell again until the following Sunday. For there, as all over England, a working-man, receiving his  wages on the Saturday evening, lives upon a sliding scale throughout the dreary week. He has his bit of hot on Sunday, smacking his lips at every morsel; and who shall scold him for staying at home to see it duly boiled, and feeling his heart move with the steaming and savory pot-lid more kindly than with the dry parson? And he wants his old woman ’long of him; he see her so little all the week, and she be always best-tempered on Sundays. Let the young uns go to school to get larning—though he don’t much see the use of it, and his father lived happy without it—’bating that matter, which is beyond him, let them go, and then hear parson, and bring home the news to the old folk. Only let ’em come home good time for dinner, or they had best look out. “Now, Molly, lift the pot-lid again. Oh, it do smell so good! Got ever another onion?”

Having held high feast on Sunday, and thanked the Lord, without knowing it (by inhaling happiness, and being good to the children—our Lord’s especial favorites), off he sets on the Monday morning, to earn another eighteenpence—twopence apiece for the young uns. And he means to be jolly that day, for he has got his pinch of tobacco and two lucifers in his waistcoat pocket, and in his frail a most glorious dinner hanging from a hedge-stake. All the dogs he meets jump up on his back; but he really can not encourage them with his own dog so fond of bones, and having the first right to them. Of course, his own dog is not far behind; for it is a law of nature, admitting no exception, that the poorer a man is, the more certain he is to have a dog, and the more certain that dog is to admire him.

Pretermitting the dog, important as he is, let us ask of the master’s dinner. He has a great hunk of cold bacon, from the cabbage soup of yesterday, with three short bones to keep it together, and a cross junk from the clod of beef (out of the same great pot) which he will put up a tree for Tuesday; because, if it had been left at home, mother couldn’t keep it from the children; who do scarce a stroke of work yet, and only get strong victuals to console them for school upon Sundays. Then upon Wednesday our noble peasant of this merry England will have come down to the scraping of bones; on Thursday he may get bread and dripping from some rich man’s house; on Friday and Saturday nothing but  bread, unless there be cold potatoes. And he will not have fed in this fat rich manner unless he be a good workman, a hater of public-houses, and his wife a tidy body.



 

Was Blackmore having a Carlyle moment?

Like Melville in Pierre (1852), Blackmore could not resist projecting his own disappointments as a writer onto his protagonist. Near the end of the book Cradock offers a collection of poems to a prospective publisher:

 

“Oh, poetry!” exclaimed one and all, as their eyes fell upon his manuscript, “we can not take it on our own account; and, if we publish it at your expense, we should only be robbing you.” . . . It was only a translation in verse of the Halieutics, and a few short original pieces—the former at any rate valuable as having been revised by John Rosedew.



 

Finally, Blackmore used an episode in the middle of Cradock Nowell to express his disdain for the new railway that encroached on his grounds in Teddington: when in desperation he takes a position for Mr. Killquick of the Grand Junction Wasting and Screwing Line, Cradock remarks, “Railway companies have no honor, I know; but I suppose they pay when they can’t help it.”


Lorna Doone: A Romance of Exmoor 

After the failure of Cradock Nowell, Blackmore must have realized his writing had contributed very little toward making up the deficits of fruit farming. It would be nearly three years before another book of his was published: it would not be serialized first, but it would be released on April Fools’ Day, 1869 (Blackmore would appreciatively choose the same day two years later for the publication of his Georgics—after his reputation had turned around). Meanwhile, Blackmore had little to look forward to from his next experiment in fiction.

The immediate impetus for Lorna Doone seems to have been an excursion the Blackmores made together to north Devon  in 1865, before the debacle of Cradock Nowell had fully unfolded. Blackmore had already experimented with the key elements that would come to perfection in Lorna Doone: first-person narration, the character of the Devon farmer, descriptions of rural life, and West Country dialect. He labored long, and although Blackmore forbade an authorized biography, we do know the most important detail of his life: at six o’clock in the evening of April 15, 1868, he finished the manuscript of  Lorna Doone (Dunn, 128).

