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X EPISTLE LIMINARY.

- no small suspicion of partiality, but this

cannot be the case with you, as you say
you liked the work before you were aware
of the name of its author. :
Since that name has now been divulged
through the rashness of a certain publica-
tion, I do not see that ahy very good pur-
pose could be answered by attempting to
keep up the mystery in the work itself. T
therefore accept of your offers with regard

- to the Second Edition, and permit you to

send it forth into the world with the name
of Peter Morris as conspicuously affixed to
it as you may deem expedient.

~ About ‘the same time that your letter

. reached me, I had another letter on the
-same subject from my friend Mr William

Blackwood, of ‘Edinburgh. As you and he
are already connected in so many ways, it
strikes me that no inconvenience could at-
tend your being connected together in this
little matter also. I shall be happy if you
find it consistent with your views to com-
municate the purport of what T have said
to him, with all haste’; and hope to see the
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Second Edition graced W1th both your
names on the title-page. ’
.- When in Edinburgh I became acquamt-
ed with MrJ ames Ballantyne, and have a
strong inclination that any little thing of
mine should be printed at his press, both
from my regard for the man himself, and
on account of the high report I heard of his
qualifications in that way, from some of the
- best judges L know of. The First Edition
- being but a coarse job, and so small withal,
. I did not think of him, but trust there will
be nothing to prevent him undertaking
this, about which Mr Blackwood will be
able to arrange with him very easily, being
on the spot. 1 should think the best way
_would be-to leave the style of printing; &c.
‘entirely to Mr Ballantyne’s own discretion
. —1I am sure he will do all he ecan to make J
~my book a pretty one. As for correcting of
proofs, &e., I dare say I might very safely
leave that also to Mr Ballantyne; but I
have a friend in Edinburgh, (a Mr Wastle,)
 who will find it quite an amusement to su-
perintend all that affair ; and, by the way,
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I am a very bad hand at correcting proofs
niyself, for I read them so quickly, that my
eye passes over a thousand errata, for.one
that escapes the observation of a person
more accustomed to such things. Setle
What you say about the portraits, puzzles
~me more than anything else ; I mean as to
the propriety of introducing such things at
all. It is very true, however, as you have -
heard, that my pencil was in request while
I was in Scotland, -almost as much as my
pen, and that I have now avery rich port-
folio of the chief worthies I met with in that
northernregion. In this matter, too, I am
inclined to trust more to my friends’ judg-
ment than to my own, so I have sent you
this day (per waggon) the whole lot of the
sketches, leaving you to select for the en- .
graver such as seem most likely to im.prove
the appearance and popularity of the work.
I think, however, you should on no account
omit the sketches of the Man of Feeling;
Mr Scott, Mr Jeffrey, Mr Alison, and B
Chalmers. The others you may do with as
you please. :
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I would have sent you my drawings’of
scenery also, but really in the pre.sent\ day
whensomuchisa-doing inthat line bymuch
abler hands, I feel shy about pushing my
-rude efforts upon the public. Ihave, there-
fore, packed up only a very few specimens
—mnot at all for the engraver—but merely
as a present to Mrs Davies, which 1 beg she
will accept, as also the cheese which aé-
companiesthem, along with the best wishes
and compliments of a very old acquaint-
ance and admirer. You cannot do bet-
ter than have the etchings executed in
Edinburgh also. Nobody can be better for
the purpose than Mr Lizars—and, if he
be too much engaged to do the whole, he -
can get a véry excellent young artist, some
of whose works I saw when there, to give
" him assistance—I mean Mr Stewart, who is
engraving Allan’s Picture of The Robbers
 dividing their Spoil. By the bye, L had a
note from Sir Joseph Banks a day or two
ago, in which he says a great deal about a
newinvention of Mr Lizars, which hethinks
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72 MR JEFFREY’S CONVERSATION.

