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CHAPTER I

INTRODUCTION

Dame Nature, the beneficent genie, has in a l l  
ages, in a ll  climes, in a ll  v icissitudes of man’ s l i f e ,  
held a powerful sway over his thoughts, his fee lin gs, 
and his moods. In vain has he tried  to subdue her.
She has permitted him to control her resources; and 
these work fo r  him, slave for  him, serve him from the 
cradle to the grave. But who can command the forces of 
Nature? Who can say to the thunder, »'Roll on!" Or to 
the sea, "Be s t i l l '. "  God alone commands where human po
tency is inadequate.

The power of Nature over man has been aeknowl-*
edged through the ages. The Greeks worshipped her as 
"Demeter"; the Romans named her "Ceres." We of the 

Christian era consider her and her g i f t s  as a precious 
boon that God bestows upon man during his earthly so
journ.

Yes, Nature influences the thoughts, the fe e l
ings and the moods of man. One of his f i r s t  specula
tions upon ris in g  each morning is  whether the day w ill 
be gloomy or benign. His whole mental and physical set
up is  molded in preparation to meet these demands. He
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is  inspired with fear by the awfulness of an approach
ing storm. The lightning blinds him. The thunder pene
trates into the inmost marrow of his bones. Yet how 
soothing is the regular swish of the rain as i t  s ilen tly  
pours down the window pane, i t  gives the man behind i t  
a feeling  of security, a release from the troubles and 
p it fa lls  of a heartless world, at least fo r  the moment.
A grey cloudy day has the power to cast a veritable pall 
over man*s otherwise happy existence. Nature’ s gloom 
can drive him to despair. On the other hand, her forces 
are strong toward awakening hope of ligh t and l i f e ,  m  
short, Nature can make or mar the happiness of man.

Yes, Nature is the veritable background of man’ s 
existence on earth. From her he obtains food, clothing, 
and shelter. Her lavish hand bestows his wheat and corn. 
Where she is profuse in presenting her g i f t s ,  man makes 
h is abode. The barren régions are shunned by him. He 
seeks her beauties, her love, her caresses. He thrives 
on her bounty. He loathes her ruggedness, her stern d is- 
c ip lin iz in g  fo rces , and her dearth of l i f e ’ s n ecessities . 
The f i r s t  clothing she gave to man was the leaves of her 
plants and the skins of her animals. Today she arrays 
him in the beauteous splendor of her g i f t s .  Man wears 
her woolens and s ilk s , and bedecks himself with her 
jew els. A ll these g i f t s  she bestows free ly  and gratui
tously. Furthermore, she shelters him even from her own 

mad moods. He liv es  in homes she provided in "forest

*



3

primeval." He dwells in castles hewn from the rocky 
c le fts  of her own mountain sides. Although untamable, 

she provides fo r  a l l  of man’ s bodily n ecessities . She 
entwines herself into his l i f e ,  she becomes part and 
parcel of his very existence, and of a l l  his earthly 
dreams. She endeavors to absorb his thoughts and a ll  
his fa cu ltie s .

And man is  gratefu l. He loves Nature. He fe e ls  
his dependence upon her. He acknowledges her power. He 
ex to lls  her praises in his speech and in his writings.
He lauds her benignity and bewails her harshness; praises
her munificence, and mourns her depletion.
\

The writers of a l l  ages have embodied her praises 
into their sagas and ep ics . Their ly r ics  and odea speak 
of her beauties. Their romances and ballads exalt her, 
and their sonnets throb with the love man has fo r  Nature. 
But as each writer has hi‘s own interpretation of her ac
cording to his individual understanding and appreciation, 
so, too, have the poets sung her praises throughout the 
ages. Outstanding among English and American writers 
for  " fa c ile "  descriptions of Nature are: Wordsworth, 
Shelley, Byron, Bridges, Lanier, Bryant, K ipling, Davies, 
Masefield, W hittier, and others.

But above a l l  these, the works of Sir Walter 
Scott and Henry Wadsworth Longfellow have been selected 
as a study for  this trea tise .



CHAPTER I I

LIVES OF SCOTT ANT) LONGFELLOW 

L ife  of Sir Walter Scott

Edinburgh, is  the heart of splendor in Scotland. 

With the majesty of the ocean on one side, and backed by 
low-ranging h i l ls  which rise  into towering mountains on 
the other, i t  basks peacefully and securely in the bosom 
of beautiful Nature. The pulsating l i f e  of the c it y  is 
enriched by the fresh verdure of the eminences which i t  
embodies, aa w ell as by the vegetation of the surround
ing mountains. Long lines of drab buildings are broken 
by magnificent parks, gardens, avenues, cemeteries, and 
monuments, where the tired  eye of the v is ito r  finds re
freshment and relaxation, and where his mind can feed 
on the memories of days long passed.'*’

This h is to r ic  c ity  is  an ancient one in world
memory and was in it ia l ly  a fo r t  or camp set up near a/
Castle. During the two hundred years of Roman occupa
tion, native power held l i t t l e  sway, but when the in 
vaders withdrew, B ritish  tribes re-established them
selves. The Britons, however, were subdued by the P iets ,

^John L. Stoddard, "Scotland,“ Lectures (Boston: 
Balch Brothers Co., 1898), Vol. IX, p. 49.

4
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who in their turn yielded to the Saxons, about the year 
617. The name, Edinburgh, was given to this place in 

honor of Edwin, king of the Northumbrians, who led the 
Saxons in the capture of the famous fo r t r e s s .2

The admirable location  of the c i t y  has brought 
about i t s  development as a main artery of travel and com
merce; but greater by far is its  fame as a litera ry  nu

cleus that has sprung up within the unfolding vistas of 
culture. Men like  Chambers, Hume, J e ffrey , and Burns 
have helped to make what is  now termed the «Athens of 
the North.« But more than a l l  of these has Sir Walter 
Scott drawn the gilded v e il of poesy and fancy over the 
c ity  and the country that gave him b ir th .3

Edinburgh, based on castles and fo rts  and sur
rounded by Nature»s munificence, gave birth, on August 
15th, 1771, to this bard of Scotland. His father,
Walter Scott, was a w riter to the signet; and his mother 
was the daughter of Dr. John Rutherford, professor of 
medicine in the University of Edinburgh.4

Walter, the poetic bud, developed normally un
t i l  he was about eighteen months old, when he contracted'
a fever which lasted fo r  some days. On the fourth day

2"Edinburgh,« Encyclopedia Britannica (London:
The Encyclopedia Britannica Co., 1937), Vol. VII, 14th 
e d ., p. 960.

3̂Stoddard, o£. c i t . , p. 47.
4J . G. Lockhart, Memoirs of sir Walter Scott 

(«Library of English C lassics"; London: The Macmillan 
Co., Limited, 1900), Vol. I , pp. 5-7.
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i t  was discovered that he had become lame in his right 
leg . This lameness remained with him through l i f e ,  and 
a l l  that his renowned grandsire, parents, uncles, and 

aunts did fo r  him was of no a va il. ( i t  is  now supposed 
that this illn e ss  was in fantile  para lysis.) Every e f 
fo r t  was made to cure him, and fo r  this reason he was 
sent to Sandy-Knows, a country place; but here a prema
ture development of his mind took place, whereas the 
limb was not healed. He himself relates that he reca lls  
having been stripped and wrapped in a sheepskin s t i l l  
warm from the slaughtering pen. Thus clothed, he was 
placed on the flo o r  and urged to crawl, but in vain.^

He was to regain his fa cu ltie s  in the open fr e e 
dom of Nature’ s domain, where he lay at the fe e t  of the 

. . shepherd among the crags or rocks around which 
he fed his sheep." And Lockhart continues to c ite  

Scott’ s own words, "The impatience of a ch ild  soon in 
clined me to struggle with my in firm ity, and 1 began by 
degrees to stand, to walk and to run." Nature, whom 
he later g lo r if ie d , stretched out her soothing hand and 
returned the health and strength of which illn e ss  had 
robbed him. However, no f u l l  restoration was made; and, 
in spite of a year at Bath, and the many remedies that 
were applied, his limb was never fu lly  healed. 5 *

5Ib id ., p. 13.

^Ibid. , p. 16.
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The nature of the sickness, which demanded ex
traordinary treatment, tore Scott from the influence of 
his parents and his home. He was sent to his aunt, who 
lived in the country. Jane Scott had a deep understand
ing of this sick ly  ch ild  and loved him with the a ffe c 
tion of a mother, she recognized his aptitudes and 
preferences and cultivated his mind accordingly. During 
the hours she spent at his bedside, she read to him long 
passages of poetry; and, without much e f fo r t  on his part, 
he was able to retain most of them.

It  was his delight to con the lines aloud, both
when alone and in the presence of others. This practice

\

proved rather annoying to Dr. Duncan, a clergyman, who 
frequently v isited  in the home. On one occasion he was 
so overcome by impatience with the youthful e locu tion ist 
that he exclaimed, "One may as well speak in the mouth 
of a cannon as where that ch ild  is ." '' ’

His stay with the aunt eventually came to an end. 
In his eighth year he was taken back to his fath er ’ s 

home in George’ s Square, where he remained until his
marriage in 1797.® With his parents, and the other fiv e/
children of the family, he lived  in peaceful seclusion.
We can imagine that, having been pampered by an indulgent 
grandfather, so lic itou s  uncles, and loving aunts during 7 *

7Ib id . , p. 15.

®Ib id . , p. 19.
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years of i l ln e s s , i t  was very d i f f ic u lt  indeed to adjust 
himself to regular family routine. But i t  was a fortu 
nate circumstance fo r  him to be brought to the rea liza 
tion of fa c ts , and to learn that l i f e  i s  made up of g iv 
ing as well as taking.

The return to his home was at f i r s t  not welcome 
to him, however; and so in his own words he inf orms us 
that w. . . I f e l t  the change from being a single in 
dulged brat, to becoming a member of a large family very 
severe ly ."9 But his mother eased this transition  of 
l i fe  very considerably. A true mother in every sense 
of the word, she always tempered his d i f f ic u lt ie s  with 
her love and understanding. His reco lle ction s  of her 
were those of a noble character who

. . . .  joined to a lig h t and happy temper of mind 
a strong turn to study poetry and works of imagi
nation. she was sincerely devout, but her re
lig ion  was, as became her sex, of a cast less 
austere than my father’ s . 10

Happily Scott received the strengthening in flu 
ence of a w ill  for good; and here was laid the founda
tion to that manly se lf-c o n tro l which enabled him always 
to lead a pure, upright l i f e  of virtue and in tegrity .
The nucleus of that heroic sense of ju s tice  and honesty 
which in la ter l i f e  made Scott the id o l of fa ir  minded
ness was inculcated during this period of his l i f e  in 
the house of his parents.

9Ib id . , p . 20.

10Ibid., p . 20.
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These virtuous qu a lities  were in s t ille d  by a 
dutifu l, God-fearing mother who considered not only the 

sp iritual but also the material life -v a lu es  of her ch il
dren. She who loved the good, the noble, the poetic, 
in s t il le d  these a ffections into her young son. So suc
cessfu l was she in her e ffo r ts  that we find young Walter, 
at the age of twelve, penning the f i r s t  lines of his 
volumes of poetry and g lo r ifica t io n  of Nature. in 

ch ild ish  accents he babbles of her glory and foreshadows 
in th is , his ea r lie st  e f fo r t , the triumph which later he 
was to achieve in painting superb word pictures in his 
poetry on mountains, lakes and w aterfa lls, on sunsets 
and sunrises. From this poem, "On the Setting Sun," we 
derive a glimpse of what was in his mind at the tim e,--

Those evening clouds, that setting ray 
And beauteous t in ts , serve to display 
Their great Creator’ s praise;
Then le t  the short-lived  thing c a l l ’ d man,
Whose l i f e ’ s comprised within a span 
To Him his homage ra ise .
We often praise the evening clouds,
And tin ts  so gay and bold,
But seldom think upon our God,
Who tinged these clouds with gold. 1

Nature, obviously, is  in his thoughts. He eulogizes the
worship Nature tenders its  creator in silent grandeur,
as another of her days f i le s  on in to  eternity .
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L ife of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

In 1632, George Cleves and Richard Tucker made 
a settlement on Casco Bay which later developed into the 
present c ity  of Portland. Chiefly because of i t s  fine 
harbor and advantageous loca tion , i t  has always been a 
center of trade and of travel in Maine. Today special 
fo r t if ica t io n s  shelter the c ity  and the harbor. Like 

smaller emeralds guarding the larger stone, the five  
well-known fo r t s , on their respective islands, form a 
chain of protection . Between the bay and the mainland 
extends the beautiful peninsula on which Portland is  

situated. The semi-island and it s  surroundings form a 
magnificent panorama of verdure and color as they plac
id ly  repose in security . The scattered forts  in and 
about the bay lend a quaint but picturesque touch to the 
whole. In this spot, so rich  with the inheritance of 
Nature’ s beauty, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow was born. 
Here he took possession of the heritage which Nature’ s 
God had provided fo r  him.

