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    In a land of stone towers and shifting loyalties, love learns how little shelter it has from law, pride, and weather. The Bride of Lammermoor stands where private desire meets the hard edges of property, politics, and family ambition. Its energy derives from tensions between old allegiances and new arrangements, between a crumbling aristocratic order and a rising legal-bureaucratic class. The result is a narrative whose atmosphere is as bracing as the winds that scour the Lammermuir Hills. What begins as a meeting of hearts quickly becomes a test of power, memory, and obligation, rendered with the gravity of legend and the detail of history.

Sir Walter Scott, the foremost architect of the historical novel in English, authored The Bride of Lammermoor. First published in 1819, it belongs to the celebrated sequence commonly known as the Waverley Novels and appeared within the third series of Tales of My Landlord. In keeping with Scott’s practice at the time, it was originally issued without his name on the title page. The book exemplifies his signature method: to unite romance with the credible textures of historical change, legal processes, and social custom. Its standing rests not only on its compelling story but also on Scott’s distinctive authority as a chronicler of Scotland’s past.

The period of composition coincided with post-Napoleonic Britain’s hunger for national history and local color, a climate Scott helped to shape and satisfy. Drawing on antiquarian research, legal knowledge, and oral tradition, he orchestrated episodes and characters that feel inevitable within their time and place. While The Bride of Lammermoor is not a documentary of specific events, it is steeped in the realities of Scottish society and the long aftershocks of political upheaval. Scott’s careful attention to rank, custom, and the mechanics of estate and office gives the novel its firm footing and distinguishes it from mere Gothic fantasy.

At the center is a feud over land and legitimacy between two Scottish houses, one dispossessed and one ascendant. Edgar Ravenswood, scion of a declining family, and Lucy Ashton, daughter of an ambitious public figure, encounter each other across that divide. Their attachment promises reconciliation, yet it grows in soil made thin by rivalry, rumor, and calculation. The Lammermuir Hills, austere and haunting, frame their meetings and shadow their hopes. Around them, offices, contracts, and alliances exert pressures that personal resolve struggles to withstand. This is the initial setup, and Scott allows the consequences to unfold with steady, inexorable clarity.

Scott fuses elements of romance, tragedy, and political tale into a design that feels both intimate and epic. Themes of duty and desire, honor and expediency, and the human cost of public ambition animate each turn. The novel interrogates how power operates in households as much as in councils, and how reputations, careers, and inheritances shape the course of affection. The landscape itself seems a participant, its cliffs and mists mirroring uncertainties of fortune. Without recourse to melodramatic shortcuts, Scott builds a sense of destiny from ordinary instruments of authority: letters, titles, obligations, and the calculations of those who wield them.

The book’s classic status owes much to Scott’s narrative architecture and to his framing devices. By presenting the story within the Tales of My Landlord collection, Scott invokes the voice of a putative collector and the lore of local witnesses, a technique that layers perspective and deepens verisimilitude. His alternation of high-stakes scenes with quieter episodes of negotiation and domestic routine allows readers to feel how slowly, then suddenly, circumstances can close in. The resulting texture is distinctive: historical yet immediate, critical of excess yet sympathetic to human frailty, and eloquent without depending on theatrical display.

For generations, readers have regarded The Bride of Lammermoor as one of Scott’s most potent tragedies. Its influence extends beyond print: the novel inspired Gaetano Donizetti’s opera Lucia di Lammermoor, which carried its emotional architecture onto international stages. Within literature, Scott’s synthesis of regional detail, legal realism, and passionate conflict contributed to the development of the nineteenth-century historical romance and informed later explorations of domestic tragedy. The book’s endurance rests on this dual achievement: it satisfies the appetite for atmosphere and incident while probing the structures that govern individual fates.

Scott’s characters gain power from their clarity of motive and their placement within a plausible social web. Edgar Ravenswood embodies dispossession tempered by principle, while Lucy Ashton conveys the vulnerability of a dutiful daughter navigating expectations she did not choose. Around them, figures such as Sir William Ashton, a skilled public man, and Lady Ashton, a decisive strategist of family interest, illustrate how ambition can take shape within respectable forms. Comedy and pathos intermingle through retainers and neighbors whose loyalties complicate the action. Each presence contributes to a portrait of community alive with competing obligations.

The historical canvas is early eighteenth-century Scotland, a milieu of factional rivalries, contested offices, and lingering resentments from earlier conflicts. Scott does not require the reader to master every historical nuance: he supplies enough context to make the stakes legible. What matters is the friction between established honor and legal modernity, between hereditary claims and methods of government that prioritize procedure and paperwork. The novel’s conflicts, therefore, are never abstract; they touch estates, livelihoods, reputations, and the very language people use to justify themselves. Through this setting, Scott shows how history presses upon private life.

Style contributes decisively to the book’s stature. Scott’s prose, often ceremonious yet flexible, accommodates satire, pathos, and suspense. He employs dialect and legal terms judiciously to lend texture without baffling the reader, and he places descriptions of weather and terrain where they will deepen mood, not merely decorate it. Omens and folk beliefs skim the surface of the narrative, but the machinery that drives events is recognizably social and institutional. The interaction between superstition and common sense, between rumor and record, helps the story avoid simple moral binaries and invites readers to weigh competing truths.

The Bride of Lammermoor has traveled far through adaptation, translation, and critical discussion. Donizetti’s operatic rendering distilled its tragic core for a new medium, and stage versions have repeatedly tested the tale’s dramatic strength. Scholars and novelists alike have recognized in Scott’s work a model for grounding passion in specific places and traditions. That legacy has encouraged writers to explore how local histories and legal frameworks shape individual destinies. The novel thus occupies a firm place in the lineage of historical fiction while remaining accessible to readers who simply seek a compelling story powerfully told.

To approach this unabridged text today is to encounter questions that have not lost their urgency: How do families use love as leverage? What does the law protect, and whom does it burden? Where do personal honor and public necessity collide? Scott’s answers are not programmatic; he shows how people act under pressure and invites reflection on the costs. The book’s somber beauty, moral complexity, and keen sense of place continue to resonate. In tracing the fragile line between private feeling and public force, The Bride of Lammermoor speaks across time with undiminished clarity and force.
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    Walter Scott’s The Bride of Lammermoor (Unabridged), first published in 1819 as part of the Tales of My Landlord series, unfolds in the Lammermuir region of Scotland. The novel blends historical romance and somber tragedy, set against factional politics and shifting power after national upheavals. Scott frames the story through a contrast between old hereditary rights and emergent legal authority, giving the narrative a brooding, atmospheric cast. The plot centers on two families locked in rivalry, whose feud conditions the prospects of a younger generation. Within this framework, personal affection emerges under the pressure of public obligations, foreshadowing the conflict between private vows and civic calculation.

The Ravenswood family, once influential, has been dispossessed; their estates have passed to Sir William Ashton, a careful, ascendant lawyer and statesman. Edgar, Master of Ravenswood, survives with diminished means at the bleak tower of Wolf’s Crag, sustained by pride and a strict sense of honor. Scott contrasts Edgar’s austerity with Sir William’s cautious pragmatism, while Caleb Balderstone, Edgar’s devoted and inventive servant, adds comic resourcefulness to scenes of domestic scarcity. The dispossession symbolizes a wider social change, as customary claims give way to statutes and patronage. This unsettled order and the physical desolation of the coast establish the novel’s tension between grandeur, loss, and necessity.

