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Whitsunday put ower wi' fair word and piping; 
but when Martinmas carne, there was a sum
mons from the grund-officer to come wi' the 
rent on a day preceese, or else Steenie behoved 
to flit. Sair wark he had to get tbe siller; 
but he was weel-freended, and at Jast he got 
the haill scraped thegether - a thousand merks 
- the maist of it was from a neighbour they 
caa'd Laurie Lapraik- a sly tod. Laurie 
had walth o' gear - could hunt wi' the hound 
and rin wi' the hare - and be Whig or Tory, 
saunt or sinner, as the wind stood. He was a 
professor in this Revolution warld, but he 
liked an orra sough of this warld, and a tune 
on the pipes weel aneugh at a bytime; and 
abune a', he thought he had gude security for 
the siller he lent my gudesire ower the stock
ing at Primrose-Knowe. 

Away trots my gudesire to Redgauntlet 
Castle wi' a heavy purse and a light heart, 
glad to be out of the Laird's danger. Weel, 
the first thing he learned at the Castle was, 
that Sir Robert had fretted himsell into a fit 
of the gout, because he did not appear before 
twelve o'clock. It wasna a'thegether for sake 
of the money, Dougal thought; but beca use 
he didna like to part wi' my gudesire aff the 
grund. Dougal was glad to see Steenie, and 
brougbt him into the great oak parlour, and 
there sat the Laird his leesome lane, excepting 
that he had beside him a ~reat, ill-favoured 
jackanape, that was a special pet of h1s; a 
cankered beast it was, and mony an ill-natured 
trick it played - ill to please it was, and 
easily angered - ran about the haill castle, 
chattering and yowling, and pincbing, and bit
ing folk, specially before ill-weather, or dis
turbances in the State. Sir Robert caa'd it 
Major Weir, after the warlock that ,vas burnt; 
and few folk liked either the name or the 
conditions of the creature - they thought 
there was something in it by ordinar - and 
my gudesire was not just easy in mind when 
the door shut on him, and he saw himself in 
the room wi' naebody but the Laird, Dougal 
MacCallum, and the Major, a thing that hadna 
chanced to him before. 

Sir Robert sat, or, I should say, lay, in a 
great armed chair, wi' his grand velvet gown, 
and his feet on a cradle; for he had baith 
gout and grave), and his face looked as gash 
and ghastly as Satan's. Major Weir sat 
opposite to him, in a red laccd coat, and the 
Laird's wig on his head; and ayeas Sir Robert 
girned wi' pain, the jackanape girned too, like 
a sheep's-head between a pair of tangs - an 

ill-faur'd, fearsome couple they were. The 
Laird's buff-coat was hung on a pin behind 
him, and his broadsword and his pistols within 
reach; for he keepit up the auld fashion of 
having the weapons ready, anda horse saddled 
day and night, just as he used to do when he 
was able to loup on horseback, and away after 
ony of the hill-folk he could get speerings of. 
Sorne said it was for fear of the Whigs taking 
vengeance, but I judge it was just his auld 
custom - he wasna gien to fear ony thing. 
The rental-book, wi' its black cover and brass 
clasps, was lying beside him; and a book of 
sculduddry sangs was put betwixt the leaves, 
to keep it open at the place where it bore 
evidence against the Goodman of Primrose
Knowe, as behind the hand with bis mails 
and duties. Sir Robert gave my gudesire a 
look, as if he would have withered his heart 
in bis bosom. Ye maun ken he bada way of 
bending his brows, that men saw the visible 
mark of a horse-shoe in his forehead, deep 
dinted, as if it had been stamped there. 

"Are ye come light-handed, ye son of a 
toom whistle ?" sai\i Sir Robert. "Zounds 1 
if you are" -

My gudesire, with as gude a countenance as 
he could put on, made a leg, and placed the 
bag of money on the table wi' a dash, like a 
man that does something clever. The Laird 
drew it to him hastily- "Is it all here, Steenie, 
man?" 

"Your honour will find it right," said my 
gudesire. 

"Here, Dougal," said the Laird, "gie 
Steenie a tass of brandy down stairs, till I 
count the siller and write the receipt." 

But they werena weel out of the room, when 
Sir Robert gied a yelloch that garr'd the Castle 
rock. Back ran Dou~al - in flew the livery
men - yell on yell g1ed the Laird, ilk ane 
mair awfu' than the ither. My gudesire knew 
not whether to stand or flee, but he ventured 
back into the parlour, where a' was gaun 
hirdy-girdie - naebody to say "come in," or 
"gae out." Terribly the Laird roared for 
cauld water to bis feet, and wine to cool his 
throat; and llell, hell, hell, and its flames, 
was aye the word in his mouth. They brought 
him water, and when they plunged his swoln 
feet into the tub, he cried out it was burning; 
and folk say that it did bubble and sparkle 
like a seething caldron. He flung the cup at 
Dougal's head, and said he had given him 
blood instead of burgundy; and, sure aneugh, 
the lass washed clotted blood aff the carpet 
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the neist day. The jackanape they caa'd 
Major Weir, it jibbered and cried as if it was 
mocking its master; my gudesire's head was 
like to tum - he forgot baith siller and re
ceipt, and down stairs he banged; but as he 
ran, the shrieks carne faint and fainter; there 
was a deep-drawn shivering groan, and word 
gaed through the Castle, that the Laird was 
dead. 

Weel, away carne my gudesire, wi' his finger 
in his mouth, and his best hope was, that 
Dougal had seen the money-bag, and heard the 
Laird speak of writing the receipt. The young 
Laird, now Sir John, carne from Edinburgh, 
to see things put to rights. Sir John and bis 
fatber never gree'd weel. Sir John had 
been bred an advocate, and afterwards sat 
in the last Scots Parliament and voted for the 
Union, having gotten, it was thougbt, a rug of 
the compensations - if bis father could have 
come out of bis grave, he would bave brained 
bim for it on bis awn hearthstane. Sorne 
thought it was easier counting with the auld 
rough Knight than the fair-spoken young ane 
- but mair of that anon. 

DougaJ MacCallum, poor body, neither grat 
nor grained, but gaed about the house looking 
like a corpse, but directing, as was his duty, 
a' the order of the grand funeral. Now, 
Dougal looked aye waur and waur when night 
was coming, and was aye the last to gang to 
his bed, whilk was in a little round, júst oppo
site the chamber of dais, whilk his master 
occupied wbile be was living, and wbere he 
now lay in state, as they caa'd it, weel-a-day ! 
The night before tbe funeral, Dougal could 
keep bis awn counsel nae langer; he carne 
doun with bis proud spirit, and fairly asked 
auld Hutcheon to sit in his room with him 
for an hour. When they were in tbe round, 
Dougal took ae tass of brandy to himsell, and 
gave another to Hutcheon, and wished him all 
health and lang life, and said tbat, for himsell, 
he wasna lang for this world; for tbat, every 
night since Sir Robert's death, bis silver call 
had sounded from the state chamber, just as 
it used to do at nights in bis lifetime, to call 
Dougal to help to turn him in his bed. Dougal 
said, that being alone with the dead on tbat 
floor of the tower, (for naebody cared to wake 
Sir Robert Redgauntlet like another corpse,) 
he had never daured to answer the call, but 
that now bis conscience checked him for rleg
lecting his duty; for "thougb death breaks 
service," said MacCallum, " it shall never 
break my service to Sir Robert¡ and I will 

answer bis next whistle, so be you will stand 
by me, Hutcheon." 