The twenty-seventh day in cold February of the 
year 1807 gave a second son to Stephen Longfellow and 

to his young wife Zilpah. The genealogy of this ch ild , 
who was to become famous throughout the modern c la ss ica l 
world, dates back to the fifteen th  century, when the 
name appears as "Langfellay" in the records of 1486 in 
Yorkshire, England. His mother, too, was a descendant 
of a Yorkshire fam ily, Wadsworth, that occasionally
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spelled it s  name “Wordsworth."12 *
An uncle on the maternal side, Henry Wadsworth, 

a young naval lieutenant, was k illed  by the explosion of 
a fire -sh ip  before the walls of T r ip o li. After him Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow was named.^ His great-great-great

grandfather, William Longfellow, born in Horsforth, Eng
land, 1651, was responsible fo r  bringing the name to 
America. Here he practiced the mercantile trade. His 
son William was a "v illage blacksmith." The eldest son 
of this second William was Stephen I , whose son and 
grandson, respectively , were Stephen II , and Stephen I I I .
The eldest son of Stephen III  was Stephen IV, the father
\

of our poet. Henry had three brothers, of whom Stephen 

V was older than he, and four s is te rs .
What a wealth of enjoyment the young Henry must 

have derived from the company of Elizabeth, Anne, Alex W.» 
Ellen, Mary, and Samuel, *the la tter  his biographer!
Within the bosom of this large family the future poet 
received his training in godliness, obedienoe, charity, 
fa ith , hope, and a ll  the virtues which speak to us from
the pages of his writings. Here, too, a high sense of/
ju stice  was inculcated into the hearts of the children 

by a dutifu l mother.
Zilpah Wadsworth Longfellow was a noble woman.

12Thomas Wentworth Higginaon, L ife of Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow ("American Men of L etters"; Hew
York: Houghton MiffTin Co., 1902), Vol. I , p. 11.

15I b i d . , p. 14.
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As the wife of a congressman and. lawyer, and the mother 
of eight children, she played her role admirably. Her 
gentle and emotional nature, tempered by a puritan her
itage, was neither too lenient nor too harsh. Prayer 
was her daily solace. The Sundays were always devoted
to God*s service according to her best knowledge and
a b ility , in the morning her entire family attended the 
meeting in the church; fo r  the afternoon and evening, a 
species of «Home Sunday School« was established, at 

which the Bible was read and interpreted, and hymns were
sung. A ll secular reading in her family was forbidden 
by this good woman for  the entire day.

Her d isposition  through a l l  tr ia ls  and sor
rows, was always ch eerfu l,—with a gentle and 
tranquil fortitu de. Pull of tender, simple, and 
unquestioned piety, she was a lover of church 
and of sermon and hymn; a devout and constant 
reader of the B ible, esp ecia lly  of the Psalms.
She commended re lig ion  by it s  fa ire s t  f r u i t s .14

Hot only did she 'herself practice virtue, how
ever, but she successfu lly  imbued her children with the
love of God and of neighbor. That the seeds sown in the
heart of her young son bore ample fr u it , one of his ear

l ie s t  teachers, named Garter, t e s t i f ie s  when he described
him as

. . . . one of the best boys we have in school. 
He spells and reads very w ell. He can a lso add 
and multiply numbers. His conduct la s t  quarter

14Samuel Longfellow, Life of Henry Wadsworth 
Longfellow (3rd e d .; Boston: Ticknor and G o., 211 Tre- 
mont Street, 1886), Vol. I , p. 4.
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was very correct and amiable.
This was written when Henry Longfellow was but s ix  years 
of age and depicts h is behaviour in public. Young Henry 
deported himself well in school, and his character mani
fested i t s e l f  also in the intercourse with members of 
his family. About this time of his l i f e ,  the mother in 
forms us that he was always "true, highminded, and no
b le ."  This is  an unsurpassed eulogy fo r  a ch ild  of so 
early an age.

He gave himself whole-heartedly to studies, and 
took liv e ly  in terest in a l l  that pertained to knowledge. 
He also made some attempt at w riting, and his earliest 
recorded le tte r  to h is father, though unimportant in i t 
s e l f ,  throbs with the candor and sim plicity  of a ch ild  
of seven. He informs the parent of his progress in 
school, and naively begs fo r  toys fo r  his s is te r  and for
himself.

V
'  The f i r s t  poem which Longfellow succeeded in hav

ing printed was written when he was a lad of thirteen. 
Although rather immature, i t  shows the germ of art in 
the soul o f the youthful aspirant and reveals the loves
fo r  nature which he inherited from his mother. He took 
his inspiration from the stories of warfare between the 
settlers  and the Indians in the v ic in ity  of Portland, 
where they fought their battles in and around a lo ca lity  
known as L ovell’ s Pond. The f ir s t  of the four stanzas 15

15Ib id . ,  p . 16
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is  in i t s e l f  su ffic ien t to exemplify the mood of the en

tire  poem, «The Battle of L ovell’ s Pond."
Gold, cold is  the north wind and rude is the blast 
That sweeps like a hurricane loudly and fa s t ,
As i t  moans through the ta ll  waving pines lone and 

drear,
Sighs a requiem sad o’ er the w arrior's b ie r .16

Even the unpracticed eye and the mind of an un
trained reader can readily discover that this poem is  in 

i t s e l f  in sign ifica n t. There is  nothing great about i t .  
The topic is  simple, unaffected; the meter is  fau lty , 
and the aesthetic value is inconsiderable when compared 
with the great poetry of the world. But i t  does show
his ardent love for Nature. He compares the fury of the

\

wind with the unholy attacks of man upon man. He alludes 
to the masterpiece of plant l i f e ,  the majestic tree. He 
speaks of fame and v ictory , and his bosom is kindled with 
the love of his country.

In Longfellow, as- in Mendelssohn, "The early 
promise was late fu l f i l le d  in mature performance mainly 
because thorough training steadied, supplemented, and de
veloped a natural aptitude.»17 The germ of a b ility  to 
write c la ss ica l poetry is  not spontaneously aroused.
A /
As the rainwater that seeps down into the pockets of the 

earth and remains there until the cavity is fu l l ,  and 
then returns to the surface as crysta llized  spring-water,

l 6Ib id . , p. 21.

17Hamilton Wright Mabie, "The Art of A rts ," Es
says on Nature and Culture (New York: Dodd mead and Go.. 
T i96)7"pT T r;------------------------
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so too we fin d  impressions and ideas slowly tr ick lin g  
down into the subconsciousness of our great poet; and 
only in later l i f e  did these impressions re-appear in 
the healing waters of a tranquilizing, beauteous lan

guage of a rt is t ic  sentiment. His g ifte d  mind evolved 
slowly, but concretely, into the eminence of true po
e tic  values.

In his boyish tramps through the woodlands of 
his native Maine, Longfellow undoubtedly often came 
upon scenes such as another American w riter, Henry 
David Thoreau, so graphically delineates in the fo llow 
ing passage:
\

The spruce and f i r  trees crowded to the track on 
each side to welcome us, the arbor-vitae, with 
it s  changing leaves, prompted us to make haste, 
and the sight of the canoe birch gave us sp ir its  
to do s o .1®

The captivating charm of the woodlands of Maine entranced 
the soul of the boy and raised his thoughts to higher 
realms. This love of natural beauty so inf luenced the 
lad that through i t  he developed tastes and fancies, 
which in turn made virtue the habit of his l i f e .

Summary

Keeping in mind the short treatises on the early 
liv es  of these two great poets, we find striking d if fe r 
ences and s im ila r itie s . Scott is  the scion of an ancient 18

18Henry David Thoreau, The Maine Woods (River
side Edition; Boston and Hew York: Houghton M ifflin  Co., 
1893), VOl. I l l ,  pp. 125, 126.
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nobility  of a land ripe in it s  culture. Longfellow hails 
from ancient B ritish  stock transplanted to a new world. 

Both men were born in coasta l c i t ie s  surrounded by Ea- 
ture 's best. Scott* s l i f e  was launched amid ancient 
history and traditions; Longfellow was thrown into the 
cauldron of new surroundings, new land, fresh  with odors 
of unbroken s o i l ,  virgin fo re s ts , w ild flow ers, and un
tamed animals.

The mothers of both these men were id e a lis t i 
ca lly  minded women. Both fostered  high religious prin
c ip le s . The Sabbath was conscientiously kept by both,
even though each followed the natural bent of her sect.

\

In each case the liv es  of the two poets are those of 
virtuous men. some of the writings of Scott are f i l l e d  
with sa tir ica l prejudices where re lig ion s other than his 
own are concerned; but those of Longfellow billow in 
tolerance and bow in worshipful awe in the presence of 

another man's re lig io n . Both Mrs. Scott and Mrs. Long
fellow  were lovers of Eature, and this love was trans
mitted to and expounded in both their sons.

The ill-h ea lth  of Sir Walter began with his sec-
/

ond year and remained through most of his l i f e .  He suf
fered much and variedly, and the state of his health was 
a damper on his education. Longfellow, on the other 
hand, enjoyed the acme of good health until overwork and 
maturity had grappled with his constitution . The in flu 
ence of health and education, and other v icissitudes in
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the livee of these men, as well as the resultant lean
ings, w il l  be treated in the subsequent chapters of th is 

paper.

/



CHAPTER I I I

CULTURAL ADVANTAGES OP SCOTT AND LONGFELLOW

The illn ess  that seized upon Scott when he was 
eighteen months old, and which caused him to be lame fo r  
l i f e ,  was in great measure responsible fo r  his later de
velopment as a w riter, as the toy grew, his natural v i

vacity was taken into consideration by his re la tives . 
During young Walter’ s long months and years of sickness, 
his aunt, Miss Janet Scott, frequently held him sp e ll

bound by her narration of Border Ballads. The a ll-a b 
sorbing mind of the lad reveled in these tales and made 
them his own, as we see by his admission:

The Ballad of Hardyknute I was early master o f, 
to the great annoyance* of almost our only v is ito r , 
the worthy clergyman of the parish, Dr. Duncan, 
who had not patience to have a sober chat in ter
rupted by my shouting forth  this d it t y .1

Scott not only retained what he had heard, tut 
during his residence at Bath he attended a Dame School, 
where he learned to read; and long before he attained 
the age at which children are usually sent to school, he 
was able to read Pope’ s translation of Homer and similar 
works. As further proof of his retentive powers during 
his early childhood, we are told that the portrayal of *

Quoted by J . G. Lockhart, Memoirs of S ir Walter 
Scott, op. c i t . , p. 15.

18
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the animated scenes of Shakespeare’ s As You Like I t , 
viewed by him at the tender age of four, lived  always 
in his memory.2 Thus Scott, in spite of certain disad
vantages, and through natural ways and means, early be
gan his preparation for the work he was to accomplish 
in later years.

Hot only did Providence, through illn e ss , edu
cational advantages and disadvantages, and natural sur
roundings, destine Scott as an exem plifier of Uature in 
literature, but the lad ’ s own use of opportunities pre
sented eventually made him the master-writer fo r  multi
tudes of children and fo r  hosts of common people. Be- 
\
cause of his lameness he spent much time in solitude, 
where he developed great f a c i l i t y  in reading, which was 
his only achievement when he entered the schoolroom at 
the age of seven. His lim ited education proved at once 

a disadvantage and a spur’ to his ambition. He wished 
to head his cla ss . However, one of his classmates was 
not surpassable; and this circumstance taxed a l l  the 
ingenuity, keen insight and profound observation which 
Scott could command. For instance, on one occasion, /

Scott noticed that whenever a question was 
asked of his r iv a l, the la d ’ s fingers grasped 
a particular button on his waistcoat, while 
his mind went in search of the answer. Scott 
accordingly anticipated that i f  he could re
move this button, the toy would be thrown 
out, and so i t  proved . . . .  s c o tt  mastered

2Ib id . , pp. 17, 20.
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by strategy the place that he could not gain 
by mere industry . . .

At the age of' sixteen Walter was sent to the 
High School at Edinburgh, where Luke Eraser and 
Dr. Adams taught him, and James French was assigned 
as his tutor. Hot only did the lad accomplish more 
than the ordinary pupil by heading his c la ss , but he 
often regaled his companions with many an in trica te ly  

woven story, as he himself admits; "My tales used to 
assemble an admiring audience round Lucky Brown’ s f i r e 
side, and happy was he who could s it  next to the inex
haustible narrator."* 4 5 Hor was this fascination  of 
children for  Scott lim ited to his companions at school. 
According to the opinion of Stopford Brooke, we find 
that the youth of a l l  time enjoy his m etrical romances.

I am sorry for the children who are not brought 
up on the poetry of Scott, xt is  an ex ce llen t 
foundation for the appreciation and love of a l l  
other poetry; i t  lays Up in the minds of those 
who care fo r  i t  elements of enchanting pleasure 
in a ft e r - l i fe .^

Hundreds of similar eulogies are found among the ad
mirers of Scott; and, to quote another, we fin d  that, 

"from childhood, and a ll  through h is school-boy days
1

SRichard Hutton, Sir Walter Scott ("English Men 
of L etters"; London and New York: Harper Brothers Pub
lishing Company, 1878), p. 14.