A chance encounter on the Ravenswood lands brings Edgar and Sir William’s daughter, Lucy Ashton, into reluctant contact. Their meeting, shadowed by family hostility, is punctuated by a moment of danger near the coast that prompts courageous assistance and a brief, uneasy truce. Lucy’s gentle disposition and Edgar’s stern courtesy create a fragile channel of communication between houses that otherwise distrust one another. Scott stages this early rapprochement as both natural and precarious, emphasizing how civility can flourish even amid grievance. The peril and rescue temper the feud with gratitude, yet the scene also anticipates the frailty of good intentions when set against entrenched interests.

Hospitality, a key social language in Scott’s fiction, facilitates further meetings. Circumstances draw Sir William and Lucy to accept Edgar’s protection and, for a time, his roof at Wolf’s Crag. Caleb’s elaborate stratagems to conceal poverty underscore both the dignity and vulnerability of the old house. In these austere chambers, Edgar’s adherence to honor grows visible, and Lucy’s sympathy deepens. Sir William, alert to public perception, tentatively fosters reconciliation, seeing advantage in a composed settlement between the families. The thaw, however, remains contingent upon politics. The uneasy balance among gratitude, ambition, and pride lays the groundwork for choices soon constrained by external pressures.

Scott gradually intensifies the courtship while shadowing it with foreboding. The lovers’ understanding, formed in private moments and tested by etiquette, faces scrutiny from the larger world. Local superstition and prophecy hover through figures such as the blind seer associated with the Ravenswood lineage, whose warnings cast a somber overtone without dictating events. The Lammermuir landscape—wells, cliffs, and storm-beaten shore—reflects the couple’s isolation and the ethical starkness of their situation. The narrative dwells on the possibility of harmony but insists on how fragile it remains when tied to the settlement of land, offices, and reputation.

Practical considerations now intrude. To stabilize his prospects and restore standing, Edgar is drawn away for a period, expecting to return and formalize his intentions honorably. Tokens, correspondence, and promised allegiance try to hold steady what presence once guaranteed. Scott uses distance to multiply intermediaries and to show how letters, delays, and rumor subvert clarity. The lovers’ private commitment must endure the exacting procedures of law and the calculations of patronage. Each day that passes increases the leverage of those who prize advantage over sentiment, moving the story from pastoral intervals toward the measured tread of legal instruments and family strategy.

At the Ashton household, Lady Ashton emerges as the most relentless antagonist to a reconciliation with Ravenswood. Reading the situation through rank, confessional alignment, and political safety, she isolates Lucy and marshals domestic and clerical authority to redirect her daughter’s future. A rival suitor, Bucklaw, is advanced as the expedient match, promising peace with allies and insulation from controversy. Lucy’s resolve is tested through managed visits, intercepted messages, and appeals to filial duty. Scott renders these pressures as socially impeccable yet morally coercive, showing how duty can be invoked to overrule genuine choice. The conflict tightens within parlors and chambers.

The narrative returns to open confrontation as Edgar seeks to assert his claim and hold others to their earlier assurances. Meetings turn cold and ceremonious; intentions are measured in deeds rather than words. Legal forms—warrants, contracts, and signatures—absorb the emotional stakes, translating vows into obligations that can be contested, delayed, or undone. Preparations for a public settlement advance even as private consent falters. The household becomes a battleground of whispers, counsels, and sudden resolves, with Lucy at the center. Ominous signs accumulate, yet Scott withholds definitive outcomes, sustaining a sense of inevitability without foreclosing the possibility of reversal.

Without disclosing the novel’s final turns, Scott’s design points beyond individual misfortune to the costs of a society remade by law, faction, and ambition. The Bride of Lammermoor endures for its fusion of intimate passion with institutional constraint, its Gothic atmosphere tempered by legal realism, and its study of how power exerts itself through family. The book suggests that honor without leverage risks futility, while prudence without mercy courts ruin of another kind. In its somber cadence, the narrative asks how far private integrity can travel within public systems, leaving readers with an austere meditation on choice, duty, and the price of accommodation.
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    Walter Scott’s The Bride of Lammermoor unfolds in Lowland Scotland around the turn of the eighteenth century, with the Lammermuir Hills of East Lothian supplying the bleak, wind‑scoured setting. The dominant institutions shaping life then were a feudal-tinged landholding order, the reestablished Presbyterian Church of Scotland, and a legal bureaucracy centered in Edinburgh’s Court of Session. Monarchy, transformed by the Revolution of 1688–89, exerted influence through officers who managed Scottish seals and patronage. The novel’s atmosphere of decayed castles, struggling lairds, and exacting lawyers mirrors a society in which traditional noble authority was giving way to a more centralized, document-driven regime of contracts, charters, and political office.

The Revolution Settlement of 1689 in Scotland abolished episcopacy and restored Presbyterian church governance, consolidating a national Kirk with parish discipline and moral oversight. This change formalized the ascendancy of Presbyterian elites aligned with the new regime, while many Episcopalians and Jacobites remained resentful or excluded. Scott’s narrative echoes the period’s religious and political realignments in its portrayal of tensions between old families and careerist officials. The novel does not argue theology; rather, it registers how sectarian alignments shaped careers, marriages, and property disputes. The authority of kirk sessions over reputation and conduct forms the social background against which private passions are judged and constrained.

Jacobitism—the cause of restoring the deposed Stuarts—persisted in Scotland from 1689 through risings in 1708, 1715, and later. Even where open rebellion did not occur, suspicion of Jacobite loyalties complicated patronage and property. Families marked by past allegiance or forfeiture struggled to reclaim status, while government-aligned figures consolidated power. The novel evokes this climate of watchfulness and coded allegiances, where a name or past loyalty might determine legal outcomes as surely as merit. Scott draws on a world in which personal honor and political identity were tightly braided, and where a misstep with the prevailing order could isolate a household for a generation.

The Acts of Union of 1707 united the Scottish and English parliaments, preserved Scotland’s distinct legal and church systems, and integrated fiscal and commercial policy. Union provoked intense controversy in Scotland, including public protests in 1706 and persistent arguments over sovereignty and economic benefit. Patronage became more complex, concentrated among officeholders who navigated London and Edinburgh spheres. In Scott’s world, the Union is less a debated text than an ambient force: it expands the reach of legal and bureaucratic instruments while diminishing the autonomous political voice of old lairds. The novel’s anxieties about dignity, dependence, and centralized authority echo the lived aftermath of the settlement.

Another key backdrop is the failed Darien scheme (1698–1700), a Scottish colonial venture in Panama whose collapse bankrupted many investors and eroded national confidence. Financial losses among nobility, merchants, and professionals helped make the Union’s Equivalent payments attractive to some, while deepening mistrust among others. The ripple effects included distressed estates, sales of ancestral lands, and heightened reliance on legal mechanisms to resolve debt. Scott channels these realities into plots where old names are vulnerable to creditors and officeholders. The spectacle of venerable houses negotiating mortgages and charters is not dramatic invention; it reflects the money pressures that rearranged Lowland society across two generations.

