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any the historical novel altogether s
®What -uppalatable; he always feels

L3t 1 s o falsification, and the mixture
Ct with fiction affects him like a mix-

- Of gaslight with daylight.

kt.'tlt fe in ‘the povels of which the sub-

% belong to Seotl’s own time; and in’

w
w‘:‘ch his creative genius has full play
!

T ity legitimate field, that unimpair-
denght is, and will always be found.
; &r?“ley,’ “The Antiquary, ‘Guy Manner-
ﬂilagt. Roaan’s Well,” ‘The Heart of Mid-
Ri‘iden” ‘Rob Roy,” ‘Old Mortality,” “The
of Lammermoor,’ ean die only with
w. 20 nature or the English tongue.
‘: ‘hicl_ude ‘Waverley,” ‘Old Mortality,’
the ,}ROD Roy’ because the Covenanter and
& acobite were 50 near to Scott in the
D Hand of nis day, as to be fairly within
8rasp of his imagination. Nor is there
Y fault to be found with vhe slight back-
B;-?:;nﬂ of pretty recemt history ia ‘Ihe
‘Vblc-eh of lLammermoor,’ The weakness
has been often pointed out, is the
4l ingipidity of the heroes and
es. The Master of Ravenswood
fop “POUt the only ome of the heroes
i Whom we much care; and even in
e C8se the interest is rather that of
‘5 Wmstances than of character. Effle
Vern touches our hearts, and Diana
o O jy charming in her way. But
e the giog¢ part, the heroes and heroines
thy little more than the figures which set
at emOt in motion, and about which the
gy, llgures revolve.  This may be in
® measure n legacy from the romance
Chivalry, in whieh the hero could only
%d& knight sans peur et sans reproche,
beg ‘the lady could only be a queen of
1 Uly—both of them eolourless, and in-
oty ting only on account of the feat of
lag % Which the knight pertormed for the
\lehs Sake. But it is not eazy to throw
Character Into a number of palrs of
Tes alike destined to love, to crosses
hy "‘Ve, and to an early marriage. Scott
B :e“ was quite conscious of the weak-
d"mct “I am a bad hand,” he said, “at
v ing a hero properly so-called, and
Bl D unfortunate propensity for the du-
; v&s_hlehnracters of Borderers, Buccaneers,
“Rer. 284 robbers, and all others of &
™ Hood description.’ Elsewhere he
t“rz: “My rogue always, in spite of me,
-y S out my hero.” It s of little con-
o hem?’ however, what the nominal hero
' bﬂlgemme is, g0 long as Marmion, Dugald
*%k?" Caleb Balderstone, Dirk Hat-
the Dominle Sampson, Meg Dods, and
o Test of the characters, nomtnally min-
K delight us as they do.
he.. D Dosttion which ‘Waverley’ holds at
4 of the 11st is rather traditional
justitied by Intrinsic merit. This
Wag the first of the series, and it
‘whtthe world by storm. But it opened
a ew“’as then a new world of beauty aud
ta field of romance, the Scotch High-
By, 220 the life of the Highland clans.

hﬁl‘o

rth’ P Ore S ’
pioW the 5, COtt’s time, people had spoken of
iot‘“@i ghlands with.a shudder, as a re-

" Wiyt bleak hills, bogs, snd mists, amid
ey Wandered breechless savages and
‘f“e'l Ossian had done ilttle to expel
1 dea; 1y fact, Gibbon cites him In con-
:'Ii)p Othon of it, remarking that on every
* Beoyy 1;3915 he was a Scotchman. Walter

trg fted the curtain, and the world was
thﬂtm at the slght, not suspecting

> B& far a5 Highland character and
83 concerned, the show owed a good
£0 the showman. Now, the High-

a

the knight’s charger is waliting.
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lands swarm with {ourists, and at the
dvor of each British tobacconist stands
the figure of a Highlander in full costume,
taken to be native, though in its present
elegant form it is really the device of a
iHanoverian tallor. The first chapters of
‘Waverley,” describing the hero’s family
and education, are heavy. The structure of
the plot is by no weans on a level with

Scott’s best. Col. Talbot is too palpable
a deus ex machina; the pedantic learning
of the Baron of Bradwardige, though
amusing at first, i1s overdone, and the char-
acters of Fergus MacIvor and his sister are
tinged with melodrama. As to the hero,

Scott himself said of him that he was a
“sneaking plece of imbecility,” and that
“if he had married Flora, she would have
set him up upon the chimuey-piece as (the
dwarl) Count Borowlaskis wife used to

do with him.” He is, in faect, a nonen-
tity.

Scott’s style is loose and too often
prolix, though there is always a genlal
glow whieh makes you kind to the faults.
He wrote too much, and too fast to write
with care and finish. The idea, however,
that he extemporized his matter as well
as his language, is absurd and baseless.
'He tells us that he gave days to thought
and invention. Of ‘Marmion,’ a great part
he says, was composed on horseback.
Th2 looseness and prolixity, of course, in-
creased when he was producing voluues as
rapidly as he could to work off his financial
embarrassments, A third of the page
mighl sometimes be struek out with ad-
vantage to the rest. .