4JLockhart, 0£. c i t . , Vol. I , p . 25.

5Stopford Brooke, studies in Poetry (Hew York;
G. P. Putnam’ s Sons, 1907), p. 58.
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and afterwards, he was a n a rra tor."6 * As evidence of h is 

popularity with a l l  classes of people, we have the f o l 

lowing: "He has a natural, out-of-doors way with him 
which v ita lly  relates him to hie people and to his coun
try and makes him companionable to a l l  sorts of people.»^ 
These extracts are proof that the preparation which 
Scott had obtained f it te d  him admirably to become what 
he is ,  namely, the poet of the people.

In booklore Walter was not a scholar. He was, 
f i r s t  of a l l ,  a student of Nature. As we have seen, he 
had a remarkable memory, and impressions once received
were never effaced . He delighted in travel, which kept

\

him in the open; and the older he grew, the greater be
came his enjoyment of Nature. He loved the Tweed and the 
Teviot, which chiseled for themselves deep beds, and 
along which were intervening stretches with rank vegeta
tion and a verdant rustic'atm osphere. s t i l l ,  the bleak 

highlands, like so many bald heads, held an especially  
peculiar charm fo r  Scott, so that the follow ing lines 
present hie inmost feelings toward Nature in aspects of 
profusion and dearth:

t
I like the very nakedness of the land; i t  has some
thing bold, and stern, and solitary  about i t .  When 
I have been for some time in the rich  scenery about 
Edinburgh which is like ornamented garden land, I

^Andrew Lang, Sir Walter Scott ("Literary Lives"; 
London: Hodder and Stoughton, Ï906) , p. 19.

^Hamilton Wright Mabie, Backgrounds of L itera
ture (New York: The Outlook Go., 1903), p . 255.—
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begin to wish myself back again among my honest 
grey h i l ls ;  and i f  I did not see the heather at 
least once a year I think I should d ie .8

About 1790, Scott, in accordance with the wishes 
of his father, entered college with the view of preparing 
himself fo r  the legal profession. In company with hie 
friend, William Clerk, he took hie f in a l  examination on 
July 11, 1792; and, unlike most lawyers who wall them
selves up in c ity  o f f ic e s , he chose to minister to  the 
children of Mature as a Circuit Judge in the “ braes of 
Scotland.“ While on these travels, he met many and var
ied characters, from whom he extracted tales and Border
Ballads on every occasion. But ballad hunting and the
\

pureuit of law cases did not claim the sole interests 
of young Walter.

In the l i f e  of almost every man, there is a time 
when his a ffection s attach themselves to another with 
a ll  the love of which thè human heart is capable. In 
the case of Walter Scott, we find that the person whom 
he regarded with a l l  the ardent love of his young man
hood was Margaret Stuart Belches, daughter of Sir John 
Stuart Belches of Invernay.9 Unfortunately fo r  her ad-t
mirer, she did not return his love; and, conseoiuently, 
in 1796 he met the f i r s t  great catastrophe of his l i f e ,  
when she married William Forbes. Scott tried  manfully

8W. S. Crockett, Abbotsford (London: Adam and 
Charles Black, 1905), p. 89.

aLang, 0£ . c i t . , p. 24.
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to forget the disappointment he experienced, tut i t  f o l 

lowed him through l i f e ,  so that a fter Margaret's death, 

when he had v isited  and consoled her mother, he was him
se lf  overpowered by deep emotion, and as a resu lt we 
read in his diary of 1827:

This is  sad work. The very grave gives up its  
dead, and time r o l ls  back th irty  years to add to 
my perp lex ities . I don 't care, i  begin to grow 
case-hardened, and like a stag turning at bay 
my naturally good temper grows fie rce  and dan
gerous . 10 *

With this all-consuming, unforgettable passion 
s t i l l  fresh from the sting of his rebuff, waiter de
voted himself more earnestly to the practice of law.
But during his le isu re , of which he had a great deal, he 
began the pursuit of a litera ry  career. Furthermore, he 
wished to prove to the world that his bleeding heart was 
not broken.

When later he met Mademoiselle charlotte Char- 
pen t ie r , a young lady of French birth and an orphan, he 
married her at C arlisle on Christmas Eve of the year 
1797.^  This union was blessed with four ch ildren . The 
eldest, Charlotte Sophia, born in 1799, became the w ife 
of John Gibson Lockhart (author of the Memoirs of Sir 
Walter S cott); the second, Sir Walter, was born in 1801;

^Hutton, 0£. c i t . , p. 32.

i:LSir Walter Scott, “Memoir of the Author," The 
Poetical Works (Edinburgh: Adam and Charles Black, 1855),
p. 11.
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IPAnne, in 1803; and Charles, in 1805. * Charlotte, how

ever, was not the understanding wife whom he required. 
True, she loved him; tut, in spite of her e ffo r ts  to 
adapt herself as a helpful companion, she was unable to 
share his litera ry  tastes, or to appreciate the sterlin g  
worth of his character. Her con tra-d istinctive  position  
is aptly described in the follow ing extract:

She made on the whole a very good w ife , only one 
to be protected by him from every care, and not 
one to share Scott’ s deeper anxieties, or p a r t ic i
pate in his dreams . . . .  poor Lady Scott! It  
was rather like a bird of paradise mating with an 
eagle. Yet the result was happy on the whole; for 
she had a thoroughly kindly nature, and a true 
h eart.2 13

With the passing of the years Charlotte became ever 
dearer to Sir Walter, and to prove his appreciation of 

her he provided fo r  her in 1800 the f i r s t  phaeton ever 
seen in the countryside about Edinburgh. However, i t  
was when death came to Charlotte that his real devotion 
to his wife became evident. An urgent matter regarding 
the business fa ilu re  of the Ballantyne Publishing Com
pany, with which he was associated, had required his 
presence in London during the la tter  days of nis w ife ’ s 
illn e ss ; and when he received his daughter’ s sad tidings 
of the demise of her mother he was heart-broken, as is 

so v ividly  disclosed in the follow ing excerpt:

l2Louise Schütz Boas, a Great Rich Man (London: 
Longmans Green Company, 1929), p. 55.

l3Hutton, 0£. c i t . , pp. 34, 35.
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Never before had he gone to Abbotsford with re
luctance. Over and over there churned in his 
mind the words, "G one--gone--f or ever— ever-- 
ev er .1* What should he do wi th the major por
tion of his thoughts which had been hers for 
thirty years? They would be hers for a long 
time to come, do what he would . . . . 4

Although Scott made his home in Edinburgh during 
the early years of his married l i f e ,  the subsequent h is 
tory of his career i3 so close ly  entwined with Nature and 
her open f ie ld s , her valleys, her mountains and her rivers, 
that i t  is  impossible to consider the man in any other 
surroundings except those of the rugged country of his 
native land. Like a novice who actually leads the l i f e
which is to prepare him for the vocation he w ill  put into
\

practice to the end of his days, Scott spent his time in 
Bosworth Field, Flodden F ield , on and about Mt. Benvenue 
and the Scotch Highlands, Cheviot H ills , in the v ic in ity  
of Loch Katrine, Loch Vennachar and the Border Country, 

which he was to immortalize in his poems. More than th is, 
he penned his descriptions of natural beauty in the open 
fie ld s  of the country he delineated, as Crockett so beau
t i fu l ly  conveys in the follow ing passage:

Looking out towards Neidpath F ell and the "s is ter  
heights of Yair" with the "Everdear Tweed," to use 
Thomas Aird’ s phrase, in pleasant babble at his 
fe e t , and the glamour of old romance around him, 
the great Minstrel sang his immortal lays. &

Nature, so dear to his heart, bestowed upon him her
bounty, impregnated him with her truth and charmed him 14 15

14Boas, ojo• c i t . , p. 185. ''f'4-dc'
15W. S. Crockett, The Scott Country (London: 

Adam and Charles Black, 1911) , p . 163.
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with her magnetic beauty; and with her aid , i t  can be
said, he changed the tide of litera tu re .

He opened up on every side new scenes of inven
tion . . . . The reign of the schoolmen and 
copyists was at an end. Nature, h istory , tra
d ition , l i f e ,  every thing and every place, were 
shown by this new and vigorous s p ir it  to be 
f u l l  to overflowing with what had been in the 
dim eyes of former "soidisant" geniuses, only 
dry bones; but which, at the touch of this 
necromancer, sprung up liv in g  forms of the 
most fascinating grace.

His is  the poetry that flows spontaneously from the 
heart of a man who loved Nature with a v ir i le ,  ardent 
love. In every tree and flow er, in every crag and f i s 
sure, in every cranny and nook, Walter Scott saw the 

beauty and power of God as re flected  in Nature. He was 
a man of rugged character nurtured by Nature’ s stern 
forces . His writings are consequently based on his 
l i f e ,  which carried that manly element--vigorous inde
pendence of a l l  his predecessors in litera tu re .

*

The l i f e  of Scott as a litera ry  figure can be
divided into three periods. The f i r s t  of these he spent

as tenant at ROBebank which, like the other abodes that

sheltered him, was situated near the Tweed. Ashesteil
was his home during eight years of his poetic career;

and here he penned lines of grandeur in the M instrelsy,
17in  Marmi on, and in The Lady of the Lake. "At 16

16William Howitt, Homes and Haunts of the Most 
Eminent B ritish  Poets (New York: Harper Brothers, Pub- 
li3h ers, 1875), Vol. II , p. 167.

■"■'Crockett, The Scott Country, p. 163.17
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A shesteil his fame as a poet rose to it s  f u l l  height,
and the lo ca lity  is therefore more interesting to stu-

18dents of his poetry than any other Scott Shrine." A l
though Scott wrote his most fin ished works at Ashesteil, 
he gave the world the largest quantity at his beloved 
Abbotsford, where he spent the remainder of his f r u it 
fu l l i f e ,  penning the novels that made him famous.

Prom 1812 to his death, on September 21, 1832, 
Abbotsford was the scene of his greatest triumphs and 
of his greatest sorrows. Here he was overwhelmed by an 
incomprehensible litera ry  success. Here he ^pent thou

sands of pounds, from the fabulous income yielded by his \
books, to enlarge and enrich his gorgeous ca stle . At 
Abbotsford he wrote almost a l l  of his novels; and at 
Abbotsford, in 1825, he received the news about the 
fa ilu re  of the Bailantyne publishing Company, in which 
he was a stockholder.

Because of the in a b ility  of the co-proprietors 
to shoulder the huge debt of $650,000, he resolved to 
write his fingers to the bone i f  need be to pay o ff this 
large sum. Six months after the Ballantyne fa ilu re , 
while he was in London to readjust the printing busi
ness, he received the sad news of his w ife ’ s death. He 
returned to Abbotsford to liv e  the remaining years of 
his cru cifix ion , a rather lonely old man. in this 18

18Ib id . , p . 163.
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sumptuous home, he suffered the f i r s t  stroke of paralysis, 

and later that one which incapacitated him. He went to 
Italy for  the restoration of his health; but, finding 
that there was no hope of recovery, he had himself 
brought back to Abbotsford to d ie . Five days after his 
death, on September 26, 1832, his remains were removed 
from Abbotsford for  burial in the nearby beautiful ruins 
of Dryburgh Abbey, which he had so greatly loved and so 
beautifully described during l i f e .

II

In addition to his attendance at grammar school,
\

young Henry Longfellow was singularly blessed with op
portunities of access to good reading materials; and he 
u tilized  this advantage to i t s  greatest p o ss ib il ity .
Hot only did he read in his fa th er ’ s library, which

•r

"gave him, as he grew up, access to Shakespeare, Milton, 
Pope, Dryden, Thomson, Goldsmith," but also "sometimes, 
of evenings, he got permission to go down to Mr. John
ston’ s bookstore to look over the few new books that 
from time to time arrived from Boston."19 His deepest 
interest, however, lay in The Sketch Book of Washington 
Irving, which l i t t l e  volume is f i l l e d  with romantic de

scriptions of Nature, and which presents characters 
thoroughly imbued with the v ita liz in g  force of Nature. 
Irving has written many beautiful passages describing

19Samuel Longfellow, op. c i t ., Vol. I , p. 11.
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Nature and her position in the work of authors, one of
the outstanding of which is  the following:

Her mighty lakes, like oceans of liquid s i lv e r ;  
her mountains, with their bright aerial t in ts ; 
her valleys teeming with wild f e r t i l i t y ;  her 
tremendous cataracts, thundering in their s o l i 
tudes; her boundless plains, waving with sponta
neous verdure; her broad deep rivers ro llin g  in 
solemn silence to the ocean; her skies, kindling 
with the magic of summer clouds and glorious sun
shine;—no, never need an American look beyond 
his own country fo r  the sublime and beautiful 
natural scenery.

Irving here uses the description  of Nature as a scaf
fo ld ing which supports literatu re ; and, following his 
example, Longfellow built  upon her the structure of his

ly r ica l  compositions so firmly that they have withstood
\

the ravages of time and w il l  be the joy  of the majority 
of common people through the coming ages.