The Seven Ill Years—successive harvest failures in the 1690s—brought famine, disease, and migration to Scotland. In the Lowlands, dearth tightened rents, thinned household staffs, and undercut the hospitality that defined noble reputation. Communities leaned on kirk charity and local networks, while some lairds slid further into debt. Although Scott sets his story after the worst subsided, the residue of scarcity lingers in his stark landscapes, reduced larders, and anxious negotiations over food and credit. The novel’s fatalism is historically grounded: families knew how quickly misfortune could strip status. That knowledge weighed on decisions about marriage, inheritance, and alliances, making prudence a moral as well as economic imperative.

Landholding in this period was undergoing legal transformation. Feudal tenures persisted, but mortgages, wadsets (a Scottish form of security over land), adjudications for debt, and entails increasingly governed who actually controlled an estate. Titles were affirmed through sasines and registrations; diligence by creditors could unseat proprietors without a siege. Scott’s legal realism—deeds and court decrees determining fate—reflects this world. The Court of Session in Edinburgh, seated in Parliament House, arbitrated disputes that once might have ended in blood. The resulting social map features ancient towers inhabited by families who were proprietors in name only, and new men whose parchment authority outweighed heraldic antiquity.

The material culture of Lowland lairds mixed medieval survivals with early-modern comforts. Tower houses and coastal fortalices, often damp and wind-battered, remained in use alongside newer mansions. Household economies relied on rents in kind, local markets, and seasonal labor. A steward or factor mediated between proprietor and tenants; kitchens stretched provisions with oats, salted meat, and ale. Scott’s attention to leaky roofs, scarce fuel, and ceremonious hospitality captures a regime under strain: the rituals of gentility persist even as the pantry thins. Such details are neither incidental nor romantic garnish; they measure the distance between inherited expectations and the cash demands of a changing economy.

Religious institutions shaped social oversight. Parish kirk sessions recorded discipline cases on Sabbath-breaking, sexual conduct, and public reputation, while marriage was both a sacramentally minded and civilly regulated contract. Among the gentry, marriages were often instruments of alliance, coordinated by families to consolidate land or office. Consent remained a legal requirement, but social pressure could be intense. Scott situates courtship and betrothal within this nexus of family honor, parish scrutiny, and legal form. The anxiety over banns, settlements, and witnesses mirrors actual procedures by which unions were regularized. The novel thereby reflects how public frameworks circumscribed private vows in early modern Scotland.

The era’s property law made women central to lineage strategies. Heiresses brought land and obligations; marriage contracts secured tocher (dowry) and jointure, and liferent provisions could protect a widow’s maintenance. Yet under coverture, a married woman’s legal personality was constrained, and choices could be narrowed by family interests. Scott’s tragic pressure points—letters drafted by men, settlements negotiated over a young woman’s future, reputations balanced against affection—draw on these arrangements. The novel does not present anachronistic emancipation; instead, it shows how kinship, patrimony, and law could converge upon a woman’s consent, rendering it both formally necessary and practically embattled.

Honor culture coexisted uneasily with a maturing legal state. Dueling was illegal but persisted among gentlemen; private affronts could escalate to violent challenges, while courts offered slower, public remedies. Bonds of manrent and vendettas had largely waned in the Lowlands by this period, yet the language of insult, apology, and satisfaction still carried weight. Scott repeatedly sets legalistic civility against combustible pride, showing how a letter, a slight, or a rumor might compel a hazardous response. In a society where reputation was currency, the choice between court action and personal redress was both a moral calculation and a test of self-command.

Folk belief remained resilient. Second sight, omens, and ghosts found audiences even as university-educated clergy and physicians questioned them. Witchcraft persecutions had sharply declined by the early eighteenth century, though the last execution in Scotland occurred as late as 1727. Scott, a collector of Border lore, integrates portents and fatal sayings without endorsing superstition. The novel’s uncanny atmosphere aligns with a Scotland straddling enlightenment and tradition: legal rationality advances, yet old narratives of fate cling to moors and kirkyards. This coexistence of credulity and skepticism offers more than color; it frames characters’ choices in a moral world still haunted by prophecy.

Geography and infrastructure also mattered. The Lammermuirs’ heathered ridges and sudden fogs were matched by poor roads, hazardous fords, and slow carriage travel. Post routes existed, but journeys depended on weather and daylight; hospitality en route was uncertain. Early eighteenth-century Scotland had stage wagons and occasional coaches on main corridors, yet many districts relied on horseback. Scott’s depictions of difficult visits, storm-threatened meetings, and social isolation reflect historical travel constraints that intensified local feuds and misunderstandings. The landscape is not merely scenic; it shapes tempo and temperament, turning delays into plot events and making proximity a privilege negotiated against distance and danger.

Scott’s portrait of office and law draws on real structures. The Keeper of the Great Seal of Scotland (or the Lord Chancellor when that office was active) authenticated crown grants and commissions; the Court of Session’s senators adjudicated property and contract disputes. Edinburgh’s legal world was a network of advocates, clerks, and writers to the signet who translated influence into outcomes. Scott, admitted to the Faculty of Advocates and later Sheriff-Depute of Selkirkshire, knew these milieus intimately. His novel captures how patronage, petitions, and timely documents could outweigh ancestral claims. The grandeur of titles fades beside seals, signatures, and the rhetoric of utility.

The story’s kernel derives from the well-known “Bride of Baldoon” case of 1669, involving Janet Dalrymple, daughter of the jurist James Dalrymple (later Viscount Stair), whose marriage ended in calamity on its first night. Contemporary and later accounts differ on causes and details, but agree on the swift tragedy and the groom’s wounding. Scott encountered the tale through family and antiquarian circles and refashioned it for fiction, transposing names and circumstances to the Lammermuir setting. By rooting his plot in a documented episode, he aligns private catastrophe with public history, using a remembered scandal to explore the pressures of alliance, consent, and reputation.

The Bride of Lammermoor appeared in 1819, during Scott’s extraordinary run of anonymous Waverley Novels that popularized historical fiction in Britain. Post‑Napoleonic readers were primed to reconsider national pasts, and Scotland, with its preserved law and church yet shared monarchy, offered fertile ground. Scott’s method combined archival savvy, legal knowledge, and Border traditions with a Romantic interest in the collision of epochs. The novel’s measured use of Scots diction, attention to procedural detail, and avoidance of outright partisanship allowed it to speak across political divides. It reflects a broader British debate about how modernization absorbs—or erases—regional identities and aristocratic codes.

Economic and cultural modernization, already reshaping Lowland estates, forms a persistent undertone. Agricultural improvement would accelerate later in the century, but in Scott’s timeframe proprietors already felt pressure to rationalize rents, enclose, and employ factors to manage tenancies. Print culture, coffeehouse debate, and a growing literate public had begun to influence reputations beyond local rumor. Yet face-to-face power—hospitality, patronage, marriage alliances—remained decisive. Scott stages this transition with particular sensitivity to language: legal and economic rationales sound persuasive, yet they can estrange persons from places and promises. The novel’s tragedies grow in the space where fiscal calculation meets inherited feeling and duty.
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    Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832) was a Scottish poet, novelist, editor, and legal official whose work helped define European Romanticism and the modern historical novel. Emerging first as a bestselling narrative poet and later as the anonymous “Author of Waverley,” he fused archival curiosity with storytelling to depict conflicts of nation, class, and belief. His Waverley Novels shaped how readers imagined Scotland and the medieval and early modern past, reaching an international audience and influencing writers across languages. Scott’s career bridged law, letters, and public life, and his cultural impact—on historical fiction, national memory, and popular medievalism—remains a touchstone in literary history.