Hutcheon bad nae will to the wark, but he 
had stood by Dougal in battle and broil, and 
he wad not fail him at this pinch; so down 
the caries sat ower a stoup of brandy, and 
Hutcheon, who was something of a clerk, 
would have read a cbapter of the Bible; but 
Dougal would hear naething but a blaud of 
Davie LinJsay, whilk was the waur prepara
tion. 

Wben midnight carne, and tbe bouse was 
quiet as the grave, sure enough the sllver 
wbistle sounded as sharp and shrill as if Sir 
Robert was blowing it, and up got tbe twa 
auld servingmen, and tottered into the room 
where the dead man lay. Hutcheon saw 
aneugh at the first glance; for there were 
torches in the room, which sbowed him the 
foul fiend, in bis ain shape, sitting on the 
Laird's coflin I Ower be cowped as if be had 
been dead. He could not tell how lang be 
lay in a trance at the door, but wben be gatbered 
himself, be cried on his neighbour, and getting 
nae answer, raised tbe bouse, when Dougal 
was found lying dead witbin twa steps of the 
bed where bis master's coffin was placed. 
As for tbe whistle, it was gane anes and aye; 
but mony a time was it heard at the top of 
the bouse on tbe barti1.an, and amang tbe auld 
chimneys and turrets wbere the howlets have 
their nests. Sir John husbed the matter up, 
and the funeral passed over without mair 
bogle-wark. 

But when a' was ower, and the Laird was 
beginning to settle his affairs, every tenant 
was called up for his arrears, and my gudesire 
for the full sum that stood against him in 
tbe rental-book. Weel, away be trots to the 
Castle, to tell his story, and there he is intro
duced to Sir J ohn, sitting in his father's chair, 
in deep mourning, with weepers and hanging 
cravat, and a small walking rapier by his side, 
instead of the auld broadsword that had a 
hundred-weight of steel about it, what with 
blade, chape, and basket-hilt. I have heard 
their communing so often tauld ower, that 
I almost think I was tbere mysell, though I 
couldna be born at the time. (In fact, Alan, 
my companion mimicked, with a good deal of 
humour, tbe flattering, conciliating tone of the 
tenant's address, and the hypocritical melan
cho!y of the Laird'~ reply. His grandfather, 
he said, had, while he spoke, his eye fixed on 
the rental-book, as if it were a mastiff-dog that 
he was afraid would spring up and bite him.) 



312 SIR WALTER SCOTT 

"I wuss ye joy, sir, of the head seat, and 
the white loaf, and the braid lairdship. Your 
father was a kind man to friends and followers; 
muckle grace to you, Sir John, to fill bis 
shoon - bis boots, I suld say, for he seldom 
wore shoon, unless it were muils when he haa 
the gout." 

"Ay, Steenie," quoth the Laird, sighing 
deeply, and putting his napkin to bis een, 
"his was a sudden call, and be will be missed 
in the country; no time to set bis house in 
order - weel prepared Godward, no doubt, 
which is the root of the matter - but left us 
behind a tangled besp to wind, Steenie. -
Hem ! qem ! \Ve maun go to business, Stee
nie; much to do, and little time to do it in." 

Here he opened the fatal volume. I bave 
heard of a thing they call Doomsday-book -
I am clear it has been a rental of back-ganging 
tenants. 

"Stephen," said Sir J ohn, still in the same 
soft, sleekit tone of voice - "Stephen Steven
son, or Steenson, ye aré down here for a 
year's rent behind the hand - due at last 
term." 

Stephffl. - "Please your honour, Sir John, 
I paid it to your father." 

Sir John. - "Ye took a receipt, then, 
doubtless, Stephen; and can produce it?" 

Stephen. - "lndeed, I hadna time, an it 
like your honour; for nae sooner had I set 
doun the siller, and just as bis bonour, Sir 
Robert, that's gaen, drew it till him to count 
it, and write out the recéipt, he was ta'en wi' 
the pains that removed him." 

"That was unlucky," said Sir John, after a 
pause. "But ye maybe paid it in the pres
ence of somebody. I want bilt, a talis qualis 
evidence, Stepben. I would go ower strictly 
to work with no poor man." 

Stephen. - "Troth, Sir John, there was nae
body in the room but Dougal MacCallum the 
butler. But, as your honour kens, he has e'en 
followed bis auld master." 

"Very unlucky again, Stepben," said Sir 
John, without altering bis voice a single note. 
"The man to whom ye paid the money is 
dead - and the man who witnessed the pay
ment is dead too - and the siller, which should 
have been to the fore, is neither seen nor heard 
tell of in tbe repositories. How am I to be
lieve a' this?" 

Steplien. - "I dinna ken, your honour; 
but there is a bit memorañdum note of the 
very coi ns; for, God belp me 1 I had to 
borrow out of twenty purses ¡ and I am sure 

that ilka man there set down will take bis grit 
oatb for what purpose I borrowed the money." 

Sir Joltn. - "I bave little doubt ye bor
rowed the money, Steenie. It is the payment to 
my father that I want to have sorne proof of." 

Stephen. - "The siller maun be about the 
house, Sir John. And since your honour neYer 
got it, and bis honour that was canna have 
taen it wi' hun, maybe sorne of the family 
may have seen it." 

Sir Joltn. - "\Ve wil! examine the servants, 
Stephen; that is but reasonab!e." 

But lackey and !ass, and page and groom, 
ali denied stout!y that they had ever seen such 
a bag of money as my gudesire described. 
What was waur, he had un!uckily not men
tioned to any living soul of them his purpose 
of paying bis rent. Ae quean had noticed 
something under his arm, but she took it for 
the pipes. . . 

Sir John Redgauntlet ordered the servants 
out of the room, and then said to my gudesire, 
"Now, Steenie, ye see ye have fair play; and, 
as I have little doubt ye ken better where to 
find the siller than ony other body, I beg, in 
fair terms, and for your own sake, that you 
will end this fasherie; for, Stephen, ye maun 
pay or flit." 

"The Lord forgie your opinion," said 
Stephen, driven almost to bis wit's end - "I 
aman honest man." 

"So ani I, Stephen," said bis honour; "and 
so are ali the folks in the house, I hope. But 
if there be a knave amongst us, it must be 
he that tells the story he cannot prove. He 
paused, and then added, mair sternly, "lf I 
understand your trick, sir, you want to take 
advantage of some malicious reports concern
ing things in this family, and particularly 
respecting my father's sudden death, thereby 
to cbeat me out of the money, and perhaps 
take away my character, by insinuating that I 
have received tbe rent I am demanding. -
Where do you suppose this money to be? -
I insist upon knowing." 

My gudesire saw every thing look so muckle 
against him, that he grew nearly desperate -
however, he shifted from one foot to anotber, 
looked to every comer of the room, and made 
no answer. 