About the time when young Henry had, in the es t i
mation of his parents, acquired a ll  the knowledge the 
loca l school could o f fe r ’, the older son, Stephen, had 
been accepted at Bowdoin College and the father decided 
that, for  the sake of companionship, Henry was to accom
pany his brother. In order to be able to reap the r ich
heritage of other n ation a lities , Henry began the study/
of several modern languages while taking courses in law, 
which was the chosen profession of the father for this 
particular son. Henry, however, delighted in reading

Himself, Tew York: A. L. Burt, Co. ,
Publishers, 52-58 Duane Street, 1819), p. 12.

"The Author’ s Account of
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about Nature, and he described her moods, both sad and 
gay, in each of his early poems. In the »Prelude" he 
devoutly speaks of "Nature with folded hands . . . .  
kneeling at her evening prayer.»21 a feeling of awe and 
mystery envelopes the reader when he comes upon the 

"Hymn to the Night," wherein Longfellow produces the 
following uncanny lin e : "I heard the tra ilin g  garments 
of the Night." The general impressions made upon him 
by Nature and his embodiment of her into his verses is  
graphically explained by the following expository pas
sage:

His earliest  poems on Nature revealed a certain 
ob jectiv ity  of treatment as though the poet were 
rea lly  trying to interpret f o r  himself in his 
own language the impressions that the scenery 
made upon him.23

The poems Henry wrote while at co llege , as well as those 

of later years, show forth  Nature*s magnificent array of 
co lors ; they entrance the reader with melodious sounds; 
but particularly do they describe the sea in l i l t in g ,  
throbbing accents. Numerous c r i t i c s  agree that his 
poems of the sea are among the most a r t is t ic  t hat. Long
fellow  has written. /

21~AHenry Wadsworth Longfellow, Complete Poetical 
Works ( "Household E d ition "; Boston and New York: Hough
ton M ifflin  C o., 1898), p. 1.

22Ib id . ,  ? .  2.

23W. L. Courtney, "A Diminishing poet ,"  Literary 
Digest, LXXI (October 22, 1921), 26.
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The poems which bring the f i r s t  unmistakable an
nouncement that a vigorous creative a r t is t  has 
come are the "Skeleton in Armor" and the "Wreck 
of the Hesperus" both d is t in ct ly  sea poems.24

His metrical romances, too, as fo r  example The Courtship
of Miles Standish and the Acadian ta le , are flecked with
thoughts of the majestic ocean, as these examples prove:

Out of the sea rose the sun, and the billows re
jo iced  at his coming;25 26

. . . .  but at stated seasons the floodgates 
Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at w i l l  

o ’ er the meadows . . . .
Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from the 

mighty Atlantic
Looked on the happy valley, but ne’ er from their 

station descended. 6
The sea that Longfellow depicts is not the l iv in g ,

\

writhing creature that throbs with the pulses of pas
sion, but a placid water whose measured movements match 
the majestic serenity of Henry’ s character.

In 1825 occurred an event which colored the sub
sequent l i f e  of Longfellow. This brought the future 
author into s t i l l  closer contact with his beloved books, 
gave him opportunity to enlarge his mind and mold his 
character and f i l l  his soul with the enjoyment of Nature 
while he made himself possessor of an ample portion of 
the world’ s knowledge of languages. "Madame Bowdoin had 
given to the college named for  her husband the sum of

2% illiam  Cranston Lawton, The New England Poe ta 
(New York: The Macmillan Co., 1898), p . 110.

25Henry W. Longfellow, 0£_. c i  t . , p. 201.

26I b id . , p. 95.
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one thousand dollars toward the founding of a Professor
ship of Modern Languages. "27 Because of his fa c i le  

translation of one of Horace’ s odes, investigated by an 
examining committee, the administration of Bowdoin Col
lege offered the prof ess orship to  Longfellow, who ac
cepted under the condition that he be given time to pre
pare for  the post. The young man’ s request was respected, 
and, accordingly, he began his extended tour over Europe, 
sailing from Hew York, May 15, 1826. Professor George 
Ticknor, of Harvard College, Cambridge, had given the 
young student le tte rs  of recommendation to Professor 
Eichhorn, Robert Southey and Washington Irving, who was

pcthen in Europe. 1 One of his earliest letters  he wrote 
from Europe was addressed to his mother and describes 
the f a c i l i t i e s  for  study which he found at Anteuil,
Prance.

Attached to the house is  an extensive garden fu l l  
of fru it  trees, and bowers, and alcoves, where 
the boarders ramble and talk from morning t i l l  
night. This makes the situation an excellent one 
fo r  me; I can at any time hear French conversa
tions—for  the French are always talking.-*

Having mastered French to his own satis faction , 
he journeyed into Spain. Most of the distance he trav
ersed on foo t ,  which practice enabled him to enjoy 
Nature to the fu l le s t  extent. In Spain he found not 27 28 29

27Samuel Longfellow, 0£. c i t . , Vol. I ,  p. 67.
28Higginson, 0£. c i t . ,  p. 46.

29Ibid . , p. 46.
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only enchanting scenery, which he later immortalized in 

hia poems, tut here, for  the f i r s t  time in his l i f e ,  he 
also came into contact with the practices of the Catho

l i c  re lig ion , both in public and in private l i f e ,  in a 
letter to his father, written at Madrid on July 16, 1827, 
he records the unforgettable impressions such manifesta
tions made upon his mind.

I was at the opera; and in the midst of the scene, 
the tap of a drum at the door, and the sound of 
the f r i a r ’ s b e ll ,  announced the approach of the 
Host. In an instant the music ceased; a hush ran 
through the house; the actors . . . .  bowed their 
heads; and the whole audience turned toward the 
street and threw themselves on their knees. I t  
was a most singular spectacle; the sudden silence, 
the immense kneeling crowd, the group upon the 
stage, and the decorations of the scene, produced 
the most peculiar sensations in my mind. ^

To Longfellow, Spain was ever a land of enchantment,
soft voices, so ft  co lors , r ich  aromas. Much of his
young heart went out to Spain; but in his poems, "Castles

in Spain," "The Spanish s’tudent," " I t  Is Hot Always May,"
we find only a fa int echo of the fascination which this
land of magic exercised over him. He saw both the sturdy
buildings of the c i t ie s  and the mountainous countryside,
where he absorbed the deep glory of southern skies and

1

valleys green with verdant f e r t i l i t y .
From Spain the young student went to Italy, 

where he spent the year 1828 studying Italian  and v is i t 
ing Rome, Kaples, Venice and a number of mountain 30

30Samuel Longfellow, ££. c i t . , p. 120.
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villages. Years later he g lo r i f ie d  the natural beauty

of this romantic land in such poems as «Monte Cassino,"
«Amalfi,« and «The Sermon of St. Francis,« from which
are taken the following gems of freshness:

The woodlands glistened with their jeweled crowns.
Sits Amalfi in the heat,
Bathing ever her white fe e t  
In the tideless summer seas. *

Then as the year drew to a c lose , he began preparations 
for  a journey northward into Germany.

The a b il ity  to converse in four languages--Eng
lish , French, Spanish, and Ita lian --besides a working
knowledge of Greek and Latin--did not quench the th irst

\

for knowledge possessed by our future poet. He f e l t  
that without German his cycle of languages would be in
complete. Therefore, he devoted the year 1829 to the 
study of that language. While in Germany, he keenly 
f e l t  the absence of companionship and often gave him

se lf  up to melancholy broodings. To be thus depressed 
was a natural consequence, coming as he did from roman
t ic  Spain and sunny Italy  into nebulous Germany. He
speaks of ”a leaden sky overhead, and twilight stealing

/
in at the window." " i t  is a disheartening day," he con
tinues, and touchingly adds, "My poetic career is f in -  
ished . . . .  In spite of the discouraging environment 3 32

3lHenry w. Longfellow, o£. c i t . , p. 361.

32Samuel Longfellow, op_. c i t . , p. 167.
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he had acquired the knowledge of a f i f t h  language, the 
German, before he permitted himself to consider a re 

turn to America.
After completing his studies on the continent, 

he v is ited  London, Oxford, Stratford; and thereafter he 
set sa il  from Liverpool for  the homeland of his heart.

In the f a l l  of 1829 he was given the o f f ice s  of 
instructor in modern languages and librarian at Bowdoin 
College. What to a modern teacher might prove a serious 
handicap was to Longfellow an opportunity fo r  advancement. 

He wrote almost a l l  of his own text-books, and made other
translations from the Greek, the Latin, and the Ita lian .

\

He had remained at Bowdoin for  f iv e  years when once again 
the desire fo r  more j ourneyings and more knowledge took 
such firm possession of him that he resigned his position 
at college and turned his face again toward Europe, in 
preparation for  the professorship of modern languages and 
b e lle s -le ttres  which Harvard College offered him with a 
much larger salary than he had hitherto received.

Having met and fa llen  in love with Mary Storer 
potter, he married her in 1831; and now, four years later, 
he planned that his young wife and a few of her friends 
should enjoy the European tour with him. The happiness 
of the young couple was, however, of short duration, fo r  
the strenuous travels of those days proved too rigorous 
for the delicate health of Mrs. Longfellow, she became 

i l l  and after several weeks of suffering passed away at
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Rotterdam on November 29, 1835. Longfellow was heart
broken. Far from home, in a strange land, he buried a l l  
the hopes of his happy young l i f e .  Fortunately, his 
studies and travel in Europe held his attention. While 
in Switzerland he me t Miss Frances Elizabeth Appleton, 
from Massachusetts, whose friendship did much to re
trieve the broken sp ir it  of the young writer. In 1836 
he returned to America to accept the offer that Harvard 
had advanced.

Few poets can do their best work until some great 
sorrow has purified their souls, until they have been
made to think and fe e l  deeply. But once their souls have
\

drunk the chalice of anguish and suffering, they sponta
neously burst forth  into song. A man who fee ls  deeply 
also suffers deeply. Longfellow, who loved deeply, suf
fered so greatly at the death of his wife that thereaf
ter he f e l t  the need to express his thoughts in poetry. 

His l i f e  at this time is aptly summed up by one of his 
admirers.

Longfellow had time fo r  literature and for  society . 
The years were rich ly  productive, as the following 
biographical l i s t s  show: Outre-Mer; Hyperion,
Voices of the Night . . . .  Evangeline, Kavanagh 
. . . .  The Song of Hiawatha . . . . 55

While Longfellow taught at Harvard, he again f e l t  
the need for  home-life. He had once enjoyed the happi
ness of domesticity in h is own dwelling, and the old 35 *

35Le on H. Vincent, American Literary Masters
(New York: Houghton M ifflin  Co., 1906), p. 225.
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longing for  i t  again pursued him. Day after day, as he 

passed through the streets of Cambridge, his eyes rested 
on a famous old house which had sheltered General 7/ashing

•7 A

ton "during the siege of Boston." He f in a lly  made bold 
to ask the l i t t l e  old widow, Mrs. Graigie, the present 
owner, for the use of some of her rooms. She was ada
mant and f la t ly  refused to le t  them to any more students; 
but when she learned that the young author of Qutre-Mer, 
a l i t t l e  volume she had thoroughly enjoyed reading, was 
asking to be admitted, she allowed him to use the rooms 
vacated by Mr. Land, a former tenant. Thus Longfellow
became established in the home which was to shelter him
\

to the end of his earthly career.

He did not find the happiness he sought in l i v 
ing alone, however, and after a lengthy courtship he 
f in a lly  succeeded in winning Miss Appleton, seven years 
a fter  their f i r s t  meeting- in Europe, in the meantime 
Mrs. Graigie had died, and the father of Longfellow’ s 
bride presented the roomy house to the young couple as 
a wedding g i f t . ^

In Craigie House, then, Longfellow and his young
t

wife were established. He was now a Harvard professor 
and a family man. His second wife was in the truest 
sense a help-mate to him. Their wedding trip  proved to * 55

S^Higginson, ojo. c i t . ,  p. 116.

55Ibid . ,  p. 121.
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be an inspiration to poetry; fo r ,  while v is it in g  the 
arsenal at Springfield, Mrs. Longfellow suggested that 
he write about i t  a poem expounding Peace. Accordingly 
he wrote "The Arsenal at Springfield ." Other poems which 
were a d irect outcome of his married l i f e  at Cambridge 
were "The Children’ s Hour," which describes his three 
daughters in their childhood, and "The Old Clock on the 
S ta irs ,"  which embodies much of the history of the poet’ s 
family l i f e .

Prom 1836 to 1854, Longfellow taught at Harvard. 
But finding that instruction of youth is  a handicap to
writing, he severed a l l  connections with the university

\

and spent the remaining portion of his l i f e  composing 

his masterpieces.

Ill

There is a vast difference in the cultural ad
vantages of these two poets. Longfellow’ s mind was, from 
his earliest  childhood, wholly immersed in books, and 
this absorption reached such a degree that reading and
study became a veritable passion with him. His whole1
being was engrossed in an acquisition of knowledge through 
the instrumentality of books. He wrote a l l  of his o r ig i
nal poems with the help and in the company of books, and 
he translated volume after volume from various languages, 
as is indicated by the following observation;
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The Dante meetings at "Craigie House” had a sym
bolic significance, for  these post-war years were 
an age of translation, as the post-Revolutionary 
epoch a generation before was an age of h is to r i 
cal writing . . . . 36

Translations always made from and by the aid of books 
constituted much of Longfellow’ s work. Scott, on the 
contrary, had no desire for  learning as such. His read
ing was done ch ie fly  in the lighter vein, while his works 
of translation were few and from the German alone.