Raised in Edinburgh and the Scottish Borders, Scott studied at the High School of Edinburgh and the University of Edinburgh before training as an advocate. Legal study steeped him in Enlightenment history and jurisprudence, while excursions in the Borders nurtured an antiquarian interest in ballads, local lore, and material culture. Early translations from German—especially works by Bürger and Goethe—introduced him to continental Romanticism’s fascination with the supernatural, chivalry, and the past. These influences, together with Scottish oral tradition and scholarship, informed his methods: careful attention to documentary sources, dialect, and social milieu, balanced by the imaginative sweep typical of Romantic narrative art.

Scott first gained prominence as an editor and poet. His Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border (1802–03) gathered traditional ballads with scholarly commentary, legitimizing vernacular culture while shaping a national literary heritage. He then turned to long narrative poems—The Lay of the Last Minstrel (1805), Marmion (1808), and The Lady of the Lake (1810)—which captivated broad readerships with vivid scenery, chivalric ethos, and energetic verse. These works popularized Highland landscapes and historical romance for a mass audience. As tastes shifted and new poetic voices rose, Scott redirected his creative energies to prose fiction, a form in which his historical interests could expand in scope and depth.

His first novel, Waverley (1814), appeared anonymously and inaugurated a prolific sequence now known as the Waverley Novels. Set against the 1745 Jacobite rising, it introduced Scott’s signature technique: embedding invented protagonists within meticulously rendered historical crises. Success followed with Guy Mannering (1815), The Antiquary (1816), and the Tales of My Landlord series, including Old Mortality (1816) and The Heart of Midlothian (1818). Readers and critics admired his panoramic social range, idiomatic dialogue, and balanced portrayal of conflicting loyalties. Long published without his name, the books created a literary brand whose scale and popularity were unprecedented in British fiction.

Scott broadened his canvas beyond Scotland, exploring English and continental settings while sustaining historical rigor. Ivanhoe (1819) revitalized medieval romance for modern readers; Rob Roy (1817), The Bride of Lammermoor (1819), Kenilworth (1821), and Quentin Durward (1823) exemplify his range in period, locale, and tone. Alongside fiction, he undertook substantial editorial and biographical labors, producing editions of Dryden and Swift and writing accessible histories such as Tales of a Grandfather, as well as the expansive Life of Napoleon Buonaparte (1827). Across genres, Scott sought to reconcile documentary evidence with narrative momentum, shaping public understanding of the past as a living, contested field.

Parallel to authorship, Scott held public offices, including Sheriff-Depute of Selkirkshire and later a clerkship in the Court of Session. He was created a baronet in 1820 and played a visible role in the pageantry surrounding a royal visit to Scotland in 1822, which influenced popular images of national tradition. Financial disaster struck in 1826 when his publishing partners failed; Scott assumed heavy debts and embarked on a strenuous program of writing to repay them. Late works such as Woodstock (1826), Chronicles of the Canongate (1827), The Fair Maid of Perth (1828), and Anne of Geierstein (1829) testify to his persistence under public scrutiny and personal strain.

Ill health in the early 1830s curtailed Scott’s energies, though he continued to write and travel in hopes of recovery. He died in 1832 at Abbotsford, the house he had built as a monument to history, collection, and imagination. His legacy endures in the international trajectory of the historical novel and in the work of authors who adapted his methods, including Manzoni, Balzac, Dumas, Pushkin, and Tolstoy. Memorials, notably the Scott Monument in Edinburgh, signal his cultural stature. Today he remains central to discussions of Romanticism, national identity, dialect in literature, and the narrative uses of historical consciousness.
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    By Cauk and keel to win your bread,

    Wi' whigmaleeries for them wha need,

    Whilk is a gentle trade indeed

    To carry the gaberlunzie[1] on.

Old Song.



Few have been in my secret while I was compiling these narratives, nor is it probable that they will ever become public during the life of their author. Even were that event to happen, I am not ambitious of the honoured distinction, digito monstrari[2][1q]. I confess that, were it safe to cherish such dreams at all, I should more enjoy the thought of remaining behind the curtain unseen, like the ingenious manager of Punch and his wife Joan, and enjoying the astonishment and conjectures of my audience. Then might I, perchance, hear the productions of the obscure Peter Pattieson praised by the judicious and admired by the feeling, engrossing the young and attracting even the old; while the critic traced their fame up to some name of literary celebrity, and the question when, and by whom, these tales were written filled up the pause of conversation in a hundred circles and coteries. This I may never enjoy during my lifetime; but farther than this, I am certain, my vanity should never induce me to aspire.

I am too stubborn in habits, and too little polished in manners, to envy or aspire to the honours assigned to my literary contemporaries. I could not think a whit more highly of myself were I found worthy to "come in place as a lion" for a winter in the great metropolis. I could not rise, turn round, and show all my honours, from the shaggy mane to the tufted tail, "roar you an't were any nightingale," and so lie down again like a well-behaved beast of show, and all at the cheap and easy rate of a cup of coffee and a slice of bread and butter as thin as a wafer. And I could ill stomach the fulsome flattery with which the lady of the evening indulges her show-monsters on such occasions, as she crams her parrots with sugar-plums, in order to make them talk before company. I cannot be tempted to "come aloft" for these marks of distinction, and, like imprisoned Samson, I would rather remain—if such must be the alternative—all my life in the mill-house, grinding for my very bread, than be brought forth to make sport for the Philistine lords and ladies. This proceeds from no dislike, real or affected, to the aristocracy of these realms. But they have their place, and I have mine; and, like the iron and earthen vessels in the old fable, we can scarce come into collision without my being the sufferer in every sense. It may be otherwise with the sheets which I am now writing. These may be opened and laid aside at pleasure; by amusing themselves with the perusal, the great will excite no false hopes; by neglecting or condemning them, they will inflict no pain; and how seldom can they converse with those whose minds have toiled for their delight without doing either the one or the other.

In the better and wiser tone of feeling with Ovid only expresses in one line to retract in that which follows, I can address these quires—

Parve, nec invideo, sine me, liber, ibis in urbem.

Nor do I join the regret of the illustrious exile, that he himself could not in person accompany the volume, which he sent forth to the mart of literature, pleasure, and luxury. Were there not a hundred similar instances on record, the rate of my poor friend and school-fellow, Dick Tinto, would be sufficient to warn me against seeking happiness in the celebrity which attaches itself to a successful cultivator of the fine arts.

Dick Tinto, when he wrote himself artist, was wont to derive his origin from the ancient family of Tinto, of that ilk, in Lanarkshire, and occasionally hinted that he had somewhat derogated from his gentle blood in using the pencil for his principal means of support. But if Dick's pedigree was correct, some of his ancestors must have suffered a more heavy declension, since the good man his father executed the necessary, and, I trust, the honest, but certainly not very distinguished, employment of tailor in ordinary to the village of Langdirdum in the west.. Under his humble roof was Richard born, and to his father's humble trade was Richard, greatly contrary to his inclination, early indentured. Old Mr. Tinto had, however, no reason to congratulate himself upon having compelled the youthful genius of his son to forsake its natural bent. He fared like the school-boy who attempts to stop with his finger the spout of a water cistern, while the stream, exasperated at this compression, escapes by a thousand uncalculated spurts, and wets him all over for his pains. Even so fared the senior Tinto, when his hopeful apprentice not only exhausted all the chalk in making sketches upon the shopboard, but even executed several caricatures of his father's best customers, who began loudly to murmur, that it was too hard to have their persons deformed by the vestments of the father, and to be at the same time turned into ridicule by the pencil of the son. This led to discredit and loss of practice, until the old tailor, yielding to destiny and to the entreaties of his son, permitted him to attempt his fortune in a line for which he was better qualified.