- ever, with the least appearance of what the
Scotch very expressively call fore-thought. Every
thing went on with the utmost possible faci-
‘lity, and, in general, with a very gracefu_l".
kind of lightness. ~The whole tone of' Mr
Jeffrey’s own conversation, indeed, was so pitch-
ed, that a- proser, or a person. at all ambiti-
ous, in the rgreen_-room'pl-lrase? to make an ef-
fect, would undoubtedly have found himself
most grievously out of place. Amidst all this
absence of « preparation,” however, (for it is
impossible to talk of conversation without using .
French words),—I have never, I believe, heard
so many ideas thrown out by-any man in
so short a space of time, and apparently with
such entire negation of exertion. His conversa-
tion acted upon me like the first delightful hour
after taking opium. The thoughts he scattered so
readily about him (his words, rapid, and wonder-
fully rapid as they are, appe;iring to be continual-
ly panting after his conceptions)—his thoughts,
I say, were at once so striking, and so just, that
they. took in succession entire possession of my
imagination, and yet with so felicitous a tact did
he forbear from expressing any one of these too
fully, that the reason was always kept in a pleas-
ing kind of excitement, by the endeavour more
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thoroughly to examine their bearings, It is
quite impossible to listen to him for a moment,
without recalling all the best qualities of his
composition—and yet I suspect his conversation
is calcnlated to leave one with even a higher idea
of his mind, at least of its fertility, than the best
of his writings. I have heard some men display
-more profoundness of reflection, and others a
much greater command of the conversational
picturesque—but I never before witnessed any
thing to he compared with the blending toge-
ther of apparently little consistent powers in the
whole strain of his discourse. Such a power, in
the first place, of throwing away at once every
useless part of the idea to be discussed, and then
such a happy redundancy of imagination to pre-
sent the essential and reserved part in its every
- possible relation, and point of view—and all this
connected with so much of the plain scavoir faire
of actual ‘existence, and such a thorough scorn
of mystification, it is really a very wonderful in-
tellectual coalition. 'The largeness of the views
suggested by his speculative understanding, and
the shrewdness with which his sound and close
judgment seems to scrutinize them after they are
suggested—these alone would be sufficient to
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make his conversation one of the most remark-
able things in the world. But then he invests
all this ground-work with such a play of fancy,
wit, sarcasm, persiflage, every thing in that way
except humour—which again, were they united
in any person entirely devoid either of the depth
or the justness of Jeffrey’s intellect, would un-
questionably render that person one of the most
fascinating of all possible companions.  The Sta-
gyrite, who places his summum bonwm in-having
one’s faculties kept at work, would certainly
have thought himself in Elysium, had he been
so unfortunate as to discuss a flask of Chian in
company with Mr Jeffrey.

The mere animal spirits of the man are abso-
~lutely miraculous. When one considers what a
life of exertion he has led for these last twenty
years ; how his powers have been kept on the
rack such a length of time with writing, and
concocting, and editing reviews on the one hand,
and briefs, and speeches, and journeys, and trials,
and cross-questionings, and the whole labyrinth
of  barristership on the other—one cannot help
being quite thunderstruck on finding that he has
still reserved such a large fund of energy which
he can afford and delight to lavish, when even

; 6 A ;
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the comparative repose of his mind would be
more than enough to please and satisfy every
one. His vigour seems to be a perfect widow’s

cmuse, ‘bubbling for ever upwards, and refusing

to be exhausted ; swelling and spreading till all
the vessels of the neighbourhood are saturated,

and more than saturated, with the endless un-

wearied irrigation of its superfluous richiness.

Mr Playfair was the only other pefson whose
conversation made any very striking impres-
sion on me—but indeed this might well be the
case, without the least reflection on the talents
of those present. This gentleman’s mode of
talking is just as different as possible from
his friend’s—it 1s quietly, simply, unaffected-
ly sensible, and that is all one thinks of it at
first—-but by degrees he says things, which al-
though at the'moment he utters them, they do
ot produce any very startling effect, have the
power to *keep one musing on them for a long
time after he stops—so that, even if one were
not told who he is, I believe one would have no.
difficulty in discovering him to be a great man.

The gravity of his years—the sweet unassuming
’ gentleness of his behaviour—and the calm way
~ in which he gave utterance ‘to thoughts, about
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78 SCOTTISH LITERATI.

such a way, as to prevent men of- genius from
doing justice to themselves, elsewhere than in
 their Writings,' Hereafter, indeed, I shall have
occasion to say something of the spirit of partyin
Scotland, and to show with what destructive
 violence it attacks the very essence of cordial
communion among some of the less considerable
classes of society. Nay, I fear from what I al-
‘ready see, that I shall find some little occasion to
lament the insidious and half unsuspected influ-
ences of the same spirit among those who should
be more above its working. DBut in the social
intercourse of most of the men of literary emi-
nence whom I have as yet seen, the absence of
all feeling of party appears to be quite-as entire
as that of some other, and yet more offensive
feelings which are elsewhere sufficiently mani-
fest in their effects; and the principles, as well
as the reputation of the one of such men, appear
to act in no other way upon the other, than as gen-
tle stimulants of his intellect, and of his courtesy.
My friend Wastle, as I have already whisper-
ed, not only forms, but glories in forming, an ex-
ception to this sort of behaviour. He utterly
hates a Whig and a Calvinist, and he has no
seruple about saying as much upon every occa-
sion. He .abomim’ites the style of complaisant
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130. . MR JOHN WILSON.