The formal education of Walter Scott consisted 
of fo lk lore  and ballads furnished by his aunt, and 
through grammar, high school, college and law courses.
Longfellow, too, passed through the same stages of edu-

\

cational development, with his mother as f i r s t  instruc
tor; but before he had completed his law course he had 
already decided to become a college  professor and writer.

Travel enhanced the education of Longfellow, how
ever scantily i t  is reflected in his writings. On Scott, 
travel would undoubtedly have produced such broadening 
influences as might have colored a l l  his subsequent 
works; but he had limitations in respect to travel, which 
for  him was insular, with one exception. Each new jour- 
ney of Longfellow made him in te llectu a lly  a richer man, 
while Scott came home from his one tour to southern 
Europe a man broken alike in body and in sp ir it .

Whereas travel abroad was net for Scott, we know 3

3^Van Wyck Brooke, Hew England Summer, 1865-1915 
(Hew York; E. P. Dutton and Go. In c., 1940') , p. 27.



40

that the dank odor and freshness of the morning dew per
meate his writings, while a musty smell as of old books 
in old libraries pervades the atmosphere we find in much 
of LongfeHow’ s work. We know that «Scott composed more 
than one poem on horseback,"57 and, to prove that there 
is a certain amount of realism in the romantic Walter, 
Goethe says of him:

You find everywhere in Walter Scott a remarkable 
security and thoroughness in his delineations, 
which proceed from his comprehensive knowledge 
of the real world, obtained by l i fe - lon g  studies 
and observations and a daily discussion of the 
most important relations. He is equal to  his 
subject in every direction in which i t  takes 
him.58

Q,uite unlike Scott, Longfellow is  the writer of pure

imagination and borrowed ideas. He did not compose his
poems on horseback, riding over braes and through rivers;
but his f in est  works were written in the study at Craigie
House, while he was seated at the ta l l  desk near a win-»
dow. He lacks the orig inality  we find in Scott, even
as the following te s t i f ie s :

Mr. Carpenter’ s thinking and fee ling  about the 
poetry of Longfellow is  that i t  is the poetry of 
sentiment; that it  is the poetry of the library 
and not of the street and f ie ld ;  that i t s  p ic 
tor ia l e f fe c ts  are compositions of generalized <

37Goldwin Smith, "Sir Walter S cott ,"  The English 
Poets, ed. by Thomas H. Ward (Hew York: The Macmillan 
Co., 1897), Vol. IV, p. 187.

58Clark J. Scott, Study of English prose Writers 
(New York: Scribner and Sons, 1898), p. 365.
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phrases rather than the representation of' actual 
features . . . .

Longfellow fashioned his ideas according to pattern and 

design; and, to some extent, he did the same with his 
v ers if ica tion . Unlike Scott, he obtained his knowledge 
not from observation, but from a serious study of Euro

pean authors.
Both Longfellow and Scott are classed with the 

romantic poets in that they followed the German idealism, 
embodied Nature into their poetry, and by their choice 
of romantic themes distinguished themselves from the 
c la ss ics . In many of Scott ’ s poems we find the weird 
element; but outstanding in this respect is the Lay with 
i t s  Goblin-Page, The Lady of the Lake with Brian and 
Alice Brand, and the Fiery Cross, and Marmion with its  
passages on the Palmer. Traces of the supernatural e le 
ment are found in many of Longfellow’ s poems, but par
ticu larly  in the "Burial of the Minnisink," "Footsteps 
of the Angels," "The Skeleton in Armor," while Nature i s  
enhanced by almost a l l  of hie works, so that he is  placed 
as follows: "Dana, Bryant, Longfellow, represented the 
new susceptib ility  to certain romantic ideas and modes. 
Nature is  the pivot upon which the themes of both poets

39Anonymou8, "Editor’ s Easy Chair," Review of 
Mr. George Carpenter’ s Life of Longfellow, Harper’ s 
Monthly Magazine, CIV (April, 1902),' *833.

40William Charvat, The Origins of American Crit- 
iea l Thought, 1810-1835 (Philadelphia: University of 
Pennsylvania Press, 1936), p. 173.
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were made to swing. In their longer works we find suc
cinct passages descriptive of Nature used by them in ac
cordance with this exemplification:

A spray could not tremble in the breeze--a leaf 
could not rustle on the ground--a diamond drop 
could not patter in the stream—a fragrance 
could not exhale from the humble v io le t ,  nor a 
daisy unfold its  crimson tints to the morning, 
but i t  has been noticed by these impassioned 
and delicate observers, and wrought up into 
some beautiful m orality. 1̂

Love of the haunting beauties of the »great, beautiful, 
wonderful world , n i ts  miracles of grandeur, its  in tricate  
loveliness, and its  Elysian splendors were the loves of 
both Scott and of Longfellow; but each poet had a d i f 
ferent source for  his love and divergent channels of 

expression.
Had we ever had the good fortune to see Scott 

and Longfellow together, we should have been struck by 
the difference in their appearance. Longfellow’ s ta ll  
light frame was a contrast to the broad, stocky build 
of Scott. The insular poet, with his habits of hunting 
and fishing, together with his passion fo r  fo lk - lo re  and 
ballads, is possibly, of a l l  writers of literature, the 
most closely  related to our modern cowboy. Horses and 
dogs are favorites with cowboys; Scott treated these 
animals as friends and companions, spoke tc them, petted 
them, fed them with his own hand, and mourned for them 
when they died. Cowboys ride across prairies and through

^^Washington Irving quoted in Edmund Blunden, 
Nature, in English Literature (New York: Hare our t Brace 
and Co. ,*~T929)7*™p7 36.
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streams in following their herds and exercising vigilance 
over them. Scott spent days in the saddle, accumulating 

legends and fo lk -lo re  which he wished to embody in his 
co llection . Songs have a great share in the lives  of 
cowboys, songs that are truly the ballads of a newer age 
and another clime, for they embody the loves and hates, 
the hopes and fears, the joys and sorrows of the people 
who gave them being. Scott is  the master-singer of 
Scottish ballads. One of his greatest works is the c o l 
lection of Border Ballads which he le f t  to the world, 
the fru it  of which is his own Lay, one of the finest 

poems ever written. Furthermore, the figure of Scott, 
and his a tt ire , as described by w. S. Crockett, closely  
resemble that of our American cowboy.

He was ta l l ,  and of a large and powerful frame.
His dress was simple, and almost ru stic . An old 
green shooting coat, with a dog-whistle at the 
buttonhole, brown pantaloons, stout shoes that 
tied at the ankles, and a white hat that had evi
dently seen service. ^

The clothing of Sir Walter was often disarranged, his 
boots were caked with mud, and his hands besmirched with 
grime and the blood of game. Longfellow, on the other 
hand, was always the e l i te  gentleman. His hands were 
never soiled with river mud; nor were his trousers be

smirched with the blood of partridges that he had shot.
Ho dogs ever trailed  his path; nor is  he famous for  

horseback-riding. Who can imagine him in any other than

42Crockett, Abbotsford, p. 83.
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a fine wool suit, a white sh irt , starched co lla r  and
cuffe, with neatly arranged tie , dress shoes, end, on
special occasions, a s ilk  top hat?

Scott ’ s disposition was that of the v ir i le ,
hardy pu g ilis t ic  type. Longfellow was meek, refined,
reticent. He danced only with the older ladies, because
they appreciated him; but the other was d ifferent.

Scott would perhaps have been a soldier i f  he had 
not been lame. War and i t s  pageantry were his de
light. He was the ardent quartermaster of a vol
unteer corps, and rode a hundred miles in twenty- 
four hours to muster, composing a poem on the 
way . . . .  In boyhood . . . .  he was renowned 
as a p u g i l is t .4'-

As widely d ifferent as were these men in character and
\

disposition, so widely are they unlike in their poetry, 
and especially  in their use of Nature. Their c r i t i c s  
are well aware of this fa c t ;  and while both poets have 
qualities that w ill  make their works l iv e ,  there remains 
a distinguishing note which defin ite ly  places each man 
into a class by himself. The force and vigor of Scott, 
as he portrays character in his writings, are aptly de
scribed by him who wrote: «Scott is the most imaginative,
and at the same time the jus test writer of our language/
since Shakespeare d ied .»* 44 Longfellow’ s mild personal
ity , his love for  humanity, his adaptability to the po
ten t ia lit ie s  of the common people are accurately referred

45Goldwin Smith, 0£. c i t . ,  Yol. IV, p. 187.
44Sir Arthur Q,uiHer-Couch, Adventures in c r i t i 

cism (New York: The Knickerbocker press, 1925),~p. 55.
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to by the c r i t i c  who states: "Lucidity, gentleness, 

musieality— these are the essential qualities of Long 
fellov /’ s poetry ."45

45Howard Mumford Jones, "Longfellow," American 
Writers on American Literature, ed. John Macy (New York; 
Tudor puTEli shing Co. V" T9£>’4 )7  p . 108.



CHAPTER IV

SCOTT, THE ROMANTICIST

Nature has various admirers and c lien ts  in d i

vers if ied  stages of ardor. There is the casual observer 
who revels in her forms of beauty, magnificence of co lor , 
and delicacy of order. She has her students, who like 
Burroughs, Burbank Muir, Thoreau, Izaak Walton, and 
Madame Curie, pry into her mysteries by sc ien t if ic  and 
observant research. But her special devotees are those 
who delve into her domain with a view of extracting from 
her the v ita liz ing  story of l i f e ,  the valued delineation 
of true estimation in both the natural and the supernat
ural realms, the poet and the philosopher who explore 
her riches, and display her treasures fo r  the enjoyment 
and appreciation of those who read their works. Among 
these Wordsworth reigns supreme in his adaptation of 
ideals which g lo r i fy  Nature and raise her unto the state 
of goddess. With him exaltation of Nature has become a 
form of worship, a. re lig ion  in i t s e l f ;  and in his "pre
lude“ he speaks of her as a "Spirit of the universe." 
Shelley, too, d e if ie s  her, principally in his "Hymn to 
Intellectual Beauty." Burns, Byron, and the immortal 
Shakespeare, as well as Scott and Longfellow, treat 
Nature in her proper sphere, for  they, with slight

46



47

deviations, make her a background fo r  their poetry, we 

shall, therefore, look into the works of Scott and Long
fellow and gauge their principles by what is  found in 
their poetic interpretation of Nature.

All the c r i t ic s  seem to  agree that romanticism, 
in a l l  its  fullness, dominated the writings of Sir Wal
ter Scott. Therefore, we, f i r s t  of a l l ,  consider the 
principal tendencies of the romantic poet in application 
to Sir Walter.

Although the Scottish bard spent much of his 
l i f e  in the metropolis of Scotland, his heart remained
with Nature in the open f ie ld s ,  the mountains and vales,

\

the rivers and braes, and the wide country-side of his 
homeland. He treated his fellow-men, as well as the 
characters in his poems and novels, in the sp ir it  of the 

common brotherhood of man. His writings are impregnated 
with a deep picturization' of wonder and mystery. The un
natural and the bizarre claim an ample share in his works. 
He employs great liberty  in the manipulation of verse 
forms, and he makes l i t t l e  use of polished phrases, f in 
ished oration, rhythmic cadence, and perfect form. Never-

1

thelese, hiE dashing sp ir it , his love of Nature as de
picted in flashing scenic descriptions, his interest in 
reviving h istoric  and legendary events, make Scott one 
of the most interesting writers of the romantic period, 
so much so that he was more widely read, particularly 

during his lifetim e, than his contemporaries, the famous
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Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, Shelley, and Keats. Fur
ther convincing reasons that Scott is  a poet of the ro
mantic school are clearly  stated in the following e s t i 
mate :

Scott began his career as a poet; he was a great 
champion of romantic poetry, and never lost the 
poetic touch, even in his novels . . . .  His ear
l i e s t  work was building of the ballad as a so
phisticate literary  form and the applying of free  
verse-molds and poetic devices to stirring  tales 
of old Scotland.1

In his The Lay of the Last Minstrel, more than in any 
other of his metrical romances, did Scott revive the 
ancient ballad in a new form. He lengthened i t  from a
short anonymous story to a fu ll-len gth  romance, not orig-

\

inated by a group tut composed by a single person. One 
of the old characteristics of ballads from which Scott 
refrains throughout his poems is  that of moralizing.
In place of the single episode of the ballad, Scott uses 
a succession of episodes, linking one with the other in 
the fashion of a longer narrative. On occasion, he de
viates from the topic and enters into enchanting descrip
tions of Nature, which he in turn u t i l iz e s  as foundational 
work for  hie story. He often uses dialogue to enhance 
the interest of his romantic song. He introduces figures 
of speech, but he refrains from repetition , which was a 
v ita l  characteristic of the ancient ballad. His position 
as a writer of ballads is  admirably summed up in lines

George B. Woods, Homer A. Watt, and George K. 
Anderson, The Literature of England (New York: Scott 
Foresman and Co'.', 1'93 6)', Vol. I I ,  p. 26.
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written by a c r i t i c  of a b il ity ;

In general the lays are much feeb ler  as Btories 
than the novels; only “The Lady of the Lake" and 
“The Lord of the is le s "  (poems of an elaborate 
ballad kind) are well to ld ; in the others the in 
terest does not rest upon the story, but on the 
episodes and digressions of pageant and colour 
and nature.*

Moreover, both in the ballads and in his other stories , 
as well as in his actual dealings with his fellow-man, 
Scott admirably reveals a notable love fo r  his neighbor.