No publisher would buy it. The day after he completed the book, Blackmore offered it to Smith and Elder, for possible serial publication in the Cornhill Magazine. In 1871 Blackmore claimed also to have first attempted to offer the manuscript to Macmillan for serial publication, but it must have been very early in the morning if he did so before visiting Smith and Elder. Despite their cordiality, one suspects neither Blackmore nor Macmillan really wanted to do further business with the other after last-minute complications with the publication of  Cradock Nowell that must have left both parties feeling abused financially. In June Blackmore submitted the book to E. S. Dallas; it was declined five months later. Blackmore claimed to have found the manuscript in such poor condition that he had to recopy the beginning; this he did and later that November submitted the book to Blackwood, who declined. As December opened, he offered the book to Sampson Low, Son, and Marston. In January, they accepted the work of their old customer—at Blackmore’s risk, as he wrote in 1876 to William Halliday: “I brought home the manuscript more than once, in sorrow and discomfiture; and at last I was fain to accept an offer of nothing for it” (quoted in Dunn, 130).

It was one of the best business decisions in the firm’s history. By the end of March, Blackmore was able to present Lucy with a set of the three-decker, while reviews were at least kinder than those of the previous novels. But as Blackmore continued in his correspondence with Halliday,

 

And then in the three-volume form it failed and of the 500 printed, 200 were exported, which is the doom of unsaleable  books. . . . It is the merest fluke that Lorna Doone was ever heard of any more. Sampson Low Jr., now deceased, against the opinion of the rest of his firm, resolved to risk it in the six-shilling form; and whether from the advent of the Marquis of Lorne, or some fashionable freak, the book began to run, then on its last legs.



 

Whether it is true or not that the book owed its salvation to the marriage of the Marquis of Lorne to Princess Louise, Blackmore went to his grave believing its success was due to a fluke of history (R.W. Sawtell, quoted in Dunn, p. 131). The engagement was announced in October of 1870 and the marriage took place in March the next year—perfect timing for the October 1870 one-volume edition of Lorna Doone if the reading public really did make a connection. On the other hand, it is unlikely the book could have sustained anything like the kind of scrutiny that is claimed for it had it not been of great literary merit. Whether Sampson Low Jr. based his decision on art or inside information remains uncertain, but the reviews of the one-volume edition were highly favorable—without mentioning the marquis. And there is no hint in Blackmore’s January 1873 preface that at that time he attributed the book’s success to anything other than the kindness of the general public, especially the sons of Devon who found Lorna Doone “as good as clotted cream, almost”—hardly the comment of a reader searching for allusions to royalty.


The Maid of Sker 

The success of Lorna Doone created an opportunity for Blackmore to revise his earlier novels (he did not attempt to reissue his poetry this soon) and made it easier for him to place his next novel. Despite personal gratitude to Sampson Low, Blackmore still needed money and so sought serial publication of The Maid of Sker with Blackwood, who ran it from August 1871 to July 1872, and published it in book form in July.

“I am but an ancient fisherman upon the coast of Glamorganshire,” begins David Llewellyn of Newton Nottage, in a  prefatory chapter in which the first-person narrator implies his belief that a book will sell better than fish—or fruit, perhaps the author thought. Blackmore’s most recent narrator was a brilliant creation: clearly a less straightforward narrator than John Ridd, Davy is as likely to poach or prevaricate as to tell a simple tale simply. But despite his moral twistings and turnings, he is still far too static a character to sustain a novel of this length, while the plot involving Bardie or “Delushy”—the maid herself—and the superb villain Parson Chowne is far too thin. Bardie is insipid rather than charming, and becomes interesting only as a love character late in the book. A seven-year leap forward necessitates a seven-year flashback: the structure is hash. In the final chapters Blackmore even abandons Davy’s narrative in favor of other reportorial voices, indicating more artistic haste and uncertainty, as he moves toward a conclusion reminiscent of his earlier sensationalism.

As a falling-off from Lorna Doone, The Maid of Sker has sometimes been attributed, unconvincingly, to an earlier period of composition—as ridiculously early as grammar-school days, or while visiting his uncle Henry Hey Knight in Wales (Dunn, 111). There is little point in the speculation: Blackmore would never again summon the genius that went into Lorna Doone,  and, perhaps more sadly, he never admitted (at least publicly) that it was so superior to his other work. In some ways, in fact, the narrator of The Maid of Sker is already a parody—undoubtedly unconscious—of the narrator of Lorna Doone.

