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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

THE BLACK DWARF

Scort had hardly completed ‘‘ The Antiquary,” in the
spring of 1816, before he had planned in the rough the
‘““Tales of my Landlord.” Of these, which appeared in
four series between the years 1816 and 1831, * The Black
Dwarf ’ and ‘* Old Mortality ”’ formed the first and ** Count
Robert of Paris ”’ and ‘‘ Castle Dangerous ”’ the last.

““ The Black Dwarf,”” which freely drew its colours from
Scott’s favourite region of Tweeddale, was inspired first of
all by one of his early wanderings in that region. There
was, moreover, in the sorrows of ““ The Black Dwarf,” or
so Lockhart conjectures, a dramatic reflection of the
writer’'s consciousness of his own incurable lameness. ‘‘ It
derives a singular interest,”” he writes, ‘‘ from its delineation
of the dark feelings so often connected with physical
deformity; feelings which appear to have diffused their
shadow over the whole genius of Byron—and which, but
for this single picture, we should hardly have conceived
ever to have passed through Scott’s happier mind. All the
bitter blasphemy of spirit which, from infancy to the tomb,
swelled up in Byron against the unkindness of nature;
which sometimes perverted even his filial love into a senti-
ment of diabolical malignity; all this black and desolate
train of reflections must have been encountered and
deliberately subdued by the manly parent of the Black
Dwarif.”

It was over a criticism, a very just criticism too, which
Blackwood expressed before ‘' The Black Dwarf’ was
published, that Scott was provoked to describe himself, the
adjective being already in evidence, as one of ‘‘ the Black
Hussars of Literature, who neither give nor receive criti-
cism.”” However, he was really very amenable to advice,
as many incidents in the naming and revising of other
books of his show (note, for instance, his adoption in ““ Rob
Roy ”’ of Constable’s suggestion), and in the end he learned
to agree with Blackwood’s complaint, that the end of this
story was by no means equal to its opening.

When the first series of the ‘‘ Tales of my Landlord ”’
appeared, Scott, relying upon his disguised authorship, and
partly indeed as a proof that he was not the author of the
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viil Editor’s Introduction

Waverley Novels, offered to review them for Murray in the

uarterly.”” The review was written, but Lockhart is
probably right in his conjecture that Erskine, and not Scott
himself, wrote that part of it which expressly pays tribute
to the qualities of the novels.

For a characteristic postscript to what Scott himself has
said of “ The Black Dwarf,” see the essay by Dr. John
Brown on ‘ The Black Dwarf’s Bones,” reprinted in a
subsequent volume of this series (‘“ Rab and His Friends "’
and other Sketches and Essays).

THE LEGEND OF MONTROSE

Scort was suffering acutely from his recurrent malady,
cramp, when ‘‘ The Legend of Montrose ’ was in course of
being written. Thus it came that, like “ The Bride of
Lammermoor ’’ with which it was eventually published as
the third series of ‘“ Tales of my Landlord,”’ like ““ Ivanhoe "
too, it was dictated to Will Laidlaw and John Ballantyne.
This was in 1819, on the 1oth of June in which year the
book appeared.

Lockhart describes one visit of his, with John Ballantyne,
in May 1819, when Scott, emerging from his sick chamber,
after a night of agony, led them on a sort of Montrose
expedition to Yarrow and Selkirk.

“1I told Ballantyne,” says Lockhart, ““ that I saw this
was no time for my visit, and that I should start for Edin-
burgh again at an early hour—and begged he would make
my a,polocrles—ln the propriety of which he acquiesced.
But as I was dressing, about seven next morning, Scott
himself tapped at my door, and entered, looking better I
thought than at my arrival the day before. ‘ Don’t think
of going,” said he; ‘I feel hearty this morning, and if my
devil does come back again, it won’t be for three days at
any rate. For the present I want nothing to set me up
except a good trot in the open air, to drive away the accursed
vapours of the laudanum I was obliged to swallow last
night. You have never seen Yarrow, and when I have
finished a little job I have with Jocund Johnny, we shall all
take horse and make a day of it.” When I said something
about a ride of twenty miles being rather a bold experiment
after such a night, he answered, that he had ridden more
than forty, a week before, under similar circumstances,
and felt nothing the worse. He added, that there was an
election on foot, in consequence of the death of Sir John
Riddell of Riddell, Member of Parliament for the Selkirk
district of Burghs, and that the bad health and absence of
the Duke of Buccleugh rendered it quite necessary that he
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should make exertions on this occasion. ‘In short,’ said he,
laughing, ‘I have an errand which I shall perform—and

as I must pass Newark, you had better not miss the op-
portunity of seeing it under so excellent a cicerone as the
old minstrel,