The greatness of Scott is amply displayed in his 
relations with those with whom he lived and came into 
contact. His manner was never haughty, disdainful, or
condescending, but ever that of a true friend who re-

\

garded his neighbor as his equal, regardless of the la t 
te r ’ s in fer ior ity  in wealth, station and mental a b i l i ty .  
In the matter of graciousness and a b i l i ty ,  Hamilton 
Wright Mabie considers Scott one of the world’ s k in d li
est sp irits  no less than a foremost writer of literature.

There is ,  however, something humorous in the pa
tronizing attitude of a l i t t l e  group of very mod
ern, deft, expert framers of sentences toward this 
large, friendly, affluent mind, this warm, gener
ous, gracious sp ir it ,  who shares with Shakespeare, 
Lope De Vegas, and Victor Hugo the indifference of 
the possessor of a great fortune to the details of 
his bequests to his kind. '

He was ever benevolent and complaisant to those who
worked with him; and the friendships he formed were firm 2 *

2Claude C. H. Williamson, Writers of Three Cen
turies 1789-1914 (London; Cahill and Co., Ltd. ) , p . 55,

Mabie, Backgrounds of L iterature, p. 249.
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and lasting, so that one c r i t i c  can truthfully say, 
»Scott, Hogg, Leyden--& noble triumvirate—are the out
standing names by Tweed, Yarrow, and T ev iot ."4 A ll 
three wrote poetry, and Scott associated with the two 

friends as though they were his brothers. Furthermore, 
Sir Walter was the kindest of masters to  a l l  of his 
servants; he treated them more as equals than as me
n ials , which fa ct  is  strikingly brought home to us i f  
we reca ll  that after the fa ilure of the Ballantyne pub
lishing Company, with which Scott was involved, he could 
no longer pay his servants for  their ministrations and
yet they remained with their old master fo r  the sake of
\

his companionship without remuneration. A graphic ex
ample of Scott’ s a ffection  fo r  his servants and of his 
appreciation of their services thus generously rendered 
is seen on the occasion of Scott ’ s return from Ita ly .

Abbotsford, a mile ahead, was soon reached. Laid- 
law—a big lump in his throat we may be sure—was 
waiting at the door, and assisted to carry hie dy
ing master and friend to the dining-room, where 
his bed had been prepared. He sat bewildered for  
a moment or two, then resting his eyes on Laidlaw, 
as i f  trying to re co lle c t ,  said immediately, ”Ha, 
W illie  Laidlaw! 0 man, how often have I thought 
of YOU!"5 /

How touching this meeting between master and servant! 
Yes, i t  is like the meeting of two old friends after 
long and enforced separation. Moreover, these few

4Crockett, The Scott Country, p. 112.

^Crockett, Abbotsford, p. 116.
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reflection s prove, to some extent, that Scott was a ro 
manticist not only in his writings, tut also by example 
in the liv ing  actu a lit ies  of intercourse with his fe llow - 

man.
Sir Walter is  famous for the avoidance of de

scription of passion, physical charm and ardent love 
scenes. He did not, however, eschew these themes be
cause he was incapable of knowing and portraying deep 

and lasting pension, otherwise the death of Williamina, 
the woman to whom he had given the enduring love of his 

pristine manhood, could not have so deeply aroused his 
emotions after thirty years, when his own marriage had 
been a success in the eyes of the world. "Yes, indeed, 
Scott possessed deep fee lin gs, though he did not ex
h ib it  them to the p u b lic ."6 He gives us, for  example, 
a glimpse of his inmost soul in Marmi on, when he says;

I f  age had tamed the passions’ s t r i fe  
And fate had cut my ties to l i f e , 7 8
They who whilom, in midnight figh t,
Had marvell’ d at her matchless might,
No less her maiden charms approved,
But looking liked, and liking loved.6

His writings re f le c t  the experiences of his l i f e ,  which
t

experiences were constant self-abnegation, and kindness, 
in order to make happy her whom he had chosen to be his

6Q,ui ller-Couch, o£. c i t . , p. 61.

7Scott, o£. c i t . ,  p. 129.

8I b id . , p. 182.
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wife, and not to permit her to fee l that the love she

possessed was not a l l  that he was capable of giving.
Had he permitted Charlotte to fee l  slighted, one who

venerated Scott as a hero could not have written of him
as he was in his later years:

Would he have teen so bad a match fo r  Williamina?
But she had been false and his Charlotte had teen 
true. A dear companion she had teen; perhaps 
their love hadn’ t been quite so glowing; but i t  
stood the test of time. They were fonder than 
ever of each other now; they were companions in 
the best sense.

The fa c t  that Sir Walter so constantly restrained the 
ardent a ffection  he f e l t  fo r  his f i r s t  and only true
love is  re flected  in his poetry. There is ,  however, one

\

deep a ffection  which constantly receives mention both d i
rectly and indirectly ; as one admirer states, "The only 
deep passion in Scott’ s poetry is  patriotism--the passion 

of place.

Scott is  found to be much more "romantic" in his 
writings than Longfellow. He goes into the wilds of the 
great out-of-doors, away from the haunts of men, and then 
describes Nature as found in the isolation  of the wild 
mountain, rarely trodden by human fo o t ;  and the very 
characters he embodies within his stories  are those of 
men and women who live  in the heart of a virgin land.
That Scott was tutored more by Nature than by schools

®Boas, 0£. c i t . , p. 62. 
lOwilliamson, oja. c i t . , p. 53.
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and colleges is  admirably revealed in a passage written
by one who knew him well through close study of his
qualities, interests, ana a b i l i t ie s .

He attended the Grammar School at Kelso . . . .  
but his real teacher was the noble country about 
him, through which he walked with the energy of 
an explorer and the joy of a poet. Two rivers , 
beautiful in themselves and flowing out of the 
fairyland of Scottish song and story ,--the Tweed 
and the Teviot, --were close at hand; ancient and 
picturesque ruins were within reach.

Again and again, while perusing the writings of Scott,
as also the criticism s concerning him, we come upon
passages which indicate that Scott was deeply in love
with fa ir  Dame Nature, in the wildness of her original
haunts.

What a rich store of delight would Scott have
added to our wealth of literature had he had the sources
of primordial environment of America, in i t s  pristine
freshness, as the topic for his pent What a marvelous
fund of national literature would America possess today,
and what a rich heritage would he have bestowed upon the
millions who were yet to come! Scott wished, above a l l ,

To be the voice and inspirer of the young and of 
their romance: to have their praise, which is 
contained in their pleasure, from age to age; 
to be the kindler of their f i r s t  joy , in nature, 
in ancient h istoric  places, in the story -te llin g  
of wild love and sorrow; to establish that 
pleasure, so that in afteryears they carry with 
them the power to make a l l  lands romantic; to 
nourish into strength and passion the romantic 
heart--th is is Scott ’ s enduring fame as a poet.

•^Mabie, Backgrounds of Literature, p. 280.
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I t  is  a ju st  fame, worth a man's l i f e  and i t  is  
the fin a l .c r it ic ism  of his place as a poet for 
humani ty . 12

Manifestly, the perception and transcription of nature 
by the American and the Scotch singers are individual; 
and in his own way each of them d if fe r s  from the other, 
as well as from a l l  others.

Like Scott, Longfellow is not a poet 's  poet, but 
a writer for the majority of common people. sales, nu

merically the largest in the history of literature, can 
be traced to both of these poets. Their works were not 
only widely read in the language in which they were writ
ten, but they were translated into many other languages.

\

Copies of their poems found their way into the palaces 
of kings as well as into the hovels of the poor.

In Scott, however, are found few of the traits 
that stand out in the works of Longfellow; and, again, 
the qualities found so abundantly in the poems of the 

romantic bard are uncommon in the works of the Victorian 
American. Scott is f u l l  of the romantic element--the 
wild, the unnatural, and the bizarre--notably in his 
poetic descriptions of Nature in his Lay, where passages

t

of the German mysticism are found in greatest abundance.
And the Lady had gone to her secret bower;
Her bower that was guarded by word and by sp e ll, 
Deadly to hear, and deadly to t e l l - -  
Jesu Maria, shield us well!

■*-2Brooke, 0£ . c i t . , p. 59.
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No living wight, save the Ladye alone,
Had dared to cross the threshold stone, 5
And thus had Harold, in his youth 
Learn'd many a Saga's rhyme uncouth,-- 
Cf the Sea-Snake, tremendous cu r l ’ d,
Whose monstrous c ir c le  girds the world;
Waked the deaf tomb with war’ s alarms,
And bade the dead arise to arms!

Scott begins with the description of a deep dark secret

and thereby arouses an indefinable fear. The reader
wonders i f  the troublous aspect l ie s  in the plants that
constitute the bower, or in the secret magical powers of
the thresh old-stone over which the '• ladye" alone dares
to tread; in the mysterious sea-serpent, or in the tomb
from which the dead arise and battle for their rights.

\

The idea of secrecy always weaves a magical spell over

a l l  i t  touches, and here especially it brings awe and
wonder to the mind of the reader.

With dexterous hand the Scotch poet weaves for
us a refined and subdued picture of the weird element
in the lines describing the old monk as he led William
of Leloraine to the grave of the wizard, Michael Scott.

How, slow and fa in t, he led the way,
Where, c lo is t e r 'd  round, the garden lay;
The p i l la r 'd  arches were over their head,
And beneath their fee t  were the bones of the dead.^

A minor climax of S cott 's  gruesome pictures is reached * 14 15

■^Scott, ojo. c i t . , p. 36.
14Ib id . , pp. 94, 95.
15I b id . , p. 46 .
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when he gives us the monk’ s description of his burial 
of the wizard and his magic book. It  took supernatural 
courage on the part of the old man to venture out alone 
at the ghostly hour of midnight to bury the dead wizard 
among the dead. Linked with this is the true climax of 
German romanticism in the episode of the opening of the 
grave by Deloraine, when he finds the remains of Michael 
Scott intact, overspread by the ghastly, eternally g lar
ing "sepulchral ligh t" enclosed within the tomb, when he 
sees the frown on the face of the corpse as he robs i t  
of the magic book, while the sobbing and the ghostly
laughter of the fiends is  heard in the great hallways of
\

Melrose Abbey.
Then, Deloraine, in terror, took 
Prom the cold hand the Mighty Book,
With iron clasp ’ d, and with iron bound; ,
He thought, as he took i t ,  the dead man frown’ d. °

Many more passages of the German romanticism are found*
in the Lay, none of which, however, equal those treating 
of the sepulchral atmosphere of Michael Scott.

A tremor of fear pulsates through the reader as 
he lives  again in Scott ’ s enchanted scenes of unnatural 
wonder. Further examples of the Gothic romanticism are 
found in the burial of Constance Beverley and her com
panion while yet alive in the dungeon vault, the Host’ s 
Tale, the encounter Marmion had with the supposed phan
tom knight at midnight near the inn, Sir David Lindsay’ s
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Tale regarding the ghostly warning given to King James 

that he should abstain from war, the apparition of the 
scene of war to the Abbess of Whitby during her meeting 
with the Palmer, the demon huntsman seated on the iron 
treasure-chest of the last  Lord Pranchemon t. All these 
occur in Marmion, and those c lose ly  a llied  with Nature 
are none the less real, even though they be less grue

some. Only one example is  here quoted:
Through the rude barriers of the lake,
Away i t s  hurrying waters break,
Paster and whiter dash and curl,
T i l l  down yon dark abyss they hurl.
Rises the fog-smoke white as snow,
Thunders the viewless stream below.
Driving, as I f  condemn’ d to lave 

x Some demon’ s subterranean cave,
Who, prison ’ d by enchanter’ s spe ll,
Shakes the dark rock with groan and y e l l .