‘Historically, 8cott belongs to the era
of the Revolution, and his works form a
part of the vast literature to which that
great stirring of thought and fesling gave
birth. But he belongs to the back-stream,
not to the eataract. The cataracts of
bistcry have their back-streams; that of
the Reformation was neo-Catholicism; that
of the Revolution was the conservative
reaction which showed itself in literature
as well as in politics, and makes itself felt
in the mature works o!f Wordsworth and
Southey. The Puseylites prized Scutt as
cone who had turned the eyes of men to
thz past. Eeclesiastical reactionlsts, how-
ever, could hardly claim Scott as a. pre-
cursor. There was nothing ecclesiastical
about bim, still less was there anything
ascetie, There was even something de-
cidedly anti-ascetlc, as the guard-room
song in ‘The Lady of the Lake' shows.
He thought a boon companjon ‘“worth
the whole Bernardine brood.” MHis pas-
sion was for the military and soclal, not
th2 religious, Middle Ages. With him the
priest is little more than chaplain to the
knight, pattering a hasty mass while
His ab-
bots and friars ars jovial rather than salot-
ly, and much addicted to the flagon. Even
for the chureh architecture he seeins to
have had no very strong feeling. There is &
famous passage on the ruins of Melrose,
in his “Lay,” but his language about the
Catlhedral of Kirkwall would have scan-
dalized Pugin or Newman. “The chureh,”
he says, “is. as well {itted up as couid. be
expected. Much of the old carved oak re-
maing, but with a motley mixture of mod-
ern deal pews. All, however, is neat and
clean, and does great houour to ihe Kirk
Bession, who malntain its decency.” An
cld chureh was to him a place where
warrlors were .buried,

for Dante; much for Ariosto. Of Roman

He cared little

Catholicism he spoke as of an effeminate
and vontemptible superstition. Thls is
the more remarkable as he belonged to
the Episcopal Church of Scotland, which
cherished high Anglican doctrine and ritu-
al in opposition to its Presbyterian foe.

In politics Scott was a strong Tory,
had & hand in the literature of his party,
and refrained during the greéater part of
his life from actually mingling In the fray
only because his party wus securely dom-
imant.  When radicalism raised its head,
and Tory principles were in peril, he came
prominently forward, and among the lat-

est incidents of his life, was his maltreat-

ment by a mob for opposing the Reform
Bill. . His reverence for monarchy was a
religicn. He was overwhelmed by his feel-
ings at the coronation ot George IV.', about
as farcical a plece of pageantry as was
evelf enacted, and he describes the whole
periormance, especially the embrace of
those two particular scamps, George IV.
and the Duke of York, as unspeakably sol-
emn anc impressive; though an antiquary
and a horseman, he could not help observ-
ing that the champion was rather tove
much ‘asgsisted,” did not display his horse-
manpship as he might, and, ipstead of the
triangular shield of a knight, carried a
round target which he could not possibly
have used on horseback. When George
IV. vigited Scotland, Scott was the rap-
turous master of ceremonies, and dressed
up his obese soverelgn in a Highland cos-
tume, which he strangely chose to regard
as national, though by most ¢! the specta-
tors, as Macaulay says, it would be regard-
ed as the dress of a thief. He begged
as a precious relic, the glass out of which
his health had been drunk by Sacred Ma-
jesty in the national whiskey, and put
it Into his coat pocket, which he carefully
held before him. However, soon safter-
wards, he met Crabbe, and in his delight,
torgetting what he had in his coat-tall,
sat down upon the glass, with consequenc-
es which would have been worse had he
not, most improperly, worn trews under
his kilt. How strong must the artist
have been in the man who, when he took
up his pen as a novelist, could completely
lay aside political sentiments so térvid, and
treat with impartial sympathy Cavaller
and Roundhead, Jacoblte and Whig High
Churchinan, Puritan and Dissenter! There
is not in Scott’s novels a trace of anything
polemical, or even didactie. Those who
like their theolugy, their politics, and their
fictlon respectively neat, will prefer to
drink of this cup.

The novel-readers of to-day have become
so much used to the strange Circean stim-
ulantg to which, from. the exhaustion of
natural and wholesome subjects, novelists
are fain to resort, that it is doubttul
whether they would be drawn back to
Scott by an assurance of his eminent heal-
thipess. Eminently healthy, however, he
is. On everything that he writes is im-
pressed the character of a true and noble-
hearted gentleinan, clean, though not fas-
tidious im spirit, as well a8 80 ‘sound in
mind that we almost Wwonder that he
ghould have taken to writing works of
imagination, im the authors of which there
is generally discernible something of men-
tal or moral disturbance, something whieh
has led them to take reluge from the real
in the ideal. In his coromation raptures,
and the homage which he pays to George
1V., laughable as they are, there i1s not
a bit of the lackey. He is slmply worship-
ping the emhodlments of principles and in-