There was about this time, in the village of Langdirdum, a peripatetic brother of the brush, who exercised his vocation sub Jove frigido, the object of admiration of all the boys of the village, but especially to Dick Tinto. The age had not yet adopted, amongst other unworthy retrenchments, that illiberal measure of economy which, supplying by written characters the lack of symbolical representation, closes one open and easily accessible avenue of instruction and emolument against the students of the fine arts. It was not yet permitted to write upon the plastered doorway of an alehouse, or the suspended sign of an inn, "The Old Magpie," or "The Saracen's Head," substituting that cold description for the lively effigies of the plumed chatterer, or the turban'd frown of the terrific soldan. That early and more simple age considered alike the necessities of all ranks, and depicted the symbols of good cheer so as to be obvious to all capacities; well judging that a man who could not read a syllable might nevertheless love a pot of good ale as well as his better-educated neighbours, or even as the parson himself. Acting upon this liberal principle, publicans as yet hung forth the painted emblems of their calling, and sign-painters, if they seldom feasted, did not at least absolutely starve.

To a worthy of this decayed profession, as we have already intimated, Dick Tinto became an assistant; and thus, as is not unusual among heaven-born geniuses in this department of the fine arts, began to paint before he had any notion of drawing.

His talent for observing nature soon induced him to rectify the errors, and soar above the instructions, of his teacher. He particularly shone in painting horses, that being a favourite sign in the Scottish villages; and, in tracing his progress, it is beautiful to observe how by degrees he learned to shorten the backs and prolong the legs of these noble animals, until they came to look less like crocodiles, and more like nags. Detraction, which always pursues merit with strides proportioned to its advancement, has indeed alleged that Dick once upon a time painted a horse with five legs, instead of four. I might have rested his defence upon the license allowed to that branch of his profession, which, as it permits all sorts of singular and irregular combinations, may be allowed to extend itself so far as to bestow a limb supernumerary on a favourite subject. But the cause of a deceased friend is sacred; and I disdain to bottom it so superficially. I have visited the sign in question, which yet swings exalted in the village of Langdirdum; and I am ready to depone upon the oath that what has been idly mistaken or misrepresented as being the fifth leg of the horse, is, in fact, the tail of that quadruped, and, considered with reference to the posture in which he is delineated, forms a circumstance introduced and managed with great and successful, though daring, art. The nag being represented in a rampant or rearing posture, the tail, which is prolonged till it touches the ground, appears to form a point d'appui, and gives the firmness of a tripod to the figure, without which it would be difficult to conceive, placed as the feet are, how the courser could maintain his ground without tumbling backwards. This bold conception has fortunately fallen into the custody of one by whom it is duly valued; for, when Dick, in his more advanced state of proficiency, became dubious of the propriety of so daring a deviation to execute a picture of the publican himself in exchange for this juvenile production, the courteous offer was declined by his judicious employer, who had observed, it seems, that when his ale failed to do its duty in conciliating his guests, one glance at his sign was sure to put them in good humour.

It would be foreign to my present purpose to trace the steps by which Dick Tinto improved his touch, and corrected, by the rules of art, the luxuriance of a fervid imagination. The scales fell from his eyes on viewing the sketches of a contemporary, the Scottish Teniers, as Wilkie has been deservedly styled. He threw down the brush took up the crayons, and, amid hunger and toil, and suspense and uncertainty, pursued the path of his profession under better auspices than those of his original master. Still the first rude emanations of his genius, like the nursery rhymes of Pope, could these be recovered, will be dear to the companions of Dick Tinto's youth. There is a tankard and gridiron painted over the door of an obscure change-house in the Back Wynd of Gandercleugh——But I feel I must tear myself from the subject, or dwell on it too long.

Amid his wants and struggles, Dick Tinto had recourse, like his brethren, to levying that tax upon the vanity of mankind which he could not extract from their taste and liberality—on a word, he painted portraits. It was in this more advanced state of proficiency, when Dick had soared above his original line of business, and highly disdained any allusion to it, that, after having been estranged for several years, we again met in the village of Gandercleugh, I holding my present situation, and Dick painting copies of the human face divine at a guinea per head. This was a small premium, yet, in the first burst of business, it more than sufficed for all Dick's moderate wants; so that he occupied an apartment at the Wallace Inn, cracked his jest with impunity even upon mine host himself, and lived in respect and observance with the chambermaid, hostler, and waiter.

Those halcyon days were too serene to last long. When his honour the Laird of Gandercleugh, with his wife and three daughters, the minister, the gauger, mine esteemed patron Mr. Jedediah Cleishbotham, and some round dozen of the feuars and farmers, had been consigned to immortality by Tinto's brush, custom began to slacken, and it was impossible to wring more than crowns and half-crowns from the hard hands of the peasants whose ambition led them to Dick's painting-room.

Still, though the horizon was overclouded, no storm for some time ensued. Mine host had Christian faith with a lodger who had been a good paymaster as long as he had the means. And from a portrait of our landlord himself, grouped with his wife and daughters, in the style of Rubens, which suddenly appeared in the best parlour, it was evident that Dick had found some mode of bartering art for the necessaries of life.

Nothing, however, is more precarious than resources of this nature. It was observed that Dick became in his turn the whetstone of mine host's wit, without venturing either at defence or retaliation; that his easel was transferred to a garret-room, in which there was scarce space for it to stand upright; and that he no longer ventured to join the weekly club, of which he had been once the life and soul. In short, Dick Tinto's friends feared that he had acted like the animal called the sloth, which, heaving eaten up the last green leaf upon the tree where it has established itself, ends by tumbling down from the top, and dying of inanition. I ventured to hint this to Dick, recommended his transferring the exercise of his inestimable talent to some other sphere, and forsaking the common which he might be said to have eaten bare.

"There is an obstacle to my change of residence," said my friend, grasping my hand with a look of solemnity.

"A bill due to my landlord, I am afraid?" replied I, with heartfelt sympathy; "if any part of my slender means can assist in this emergence——"

"No, by the soul of Sir Joshua!" answered the generous youth, "I will never involve a friend in the consequences of my own misfortune. There is a mode by which I can regain my liberty; and to creep even through a common sewer is better than to remain in prison."

I did not perfectly understand what my friend meant. The muse of painting appeared to have failed him, and what other goddess he could invoke in his distress was a mystery to me. We parted, however, without further explanation, and I did not see him until three days after, when he summoned me to partake of the "foy" with which his landlord proposed to regale him ere his departure for Edinburgh.

I found Dick in high spirits, whistling while he buckled the small knapsack which contained his colours, brushes, pallets, and clean shirt. That he parted on the best terms with mine host was obvious from the cold beef set forth in the low parlour, flanked by two mugs of admirable brown stout; and I own my curiosity was excited concerning the means through which the face of my friend's affairs had been so suddenly improved. I did not suspect Dick of dealing with the devil, and by what earthly means he had extricated himself thus happily I was at a total loss to conjecture.