The Maid of Sker does, nevertheless, have many fine passages. In tone and subject akin to Harriet Beecher Stowe’s The Pearl of Orr’s Island (1862), Blackmore’s initial local color is sometimes as good as that which pervades Lorna Doone, and his habitual storm scene (wind in Cradock Nowell, snow in  Lorna Doone, sand in The Maid of Sker) reveals the artist whose daily labor brought him into contact with the natural world. Blackmore also shows a remarkable grasp of sea language for a market gardener.

But the book is Davy’s, and Davy is a teller of tales. His best is in the chapter “How to Sell Fish,” in which Davy reveals how he doctors stale fish for sale to an overcautious public:

“Good old Davy, fine old Davy, brave old Davy!” they said I was every time I abated a halfpenny; and I called them generous gentlemen and Christian-minded ladies every time they wanted to smell my fish, which is not right before payment. What right has any man to disparage the property of another? When you have bought him, he is your own, and you have the title to canvas him. . . .



 

Not two chapters later, without a shred of self-consciousness, Davy asserts,

 

When such a matter is over and done with, surely no man, in common-sense, has a right to reopen the question. The time to find fault with a fish, in all conscience, is before you have bought him.



 

This is as good as Twain. One wonders whether Blackmore picked up this nugget of folklore in Glamorganshire or Covent Garden.

After the publication of The Maid of Sker—or, more accurately, after the rebound of Lorna Doone—Blackmore finally was in a position to confidently support his gardening with his writing. In 1872 he revised Clara Vaughan; in 1873, Cradock Nowell. After 1872, less successful novels were merely forgotten, while more successful ones simply added to the reputation of the author of Lorna Doone. While Blackmore could hardly be accused of being a formulaic writer, his love of landscape and community continued to shape his novels. The one great exception proved that Blackmore hadn’t finished experimenting.


The Remarkable History of Sir Thomas Upmore, Bart., M.P., Formerly Known as “Tommy Upmore” 

Perhaps more than any other of his books, Tommy Upmore captures Blackmore’s personality as a crank. As in much satire which assumes a sympathetic audience, it is hard for the distanced reader to sort out whether Tommy Upmore is antiscience  or anti-ignorance or anti-everything. Blackmore’s rejection of new developments in science was profoundly influenced by his friendship with Sir Richard Owen, but also shows remarkable intolerance for a man whose literary and commercial life was marked by an attention to natural history.

In extremes of joy or anger, Tommy Upmore, the son of a pretentious middle-class soap maker, finds he is able to defy gravity and fly. The notoriety of his flights eventually earns him a place in Parliament. His out-of-body experiences are clearly based on Blackmore’s own epilepsy, and the science-fiction aspects of the work remind the reader of one of Arthur Conan Doyle’s Professor Challenger stories. As the book progresses, Blackmore’s satire extends to both radicals and conservatives, although Blackmore’s own views make him look a little more kindly on the latter. The remarkable thing about this work, however, is not its subject matter or themes, but its style. It abandons the rambling narrative of Blackmore’s pastoral works and is almost premodern in the attention it gives to the first-person narrative as an indicator of the psychological state of the speaker. Tommy’s incoherence of speech determines the tone of the last few chapters as he becomes fuddled in a love scene with his Laura and exercised over a Reform Bill in Parliament.

Blackmore’s critical reception with Tommy Upmore hardly mattered. The book almost immediately went into a new edition, and simply entered the Blackmore canon as a curiosity. “What is fame, that overleaps distinctions?” Tommy had asked at the beginning of chapter 34: the answer was, in Blackmore’s case, Lorna Doone.

Blackmore published eleven novels after Lorna Doone. In 1882 he revised his most famous work for the first illustrated edition (see Michelle Allen’s note at the end of this volume). In the last decade of his life he published Tales from the Telling House (1896), which contained “Slain by the Doones” and “Crocker’s Hole” among its four stories; the former was a novella recasting the Doone Legend, and the latter an essay recounting a fishing episode from Blackmore’s youth in Devon. He even repackaged a volume of poetry, Fringilla (1895)—which  was only to cause him grief as troubles with illustrators and typesetters continued to plague him.