"Speak out, sirrab," said the Laird, assum
ing a look of bis father's, a very particular ane, 
which be had when he was angry - it seemed 
as if the wrinkles of bis frown made that self • 
same fearful shape of a horse's shoe in the 
middle of his brow ¡ - "Speak out, sir l I 
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will know your thoughts; -do you suppose 
that I have this money ?" 

"Far be it frae me to say so," said Stephen. 
"Do you charge any of my people with 

baving taken it?" 
"I wad be laith to charge them that may 

be innocent," said my gudesire; "and if there 
be any one that is guilty, I have nae proof." 

"Somewhere tbe money must be, if there is 
a word of truth in your story," said Sir Jobri; 
"I ask. where you think it is - and demand a 
correct answer ?" · 

"In hell, if you will have my thoughts of 
it," said my gudesire, driven to extremity, -
' in hell l with your father, bis jackanape, and 
bis silver whistle." 

Down the stairs he ran, {for the parlour was 
nae place for him after Sl ch a word,) and he 
heard the Laird swearing blood and wounds, 
behind him, as fast as ever did Sir Robert, 
and roaring for the bailie and the baron· 
Dfficer. 

Away rode my gudesire to bis chief creditor, 
(bim they caa'd Laurie l'..apraik,) to try if he 
could make ony thing out of him; but when 
he tauld bis story, he got but the warst word 
in bis wame - thief, beggar, and dyvour, 
were tbe saftest terms; and to the boot of 
these hard terms, Laurie brought up the auld 
story of bis dipping bis hand in the blood of 
God's saunts, just as if a tenant could bave 
belped riding witb the Laird, and that a laird 
like Sir Robert Redgauntlet. My gudesire 
was, by this time far beyond the bounds of 
patience, and, while he and Laurie were at 
deil speed the liars, he was wanchancie aneugh 
to abuse Lapraik's doctrine as weel as the 
man, and said things that garr'd folks' flesh 
grue that heard them; - he wasna just him
sell, and he had lived wi' a wild set in bis day. 

At last they parted, and my gudesire was to 
ride hame through tbe wood of Pitmurkie, 
that is a' fou of black firs, as they say. - I 
ken the wood, but the firs may be black or 
.vhite for what I can tell. - At tbe entry of 
tbe wood there is a wild common, and on the 
edge of the common, a little lonely change
house, that was keepit then by an ostler wife, 
they suld hae caa'd her Tibbie Faw, and there 
puir Steenie cried for a mutchkin of brandy, 
for he had had no refreshment the haill day. 
Tibbie was earnest wi' him to take a bite o{ 
meat, but he couldna tbink o't, nor would he 
take bis foot out of the stirrup, and took off 
the brandy wholely at twa draughts, and 
named a toast at each: - tbe first was, tbe 

memory of Sir Robert Redgauntlct, and might 
he never lie quiet in bis grave till he had 
righted his poor bond-tenant; and the second 
was, a bealth to Man's Eneiny, if he would 
but get him back the pock of siller, or tell 
him what carne o't, for he saw tbe haill world 
was like to regard him as a thief and a cheat, 
and he took that waur than even the ruin of 
bis house and hauld. 

On be rode, little caring where. It was a 
dark night turned, and the trees made it yet 
darker, and he let the beast take its ain road 
through tbe wood; when ali of a sudden, 
from tired and wearied that it was before, 
the nag began to spring, and flee, and stencl, 
that my gudesire could bardly keep the saddle. 
- Upo!) the whilk, a horseman, suddenly 
riding up beside him, said, "That's a mettle 
beast of yours, freend; will you sell bim?" 
- So saying, he touched the horse's neck with 
his riding-wand, and it fell into its auld heigb-ho 
of a stumbling trot. "But bis spunk's soon 
out of him, I think," continued the stranger, 
"and that is like mony a man's courage, tbat 
tbinks he wad do great things till he come to 
the proof." 

My gudesire scarce listened to this, but 
spurred bis horse, with "Gude e'en to you, 
freend." 

But it's like the stranger was ane that doesna 
lightly yield bis point; for, ride as Steenie 
liked, he was aye beside him at tbe self-same 
pace. At last my gudesire, Steenie Steenson, 
grew balf angry; and, to say the trutb, half 
feared. 

"What is it tbat ye want with me, freend?" 
he said, "If ye be a robber, I have nae money; 
if ye be a leal man, wanting company, I have 
nae heart to mirth or speaking; and if ye 
want to ken the road, I scarce ken it mysell." 

"If you will tell me your grief," said tbe 
stranger, "I am one, that, though I have been 
sair miscaa'd in tbe world, am the only hand 
for helping my freends." 

So my gudesire, to case his ain heart, mair 
than from any hope of help, told him the 
story from beginning to end. 

"It's a hard pinch," said the stranger; 
"but I think I can belp you." 

"If you could lend the money, sir, and take 
a lang day - I ken nae other help on earth," 
said my gudesire. 

"But there may be sorne under the earth," 
said the stranger. "Come, 1'11 be frank wi' 
you; I could lend you the money on bond, 
but you would maybe scruple my terms. 
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Now, I can tell you, that your auld Laird is 
disturbed in bis grave by your curses, and the 
wailing of your family, and if ye daur ven
ture to go to see him, he will give you the 
receipt." 

My gudesire's hair stood on end at this 
proposal, but he thought bis companion might 
be sorne humoursorne chield that was trying to 
frighten him, and might end with lending him 
the money. Besides, he was bauld wi' brandy, 
and desparate wi' distress; and he said he had 
courage to go to the gate of hell, and a step 
farther, for that receipt.-The slranger laughed. 

Weel, they rode on through the thickest of 
the wood, wben, ali of a sudden, tbe horse 
stopped at the <loor of a great house; and, 
lmt tbat be knew the place was ten miles off, 
my father would have thought he was at Red
gauntlet Castle. They rode into the outer 
court-yard, through the muckle faulding yells, 
and aneath the auld portcullis; and tbe whole 
front of the house was lighted, and tbere were 
pipes and fiddles, and as much dancing and 
deray within as used to be at Sir Robert's 
house at Pace and Yule, and such high seasons. 
They lap off, and my gudesire, as seemed to 
him, fastened bis horse to the very ring he 
had tied him to that morning, when he gaed 
to wait on the young Sir Jobn. 

"God ! " said my gudesire, "if Sir Robert's 
death be but a dream ! " 

He knocked at the ha' <loor just as he was 
wont, and bis auld acquaintance, Dougal 
MacCallum, - just after his wont, too, -
carne to open the door, and said, "Piper 
Steenie, are ye there, lad? Sir Robert has 
been crying for you." 

My gudesire was like a man in a drearn -
he looked for the stranger, but he was gane 
for the time. At last be just tried lo say, 
"Ha! Dougal Driveower, are ye living? I 
thougbt ye had been dead." 

"Never íash yoursell wi' me," said Dougal, 
"but look to yoursell ¡ and see ye tak naetbing 
frae ony body bere, neitber meat, drink, or 
siller, except just the receipt tbat is your ain." 

So saying, he led tbe way out tbrough halls 
and trances tbat were weel kend to my gude
sire, and into the auld oak parlour¡ and there 
was as much singing of profane sangs, and 
birling of red wine, and speaking blasphemy 
and sculduddry, as had evcr been in Red
gauntlct Castle whcn it was at the blithest. 