quehce, above a]l, Whétever faults it might have,
displayed certainly no deficiency of freshness
- and vigour. As I know you admire some of his
verses very much, you will be pleased with a
sketch of his appearance. He is, I imagiue,
(but T guess principally from the date of his Ox-
ford prize poem) some ten years your junior
and mine—a very robust athletic man, broad
across the back—firm set upon his limbs—and
having altogether very much of: that sort of air
which is inseparable from the: consciousness of
great bodily energies. I suppose, in leaping,
wrestling, or boxing, he might easily beat any of
the poets, his contemporaries—and I rather sus-.
pect, thatin speaking, he would have as easy a
triumph over the whole of them; except Cole-
ridge. In complexion, he is the best specimen
I have ever seen of the genuine ar ideal Goth.
His hair is of the true Sicambrian yellow ; his
eyes are of the lightest, and at the same time of
the clearest blue ; and the blood glows in his
cheek with as firm a fervour as it did, according’
to the description of Jornandes, in those ‘of the
« Bello gaudentes, preelio ridentes Teutones”
of Attila. I had never suspected, 'zbefore--.lf‘.sa_;w
him, that such extreme fairness and freshness of
complexion could be compatible with so. much




































































































































174 THE ETHICAL CLASS-ROOM,

some measure, for plunging next year into the
midst of all the light and all the darkness scat-
tered over the favourite science of this country,
by the Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dr The-
mas Brown. ,

I could not find leisure for attending the pre-
lections of all the Edinburgh professors; but I
was resolved to hear, at least, one discourse of
the last mentioned celebrated person. So I went
one morning in good time, and took my place in
a convenient corner of that class-room, to which
the rising metaphysicians of the north resort with
so much eagerness. Before the professor arrived,
I amused myself with surveying the well-cover-
ed rows of benches with which the area of the

large room was occupied. I thought I could .

distinguish the various descriptions of specula-
tive young men come thither from the different
quarters of Scotland, fresh from the first zealous
-study of Hume, Berkeley, and Locke, and quite
sceptical whether the timber upon which they
sat had any real existence, or whether there was

such a thing as heat in the grate which was bla-

zing before them. On one side might be seen,
perhaps, a Pyrrhonist from Inverness-shire, deep-
ly marked with the small-pox, and ruminating
upon our not secing double with two eyes. The

-


















































































































SOCIETY OF EDINBURGH. 211

of lives all at once, and I have made shift to do-
somewhat like my neighbours. In London, a
lawyer is a lawyer, and he is nothing more ; for
going to the play or the House of Commons,
now and then, can scareely be considered as any
serious interruption of his professional habits
and existence. In London; in like manner, a
gay man is nothing but a gay,man; for, how-
ever he may attempt to dlsgmse the matter,
whatever he does out of the world of gayety is
intended bply to increase his consequence in it.
But here I am living in a city, which thrives
both by law and by gayeties, and—would you
believe it >—a very great share of the practice of
both of these mysteries lies in the very same
hands. Tt is this, so far as I can judge, which
constitutes what the logicians would call the
differential quality of the society of Edinburgh.
Tt is, at this time of the year at least, a kind of
melange of London, Bath; and Cheltenham ; and
I am inclined to think, that, upon due examina-
tion, you would find it to be in several particu-
lars a more agreeable placé than any of these. In
many other particulars, I think any rational per-
son would pronounce it, without difficulty, to be
more absurd than any of them.