* Whose withered cheek and tresses grey
Shall yet see many a better day.” ”

‘“ About eleven o’clock, accordingly, he was mounted, by
the help of Tom Purdie, upon a staunch, active cob, yclept
Sybil Grey,—exactly such a creature as is described in Mr.
Dinmont’s Dumple—while Ballantyne sprung into the
saddle of noble Old Mortality, and we proceeded to the
town of Selkirk, where Scott halted to do business at the
Sheriff-Clerk’s and begged us to move onward at a gentle
pace until he should overtake us. He came up by-and- b} at
a canter, and seemed in high glee with the tidings he had
heard about the canvass. And so we rode by Ph111pha.ugh
Carterhaugh, Bowhill and Newark, he pouring out ell the
way his picturesque anecdotes of former times—more
especially of the fatal field where Montrose was finally
overthrown by Leslie.”” He described the battle, Lockhart
adds, as vividly as if he had actually witnessed it.

Jeffrey’s criticism or appreciation of Dalgetty, is quoted
by Scott in his own introduction to the story.

The following is a list of the works of Sir Walter Scott,
1771-1832.

“ Disputatio Juridica,” etc., 1792 (Exercise on being called to the
Bar); The Chase, and William and Helen (from German of Biirger),
1796; Goetz of Berlichingen (translation of Goethe's Tragedy);
Apology for Tales of Terror (includes some of Author’s ballads),
privately printed, 1799; The Eve of St. John: a Border Ballad, 1800;
Ballads in Lewis’s * Tales of Wonder,"” 18o1; Minstrelsy of the Scottisly
Border, 1802, 1803; Lay of the Last Minstrel, 1805; Ballads and
Lyrical Pieces, 1806; Marmion: a Tale of Flodden Field, 1808; Life of
Drvden, The Lady of the Lake, 1810; Vision of Don Roderick, 1811;
Rf)k\.by, 1813; The Budal of "Ir1ermam 1813, Abstract of Eyrb:ggm
Saga (in Jamieson’s ** Northern Antiquities '), 1814; Waverley, or
'Tis Sixty Years Since, 1814; Life of Swift (prefixed to works), 1814,
The Lord of the Isles, 1815; Guy Mannering, 1815; The FlEld of
Waterloo, 1815; Paul’s Letters to his Kinsfolk, 1815; The Antiquary,
1816; Black Dwarf, Old Mortality (Tales of my Landlord, first series),
1317 (1816 Harold the Dauntless, 1817; The Search after Happiness,
ot the Quest of Sultan Solimaun, 18:17; Rob Rov, 1818; Heart of
Midlothian (Tales of my Landlord second series), 1818 The Bride of
Lammermoor, The Legend of Montrose (Tales of my Landlm:i third
series), 1819; Description of the Regalia of Scotland, 1819; Iv anhne
1820; The Monastery, 1820; The Abbot, 1820; Ixemlwmth 1821;
Biographies in Bqllantvne s * Nov elists,” 1821; Account of the Coron-
ation of George IV., 18z1; The Pirate, 1822. Halidon Hill, 1822
Macduff's Cross (Joanna Bailiie’s Poetical Miscellanies), 1822; The
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Fortunes of Nigel, 1822; Peveril of the Peak, 1822; Quentin Durward,
1823; St. Ronan’s Well, 1824; Redgauntlet, 1824; The Betrothed,
The Talisman (Tales of the Crusaders), 1825; Woodstock, or the
Cavaliers: a tale of 1651, 1826; Life of Napoleon Buonaparte, 1827;
The Two Drovers, The Highland Widow, The Surgeon’s Daughter
(Chronicles of the Canongate, first series), 1827; Tales of a Grandfather,
first series, 1828; second ceries, 1829; third series, 1830; fourth series