He perceived my curiosity, and took me by the hand. "My friend," he said, "fain would I conceal, even from you, the degradation to which it has been necessary to submit, in order to accomplish an honourable retreat from Gandercleaugh. But what avails attempting to conceal that which must needs betray itself even by its superior excellence? All the village—all the parish—all the world—will soon discover to what poverty has reduced Richard Tinto."

A sudden thought here struck me. I had observed that our landlord wore, on that memorable morning, a pair of bran new velveteens instead of his ancient thicksets.

"What," said I, drawing my right hand, with the forefinger and thumb pressed together, nimbly from my right haunch to my left shoulder, "you have condescended to resume the paternal arts to which you were first bred—long stitches, ha, Dick?"

He repelled this unlucky conjecture with a frown and a pshaw, indicative of indignant contempt, and leading me into another room, showed me, resting against the wall, the majestic head of Sir William Wallace[3], grim as when severed from the trunk by the orders of the Edward.

The painting was executed on boards of a substantial thickness, and the top decorated with irons, for suspending the honoured effigy upon a signpost.

"There," he said, "my friend, stands the honour of Scotland, and my shame; yet not so—rather the shame of those who, instead of encouraging art in its proper sphere, reduce it to these unbecoming and unworthy extremities."

I endeavoured to smooth the ruffled feelings of my misused and indignant friend. I reminded him that he ought not, like the stag in the fable, to despise the quality which had extricated him from difficulties, in which his talents, as a portrait or landscape painter, had been found unavailing. Above all, I praised the execution, as well as conception, of his painting, and reminded him that, far from feeling dishonoured by so superb a specimen of his talents being exposed to the general view of the public, he ought rather to congratulate himself upon the augmentation of his celebrity to which its public exhibition must necessarily give rise.

"You are right, my friend—you are right," replied poor Dick, his eye kindling with enthusiasm; "why should I shun the name of an—an—(he hesitated for a phrase)—an out-of-doors artist? Hogarth has introduced himself in that character in one of his best engravings; Domenichino, or somebody else, in ancient times, Morland in our own, have exercised their talents in this manner. And wherefore limit to the rich and higher classes alone the delight which the exhibition of works of art is calculated to inspire into all classes? Statues are placed in the open air, why should Painting be more niggardly in displaying her masterpieces than her sister Sculpture? And yet, my friend, we must part suddenly; the carpenter is coming in an hour to put up the—the emblem; and truly, with all my philosophy, and your consolatory encouragement to boot, I would rather wish to leave Gandercleugh before that operation commences."

We partook of our genial host's parting banquet, and I escorted Dick on his walk to Edinburgh. We parted about a mile from the village, just as we heard the distant cheer of the boys which accompanied the mounting of the new symbol of the Wallace Head. Dick Tinto mended his pace to get out of hearing, so little had either early practice or recent philosophy reconciled him to the character of a sign-painter.

In Edinburgh, Dick's talents were discovered and appreciated, and he received dinners and hints from several distinguished judges of the fine arts. But these gentlemen dispensed their criticism more willingly than their cash, and Dick thought he needed cash more than criticism. He therefore sought London, the universal mart of talent, and where, as is usual in general marts of most descriptions, much more of each commodity is exposed to sale than can ever find purchasers.

Dick, who, in serious earnest, was supposed to have considerable natural talents for his profession, and whose vain and sanguine disposition never permitted him to doubt for a moment of ultimate success, threw himself headlong into the crowd which jostled and struggled for notice and preferment. He elbowed others, and was elbowed himself; and finally, by dint of intrepidity, fought his way into some notice, painted for the prize at the Institution, had pictures at the exhibition at Somerset House, and damned the hanging committee. But poor Dick was doomed to lose the field he fought so gallantly. In the fine arts, there is scarce an alternative betwixt distinguished success and absolute failure; and as Dick's zeal and industry were unable to ensure the first, he fell into the distresses which, in his condition, were the natural consequences of the latter alternative. He was for a time patronised by one or two of those judicious persons who make a virtue of being singular, and of pitching their own opinions against those of the world in matters of taste and criticism. But they soon tired of poor Tinto, and laid him down as a load, upon the principle on which a spoilt child throws away its plaything. Misery, I fear, took him up, and accompanied him to a premature grave, to which he was carried from an obscure lodging in Swallow Street, where he had been dunned by his landlady within doors, and watched by bailiffs without, until death came to his relief. A corner of the Morning Post noticed his death, generously adding, that his manner displayed considerable genius, though his style was rather sketchy; and referred to an advertisement, which announced that Mr. Varnish, a well-known printseller, had still on hand a very few drawings and painings by Richard Tinto, Esquire, which those of the nobility and gentry who might wish to complete their collections of modern art were invited to visit without delay. So ended Dick Tinto! a lamentable proof of the great truth, that in the fine arts mediocrity is not permitted, and that he who cannot ascend to the very top of the ladder will do well not to put his foot upon it at all.

The memory of Tinto is dear to me, from the recollection of the many conversations which we have had together, most of them turning upon my present task. He was delighted with my progress, and talked of an ornamented and illustrated edition, with heads, vignettes, and culs de lampe, all to be designed by his own patriotic and friendly pencil. He prevailed upon an old sergeant of invalids to sit to him in the character of Bothwell, the lifeguard's-man of Charles the Second, and the bellman of Gandercleugh in that of David Deans. But while he thus proposed to unite his own powers with mine for the illustration of these narratives, he mixed many a dose of salutary criticism with the panegyrics which my composition was at times so fortunate as to call forth.

"Your characters," he said, "my dear Pattieson, make too much use of the gob box; they patter too much (an elegant phraseology which Dick had learned while painting the scenes of an itinerant company of players); there is nothing in whole pages but mere chat and dialogue."

"The ancient philosopher," said I in reply, "was wont to say, 'Speak, that I may know thee'; and how is it possible for an author to introduce his personae dramatis to his readers in a more interesting and effectual manner than by the dialogue in which each is represented as supporting his own appropriate character?"

"It is a false conclusion," said Tinto; "I hate it, Peter, as I hate an unfilled can. I grant you, indeed, that speech is a faculty of some value in the intercourse of human affairs, and I will not even insist on the doctrine of that Pythagorean toper, who was of opinion that over a bottle speaking spoiled conversation. But I will not allow that a professor of the fine arts has occasion to embody the idea of his scene in language, in order to impress upon the reader its reality and its effect. On the contrary, I will be judged by most of your readers, Peter, should these tales ever become public, whether you have not given us a page of talk for every single idea which two words might have communicated, while the posture, and manner, and incident, accurately drawn, and brougth out by appropriate colouring, would have preserved all that was worthy of preservation, and saved these everlasting 'said he's' and 'said she's,' with which it has been your pleasure to encumber your pages."

I replied, "That he confounded the operations of the pencil and the pen; that the serene and silent art, as painting has been called by one of our first living poets, necessarily appealed to the eye, because it had not the organs for addressing the ear; whereas poetry, or that species of composition which approached to it, lay under the necessity of doing absolutely the reverse, and addressed itself to the ear, for the purpose of exciting that interest which it could not attain through the medium of the eye."