Surely the most annoying literary episodes of Blackmore’s last years involved Burrows Brothers of Cleveland, Ohio. Charles W. Burrows was an American admirer of Blackmore who had named his daughter Lorna Doone. After presumably corresponding with Blackmore in the late 1880s, Burrows produced a sumptuous illustrated edition of Lorna Doone in 1890 that appeared in both one- and two-volume versions. The edition contained a facsimile of Blackmore’s signature, presented as if it had been provided especially for this edition. “The above was not written,” Blackmore later wrote, “to any American publisher, and it is a mere trick to print it here as if it had been so” (“Blackmore and ‘Lorna Doone,’ ” Critic 39 [1901], 308). After a visit to Blackmore in 1890, Elizabeth Morse wrote, “He said they promised him two copies and ten pounds besides, but he had never seen either, and he sent them his autograph for the preface”—a slightly different story. Besides being “prigged,” Blackmore also objected to the inclusion of an essay by Katharine Hillard as a preface (Dunn, 200). After that experience, one might have expected Blackmore to have steered clear of Burrows Brothers. But for whatever reason, he did not. Instead he gave them his book of verse, Fringilla, to print in 1895. With metrical exactness, Burrows Brothers printed twenty-five copies of the poems for copyright deposit, and then reset the text in a deluxe edition for the public—running all the verse together as prose.

Blackmore opened his last novel, Dariel: A Romance of Surrey (1897), with this remark:

 

If any man came to me, and said, “You are going to tell your tale, sir, without knowing how to handle it,” I should look at him first with some surprise, and anger at his interference, yet in a very few minutes, unless he wanted to argue about it, probably he would have my confession, and a prayer for his assistance.



 

It was a mixture of bitterness at criticism and reluctant admission of truth from the author who could never write another  Lorna Doone.

Richard Doddridge Blackmore, market gardener and author of one of the most enduring novels of the century, died in Teddington on January 20, 1900.




IV. GLEANINGS

Blackmore’s greatest service to man is in helping him to come quickly to the heart of the charm of the West.

—H. SNOWDEN WARD

 

By the time Blackmore died, Lorna Doone was an industry—not only for Sampson Low and the dozens of publishers who had pirated the book, but also for Devon. Blackmore himself became a legend, alongside the Doones. In 1904 a window was dedicated to him in Exeter Cathedral. In 1906 F. J. Snell published the first edition of The Blackmore Country, a guide to the landscape of Lorna Doone and The Maid of Sker that was revised in 1911. In 1908, Sampson Low, Marston, and Company published yet another edition of Lorna Doone, this time illustrated with dozens of photographs and maps, and with an elaborate introduction by H. Snowden Ward. Including the novella Slain by the Doones, it remains the most comprehensive edition of the book.

Remarkably, though there was a flourish of biographical interest near the time of his death, there have been relatively few critical articles on Blackmore’s art. There have been four major studies. Quincy Burris published Richard Doddridge Blackmore: His Life and Novels as volume 15 of the University of Illinois Studies in Language and Literature in 1930; his is largely a comparative study of Blackmore and the other novelists of his time. Waldo Hilary Dunn’s R. D. Blackmore: Author of Lorna Doone (1956) is a much more thorough biography and might be called standard. Kenneth Budd’s less ambitious The Last Victorian: R. D. Blackmore and His Novels (1960) is directed toward “Lovers of the English Countryside.” Max Keith Sutton’s R. D. Blackmore (1979), number 265 in Twayne’s English Authors Series, brings Blackmore’s biographical data up to date. Sutton’s  opening chapter, “The Fruit-Grower and Novelist,” is an excellent synopsis and surely the place where any student of Blackmore should begin. All four works are indispensable.

In the twentieth century Lorna Doone was subjected to many illustrated editions. Those which plundered the photographs of the Doone-Land Edition or contributed originals of their own are invaluable for preserving the record of a landscape that existed at least in Blackmore’s day. Those that incorporated original drawings, on the other hand, are on the whole horrid.

Of course, Lorna Doone remains an icon of popular culture as well as cookiedom. National Biscuit Company introduced the shortbread cookie in 1912. At least ten film versions have been produced for the movies and television: 1911, 1912 (dir. Wilfred Noy), 1920 (dir. Horace Lisle Lucoque), 1922 (dir. Maurice Tourneur), 1935 (dir. Basil Dean), 1951 (dir. Phil Karlson), 1963 (dir. Brandon Acton-Bond), 1976 (dir. Joan Craft), 1990 (dir. Andrew Grieve), and 2000 (dir. Mike Barker). The comic-book version, Classics Illustrated number 32, illustrated by Matt Baker, was beloved of readers at mid-century. In the tradition of the regular movie and television adaptations throughout the last century, Barry Gardner has written and composed “Lorna Doone—the Musical” (1990), and Douglas Ritter has written an adaptation for an animated version . . . perhaps one can even look forward to digitized Doones.