Not only was Scott fascinated by ancient tales
of romantic a r t i f i c ia l i t y ,  but he knew his ancient lore
and his judgment led him to f i t  i t  into the mystic tales»
that he wove for  an awe-inspired audience. One of the 
most accurate interpretations of the s k i l l  with which 
Scott wrote is given in a passage that proves how the 
fru it  of Scott ’ s Nature studies is found in his works 
and linked with the Gothic romanticism so prevalent,in 

his poems.
Marmi on, like the Lay, depends for much of its  
e f fe c t  upon descriptions of scenery and chival
rous manners: we at once detect in the narrative 
the author’ s recollections of his own excursions

17I b i d . , pp. 130, 131.
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in ITorthumberland and in the country d is tr ic ts  
between Berwick and Edinburgh; the multiformity 
of his antiquarian knowledge is  displayed in 
the notes to the Cantos describing the Castle 
of Horham and the Court of King James. But 
these picturesque details are now organized 
around a p lo t  resembling in a l l  i t s  charac
te r is t ic  features the plan of romance adopted 
in Mrs. R a d c l i f f ’ s n ove ls .18

That Scott v/as a great exponent of the German romanti
cism can be further shown in many passages of his poems; 
and a particular substantiation is found in the fo llow 
ing paraphrase of a narrative which he embodied in the

The story of Gilpin Horner was one which was 
current in the d is t r ic t .  One night some men 
returning to their homes at Eskdale Muir, on 
the Border heard a voice ca lling  "tin t, tint, 
t in t ,"  ( l o s t ) .  They called and a mis-shapen 
dwarf child appeared. It  lived in Eskdale 
for some time, then one evening a voice was 
heard crying, "Gilpin Horner." The dwarf an
swered, "That is  me , I must away," and disap
peared, at the ca l l ,  i t  was supposed of the 
devil, who thus reclaimed his own. 19

Could any tale be more breath-takingly phantastic? Such
is the proficiency displayed by Scott in using both the
natural and the supernatural to fascinate his readers.

Examples of this same mysticism in The Lady of
the Lake are not so abundant nor so hyper-gruesome as " ' r L /
those of the Lay, but they are much closer to nature and * 19

*■%. J. Courthope, "The Romantic Movement in Eng
lish  poetry," A History of English ? oetry (London: Mac
millan and Co., 1910) , V ol. VI, p. 4QÔ.

19Amy Cruse, Earnous English Books and Their 
Authors (Hew York: Thomas Y. Crowell Co., no date 
g iven ), p. 217.
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therefore worthy of mention.
The d e ll ,  upon the mountain’ s crest, 
Yawn’ d like a gash on a warrior’ s breast;

Suspended, c l i f f s  in hideous sway,
Seem’ d nodding o ’ er the cavern gray.
From such a den the wolf had sprung,
In such the wildcat leaves her young. 20
More than a ll  other delineations of nature in 

the poems of Scott and Longfellow is  the use of nature 
as a background to their stories . This is practica lly  
the sole use that the insular poet makes of her, except
ing German romanticism, while Longfellow, because of his 
studies, no doubt, has used her in more divergent forms.
Scott ’ s love is  "the love of nature fo r  i t s  own sake."21

\

Fresh from the heart of nature, he delights in the splen- 
. dors she presents, particularly on mountain and lake, in 

the wild flashes of lightning during the storm, as well 
as in the subdued light of the declining day. He is 
unique in treating nature’ as he does, the best interpre
tation of which is epitomized in the thoughts of an ad

miring c r i t i c .
nature to him is not, apart from her forms, in 
any sense a live . A cloud is  a cloud, a stream 
a stream, a rock a rock. They have no soul, no 
voice, no consciousness of joy , as they would ' 
have to Wordsworth. If  he speak of sorrow, or 
peace, or pleasure in connection with these 
natural objects, the sorrow, peace, and pleasure 
are his own. He never thinks that nature has 20 *

20 Scott, op. c i t . ,  p. 289.

Slfirooke, ojd. c i t . , p. 94.
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brought them to him or that nature shares in 
them. He always fee ls  himself d is tin ct from 
nature.22 *

In the Lay> more than in his other poems, Scott 

u tilizes  the weirdness of the romantic school, rather 
than Nature, to hold the in terest of his readers; and 
this work is a perfect example in which »'Scott is  one 
of the few men who can make a verse narrative march d i-

przrectly  on from page to page." However, besides the 
passages of uncanny mystery, there are those on Nature, 
woven into a background of the story, some of which are 
here given consideration.

The most beautiful of a l l  instances where Scott\
chisels the background of the story in d e lica te ly  a r t is 
tic  lines is  found in the second Canto of the Lay where 
he gives us a picture of Melrose Abbey under the be- 
witchingly fa ir  effulgence of "pale moonlight."

I f  thou wouldst v iew 'fa ir  Melrose aright,
Go v is it  i t  by the pale moonlight;
When the broken arches are black in night, 
And each shafted or ie l glimmers white;
When buttress and buttress, a lternately ,
Seem framed of ebon and ivory;
When silver edges the imagery,
And the scro lls  that teach thee to live  and d ie ;24 

Slowly, carefu lly , the Scottish poet prepares the

22Ib id .,  pp. 97, 98.
^Frederick  p ierce , "Humanism Romance Coated," 

Saturday Review of L iterature, IX (October 1, 1932),
143.

Scott, ojo. c i t . , p. 44.24
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reader for the scenes he haa in store, always presenting 

Mature in the mood in which he wishes his characters to 
appear, slowly tut surely he weaves the enchanted wet 
of magic in terest atout his ta le ; and the reader eagerly 
follow s Deloraine in his nocturnal maneuvers. As the 
knight proceeds toward the fu lfillm ent of his ghastly 
task, so do Scott’ s descriptions of Mature intensify with 

weirdness. The poet trings us nearer and nearer the 
hideous scene, and then he says:

The moonteam kissed the holy pane,
And threw on the pavement a tloody stain. 5

The Scottish wizard moves on and on, until he reaches 
the apex of that incident in the story when Deloraine 
prepares to open the tomb as the moon is s t i l l  bright, 
and the only horror is  produced by the splotch of red 
on the white pavement where the moon’ s rays fa l l  bright
est until they mingle with the ghost-light of the open 
sepulchre which incarnates the ghastly scene with a l l  
the hideousness of unearthly b r illia n ce . Once the 
corpse is  robbed and the stone re-sealed, the moon d is 
appears, the stars refuse to shine, and utter, consum
mate darkness envelops the old Abbey. '

In Marmion, Scott follow s another plan to work 
out his background material, he writes long passages of 

Mature descriptions in anticipation of coming events in 
the story. But in the very opening lines he strikes the

61

25I b i d . , p . 47 .
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note that is  f e l t  throughout Marmion.
November’ s sky is c h i l l  and drear,
November’ s leaf is red and sear;
Late, gazing down the steepy linn,
That hems our l i t t l e  garden in,
Low in its  dark and narrow glen,
You scarce the r ivu let might ken,
So thick the tangled greenwood grew,
So feeble t r i l l ’ d the streamlet through;25

Marmion is  a melancholy ta le, fu l l  of glamor, yes, but 
also fu l l  of heartbreak, calamity and bloodshed, f i t 
tingly introduced by a mournful Nature that shivers in 
an autumnal cloak. Whether the poet deliberately  chose 
the n igh tfa ll fo r  the opening line of Canto I , or whether 
he wished to make the tale a history of the declining 
days in the l i f e  of his chosen hero, he has l i t t l e  to 
say; but we find his genius none the less  great.

Scott reaches the height of his a b ility  to 
g lo r ify  Nature in The Lady of the Lake♦ In the unfre
quented haunts of aboriginal mountain scenery, he pre-»
pares fo r  the reader a paradise of delight and plucks 
from the core of Nature’ s great heart such in fin ite ly  
tender, yet strong and robust, thoughts as man had 
hitherto never ventured to gather.

He begins by placing before the reader the un
inhabited mountain country in Perth County, Scotland, 
where King James V and his hunters had roused a deer in 

the early hours of morning. The soul of the poet has 
taken it s  ecstatic f l ig h t , and on this height Scott

26 Ib id . , p . 107.
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reaches his greatness in his p icturization  of Nature. 
The most accurate account of the stag is  found in these 

lines:
For twice that day from shore to shore, 
The gallant stag swam stoutly o’ er.
For .jaded now, and spent with t o i l ,
Emboss’ d with foam, and dark with s o i l ,
While every gasp with sots he drew,
The labouring stag stra in ’ d fu l l  in view.27 28 29
He heard the baffled  dogs in vain 
Rave through the hollow pass amain,
Chiding the rocks that y e l l ’ d again.“'8

The a r t is t  then continues to picture marvelous scenes,
rich  in co lor , b r illia n t  with lig h ts , sweet with odor
and reverberant with sound, u n til the reader is in tox i-

\

cated by the haunting beauty of an exquisite panorama
of country in which the hunt took place.

Even in his characterization of people, Scott
interweaves comparisons of Nature, particu larly  in the

case of the heroine, Ellfen Douglas.
You need but gaze on E llen ’ s eye;
Not Katrine, in her mirror blue,
Gives back the shaggy banks more true,
Than every free-born glance confess’ d 
The gu ile less movements of her breast;2®

S k ilfu lly , physical beauty and the sway of passion are/
symbolized in the poet’ s expression of Nature’ s charm.

27Ib id . , p. 245.

28Ib id . , p. 246.
29Ib id . , p. 251.
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Hot only are loveliness, elegance and grace in 
troduced by symbols of natural sim ilarity , but Scott 

also pictures the uncanny, the ugly, the detested in the 
same manner, an example of which is  the incident in which 
he presents Brian, the wizard of Roderick Dhu’ s clan.

A heap of w ither’ d boughs was p iled ,
Of juniper and rowan wild,
Mingled with shivers from the oak,
Bent by the lightn ing ’ s recent stroke.
Brian, the Hermit, by i t  stood,
Barefooted, in his frock  and hood.
His grisled  beard and matted hair 
Obscured a visage of despair;^0

Whatever the occasion, whoever be the person, 
whatever be the mood of the scene, Scott adapts his 
lovely Dame Hature to introduce the situation in a truly 
expert manner. Sir Walter presents a picture of such 
grandeur of the ardent love he has for Nature to a ll  who 
delve into his poetry that because of his s k il l  in p ic 
turing her elegance, her power, her pliant adaptability, 
future generations w ill  continue to read his works so 
long as lib ra ries  contain them, so long as his works ex
is t .

30 Ib id . , p . 277.



CHAPTER V

LOTGFELL0;/, THE "VIC TORI AH"

Longfellow, the “V ictorian gentleman,” d iffe rs  

from Scott, the rom anticist, because he possesses d e fi
nite c la ss ica l tendencies and only traces of the roman
tic  element. To understand Longfellow, therefore, i t  is  
necessary to understand the tendencies, preferences, and 
ideals of the writers of the Victorian Age, of which 
Alfred Lord Tennyson may be regarded as one of the great
est exponents. Of him i t  is said:

Tennyson’ s thought has been ca lled  su p erfic ia l; 
certainly he did not go deeply into abstruse 
theological or metaphysical problems, or into 
such matters of character and emotion as ap
pealed to Browning. But fo r  at least forty  
years he was the dominant force of English po
etry. Notwithstanding his great ly r ica l genius, 
he regarded instruction as the ch ie f poetic duty; 
and i t  is  as teacher that Tennyson himself is  
most interesting from the h is to r ica l view .1

Longfellow has many qu a lities  in common with this great
English poet. He did not delve deeply into theological

/
problems, he was a perfection ist as to verse form, he 
was a dominant figure ( i . e . ,  contemporary of Tennyson) 
in American poetry until Whitman, Sandburg and the newer 
school of poets arrived, and his delineation of emotion

■̂ John Wilson Bowyer and John Lee Brooks, The V ic
torian Age (New York: E. S. Crofts and Co., 1944), p. 64.
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is  e ffected  only in the ligh ter vein.

To the Victorians we owe a complexity of ideals, 
a fact brought out particu larly in the treatment of Na

ture. The w riters of the Victorian period possess tra its  
that are both romantic and c la ss ic , however contradictory 
this may seem. Some Victorians possessed a pantheistic 
strain ; others followed the me taphysicals; a third group 
had transcendental leanings; and fin a lly  we come upon 
those who regarded Nature as a creature of God, a v ita l 
force placed in the universe by which the world is ruled. 
These la tter  see the power of God in Nature and know

that Nature is created by Him, directed by Him, restrained
\

and controlled  by Him, even as Carlyle, one of the great
est Victorian figures, designates her as a book written 
by the Creator of the universe. "We speak of the Volume 
of Nature: and truly a Volume i t  is,--w hose Author and 
Writer is  God."^ Besides treating Nature in these vari
ous aspects, a l l  V ictorians, to a greater or lesser ex
tent, deal with her simply as a background to the stories 
of their poems and prose works. They follow  this last 
trend in accordance with their be lie f and inspiration .

Since we endeavor to prove that Longfellow is  a 
true Victorian, we shall compare his ideals with those 

of Victorian writers and try to fin d  whether or not his

^Thomas Carlyle, "Natural Supernaturalism,« 
Sartor Resartus ("Riverside College C lassics"; New York* 
Houghton M ifflin  Co., 1924), p. 186.
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poems bear at lea st a semblance to those of the writers 

of this period.
The parallelism  between Longfellow and the Vic

torian w riters, particularly Tennyson, is  outstanding m 
a number of points. Thought in both Tennyson and Long
fellow  is  limpid in essence. There is  no profundity, no 
depth, no mysticism in either of them. Longfellow, like 

Tennyson, is  a p erfection ist as to sty le , meter and 
rhythm. Tennyson adds nothing new to verse form; neither 
does Longfellow go beyond copying already existing con
structions. Both poets lack sublimity and novelty of
ideas, as w ell as depth of content.