But, Lord take us in keeping, what a set 
oí ghastly revellers they were that sat around 
tbat table 1 - My gudesire kend mony that 

had long before gane to their place, for often 
had be piped to the most part in the hall of 
Redgauntlet. There was the fiercc Middle
ton, and the dissolute Rothcs, and the crafty 
Lauderdale¡ and Dalyell, with bis bauld head 
and a beard to his girdle; and Earlshall, with 
Cameron's blude on his hand¡ and wild Bon
shaw, that tied blessed Mr. Cargill's limbs till 
the blude sprung ¡ and Dunbarton Douglas, 
the twice-turned traitor baith to country and 
king. There was the Bluidy Advocate Mac
Kenyie, who, fór bis worldly wit and wisdom, 
had been to the rest as a god. And there was 
Claverhouse, as beautiful as when he Jived, 
with bis long, dark, curled locks, streaming 
down over bis laced buff-coat, and bis left 
hand always on bis right spule-blade, to hide 
the wound that the silver bullet had made. 
He sat apart from them ali, and looked at 
them with a melancholy, baughty countenance; 
while the rest hallooed, and sung, and laugbed, 
that the room rang. But their smiles were 
fearfully contorted from time to time; and 
their laughter passed into such wild sounds, 
as made my gudcsire's very nails grow blue, 
and chilled the marrow in bis banes. 

They that waited at the table were just the 
wicked serving-men and troopers, that had 
done their work and cruel bidding on earth. 
There was the Lang Lad of the Nethertown, 
that helped to take Argyle¡ and tbe Bishop's 
summoner, that they called the Deil's Rattle
bag; and the wicked guardsmen in their laced 
coats; and the savage Higbland Amorites, 
tbat sbed blood like water¡ and many a proud 
serving-man, baughty of heart and bloody oí 
hand, cringing to the rich, and making them 
wickeder than tbey would be¡ grinding the 
poor to powder, wben the rich had broken 
them to fragments. And mony, roony mair 
were coming and ganging, a' as busy in their 
vocation as if they bad been alive. 

Sir Robert Redgauntlet, in the midst oí a' 
this fearful riot, cried, wi' a voice like tbunder, 
on Steenie Piper to come to the board-head 
where he was sitting; bis legs stretcbed out 
before bim, and swathed up with flannel, witb 
his holster pistols aside him, wbile the great 
broadsword rested against bis chair, just as 
my gudesire had seen him the last time upon 
earth - the very cushion for the jackanape 
was close to him, but the creature itsell was 
not there - it wasna its hour, it's likely; for 
he heard them say, as he carne forward, "Is 
not the Major come yet?" And another 
answered, "The jackanape will be here be· 
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time¡, the moro. ' And wben my gudesire 
carne fo'."'~rd, . Si~ Robert, or his ghaist, or 
the deevil m bis likeness said "Weel piper 
h ' ' ' ' ae ye settled wi' my son for tbe year's rent?" 

Wit~ much ado my father gat breath to say, 
that Sir Jobn would not settle without his 
honour's receipt. 

"Y~ ~.hall_ hae that for a tune of the pipes, 
Steeme, sa1d tbe appearance of Sir Robert -
"Play us up, 'Weel hoddled, Luckie.'" 

Now this was a tune my gudcsire learned 
frae ª. w~rlock, that hea~d it when they were 
worsh!ppmg Salan _at therr meetings; and rny 
gudes1re had sometimes played it at tbe ranting 
suppers in Redgauntlet Castle, but never very 
willingly ;_ and no~ he grew cauld at the very 
name of 1t, and sa1d, for excuse, be badna his 
pipes wi' him. 

"MacCallum, ye limb of Beelzebub" said 
the fearfu' Sir Ro~rt, "bring Steenie th

1

e pipes 
that I am keeping for him ! " 

MacCallum brougbt a pairof pipes migbt have 
served the piper oí Donald oí tbe Isles. But 
be gave ~y gudesire a nudge as he offered them ¡ 
and lookmg secretly and closely, Steenie saw 
tha_t the cbanter was oí steel, and heated to a 
w_h1te heat; ~ he ~ad fair warning not to trust 
h1s fingers w1th 1t. So he excused himself 
again, and said, he was faint and frightened 
and had not wind aneugb to fill tbe bag. ' 

"Then ye maun eat and drink Steenie " 
said the figure¡ "for we do little' else her~· 
and it's ill speaking between a fou man and ~ 
fasting.'' 

Now these were the very words that the 
bloody Earl of Douglas said to keep the King's 
rncssenger in band, while he cut the bead off 
MacLellan of Bombie, at the Threave Castle 
and that put Steenie mair and mair on hi~ 
guard. ~ be spoke up like a man, and said he 
carne ne1ther to eat, or drink, or make rnin
strelsy; but simply for bis ain - to ken what 
was come o' the money he had paid and to get 
a discharge for it; and he was so st~ut-hearted 
by this time, that he cbarged Sir Robert for 
conscience-sake-(he had no power to say tbe 
holy name) - and as he boped for peace and 
rest, to spread no snares for him, but just to 
give him his ain. 

Tbe appearance gnasbed 'its teeth and 
laughed, but it took frorn a large pocket-book 
the receipt, and handed it to Steenie. "There 
is your receipt, ye pitiful cur ¡ and for the 
money, my dog-whelp of a son may go Iook for 
it in the Cat's Cradle." 

My gudesire uttered rnony thanks, and was 

about to retire, when Sir Robert roared aloud 
"Stop, though, thou sack-doudling son oí ~ 
whore I I am not done witb thee. H ere we 
do notbing for notbing; and you must return 
on this very day twelvemonth, to pay your 
master tbe homage that you owe me for my 
protection." 

My father's tengue was Ioosed of a suddenty 
and he said aloud, "I refer rnysell to God'~ 
pleasure, and not to yours.'' 

He had no sooner uttered the word than ali 
was dark around him; and he sunk on the earth 
witb such a sudden shock, tbat he Iost both 
breath and sense. 

How lang Steenie lay tbere, he could not tell· 
but wben he carne to himsell be was lying i~ 
~e auld kirkyard of Redga~ntlet parochine, 
JUSt at the door of the family aisle, and tbe 
~cutcheon ?f the auld knigbt, Sir Robert, hang
mg over bis head. Tbere was a deep morning 
fog on grass and gravcstane around him and his 
horse was feeding quietly beside the ~inister's 
twa cows. Steenie would have thougbt tbe 
w_hole was ~ dreau:i, but he had the receipt in 
h1s. hand, fa1rly wntten and signed by the auld 
Larrd; only the last letters of his name were a 
little disorderly, written like one seized with 
sudden pain. 

Sorely troubled in bis mind, he leít that 
dreary place, rode through the mist to Red
gauntlet Castle, and with much ado he got 
speech of the Laird. 

"Well, you dyvour bankrupt" was tbe first 
d "b ' wor , ave you brought me my rent?" 

"N " d d · o, answere rny gu es1re, "I bave not; 
but I bave brougbt your honour Sir Robert's 
receipt for it.'' 

"How, sirrah? - Sir Robert's receipt 1-
You told me he had not given you one." 