1830: St. Valentine's Dayv, or the Fair Maid of "Perth (Chronicles of
the Canongate, second series) 1828; My Aunt Margaret’s Mirror, The
Tapestried Chamber, The Laird’s Jock (Keepsake, 1828); Religious
Discourses. by a Layman 1828; Anne of Geierstein, 1829; History of
Scotland (Lardner’'s *‘ Cabinet Cyclopadia’), 1830; Letters on
Demonology and Witchcraft, 1830; House of Aspen (Keepqake 1830);

Doom of Devorgoil; Auchindrane, or the Ayrshire Tragedy, 1830;
Essays on Ballad Poetrv, 1830; Count Robert of Paris, Castle Dan-
gerous (Tales of my Landlord, fourth series), 1832.

Letters and Articles were contributed to Encyclopadia Britannica,
1814 (Chivalry; Drama); ‘‘ Provincial Antiquities of Scotland,” 1819-
1826; Edmburgh Weekly Journal,”” 1820, 1826; as well as frequent
articles to the Eclmburgh * and * Quarterly i Rev1ev\s and ‘* Edin-
burgh Annual Register.”

Collected Poems: 1820, 1821, 1823, 1830 (with Author's Prefaces);
1834 (Lockhart).

Collected Novels: 1820 (Novels and Tales); 1822 (Historical
Romances); 1824 (Historical Romances), 26 vols. With Author’s
Notes, 1829-33, 48 vols. People’s Edition, 1844-8; Abbotsford,
1842-7; Roxburghe, 1859-61; Drvburgh, 189~ 4; Border (A. Lang),
18g2-4; The Temple Edition (C K. Shorter), 18¢7-9.
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TALES OF MY LANDLORD

CCLLECTED AND REPCRTED BRY

JEDEDIAH CLEISHBEOTHAM

SCHCGOLMASTER AND PARISH-CLERK OF GANDERCLEUGH

INTRODUCTION

As I may, without vanitv, presume that the name and
official description prefixed to this Proem will secure it, from
the sedate and reflecting part of mankind, to whom only I
would be understood to address myself, such attention as is
due to the sedulous instructor of youth, and the careful per-
former of my Sabbath duties, I will forbear to hold up a
candle to the daylight, or to point out to the judicious those
recommendations of my labours which they must necessarily
anticipate from the perusal of the title-page. Nevertheless,
I am not unaware, that, as Envy always dogs Merit at the
heels, there may be those who will whisper, that albeit my
learning and good principles cannot (lauded be the heavens)
be denied by any one, yet that my situation at Gandercleugh
hath been more favour:ble to mv acquisitions in learning
than to the enlargement of my views of the ways and works
of the present generation. To the which objection, if, per-
adventure, any such shall be started, my answer shall be
threefold :

First, Gandercleugh 1s, as it were, the central part—the
navel (s7 fas si? dicere) of this our native realm of Scotland ;
so that men, from every corner thereof, when travelling on
their concernments of business, either towards our metropolis
of law, by which I mean Edinburgh, or towards our metro-
polis and mart of gain, whereby I insinuate Glasgow, are
frequently led to make Gandercleugh their abiding stage and
place of rest for the night. And it must be acknowledged
by the most sceptical, that I, who have sat in the leathern
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arm-chair, on the left-hand side of the fire, in the common
room of the Wallace Inn, winter and summer, for every even-
ing in my life, during forty years bypast (the Christian
Sabbaths only excepted), must have seen more of the
manners and customs of various tribes and people, than if I
had sought them out by my own painful travel and bodily
labour. Even so doth the tollman at the well-frequented
turnpike on the Wellbrae-head, sitting at his ease in his own
dwelling, gather more receipt of custom, than if, moving
forth upon the road, he were to require a contribution from
each person whom he chanced to meet in his journey, when,
according to the vulgar adage, he might possibly be greeted
with more kicks than halfpence.

