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kindness and generosity of his nature would not allow him
to be a satirist. I do not recollect a sneer throughout his

conversation any more than there is throughout his works.

Such is a rough sketch of Scott, as I saw him in private

life, not merely at the time of the visit here narrated, but in

the casual intercourse of subsequent years. Of his public

character and merits all the world can judge. His works
have incorporated themselves with the thoughts and concerns

of the whole civilized world for a quarter of a century, and
have had a controlling influence over the age in which he

lived. But when did a human being ever exercise an influ-

ence more salutary and benignant? Who is there 'that, on
looking back over a great portion of his life, does not find the

genius of Scott administering to his pleasures, beguiling his

cares, and soothing his lonely sorrows? Who does not still

regard his works as a treasury of pure enjoyment, an armory
to which to resort in time of need, to find weapons with

which to fight oflf the evils and the griefs of life? For my
own part, in periods of dejection, I have hailed the announce-

ment of a new work from his pen as an earnest of certain

pleasure in store for me, and have looked forward to it as a
traveler in a waste looks to a green spot at a distance, where
he reels assured of solace and refreshment. When I consider

how much he has thus contributed to the better hours of my
past existence, and how independent his works still make
me, at times, of all the world for my enjoyment, I bless my
stars that cast my let in his days, to be thus cheered and
gladdened by the outpourings of his genius. I consider it

one of the greatest advantages that I have derived from my
literary career that it has elevated me into genial communion
with such a spirit ; and as a tribute of gratitude for his friend-

ship, and veneration for his memory, I cast this humble stone

upon his cairn, which will soon, I trust, be piled aloft with

the contributions of abler hands.
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