" \Vil! your honour please to see ü that bit 
line is right?" 

Sir J~bn looked at every line, and at every 
letter, w1tb much attention; and at Iast at the 
date, which my gudesire bad not observed 

"F: . ,_., la , - rom my appomu;u. p ce," he read, "tltis 
twe11ty-.ftfth oj November." - "What 1- That 
is yesterday !- Villain, thou must bave gone to 
hell for tbis I" 

"I got it from your bonour's father- wbetber 
he be in heaven or hell, I know not " said 
Steenie. ' 

"I will delate you for a warlock to the Privy 
Council l" said Sir John. "I will send you to 
your master, the devil, witb the help of a tar
barrel and a torch ! " 

"I intend to delate mysell to the Presby• 
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tery," said Steenie, "and tell them ali I have 
seen last night, whilk are things fitter for them 
to judge of than a borre! man like me." 

Sir John paused, composed himsell and 
desired to hear the full history; and my 
gudesire told it him from point to point, as I 
have told it you - word for word, neither more 
nor less. 

Sir John was silent again for a long time, 
and at last he said, very composedly, "Steenie, 
this story of yours concerns the honour of many 
a noble family besides mine; and if it be a 
leasing-making, to keep yourself out of my 
danger, the least you can expect is to have a 
redhot iron driven through your tongue, and 
that will be as bad as scauding your fingers 
wi' a redhot chanter. But yet it may be true, 
Steenie; and if the money cast up, I shall not 
know what to think of it. - But where shall 
we find the Cat's Cradle? There are cals 
enough about the old house, but I think they 
kitten without the ceremony of bed or cradle." 

"We were best ask Hutcheon," said my 
gudesire; "he kens a' the odd corners about 
as weel as - another serving-man that is now 
gane, and that I wad not lik.e to name." 

Aweel, Hutcheon, when he was asked, told 
them, that a ruinous turret, lang disused, next 
to the clock-house, only accessible by a ladder, 
for the opening was on the outside, and far 
above the battlements, was called of old the 
Cat's Cradle. 

"There will Igo immediately," said Sir John; 
and he took (with what purpose, Ileaven kens) 
one of bis father's pistols from the hall-table, 
where they had lain since the night he died, 
and hastened to the battlements. 

It was a dangerous place to climb, for the 
ladder was auld and frail, and wanted ane or 
twa rounds. However, up got Sir John, and 
entered at the turret-door, where bis body 
stopped the only little light that was in the bit 
turret. Something flees at him wi' a vengeance, 
maist dang him back ower - bang gaed the 
knight's pisto!, and Hutcheon, that held the 
ladder, and my gudesire that stood beside him, 
hears a loud skelloch. A minute after, Sir John 
flings the body of the jackanape down to them, 
and cries that the siller is fund, and that they 
should come up and help him. And there was 
the bag of siller sure aneugh, and mony orra 
things besides, that had been missing for mony 
a day. And Sir John, when he had riped the 
turret weel, led my gudesire into the dining
parlour, and took him by the hand, and spoke 
kindly to him, and said he was sorry he should 

have doubted his word, and that he would 
hereafter be a good master to him, to roake 
amends. 

"And now, Stecnic," said Sir John, "although 
this vision of yours tcnds, on thc whole, to 
my father's crcdit, as an honest man, that he 
should, even after bis death, desire to see 
justice done to a poor roan like you, yet you are 
sensible that ill-dispositioned meo might make 
bad constructions upon it, concerning bis soul's 
health. So, I think, we had better lay the haill 
dirdum on that ill-deedie creature, Major 
Weir, and say naething about your dream 
in the wood of Pitmurkie. You had taken 
ower muckle brandy to be very certain about 
ony thing; and, Steenie, this receipt," (his 
hand shook while he held it out,) - " it's 
but a queer kind of document, and we will do 
best, I think, to put it quietly in the tire." 

"Od, but for as queer as it is, it's a' the 
voucher I have for my rent," said my gudesire, 
who was afraid, it may be, of losing the benefit 
of Sir Robert's discharge. 

"l will bear the contents to your credit in 
the rental-book, and give you a discharge under 
my own hand," said Sir John, "and that on the 
spot. And, Steenie, if you can hold your tongue 
about this matter, you shall sit, from this term 
downward, at an casier rent." 

"Mony thanks to your honour," said Steenie, 
who saw easily in what corner the wind was; 
"doubtless I will be conformable to ali your hon
our's commands; only I would willingly speak 
wi' sorne powerful minister on the subject, 
for Ido not like the sort of soumons of appoint
ment whilk your honour's father"-

"Do not call the phantom my fatherl" said 
Sir John, interrupting him. 

"\Veel, then, the thing that was so like him," 
said my gudesire; "he spoke of my coming 
back to him this time twelvemonth, and it's 
a weight on my conscicnce." 

"Aweel, then," said Sir John, "if you be so 
much distressed in mind, you may speak to 
our minister of the parish; he is a douce man, 
regards the honour of our family, and the rnair 
that he may look for sorne palronage from me." 

Wi' that, my father readily agreed that the 
receipt should be burnt, and the Laird threw 
it into the ch1mney with his ain band. Burn 
it would not for them, though; but away it 
flew up the lumb, wi' a lang train of sparks 
at its tail, and a hissing noise Jike a squib. 

My gudesire gaed down lo the Manse, and 
the minister, when he had heard the story, said, 
it was bis real opinion, that though my gudesire 
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had gaen very far in tampering with dangerous 
matters, yet, as he had ref use<l the de\'il's 
arles, (for such was the offer of mcat and drink,) 
and had refused to do homage by piping at his 
bidding, be hoped, that if he held a circumspect 
walk hereafter, Satan could take little ad
vantage by what was come and gane. And, 
indeed, my gudesire, of bis ain accord, lang 
foreswore baith the pipes and the brandy
it was not even till the year was out, and the 
fatal day past, that he would so much as take 
the fiddle, or drink usquebaugh or tippenny. 

Sir Jobo made up bis story about the jack
anape as he liked himsell; and sorne believe 
till tbis day there was no more in the matter 
than the filching nature of the brute. Indeed, 
ye'll no hinder sorne to threap, that it was nane 
o' the auld Enemy that Dougal and my gude
sire saw in the Laird's room, but only that 
wanchancy creature, the Major, capering on 
the coffin; and that, as to the blawing on the 
Laird's whistle that was heard after he was 
dead, the filthy brute could do lhat as weel as tbe 
Laird himsell, if no better. But Heaven kens 
tbe truth, whilk first carne out by the minister's 
wife, after Sir John and her ain guderoan were 
baitb in the moulds. And then my gudesire, 
wha was failed in bis limbs, but not in bis 
judgmentormemory-at least nothing to speak 
of - was obliged to tell the real narrative to bis 
freends, for the credit of his good name. lle 
might else have been charged for a warlock. 