But, secondly, supposing it again urged, that Ithacus, the
most wise of the Greeks, acquired his renown, as the Roman
poet hath assured us, by visiting states and men, I reply to
the Zoilus who shall adhere to this objection, that, de facto,
I have seen states and men also; for I have visited the
famous cities of Edinburgh and Glasgow, the former twice,
and the latter three times, in the course of my earthly pil-
grimage. And, moreover, I had the honour to sit in the
General Assembly (meaning, as an auditor, in the galleries
thereof), and have heard as much goodly speaking on the
law of patronage, as, with the fructification thereof in mine
own understanding, hath made me be considered as an
oracle upon that doctrine ever since my safe and happy re-
turn to Gandercleugh.

Again—and thirdly, If it be nevertheless pretended that
my information and knowledge of mankind, however
extensive, and however painfully acquired, by constant
domestic enquiry, and by foreign travel, is, natheless, incom-
petent to the task of recording the pleasant narratives of my
Landlord, I will let these critics know, to their own eternal
shame and confusion, as well as to the abashment and dis-
comfiture of all who shall rashly take up a song against me,
that I am NoT the writer, redactor, or compiler, of the Za/es
of my Landlord; nor am 1, in one single iota, answerable
for their contents, more or less. And now, ye generation of
critics, who raise yourselves up as if it were brazen serpents,
to hiss with your tongues, and to smite with your stings, bow
yourselves down to your native dust, and acknowledge that
yours have been the thoughts of ignorance, and the words of
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vain foolishness. Lo ! ye are caught in your own snare, and
your own pit hath yawned for you. Turn, then, aside from
the task that is too heavy for you ; destroy not your teeth by
onawing a file ; waste not your strength by spurning against
a castle wall ; nor spend your breath in contending in swift-
ness with a fleet steed ; and let those weigh the Zales of my
Landlord, who shall bring with them the scales of candour
cleansed from the rust of prejudice by the hands of in-
telligent modesty. For these alone they were compiled, as
will appear from a brief narrative which my zeal for truth
compelled me to make supplementary to the present Proem.

It is well known that my Landlord was a pleasing and a
facetious man, acceptable unto all the parish of Gander-
cleugh, excepting only the Laird, the Exciseman, and those
for whom he refused to draw hquor upon trust. Their
causes of dislike I will touch separately, adding my own re-
futation thereof.

His honour, the Laird, accused our Landlord, deceased,
of having encouraged, in various times and places, the de-
struction of hares, rabbits, fowls black and grey, partridges,
moor-pouts, roe-deer, and other birds and quadrupeds, at
unlawful seasons, and contrary to the laws of this realm,
which have secured, in their wisdom, the slaughter of such
animals for the great of the earth, whom I have remarked
to take an uncommon (though to me, an unintelligible)
pleasure therein. Now, in humble deference to his honour,
and in justifiable defence of my friend deceased, I reply to
this charge, that howsoever the form of such animals might
appear to be similar to those so protected by the law, yet it
was a mere deceptio visus ; for what resembled hares were,
in fact, Az/l-kids, and those partaking of the appearance of
moor-fowl, were truly wood pigeons, and consumed and eaten
eo nomine, and not otherwise.

Again, the Exciseman pretended, that my deceased Land-
lord did encourage that species of manufacture called dis-
tillation, without having an especial permission from the
Great, technically called a license, for doing so. Now, I
stand up to confront this falsehood ; and in defiance of him,
his gauging-stick, and pen and inkhorn, I tell him, that I
never saw, or tasted, a glass of unlawful aqua vitee in the
nouse of my Landlord ; nay, that, on the contrary, we needed
not such devices, in respect of a pleasing and somewhat
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seductive liquor, which was vended and consumed at the
Wallace Inn, under the name of mountain deww. If there is
a penalty against manufacturing such a liquor, let him show
me the statute ; and when he does, I'll tell him if I will obey
it or no.

Concerning those who came to my Landlord for liquor,
and went thirsty away, for lack of present coin, or future
credit, I cannot but say it has grieved my bowels as if
the case had been mine own. Nevertheless, my Landlord
considered the necessities of a thirsty soul, and would permit
them, in extreme need, and when their soul was impoverished
for lack of moisture, to drink to the full value of their watches
and wearing apparel, exclusively of their inferior habili-
ments, which he was uniformly inexorable in obliging them
to retain, for the credit of the house. As to mine own part,
I may well say, that he never refused me that modicum of
refreshment with which I am wont to recruit nature after the
fatigues of my school. It 1s true, I taught his five sons
English and Latin, writing, book-keeping, with a tincture of
mathematics, and that I instructed his daughter in psalmody.
Nor do I remember me of any fee or Zonorarium received
from him on account of these my labours, except the com-
potations aforesaid. Nevertheless this compensation suited
my humour well, since it is a hard sentence to bid a dry
throat wait till quarter-day.