R. D. Madison
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A Note on the Text

Lorna Doone has remained in print since its publication in 1869, but virtually all of the texts available today derive from revised versions of the book—either the claimed “Sixth Edition” of 1873 or the “Twentieth Edition” of 1883.

This Penguin Classics edition follows the text of the first edition, published in three volumes by Sampson Low, Son, and Marston in 1869. The text has been set from a photocopy of the Frederick S. Peck copy of the 1869 edition (in the possession of the senior editor at the time of this writing). Only in cases of misinking, broken or loose type, or obvious error has the text been emended.

In the list that follows, the 1869 reading in the Peck copy is followed by the emended reading as it appears in the Penguin Classics text.

[image: 003]
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The Greek epigraph on the facsimile title page is a stanza from “Idyll 8” of Theocritus, which Blackmore translated in “Sicilian Hours: The Singing-Match,” Dublin University Magazine 46 (August 1855): 201-7:

 

None of Pelops’ land for me—
Not for me a purse of gold, 
Nor than winds more swift to be! 
Only in my arms to hold 
Thee, and sing to bevied sheep, 
Grazing toward Sicilian deep.



 

In a footnote to the word “Pelops’ ” Blackmore added another translation, which he claimed was “verbum pro verbo, almost” (205):

 

Not for me the land of Pelops, not for me a purse of gold, 
Be it to possess, nor than winds more swift to be! 
But beneath this rock to sing, and here within my arms to hold 
Thee, and watch my flock together grazing toward Sicilian sea.



A third version, synthesized from the other two, appears on the title page of the Burrows Brothers “piracy” of Lorna Doone  (1890):

 

Not for me the land of Pelops, not for me a pile of gold 
Be it to possess, nor to surpass the winds in speed! 
But beneath this rock I’ll sing, and thee within my arms enfold, 
While I watch my sheep together toward Silician [sic] waters feed.



 

It may be the first translation to appear on a title page of Lorna Doone, and it may well have been Blackmore’s own revision.

Blackmore translated his original Latin couplet at the close of Putnam’s 1890 preface as “Our sun is plunged in Ocean, yours is high in heaven, & yet / The light of either sun is Love, which cannot sink or set” (Carolyn Shipman, “Some Letters of a Novelist-Fruit-Grower,” Critic 37 [1900]: 68).
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Preface to the Sixth Edition.

 

 

Few things have surprised me more, and nothing has more pleased me, than the great success of this simple tale.

For truly it is a grand success to win the attention and kind regard, not of the general public only, but also of those who are at home with the scenery, people, life, and language, wherein a native cannot always satisfy the natives.

Therefore any son of Devon may imagine, and will not grudge, the writer’s delight at hearing from a recent visitor to the west, that, “ ‘Lorna Doone,’ to a Devonshire man, is as good as clotted cream, almost!”

Although not half so good as that, it has entered many a tranquil, happy, pure, and hospitable home; and the author, while deeply grateful for this genial reception, ascribes it partly to the fact that his story contains no word or thought disloyal to its birthright in the fairest county of England.

R. D. B.

JANUARY, 1873




Preface to the Twentieth Edition.

 

 

What a lucky maid you are, my Lorna! When first you came from the Western Moors, nobody cared to look at you; the “leaders of the public taste” led none of it to make test of you.

Having struggled to the light of day, through obstruction and repulses, for a year and a half you shivered in the cold corner, without a sunray. Your native land disdained your voice, and America answered “No child of mine;” knowing how small your value was, you were glad to get your fare paid to any distant colony.

Still a certain1 brave man felt convinced that there was good in you, and standing by his convictions—as the English manner used to be—“She shall have another chance,” he said; “we have lost a lot of money by her; I don’t care if we lose some more.”

Accordingly forth you came, poor Lorna, in a simple pretty dress, small in compass, small in figure, smaller still in hope of life.

But, oh but—let none of the many fairer ones, who fail, despond—a certain auspicious event occurred just then, and gave you golden wings. The literary public found your name akin to one which filled the air, and as graciously as royalty itself, endowed you with imaginary virtues. So grand is the luck of time and name; failing which more solid beings melt into oblivion’s depth.