Dick was not a whit staggered by my argument, which he contended was founded on misrepresentation. "Description," he said, "was to the author of a romance exactly what drawing and tinting were to a painter: words were his colours, and, if properly employed, they could not fail to place the scene which he wished to conjure up as effectually before the mind's eye as the tablet or canvas presents it to the bodily organ. The same rules," he contended, "applied to both, and an exuberance of dialogue, in the former case, was a verbose and laborious mode of composition which went to confound the proper art of fictitious narrative with that of the drama, a widely different species of composition, of which dialogue was the very essence, because all, excepting the language to be made use of, was presented to the eye by the dresses, and persons, and actions of the performers upon the stage. But as nothing," said Dick, "can be more dull than a long narrative written upon the plan of a drama, so where you have approached most near to that species of composition, by indulging in prolonged scenes of mere conversation, the course of your story has become chill and constrained, and you have lost the power of arresting the attention and exciting the imagination, in which upon other occasions you may be considered as having succeeded tolerably well."

I made my bow in requital of the compliment, which was probably thrown in by way of placebo, and expressed myself willing at least to make one trial of a more straightforward style of composition, in which my actors should do more, and say less, than in my former attempts of this kind. Dick gave me a patronising and approving nod, and observed that, finding me so docile, he would communicate, for the benefit of my muse, a subject which he had studied with a view to his own art.

"The story," he said, "was, by tradition, affirmed to be truth, although, as upwards of a hundred years had passed away since the events took place, some doubts upon the accuracy of all the particulars might be reasonably entertained."

When Dick Tinto had thus spoken, he rummaged his portfolio for the sketch from which he proposed one day to execute a picture of fourteen feet by eight. The sketch, which was cleverly executed, to use the appropriate phrase, represented an ancient hall, fitted up and furnished in what we now call the taste of Queen Elizabeth's age. The light, admitted from the upper part of a high casement, fell upon a female figure of exquisite beauty, who, in an attitude of speechless terror, appeared to watch the issue of a debate betwixt two other persons. The one was a young man, in the Vandyke dress common to the time of Charles I., who, with an air of indignant pride, testified by the manner in which he raised his head and extended his arm, seemed to be urging a claim of right, rather than of favour, to a lady whose age, and some resemblance in their features, pointed her out as the mother of the younger female, and who appeared to listen with a mixture of displeasure and impatience.

Tinto produced his sketch with an air of mysterious triumph, and gazed on it as a fond parent looks upon a hopeful child, while he anticipates the future figure he is to make in the world, and the height to which he will raise the honour of his family. He held it at arm's length from me—he helt it closer—he placed it upon the top of a chest of drawers—closed the lower shutters of the casement, to adjust a downward and favourable light—fell back to the due distance, dragging me after him—shaded his face with his hand, as if to exclude all but the favourite object—and ended by spoiling a child's copy-book, which he rolled up so as to serve for the darkened tube of an amateur. I fancy my expressions of enthusiasm had not been in proportion to his own, for he presently exclaimed with vehemence: "Mr. Pattieson, I used to think you had an eye in your head."

I vindicated my claim to the usual allowance of visual organs.

"Yet, on my honour," said Dick, "I would swear you had been born blind, since you have failed at the first glance to discover the subject and meaning of that sketch. I do not mean to praise my own performance, I leave these arts to others; I am sensible of my deficiencies, conscious that my drawing and colouring may be improved by the time I intend to dedicate to the art. But the conception—the expression—the positions—these tell the story to every one who looks at the sketch; and if I can finish the picture without diminution of the original conception, the name of Tinto shall no more be smothered by the mists of envy and intrigue."

I replied: "That I admired the sketch exceedingly; but that to understand its full merit, I felt it absolutely necessary to be informed of the subject."

"That is the very thing I complain of," answered Tinto; "you have accustomed yourself so much to these creeping twilight details of yours, that you are become incapable of receiving that instant and vivid flash of conviction which darts on the mind from seeing the happy and expressive combinations of a single scene, and which gathers from the position, attitude, and countenance of the moment, not only the history of the past lives of the personages represented, and the nature of the business on which they are immediately engaged, but lifts even the veil of futurity, and affords a shrewd guess at their future fortunes."

"In that case," replied I, "Paining excels the ape of the renowned Gines de Passamonte, which only meddled with the past and the present; nay, she excels that very Nature who affords her subject; for I protest to you, Dick, that were I permitted to peep into that Elizabeth-chamber, and see the persons you have sketched conversing in flesh and blood, I should not be a jot nearer guessing the nature of their business than I am at this moment while looking at your sketch. Only generally, from the languishing look of the young lady, and the care you have taken to present a very handsome leg on the part of the gentleman, I presume there is some reference to a love affair between them."

"Do you really presume to form such a bold conjecture?" said Tinto. "And the indignant earnestness with which you see the man urge his suit, the unresisting and passive despair of the younger female, the stern air of inflexible determination in the elder woman, whose looks express at once consciousness that she is acting wrong and a firm determination to persist in the course she has adopted——"

"If her looks express all this, my dear Tinto," replied I, interrupting him, "your pencil rivals the dramatic art of Mr. Puff in The Critic, who crammed a whole complicated sentence into the expressive shake of Lord Burleigh's head."

"My good friend, Peter," replied Tinto, "I observe you are perfectly incorrigible; however, I have compassion on your dulness, and am unwilling you should be deprived of the pleasure of understanding my picture, and of gaining, at the same time, a subject for your own pen. You must know then, last summer, while I was taking sketches on the coast of East Lothian and Berwickshire, I was seduced into the mountains of Lammermoor by the account I received of some remains of antiquity in that district. Those with which I was most struck were the ruins of an ancient castle in which that Elizabeth-chamber, as you call it, once existed. I resided for two or three days at a farmhouse in the neighbourhood, where the aged goodwife was well acquainted with the history of the castle, and the events which had taken place in it. One of these was of a nature so interesting and singular, that my attention was divided between my wish to draw the old ruins in landscape, and to represent, in a history-piece, the singular events which have taken place in it. Here are my notes of the tale," said poor Dick, handing a parcel of loose scraps, partly scratched over with his pencil, partly with his pen, where outlines of caricatures, sketches of turrets, mills, old gables, and dovecots, disputed the ground with his written memoranda.

I proceeded, however, to decipher the substance of the manuscript as well as I could, and move it into the following Tale, in which, following in part, though not entirely, my friend Tinto's advice, I endeavoured to render my narrative rather descriptive than dramatic. My favourite propensity, however, has at times overcome me, and my persons, like many others in this talking world, speak now what then a great deal more than they act.
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    Well, lord, we have not got that which we have[2q];

    'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,

    Being opposites of such repairing nature.

    Henry VI. Part II.