But, truly, were I to speak my simple conceit and belief,
I think my Landlord was chiefly moved to waive in my
behalf the usual requisition of a symbol, or reckoning, from
the pleasure he was wont to take in my conversation, which,
though solid anc edifying in the main, was, like a well-built
palace, decorated with facetious narratives and devices,
tending much to the enhancement and ornament thereof.
And so pleased was my Landlord of the Wallace in his
replies during such colloquies, that there was no district in
Scotland, yea, and no peculiar, and, as it were, distinctive
custom therein practised, but was discussed betwixt us ; inso-
much, that those who stood by were wont to say, it was
worth a bottle of ale to hear us communicate with each other.
And not a few travellers, from distant parts, as well as from
the remote districts of our kingdom, were wont to mingle in
the conversation, and to tell news that had been gathered in
foreign lands, or preserved from oblivion in this our own.
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Now I chanced to have contracted for teaching the lower
classes with a young person called Peter, or Patrick, Pattieson,
who had been educated for our Holy Kirk, yea, had, by the
license of presbytery, his voice opened therein as a preacher,
who delighted in the collection of olden tales and legends,
and in garnishing them with the flowers of poesy, whereof
he was a vain and frivolous professor. For he followed not
the example of those strong poets whom I proposed to him
as a pattern, but formed versification of a flimsy and modern
texture, to the compounding whereof was necessary small
pains and less thought. And hence I have chid him as
being one of those who bring forward the fatal revolution
prophesied by Mr Robert Carey, in his Vaticination on the
Death of the celebrated Dr John Donne :

Now thou art gone, and thy strict laws will be
Too hard for libertines in poetry ;

Till verse (by thee refined) in this last age
Turn ballad rhyme.

I had also disputations with him touching his indulging
rather a flowing and redundant than a concise and stately
diction in his prose exercitations. But notwithstanding
these symptoms of inferior taste, and a humour of contra-
dicting his betters upon passages of dubious construction in
Latin authors, I did grievously lament when Peter Pattieson
was removed from me by death, even as if he had been the
offspring of my own loins. And in respect his papers had
been left in my care (to answer funeral and death-bed
expenses), I conceived myself entitled to dispose of one
parcel thereof, entitled, Zuales of my Landlord, to one
cunning in the trade (as it is called) of book-selling. He
was a mirthful man, of small stature, cunning in counterfeit-
ing of voices, and in making facetious tales and responses,
and whom I have to laud for the truth of his dealings
towards me.

Now, therefore, the world may see the injustice that
charges me with incapacity to write these narratives, seeing,
that though I have proved that I could have written them if
I would, yet, not having done so, the censure will deservedly
fall, if at all due, upon the memory of Mr Peter Pattieson;
whereas T must be justly entitled to the praise, when any is
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due, seeing that, as the Dean of St Patrick’s wittily and
Jogically expresseth it,

That without which a thing is not,
Is Causa sine gua non.

The work, therefore, 1s unto me as a child is to a parent; in
the which child, if it proveth worthy, the parent hath honour
and praise; but, if otherwise, the disgrace will deservedly
attach to itself alone.

I have only further to intimate, that Mr Peter Pattieson,
in arranging these Tales for the press, hath more consulted
his own fancy than the accuracy of the narrative ; nay, that
he hath sometimes blended two or three stories together for
the mere grace of his plots. Of which infidelity, although I
disapprove and enter my testimony against it, yet I have
not taken upon me to correct the same, in respect it was the
will of the deceased, that his manuscript should be sub-
mitted to the press without diminution or alteration. A
fanciful nicety it was on the part of my deceased friend, who,
if thinking wisely, ought rather to have conjured me, by all
the tender ties of our friendship and common pursuits, to
have carefully revised, altered, and augmented, at my judg-
ment and discretion. But the will of the dead must be
scrupulously obeyed, even when we weep over their pertin-
acity and self-delusion.  So, gentle reader, I bid you fareweli,
recommending you to such fare as the mountains of your
own country produce ; and I will only farther premise, that
each Tale is preceded by a short introduction, mentioning
the persons by whom, and the circumstances under which,
the matenals thereof were collected.