This you too must do, ere long; meanwhile, be proud of success beyond merit, and rejoice yet more, that fortune showers fresh delights upon you. To shine with adornment, as a female should, to find your words made pictures of bright beauty—from pure love of you2—and thus to venture forth, to those who will receive you kindly, through the force of habit and of nature.

OCTOBER, 1882.





Preface to Putnam’s Exmoor Edition

Certain pears of English birth have found their true home in the West, and grown to higher virtues than their mother had engendered. Thus the “Good Christian,” reared by Williams, and despatched from Turnham Green, became by adoption the great “Bartlett,” and forgot humility. The founder of that fruit had pleasure—unalloyed with lucre—that a gallant people loved his work too well to let him own it.

More proudly then should the poor producer of a fleeting flavour glory in the joy of large expansion and gratitude gratuitous.

And now comes welcome news, that none but the wilder tribes of the West stand out for their wicked right to rob the orchards of the English labourer; or rather to shoulder his pet lamb, and rend it in the manner of the Doones. Worse than any Doones are these, who raven not only for their own gorge, but for the laying up of filthy lucre by the sale of stolen goods. The nation shall arise and sweep them out, and the wind toss their leaves away, like a noisome stench.

This Lorna visits you not thus, by force of savage ravishers; but under escort of gentle men, fair knights of the order of Copyright. And if you ask her how it is—when so many better tales are told, and die upon the fitful wind—that her simple story still has life and buoyancy on the lips of men, she answers not, but drops her eyes, and wonders more than you do. For neither has she skill of style, nor knowledge of the world, nor scheme of arduous humanity. Nothing but meek love of nature, and plain ungarnished words, and tongue that trembles when the heart is touched.

So shall the friend who writes indite of good-will to the friend who reads; though dreary waters stretch between them, and long travel of the sun.

 

Conditur oceano sol noster; vester obortus. 
Lux nequit exstingui solis utrius—amor.



 

R. D. BLACKMORE.

JUNE 1890.




Preface to Harper’s Edition

LORNA.

“IT seems but yesterday that I was here, 
A lamb among the wolves, a stricken deer; 
But now I am the Queen of hill and dale, 
And every cottage welcomes Lorna’s tale! 
No gift was this, no power the rest above, 
But simply that I loved what others love—
The warmth of heart no frosty airs can chill, 
The strength of justice tempered by good-will; 
A simple life that follows Nature’s bent, 
And flows melodious with its own content; 
Where men think less of coronets than corn, 
And gather all they need where they were born—
Brave wanderer of the West, if thou art fain 
For peace like this, accept my pastoral strain.”

 

GENTLEMAN FROM THE WEST.

“Fair lady, thanks! But not for that I roam; 
Of rustic bliss too much I hear at home.”

 

LORNA.

“Then if the works of God be thy delight, 
(That look their best when man is out of sight), 
Thy longer power of vision I allure 
With length and landscape of the Western moor—
Dark hills that wend in russet waves away, 
Green valleys melting into vapours gray, 
This sun that walks the golden heights, the bloom  
Of velvet shadows sleeping down the coombe, 
The banks and brooks, that by their music earn 
Fair coin of primroses, and plumes of fern—
Then rest thy brain with these delights, and share 
All the brown vigour of the mountain air.”

 

GENTLEMAN FROM THE WEST.

“Best thanks again! But ere my dollars flow, 
I must have stuff that sets my heart aglow.”

 

LORNA.

“Who hath with ease is difficult to please; 
Yet I can show thee wilder sights than these—
The flash of falchions in the moonlit glen, 
The caves of murder, and the outlaws’ den, 
The shattered homestead, and the blazing mow, 
The hapless infant swung from saddle-bow, 
The crags, and clouds, with fires of vengeance red, 
And giants in each other’s death-grip dead—”

 

GENTLEMAN FROM THE WEST.

“Bravo! That looks more like a proper fit! 
I love to see a fight of real grit. 
And though our laws came straightway from the Doone, 
Thou shalt not tell thy tale without a boon; 
The piper shall be paid! And who shall carp 
If harpers let him tap their golden harp?”

 

R. D. BLACKMORE.

OCTOBER, 1890.
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