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 
(1772-1834) 

BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA 

CHAP. XIV 

During the first year that Mr. Wordsworlh 
and I were neighbours, our conversations turned 
frequently on the two cardinal points of poetry, 
the power of exciting the sympathy of tbe 
reader by a faithful adherence to the truth oí 
nature, and the power of giving the interest of 
novelty by the modifying colours of imagination. 
The sudden charro, which accidents of light and 
shade, which moonlight or sunset, dillused over 
a known and familiar landscape, appeared lo 
represent the practicability of combining both. 
Tbese are the poetry of nature. The thought 
suggested itself (to which of us I do not 
recollect) that a series of poems might be com
posed of two sorts. In the one, the incidents 
and agents were to be, in part at least, super• 

natural; and the excellence aimed at was to 
consist in the interesting of the affections by 
the dramatic truth of such emotions, as would 
naturally accompany such situations, suppos
ing them real. And real in this sense they 
have been to e\'ery human being who, from 
whatever source of delusion, bas at any time 
believed himself under supematural agency. 
For the second class, subjccts were to be chosen 
from ordinary life; the characters and incidents 
were to be such as will be found in every village 
and its vicinity where there is a meditative 
and feeling mind to seek aíter them, or to notice 
them when they present themselves. 

In this idea originated the plan of the "Lyri
cal Ballads"; in which it was agreed that my 
endeavours should be clirected to persons and 
characters supernatural, or at least romantic; 
yet so as to transfer from our inward nature a 
human interest and a semblance of truth suíli
cient to procure for these shadows of imagina
tion that willing suspension of disbelief for the 
moment, which constitutes poetic faith. Mr. 
\Vordsworth, on the other hand, was lo propose 
to himself as bis objcct, to give the charro of 
novelty to things of every day, and to excite 
a feeling analogous to the supernatural, by 
awakening tbe mind's attention from the leth
argy of custom, and directing it to the loveliness 
and the wonders of the world before us; an 
inexhauslible treasure, but for which, in con
sequence of tbe film oí familiarity and selfish 
solicitude, we have eyes, yet see not, ears that 
hear not, and hearts that neither feel nor under
stand. 

With tbis view I wrote the "Ancient Mariner," 
and was preparing, among olher poems, the 
"Dark Ladie," and the "Christabel," in which 
I should have more nearly realised my ideal 
than I bad done in my first attempt. But Mr. 
\Vordsworth's industry had proved so much 
more successful, and the number of his poems 
so much greater, that my compositions, instead 
of forming a balance, appeared ralher an 
interpolation of heterogeneous matter. Mr. 
Wordsworth added two or three poems written 
in his own character, in the impassioned, lofty, 
and sustained diction which is characterislic 
oí his genius. In tbis forro the "Lyrical 
Ballads" were published; and were presented 
by him, as an experiment, whether subjects, 
which from their nature rejected the usual 
ornaments and extra-colloquial style of poems 
in general, might not be so managed in the 
language oí ordinary life as to produce the 
pleasurable interest which it is the peculiar 
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business of poetry to impart. To the second 
edition he added a preface of considerable 
length · in which, notwithstanding sorne pas
sages ¿f apparently a contrary import, ~e was 
understood to contend for the extens1on of 
this style to poetry of ali kinds, and to reject 
as vicious and indefensible ali phrases and 
forms of style that were not included in what he 
(unfortunately, I think, adopting an equivo_cal 
expression) called the language of ~eal l~fe. 
From this preface, prefixed to poems m wh1_ch 
it was impossible to deny _the pr~nce ?f 0~1g
inal genius, however mJStaken 1ts d1rect1on 
might be deemed, arose the whole long-con
tinued controversy. For from the conjunction 
of perceived power with SUJ?posed he~esy I ex
plain the inveteracy, ~nd ~n sorne !nstanc~s, 
I grieve to say, the acnmomous pass1ons, w1th 
which the controversy has been conducted by 
the assailants. 

Had Mr. Worélsworth's poems been the silly, 
the childish things which they were for a long 
time described as being; had they been really 
distinguished from the compositions of other 
poets merely by meanness of language and 
inanity of thought; had_ they in~eed contain~ 
nothing more than what IS found m the parodies 
and pretended imitations of tbem; they must 
have sunk at once, a dead weight, into the 
slough of oblivion, and have dragged the 
preface along with them. But year after y~r 
increased the number of Mr. Wordsworth s 
admirers. They were found, too, not in the 
Jower classes of the reading public, but chiefly 
among young men of stro~g sen~ibil~ty a~d 
meditative minds; and tbeu admuatton (m
flamed perhaps in sorne_ de~ree by opposi~on) 
was distinguished by 1ts mtens1ty, I m1ght 
almost say, by its religious íervour. These 
facts and the intellectual energy of the author, 
which was more or less consciously felt, where 
it was outwardly and even boisterou_sly denie~, 
meeting with sentiments of _avers1on to hJS 
opinions and of alarm at thetr consequences, 
produced an cddy of criticism, which would of 
itself have borne up the poems by the violence 
with which il whirled thcm round and round. 
Witb many parts of this preface, in the sense 
attributed to them, and which the words un
doubtedly seem to authorise, I never con
curred; but, on the contrary, objected to_them 
as erroncous in principie, and as contraclictory 
(in appearance at least) both to other parts of 
the same preface and to the author's own 
practice in the greatcr number oí the poems 
themselves. Mr. Wordsworth, in bis recent 

collection, has, I find, degraded this prefatory 
disquisition to thc cnd of his second volume, 
to be read or not al the reader's choice. But 
he has not, as far as I can discover, announced 
any change in bis poetic creed. At ali events, 
considering it as the source of a controversy, 
in which I have been honoured more than I 
deserve by the frequent conjunction of my name 
with his I think it expedient to declare, once for 
ali, in ;hat points I coincide with hi~ opinions, 
and in what points I altogether di.ffer. But 
in order to render myself intelligi_ble, I m~t 
previously, in as few words as poss1ble, explam 
my ideas, tirst, of a poem; and secondly, of 
poetry itself, in kind and i_n es5t;nce._ .. 

The office of philosoph1~l ~~u1s1t10~ _con
sists in just distinction; wh1le 1t IS t?e pnv1lege 
of the philosopher to preserve h1mself con
stantly aware that distinction is not division. 
In order to obtain adequate notions of any 
truth we must intellectually separate its dis
tinguishable p_arts; and this is ~e technical 
process of ph1losophy. Bu~ havmg so d?ne, 
we must then restare them ID our conceptions 
to the unity in which thef actually coexist; 
and this is the result of phtlosophy. A poem 
contains the same elements as a prose com
position; the difieren ce, _the~efore, must CO?
sist in a di.fferent combmation of them, ID 

conseq uence of a di.fferent object. proP?sed. 
According to the dillerence ~f t~e obJect ~1ll be 
the cliJierence of the combmatton. It JS pos
sible that the object may be merely to facilitate 
the recollection of any given facts or observa
tions by artifi.cial arrangement; and the C?~
position will be a poem, merely because 1t 1s 
distinguished from prose by metre, or by rhyme, 
or by both conjointly. In this, the lowest sense, 
a man mighl attribute the name of a poem to the 
well-known enumeration of the days in tbe 
severa! months: 

"Thirty days hath September, 
April, June, and November," etc. 

and others of the same class and purpose 
And as a particular pleasure is found in a~
ticipating the recurrence of sound ~nd quanl1-
ties ali compositions that have th1s charm su
pe~dded, whatever be their contents, may be 
entitled poems. 