In the gorge of a pass or mountain glen, ascending from the fertile plains of East Lothian, there stood in former times an extensive castle, of which only the ruins are now visible. Its ancient proprietors were a race of powerful and warlike carons, who bore the same name with the castle itself, which was Ravenswood. Their line extended to a remote period of antiquity, and they had intermarried with the Douglasses, Humes, Swintons, Hays, and other families of power and distinction in the same country. Their history was frequently involved in that of Scotland itself, in whose annals their feats are recorded. The Castle of Ravenswood, occupying, and in some measure commanding, a pass betweixt Berwickshire, or the Merse[5], as the southeastern province of Scotland is termed, and the Lothians, was of importance both in times of foreign war and domestic discord. It was frequently beseiged with ardour, and defended with obstinacy, and, of course, its owners played a conspicuous part in story. But their house had its revolutions, like all sublunary things: it became greatly declined from its splendour about the middle of the 17th century; and towards the period of the Revolution, the last proprietor of Ravenswood Castle saw himself compelled to part with the ancient family seat, and to remove himself to a lonely and sea-beaten tower, which, situated on the bleak shores between St. Abb's Head and the village of Eyemouth, looked out on the lonely and boisterous German Ocean. A black domain of wild pasture-land surrounded their new residence, and formed the remains of their property.

Lord Ravenswood, the heir of this ruined family, was far from bending his mind to his new condition of life. In the civil war of 1689 he had espoused the sinking side, and although he had escaped without the forfeiture of life or land, his blood had been attainted[4], and his title abolished. He was now called Lord Ravenswood only in courtesy.

This forfeited nobleman inherited the pride and turbulence, though not the forture, of his house, and, as he imputed the final declension of his family to a particular individual, he honoured that person with his full portion of hatred. This was the very man who had now become, by purchase, proprietor of Ravenswood, and the domains of which the heir of the house now stood dispossessed. He was descended of a family much less ancient than that of Lord Ravenswood, and which had only risen to wealth and political importance during the great civil wars. He himself had been bred to the bar, and had held high offices in the state, maintaining through life the character of a skilful fisher in the troubled waters of a state divided by factions, and governed by delegated authority; and of one who contrived to amass considerable sums of money in a country where there was but little to be gathered, and who equally knew the value of wealth and the various means of augmenting it and using it as an engine of increasing his power and influence.

Thus qualified and gifted, he was a dangerous antagonist to the fierce and imprudent Ravenswood. Whether he had given him good cause for the enmity with which the Baron regarded him, was a point on which men spoke differently. Some said the quarrel arose merely from the vindictive spirit and envy of Lord Ravenswood, who could not patiently behold another, though by just and fair purchase, become the proprietor of the estate and castle of his forefathers. But the greater part of the public, prone to slander the wealthy in their absence as to flatter them in their presence, held a less charitable opinion. They said that the Lord Keeper (for to this height Sir William Ashton had ascended) had, previous to the final purchase of the estate of Ravenswood, been concerned in extensive pecuniary transactions with the former proprietor; and, rather intimating what was probable than affirming anything positively, they asked which party was likely to have the advantage in stating and enforcing the claims arising out of these complicated affairs, and more than hinted the advantages which the cool lawyer and able politician must necessarily possess over the hot, fiery, and imprudent character whom he had involved in legal toils and pecuniary snares.

The character of the times aggravated these suspicions. "In those days there was no king in Israel." Since the departure of James VI. to assume the richer and more powerful crown of England, there had existed in Scotland contending parties, formed among the aristocracy, by whom, as their intrigues at the court of St. James's chanced to prevail, the delegated powers of sovereignty were alternately swayed. The evils attending upon this system of government resembled those which afflict the tenants of an Irish estate, the property of an absentee. There was no supreme power, claiming and possessing a general interest with the community at large, to whom the oppressed might appeal from subordinate tyranny, either for justice or for mercy. Let a monarch be as indolent, as selfish, as much disposed to arbitrary power as he will, still, in a free country, his own interests are so clearly connected with those of the public at large, and the evil consequences to his own authority are so obvious and imminent when a different course is pursued, that common policy, as well as common feeling, point to the equal distribution of justice, and to the establishment of the throne in righteousness. Thus, even sovereigns remarkable for usurpation and tyranny have been found rigorous in the administration of justice among their subjects, in cases where their own power and passions were not compromised.

It is very different when the powers of sovereignty are delegated to the head of an aristocratic faction, rivalled and pressed closely in the race of ambition by an adverse leader. His brief and precarious enjoyment of power must be employed in rewarding his partizans, in extending his influence, in oppressing and crushing his adversaries. Even Abou Hassan, the most disinterested of all viceroys, forgot not, during his caliphate of one day, to send a douceur of one thousand pieces of gold to his own household; and the Scottish vicegerents, raised to power by the strength of their faction, failed not to embrace the same means of rewarding them.

The administration of justice, in particular, was infected by the most gross partiality. A case of importance scarcely occurred in which there was not some ground for bias or partiality on the part of the judges, who were so little able to withstand the temptation that the adage, "Show me the man, and I will show you the law," became as prevalent as it was scandalous. One corruption led the way to others still mroe gross and profligate. The judge who lent his sacred authority in one case to support a friend, and in another to crush an enemy, and who decisions were founded on family connexions or political relations, could not be supposed inaccessible to direct personal motives; and the purse of the wealthy was too often believed to be thrown into the scale to weigh down the cause of the poor litigant. The subordinate officers of the law affected little scruple concerning bribery. Pieces of plate and bags of money were sent in presents to the king's counsel, to influence their conduct, and poured forth, says a contemporary writer, like billets of wood upon their floors, without even the decency of concealment.

In such times, it was not over uncharitable to suppose that the statesman, practised in courts of law, and a powerful member of a triumphant cabal, might find and use means of advantage over his less skilful and less favoured adversary; and if it had been supposed that Sir William Ashton's conscience had been too delicate to profit by these advantages, it was believed that his ambition and desire of extending his wealth and consequence found as strong a stimulus in the exhortations of his lady as the daring aim of Macbeth in the days of yore.

Lady Ashton was of a family more distinguished than that of her lord, an advantage which she did not fail to use to the uttermost, in maintaining and extending her husband's influence over others, and, unless she was greatly belied, her own over him. She had been beautiful, and was stately and majestic in her appearance. Endowed by nature with strong powers and violent passions, experience had taught her to employ the one, and to conceal, if not to moderate, the other. She was a severe adn strict observer of the external forms, at least, of devotion; her hospitality was splendid, even to ostentation; her address and manners, agreeable to the pattern most valued in Scotland at the period, were grave, dignified, and severely regulated by the rules of etiquette. Her character had always been beyond the breath of slander. And yet, with all these qualities to excite respect, Lady Ashton was seldom mentioned in the terms of love or affection. Interest—the interest of her family, if not her own—seemed too obviously the motive of her actions; and where this is the case, the sharp-judging and malignant public are not easily imposed upon by outward show. It was seen and ascertained that, in her most graceful courtesies and compliments, Lady Ashton no more lost sight of her object than the falcon in his airy wheel turns his quick eyes from his destined quarry; and hence, somethign of doubt and suspicion qualified the feelings with which her equals received her attentions. With her inferiors these feelings were mingled with fear; an impression useful to her purposes, so far as it enforced ready compliance with her requests and implicit obedience to her commands, but detrimental, because it cannot exist with affection or regard.

Even her husband, it is said, upon whose fortunes her talents and address had produced such emphatic influence, regarded her with respectful awe rather than confiding attachment; and report said, there were times when he considered his grandeur as dearly purchased at the expense of domestic thraldom. Of this, however, much might be suspected, but little could be accurately known: Lady Ashton regarded the honour of her husband as her own, and was well aware how much that would suffer in the public eye should he appear a vassal to his wife. In all her arguments his opinion was quoted as infallible; his taste was appealed to, and his sentiments received
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