- The removal of the residence of the sovereign
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308 ' A ROUT.

a sixth. « Vii@Hpow, Mr Jeffrey, don’t you agree
with mej i ecidedly of opinion, th,at Mr
Scott s the' T ue author of the Tales of my
Landlord? O Lord !—they’ Te S0 like Mr Scott,
some of the stories—one could almost believe
# one heard him telling them. Could not you do
the same, Mr Jeffrey ?”—The shrug of ineffable
derision which Mr Jeffrey vainly endeavoured to

keep down, in making some inaudible reply of
two syllabl_es to this, did not a whit dismay an-
other, who forthwith began to ply him with
query upon query, about the conduct of Lord
Byron, in deserting his wife—and whether or
not, he (Mr Jeffrey) considered it likely, that
Lord Byron bad had himself (Lord Byron) in
his eye, in drawing the character of the Corsair
— and oh, now Mr Jeffrey, don’t you think
Gulnare so romantic a name? I wish I had been
christened Gulnare. Can people change their
names, Mr Jeffrey, without an estate?”—¢ Why,
yes, Ma’am,” replied the critic—after a most ma-
licious pause, * by being married.”—* * * *
“ Mr Jeffrey,” exclaimed a fierce-looking damsel
with a mop head—¢ I insist upon hearing if you
~ have read Peter Bell—will: you ever be con-

vineed? Shall I ever be able to persuade you ?
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Can you deny the beauty of th
“ as white as cream?”  Can yo lind to the
pathetic incident of the poor ass kneeling under -
the blows of the cruel, hard-hearted, odious Pe-
ter? Can yoﬁ be blind to the charm of the
boat %8 b z

« Why—oh—the laker has made a good deal
of his tub— T'win sister to the Crescent- Moon.”

“ Ah! naughty man, you are incorrigible—
T'll go speak to Mr Wilson.” 2

I looked round, and saw Mr Wilson. He
had a little book of fishing-flies in his hand, and
was loudly and sonorously explaining the beauty
of a bit of grizzled hackle on the wings of one of
them to Mr Mackenzie. My venerable friend
seemed to be listening with the deepest interest
to what he said, but the young lady broke in
upon théiggx:onv'ersation with the utmost intre-
pidity. I could just hear enough of what passed,
to be satisfied, that the brother poet made as
light of the matter as the adverse critic. I sus-
pect, that from the cruelty of Peter Bell's blud-
geon, she made a transition to the cruelty of
killing poor ‘nnocent trouts; but before that
subject had time to be adequately discussed,
supper was announced, and I descended close be-





































































339 EDINBURGH—THE CASTLE,

shot out of the kindred rock in some fantastic
freak of Nature—and where, amidst the over-
hanging mass of darkness, you vainly endeavour '
to desery the track by which Wallace scaled—
or whether you look from the north, where the
rugged cliffs find room for some scanty patches
of moss and broom, to diversify their barren
grey—and where the whole mass is softened
into beauty by the wild green glen which inter-
venes between the spectator and its foundations
—wherever you are placed, and however it is
viewed, you feel at once that here is the eye of
the landscape, and the essence of the grandeur.
Neither is it possible to say under what sky
or atmosphere all this appears to the greatest ad-
vantage. The heavens may put on what aspect
they choose, they never fail to adorn it. Chan-
ges that elsewhere deform the face of nature,
and rob her of half her beauty, seem to pass
over this majestic surface only to dress out its
majesty in some new apparel of magnificence.
If the air is cloudless and serene, what can hé
finer than the calm reposing dignity of those old
towers—every delicate angle of the fissured rock,
every loop-hole and every lineament seen clearly
and distinctly in all their minuteness ? or, if the
mist be wreathed around the basis of the rock,
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ried with the vanity of knowledge, and torment-
ed with the sleepless agonies of doubt—the sick-
ness of a heart bruised and buffeted by all the
demons of presumption—the wild and wander-
ing throbs of a soul parched ainong plenty, by
the blind cruelty of its own dead affections—
these dark and depressing mysteries all madden-
ing within the brain of the Hermit Student,
might have suggested other accompaniments to
_one who had looked less deeply into the nature °
" of Man—who had felt less in his own person.of
that which he might have been ambitious to de-
scribe. But this great master of intellect was
well aware to what thou ghts, and what feelings,
the perplexed and the bewildered are most an-
xious to return. He well knew where it is, that
Nature has placed the best balm for the wounds °
of the spirit—by what indissoluble links She has
twined her own eternal influences around the
ﬂry and chafed heart-strings that have most ne-
glected her tenderness. It is thus, that this weary
and melancholy sceptic speaks—his phial of poi-
son is not yet mingled on his table—but the
tempter is already listening at his ear, that would
not allow him to leave the world until he should
have plunged yet deeper into his snares, and
added sins against his neighbour, to sins against






















