JEDEDIAR CLEISHBOTHAM.



THE BLACK DWARF

INTRODUCTION

THE ideal being who is here presented as residing in solitude,
and haunted by a consciousness of his own deformity, and
a suspicion of his being generally subjected to the scorn
of his fellow-men, is not altogether imaginary. An individual
existed many years since, under the author’s observation,
which suggested such a character. This poor unfortunate
man’s name was David Ritchie, a native of Tweeddale. He
was the son of a labourer in the slate-quarries of Stobo, and
must have been born in the mis-shapen form which he
exhibited, though he sometimes imputed it to ill-usage when
in infancy. He was bred a brush-maker at Edinburgh, and
had wandered to several places, working at his trade, from all
which he was chased by the disagreeable attention which his
hideous singularity of form and face attracted wherever he
came. The author understood him to say he had even been
in Dublin.

Tired at length of being the object of shouts, laughter, and
derision, David Ritchie resolved, like a deer hunted from the
herd, to retreat to some wilderness, where he might have the
least possible communication with the world which scoffed at
him. He settled himself, with this view, upon a patch of
wild moorland at the bottom of a bank on the farm of
Woodhouse, in the sequestered vale of the small river Manor,
in Peebles-shire. The few people who had occasion to pass
that way were much surprised, and some superstitious
persons a little alarmed, to see so strange a figure as Bow’d
Davie (i.e. Crooked DaVId) employed in a task, for which he
seemed so totally unfit, as that of erecting a house. The
cottage which he built was extremely small, but the walls,
as well as those of a little garden that surrounded it, were
constructed with an ambitious degree of solidity, being
composed of layers of large stones and turf; and some of the
corner stones were so weighty, as to puzzle the spectators how
such a person as the architect could possible have raised them.
In fact, David received from passengers, or those who came
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10 The Black Dwarf

attracted by curiosity, a good deal of assistance; and as no
one knew how much aid had been given by others, the wonder
of each individual remained undiminished.

The proprietor of the ground, the late Sir James Naesmith,
baronet, chanced to pass this singular dwelling, which, hav-
ing been placed there without right or leave asked or given,
formed an exact parallel with Falstaff’s simile of a * fair
house built on another’s ground ’; so that poor David might
have lost his edifice by mistaking the property where he had
erected it. Of course, the proprietor entertained no idea of
exacting such a forfelture but readily sanctioned the harm-
less encroachment.

The personal description of Elshender of Mucklestane-
Moor has been generally allowed to be a tolerably exact and
unexaggerated portrait of David of Manor Water. He was
not quite three feet and a half high, since he could stand
upright in the door of his mansion, which was just that
height. The following particulars concerning his figure and
temper occur in the Scots Magazine for 1817, and are now
understood to have been communicated by the ingenious
Mr. Robert Chambers of Edinburgh, who has recorded with
much spirit the traditions of the Good Town, and, in other
publications, largely and agreeably added to the stock of our
popular antiquities. He is the countryman of David Ritchie,
and had the best access to collect anecdotes of him.

““ His skull,” says this authority, ‘“ which was of an oblong
and rather unusual shape, was said to be of such strength,
that he could strike it with ease through the panel of a door,
or the end of a barrel. His laugh is said to have been quite
horrible; and his ‘screech-owl voice, shrill, uncouth, and
dissonant, corresponded well with his other peculiarities.

““ There was nothing very uncommon about his dress. He
usually wore an old slouched hat when he went abroad; and
when at home, a sort of cowl or night-cap. He never wore
shoes, being unable to adapt them to his mis-shapen finlike
feet, but always had both feet and legs quite concealed, and
wrapt up with pieces of cloth. He always walked with a sort
of pole or pike-staff, considerably taller than himself. His
habits were, in many respects, smgular and indicated a mind
congenial to its uncouth tabernacle. A jealous, misanthro-
plCa,l and irritable temper, was his prominent characteristic.
The sense of his deformity haunted him like a phantom. And