So much for the superficial forro. A cliffer
ence of object and ~o~te~ts supplies. an a~di
tional groun<l of dislmct1on. 1 he 1mmed1ate 
purpose may be the communication of truth~: 
either of truth absolute and demonstrable, as m 
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works of science; or of facts experienccd and 
recorded, as in history. Pleasure, and that 
of the highest and most permanent kind, may 
result from the attainment of the end; but it 
is not itself the immediate end. In other works 
the communication of pleasure may be tbe 
immediate purpose; and though truth, either 
moral or intellectual, ought to be tbe ultimate 
end, yet this will distinguish the character of the 
author, not the class to which the work belongs. 
Blest indeed is that state of society, in which the 
immediate purpose would be baffled by the 
perversion of the proper ultimate end¡ in which 
no charm of cliction or imagery could exempt 
the Bathyllus even of an Anacreon, or the Alexis 
of Virgil, from disgust and aversion l 

But the communication of pleasure may be 
the immecliate object of a work not metrically 
composed; and that object may have been in a 
high degree attained, as in novels and romances. 
\Vould then the mere superaddition of metre, 
with or without rhyme, entitle these to the 
name of poems? The a!lswer is, that nothing 
can permanently picase, which <loes not contain 
in itself the reason why it is so, and not other
wise. If metre be superadded, ali other parts 
must be made consonant with it. They must 
be such as to justify the perpetua! and distinct 
attention to each part, which an exact cor
respondent recurrence of accent and sound are 
calculated to excite. The final definition then, 
so deduced, may be thus worded. A poem is 
that species of cornposition, wbich is opposed 
to works of science, by proposing for its im
mediate object pleasure, not truth; and from 
ali other species (having this object in common 
with it) it is discriminated by proposing to 
itself such delight from the whole, as is com
patible with a distinct gratification from each 
component part. 

Controversy is not seldom excited in conse
quence oí the disputants attaching each a dif
ferent meaning to the same word; and in few 
inslances has this been more striking than in 
disputes concerning the present subject. If a 
man chooses to call every composition a pocm, 
which is rhyme, or mcasure, or both, I must 
leave bis opinion uncontroverted. The dis
tinction is at least competent to characterise 
the writer's intention. If it were subjoined, 
that the whole is likewise entertaining or 
aJiecting as a tale, or as a series of interesting 
reflections, I of course admit this as another fit 
ingredient of a poem, and an additional merit. 
But if the definition sought for be that of a 
legitimate poem, I answer, it must be one the 

parts of which mutually support and explain 
each other; ali in thcir proportion barmo
nising with, and supporting the purpose and 
known influencesof metrical arrangement. The 
philosophic critics of ali ages coincide with the 
ultimate judgment of ali countries, in equally 
denying the praises of a just poem, on the one 
hand to a series of striking lines or distichs, 
each of which absorbing the whole attention of 
the reader to itself, disjoins it from its context, 
and makes it a separate whole, instead of a 
harmonising part; and on tbe othcr hand, to an 
unsustained composition, from which the reader 
collects rapidly the general result unattracted 
by the component parts. Tbe reader should 
be carried forward, not rnerely or chiefly by the 
mechanical impulse of curiosity, or by a rest
less desire to arrive at the final solution; but by 
the pleasurable activity of mind excited by the 
attractions of tbe journey itself. Like the mo
tion of a serpent, wbich the Egyptians made 
the emblem of intellectual power; or like the 
path of sound through the air, at every step be 
pauses and half recedes, and from the retro
gressive movement collects the force which again 
carries him onward, Praecipita11d11s est líber 
spirit11s,1 says Petronius Arbiter most happily. 
The epithet, liber, here balances the prececling 
verb: and it is not easy to conceive more mean
ing condensed in fewer words. 

But if this should be admitted as a satisfac
tory character of a poem, we have still to seek 
for a definition of poetry. Tbe writings of 
Plato, and Bishop Taylor, and the Tlteoria 
Sacra of Burnet, furnish undeniable proofs 
that poetry of the highest kind may cxist with
out metre, and even without the contra-dis
tinguisbing oujects of a pocm. The first 
chapter of Isaiab (indccd a very large proportion 
of the whole book) is poctry in the most em
phatic sense; yet it would be not less irrational 
than strange to assert, that pleasure, and not 
truth, was the in1mediate object oí the prophet. 
In short, whatever speci.fic import we attach 
to the word poetry, there will be found involved 
in it, as a necessary consequence, that a poem 
oí any length neitber can be, nor ought to be, 
ali poetry. Yet if a harmonious whole is to 
be produced, the remaining parts must be pre
served in keeping with the poetry; and this 
can be no otherwise effected than by such a 
stuclied selection and artificial arrangement 
as wlll partake of onc, though not a peculiar, 
property of poetry. And this again can be no 

1 The free spirit must be urged headlong. 
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other tban tbe property of exciting a more 
continuous and equal attention tban the_ lan
guage of prose aims at, whether colloqu1al or 
written. 

My own conclusions on the nature of poetry, 
in the strictest use of the word, have been in 

part anticipated in the preceding di;><iuisition 
on the fancy and imaginatio~. \\~at 1s poet_ry? 
is so nearly the same quest1on w1th, what 1s a 
poet? that the answer to the one ~ !°volv~d 
in the solution of the other. For 1t 1s a d1s
tinction resulting from the poetic genius itself, 
w h ich sustains and modifies the images, thoughts, 
and emotions of the poet's own mind. The 
poet described in ideal perfection, brings the 
whoie soul of man into activity, with the sub
ordination of its faculties to each other, accord
ing to their relative :,V?rth a~d dignity. He 
diffuses a tone and spmt of uruty, that blends, 
and (as it were) fuses, each into ta:ch, by that 
synthetic and magi~I power, to wh1ch_we ~ave 
exclusively appropnated the n_ame ~f 1magma
tion. This power, first put m act1on by t~e 
will and understanding, and retained u~der therr 
irremissive, though gent\e and unn?ticed! con
trol (taxis ejfertur lwbe-ms ') revea Is 1tself 1~ the 
balance or reconciliation of opposite or d1scor
dant qualities: of sameness, with differ~nce; 
of the general, with_ t~e. concret~; the idea, 
with the image; the mdiv1dual, w1th the repre
sentative; the sense of novelty and fresh
ness with old and familiar objects; a more than 
usuitl state of emotion, with more than 
usual order; judgment eve_r awake an~ steady 
self-possession with enthus1asm and feelmg pro
found or veh;ment · and while it blends and 
harmonises the n~tural and the artificial, 
still subordinates art to nature; the manner to 
the matler· and our admiration of the poet to 

' · h "D btl " our sympathy w1th t e poetry. ou ess, 
as Sir John Da~ies ?bserves of_ the soul (~nd 
his words may w1th shght alleration be apphe?, 
and even more appropriately, to the poetic 
imagination),-

" Doubtless this could not be, but that she turns 
Bodies to spirit by sublimation strange, 
As fire converts to fire, the things it burns, 
As we our food into our nature change. 

From their gross matter she abstJ acts their f onns, 
And draws a kind of quintessence from thmgs¡ 
Which to her proper nature she transfonns • 
To bear them light on her celestial wings. 

