


 







 



 





 



& 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 atten 

through the rashness of a certain publica- 

tion, I do not see that, any very good pur- 
pose could be answered by attempting to 
keep up the mystery in the work itself. I 
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 I have'said 
to him, with all haste’; and hope to see the
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Second Edition graced with’ both or 

names on the title-page. _ ue 

_,.When in Edinburgh I became acquaint- 

ed with Mr J 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 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. I should. think the best way 

would be-to leave the style of printing, &e. . 

entirely to Mr Ballantyne’s own discretion 

. —Iam sure he will do all he can to make ~ 

my book a pretty one. As for correcting of 

proofs, 856. I dare say I might very safely 

leave that also to Mr Ballantyne; but I 

have afriend in Edinburgh, (a Mr Wastle,) 

; who will find it quite an amusement to su- 

‘perintend all that affair ; and, by the way,



xii EPISTLE LIMINARY: 

I am a very bad hand at correcting proofs 
myself, 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. othe 
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 a very rich. port- 
folio of the chief worthies I met with in that 
northern region. 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 improve 
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 J effrey, Mr Alison, and De, . 
Chalmers. The others you may.do with as_ 
you please. bes ட்‌



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



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 graceful. 

‘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 green-room "phrase, to make an ஏர்‌ 

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 னு 

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, appearing 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 calenlated 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 be 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 seavoir 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 faney, 

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 swmmum bonum 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 7



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 





 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



30. . we JOHN WILSON. 

quence, above all, whatever 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 imagine, 
(but I 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, that in 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 or 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, prelio ridentes: Teutones” 

of Attila. I had never suspected, before I saw 

him, that such extreme fairness and freshness of 
complexion could be compatible with so. much
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308. A ROUT. 

    

   

a sixth: “ \ietknow, Mr Jeffrey, don’t you agree 
with mest Hlecidedly of opinion, that Mr 

Scott, is the true author of the ‘Tales of my 
Landlord? OQ Lord!—they’re so like Mr Scott, 

some of the stories—one could almost, believe 

fone 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 syllables 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 had 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- 

vinced?, Shall I ever be able to persuade you?
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n yo . sapling — 

“as white as cream?” Can you be blind to the 
pathetic incident of the poor ass kneeling under 

the blows of the cruel, hard:hearted, odious Pe- 

ter? Can you be blind to the charm of thé 

boat 28 i 
«“ 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— 

Til go speak to Mr Wilson.” . 

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 their conversation 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 ‘innocent trouts; but before that 

subject had time to be adequately discussed, 

supper was announced, and I descended close be-







 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 