1 He is borne with loosened reins. 

Thus does she, wben {rom individual states 
She doth abstract the universal k.inds; 
Which then re-clothed in divers names and fates 
Steal access througb our senses to our minds." 

Finally, good sense is the _bod! o~ poetic 
genius, fancy its drapery,_ motlon 1ts hfe, a~d 
imagination the soul that 1s everywhere, and m 
each; and forros ali into one graceful and 
intelligent whole. 

FRANCIS JEFFREY (1773-1850) 

THE WHITE DOE OF RYLSTONE 

This we think, has tbe merit of being the 
very w~rst poern we ever saw imprinted in a 
quarto volume; and though it was scarcely 
to be expected, we confess, that Mr. Words
worth with ali his ambition, should so soon 
have ~ttained to that distinction, the wonder 
may perhaps be dirninis~ed when we st~te, 
that it seems to us to cons1st of a happy umon 
of ali the faults, without any of the beautie~, 
which belong to bis scbool of poetry. _It 1s 
just such a work, in short, as sorne w1cked 
enemy of that school might ~ sup~sed to have 
devised on purpose to make 1t ndiculous; and 
when ;,e first took it up, we could not help 
suspecting that sorne ill-natured ~itic ~ad 
actually taken this harsh method of mstructmg 
Mr. Wordsworth, by example, in the nature of 
those errors, against which our precepts had 
been so often directed in vain. We bad not 
gone far, bowever, till we _felt intimately t~at 
nothing in the nature of a 1oke could be so m
supportably dull; - and that this m~st be tbe 
work of one who earnestly believed 1t to be a 
pattern of pathetic simplicity, and gave i~ out 
as such to the admiration of ali intelhgent 
readers. In this point of view, tbe work may 
be regarded as curious at least, if no~ in sorne 
degree interesting; and, at ali events, 1t must be 
instructive to be made aware of the excesses 
into which superior understandings may be 
betrayed by long self-indulgence, and the 
strange 'extravagances into which t~ey ~ay 
run when under the influence of that mtox1ca
tio; which is produced by unre~trai~ed ~dm!ra
tion of themselves. Th1s poehcal mtox1cahon, 
indeed, to pursue the fi~ure a little fartber, 
seems capable of_ assu~mg as ma~y forros ~s 
the vulgar one wh1ch anses from wme; and 1t 
appears to require as delicate a management 
to make a man a good poet by the help of the 
one as to make bim a good companion by 
m~ns of the other 1P both cases a little 

ROBERT SOUTHEY 321 

mistake as to the dose or the quality of tbe 
inspiring fluid may make him absolutely out
rageous, or lull him over into the rnost pro
found stupidity, instead of brightening up the 
hidden stores of bis genius: and truly we are 
concerned to sa.y, that Mr. \\'ordsworth seems 
hithcrto to have been unlucky in the choice 
of bis liquor - or of bis bottle-holder. In 
sorne of bis odes and ethic exhortations, he 
was exposed to the public in a state of inco
herent rapture and glorious delirium, to wbich 
we think we have seen a parallel among the 
humbler lovers of jollity. In the Lyrical Bal
lads, he was exhibited, on the wbole, in a vein 
of very pretty deliration; but in the poern 
before us, he appears in a state of low and 
maudlin irnbecility, wbich would not have 
misbecome Master Silence himself, in tbe close 
of a social <lay. Whether this unhappy result 
is to be ascribed to any adulteration of his 
Castalian cups, or to tbe unlucky choice of his 
company over tbem, we cannot presume to say. 
It rnay be that he has dashed his Hippocrene 
with too large an infusion of lake water, or 
as.sisted its operation too exclusively by the 
study of tbe ancient historical ballads of "the 
north countrie." Tbat there are palpable 
imitations of the style and manner of those 
venerable compositions in tbe work before 
us, is indeed undeniable; but it unfortunately 
happens, that wbile tbe hobbling versification, 
the mean diction, and flat stupidity of tbese 
models are very exactly copied, and even 
improved upon, in this imitation, their rude 
energy, manly simplicity, and occasional felicity 
of expression, have totally disappeared; and, 
instead of them, a large allowance of the au
tbor's own metapbysical sensibility, and mys
tical wordiness, is forced into an unnatural 
combination witb the borrowed beauties which 
bave just been mentioned. 

ROBERT SOUTHEY (1774-1843) 

THE LIFE OF NELSON 

FROld CHAPTER V 

THE BATTLE OF IHE NILE 

On the 25th of July he sailed from Syracuse 
for the Morea. Anxious beyond measure, and 
irritated that tbe enemy should so long have 
eludcd him, the tediousness of the nights rnade 
him impatient; and the officer of the watch was 
repeatedly called on to Jet bim know tbe hour, 
and convince him, who roeasured time by his 

own eagerness, that it was not yet daybreak. 
The squadron made the Gulf oí Coron on the 
28th. Troubridge entered the port, and re
turned with intelligence tbat the French had 
been seen about four weeks before steering lo 
the S.E. from Candia. Nelson then deter
mined immediately to retum to Alexandria, 
and the British fleet accordingly, with every 
sail set, stood once more for the coast of Egypt. 
On the 1st of August, about ten in rhc morning, 
they carne in sight of Alexandria; the port 
had been vacant and solitary when tbey saw it 
last; it was now crowded with ships, and they 
perceived witb exultation that the tri-colour 
flag was flying upon the walls. At four in the 
afternoon, Captain Hood, in lbe Zealous, 
rnade the signal for the enerny's lleet. For 
many preceding days Nelson had bardly taken 
either sleep or food: he now ordered his dinner 
to be served, while preparations were making 
for battle; and wben bis oflicers rose from the 
table, and wcnt to their separate stations, he said 
to tbem: "Before tbis time to-morrow, I shall 
bave gained a peerage or Westminster Abbey." 

The French, steering direct for Candia, 
bad made an angular passage for Alexandria; 
whereas Nelson, in pursuit of tbem, made 
straigbt for that place, and thus rnaterially 
shortened the distance. The comparative 
srnallness of bis force made il necessary to sail 
in close order, and it covered a less space than 
it would have done if the frigates had been with 
bim: the weatber also was constan ti y haz y 
These circumstances prevented the English 
from discovering the enemy on the way to 
Egypt, though it appeared, upon examining 
the journals of tbe French officers taken in tbe 
action, that the two fleets rnust actually have 
crossed on the nigbt oí the 22d of J une. During 
tbe return to Syracuse, the chances of falling 
in with them were fewer. 

Why Buonaparte, baving effected bis land
ing, sbould not have suffered tbe fleet lo return, 
has never yet been explained. Tbis much is 
certain, that it was detained by bis command; 
thougb, with bis accustomed falsehood, he 
accused Admiral Brueys, aftcr that officer's 
death, oí baving lingered on the coasl, con
trary to orders. Thc French fleel arrived at 
Alexandria on lhe 1st of July; and Brueys, 
not being able to enter the porl, which time and 
neglect had ruined, moored his ships in Aboukir 
Bay, in a strong and compact line of battlc; 
the headmost vessel, according to his own 
account, being as close as possible to a shoal 
Qn the N.W.1 and the rest of the fleet forming 