\

Longfellow is  the major figure of the genteel 
tradition in America, and his very appearance was that 
of a w ell-bred man in the higher strata of society. He 
was a leading figure among the cultured of early Hew 
England. Tennyson, through the generosity of ^ueen 
V ictoria , was given a baronet and raised to the status 
of the n ob ility  in England.

Longfellow is much greater as a student than as 
a w riter. His ambition to give America a predominant

1

national literature did not m aterialise in accordance 
with his wishes. James Fennimore Cooper, Walt Whitman, 
William Lean Howells, Hamlin Garland and others brought 
to a maturity what Longfellow had begun. Yet, taking 
into consideration the time in which the older poet 
lived, and the European influences which s t i l l  reigned
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supreme, Longfellow did remarkably well in picturing 

early America in The Courtship of Miles Standish, 
Evangeline, and Hiawatha. He gave to the world a sec
tional s lic e  of the conditions, the culture and the 
mannerisms of the people of his own time.

Like Tennyson, he wrote in simple language which 
then appealed and s t i l l  appeals to the common people.
In writing sp ec ifica lly  for the middle classes, the V ic
torians, and Longfellow their fo llow er, adhered close ly  

to the Benthonistic p rincip le , wThe greatest happiness 
to the greatest number." Jeremy Bentham, the English 

philosopher and ju r is t , went a step further than did the 
poets, for his aim was to free individuals from the vari
ous types of government restraints, whereas Tennyson and 
Longfellow wrote for  the enjoyment of these same classes.

Longfellow understood C atholicity as did few po-
»

ets. In spite of his deep admiration for the teachings 

of the Roman Catholic Church, his fa ith  was not strong 
enough to lead him to  embrace her doctrines.

An additional instance of sim ilarity  between Ten
nyson and Longfellow is  brought out in their romantic 
love for nature. "But nature is used in the Victorian 

poetry ana novels ch ie fly  as a setting fo r  human beings."* 4 

This trend is followed by Tennyson who is  dominantly

%Bowyer and Brooks, o£. c i t . , "Introduction ," p. 6.

4Ib id . , p . 21.
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insular as w ell as by Longfellow whose interests lay 
both in Europe and in America.

Because pantheism is  one of the designations of 
the V ictorian writer, we shall deal with this sophism in 
the works of Longfellow and treat other philosophies in 
order.

Pantheism is the teaching that God and the world 
are one. According to this philosophy, each being that 
exists has no separate identity , but i s  merged into the 
great Being of God and is a part of Him. There is  no 
individuality of beings. A ll things originate from the
essence of God and are, consequently, one with Him. Pan-
\

theism maintains that the rea lity  of God and the rea lity  
of the universe are iden tica l. God is  the tforld-Soul 
and a l l  things emanate from Him and are a part of Him. 
Pantheism opposes reason; i t  destroys the idea of in 
d ividuality ; i t  makes God f in ite  and attributes to crea
tures powers that belong to God alone.

Because transcendentalism is so closely  asso

ciated with pantheism and with Nature, a study of Nature 
passages in the writings of every poet clearly  indicates 
to what extent that particular writer is tinged with 

these philosophies. The transcendentalist acknowledges 
a p r ior i conceptions, that is , the b e lie f that knowledge 
is inherent in the human mind, brought down to earth with 
man’ s birth, not obtained through the medium of the 

senses. This he applies particu larly  to the knowledge
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he possesses of God, the soul, and eternal truth. The 
transcendentalist holds that there exists a being acting 
as a mediator between the aesthetic faculty  for fee lin g  
and the practica l judgment of man. The greatest expo
nent of transcendentalism and pantheism as contained in 
his nature poetry is undoubtedly Wordsworth, for in 
"Tintern Abbey'* he saye:

. . . .  For nature then . . . .
To me was a l l  in a l l . - - I  cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion; the ta l l  rock,
The mountain, and the deep gloomy wood,
Their colors and their forms, were then to 

me an appetite; . . . .
A motion and a s p ir it , that impels 
A ll thinking things, a l l  objects of a l l  

" thoughts,
And r o lls  through a ll  th ings.5

In the above lines the poet presents to us the essential 
relationships implied by pantheism between God, man, na
ture. To him the forces of nature are the powers and at
tributes of God. The qu a lities  possessed by God, the 
Eternal S p irit, are iden tified  with the forces of nature. 
Instead of considering nature as a creature of God, sub
je c t  to His w ill ,  the pantheist and the transcendentalist
exalt nature to the status of a god whose "s p ir it  r o lls/
through a l l  th ings." In his "prelude" Wordsworth speaks 
of nature as the "Spirit of the universe," while in

^William Wordsworth, "Lines Composed a Few Miles 
Above Tintern Abbey," The P oetica l Works, ed. William 
Angus Knight (Edinburgh: William Paterson, 1882), Vol. I,
p. 268.
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“Lines Written in Early Spring,M he attributes to her
powers belonging to God alone, one of which is  that of
creation, when he says:

To her fa ir  work did Nature link
The human soul that through me ran . . . . 6

In his "Ode: Intimations of Immortality from R ecollec

tions of Early Childhood," Wordsworth gives the doctrine 
of transcendentalism most c lea rly , so far as the re la 

tions between Goa, man, and Nature are concerned.
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The soul that rises with us, our l i f e ’ s Star 

Hath elsewhere had it s  setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfu lness 
And not in utter nakedness 

-'But tra ilin g  clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home:

Heaven lie s  about us in our infancyI
At length the Man perceives i t  die away,
And fade into the lig h t of common day.

This, then, is the complete philosophy of the 
transcendentalist. Man, as a part of the entire crea
tion , comes d irectly  from God, soul and body. There is  
in him a part of the Eternal existence of God, placed 
here on earth where in his early years he s t i l l  has a 
faint reco llection  of the glory that was his w hilst het
was with God; but as he grows older, he exchanges these 

thoughts and reco lle ction s  fo r  the impressions made upon 
him by material things. The natural world around him

^William Wordsworth, poems of Na tu re and Senti
ment (Philadelphia: E. H. Butler and Co., 186’5)", p . 72.

7
'Manley, 0£ . c i t . , p.  592.
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absorbs his thoughts and his imagination, and presents 
to him ideals which lure him away from his pristine in
nocence. Man, before his birth, according to  Wordsworth, 
was with God as a part of Him; a fter birth, he is  also 
one with Nature, and at death returns to God. The be- 
ing of mediation links man with God as w ell as with Na
ture. Thus there is ,  to the transcendentalist, a con
stant and complete unity between a l l  created beings and 
the Uncreated Being.

Although Longfellow borrowed most of the story 
of Hiawatha, which contains his transcendental and pan
th eistic  leanings, from Henry Rowe Schoolcraft, who in 
turn has the story from Indian legends, i t  can, never

theless, be said of him that he embodied transcendental 
ideas in his poetry, we fin d  this philosophy in passages 
of Hiawatha where in huge drops i t  splashes into the face

lr
of the reader. The idea presented to us concerning the 

half-human, half-d ivine messenger of the Great S p irit to 
the Indians is c lose ly  a llied  to the doctrine contained 
in the poems of Wordsworth. In the opening lin es Long

fellow  presents Gitchi Manito, the Master of l i f e ,  from 
whose footprin ts flowed a r iv e r , and who with his finger 
marked the path of the meadow. The god-man teaches his 

subjects to smoke the peace-pipe and then vanishes from 
the earth even as Longfellow rela tes;

And departed each one homeward,
While the Master of L ife ascending,
Through the opening of cloud-curtains,
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Through the doorways of the heaven,
Vanished from before their faces,
In the smoke that ro lled  around him,
The Pukwana of the peace-p ipe!8

Mokomis, a species of goddess, fa l ls  to  earth when a re 
jected  r iv a l cuts her grape-vine swing on the full-moon 
The daughter born to her is wooed by Mudj ekeewis, the 
god-like West Wind, who thus becomes the father of Hia
watha. Hiawatha is ,  therefore, endowed with the proper 
ties of a god, as well as with those of man. His re la 
tion to Mature is  exemplified in that he ca lls a ll  créa 
tures "brothers" and requires their m inistrations.

Then the l i t t l e  Hiawatha
Learned of every bird its  language,
Galled them "Hiawatha’ s Chickens."
Of a l l  beasts he learned the language,
Talked with them whene'er he met them 
Galled them "Hiawatha’ s B rothers.“9

Furthermore, the Indian legend which formed the founda

tion of Longfellow 's poem relates how the demigod could 
transform himself into any animal. In accordance with 
transcendentalism in poetry, as explained by a recent 
c r i t i c ,  Longfellow portrays Hiawatha to a great exact
ness in exem plification of this doctrine.

Mow i t  is  the unity of nature with God; now the 
unity of man with nature; and now i t  is h is 
unity with the God that is nature's soul. And 
most always i t  brings in the notion of eternal

®Henry W. Longfellow, ojd. c i t . , p. 144. 

Îb id . , p . 148.



74

constancy in the midst of eternal f lu x .^
Hiawatha is described, now as a god endowed with super
natural powers of movement, now as a man close ly  linked 
to nature.

Sim ilarly, at the end of Canto IV, where Long
fellow  introduces Minnehaha, the reader is confused by 
the description Longfellow g ives, is the being to which 
Hiawatha is attracted, and which he desires to wed, human, 
or is i t  the beauteous w ater-fa lls which enrapture his 

heart? Longfellow practica lly  id en tifie s  Minnehaha with 
the w ater-fa lls lying "between Fort Snelling and the
Falls of St. Anthony the ’ L itt le  F a lls , fo rty  fee t  in
\

height, on a stream that empties into the M iss iss ip p i.* "11

The poet un ifies into one and the same being the animate
with the inanimate in the lines;

Was i t  not to see the maiden,
See the face of Laughing Water 
Peeping from behind the curtain,
Hear the rustling of her garments
And one sees the Minnehaha
Gleaming, glancing through the branches,
As one hears the Laughing Water 
From behind its  screen of branches?* 1^

Later, in Canto X ("Hiawatha’ s Wooing"), Minnehaha is

10Joseph Warren Beach, The Concept of Mature in 
Twentieth Century English Poetry (Mew York; Macmillan 
Co., 1936), p. $47.

1Q uotati on from Mies Eastman’ s Dacotah, or 
Legend of the Sioux, in Helen A. Clarke, Longfellow's
Country~TGarden City, Mew York; Doubleday, ?age~"and Co., 
Ï9 lS f, p. 201.

l s Henry W. Longfellow , oja. c i t . , p.  151.
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d e fin ite ly  presented as a woman.
In like manner the poet treats Mondamin, so that

one cannot distinguish whether this god-like being be

divine, human, or inanimate, for a l l  these qualities are
part of his subsistence. In the follow ing lines taken
from "Hiawatha’ s Fasting," Mondamin is  made to possess
qualities which are partly animate and partly inanimate:

And he saw a youth approaching 
Dressed in garments green and yellow 
Coming through the purple tw iligh t,
Through the splendor of the sunset;
Flumes of green bent o ’ er his forehead,
And his hair was so ft  and golden. 5

In the last battle with Mondamin, Hiawatha "k il ls "  the 
super-human being and buries him as Mondamin had re
quested, and keeps his grave clean, when lo ! Mondamin 
arises in the form of a growing cornstalk—

T il l  at length a small green feather 
From the earth shot slowly upward,
Then another and another,
And before the Summer ended 
Stood the maize in a l l  i t s  beauty,
With its  shining robes about i t .
And its  long, so ft, yellow tresses;
And in rapture Hiawatha 
Cried aloud, "I t  is  Mondamin!
Yes, the friend of man, Mondamin!

Here again we have an example of the god-man being so
close ly  id en tified  with ITature as to be one—god, man,
plant—a ll  merged into one being. Again, toward the end

of the poem, Hiawatha ca lls  Gitchi Manito "father" when * 14

15Ib id . , p. 152.
14Ib id ,j p • 154•
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he says, "Gitchi Manito, the Mighty! . . . .  Give your
lrchildren food, 0 fa th e r !” Gitchi Manito i s  presented 

in the guise of a god and at the same time the form of
man.

One more example of Mature so c lose ly  linked
with the human being as to be unrecognizable is found
in the passage on Peboan, Winter, where the season of
the year and the human cres.ture are one.

And Segwun, the youthful stranger 
More d istin ctly  in the daylight 
Saw the icy face before him;
It  was Peboan, the Winter!
Prom his eyes the tears were flowing,
As from melting lakes the streamlets,
And his body shrunk and dwindled 

' As the shouting sun ascended,
T i l l  into the a ir i t  faded, ,
T i l l  into the ground i t  vanished . . . . 15 16

Longfellow goes so fa r  in his presentation of oneness 
that the pronoun "his" in the lin e  "Prom his eyes, e t c . , "  
becomes " i t "  in the la st two lines quoted, making the 
human creature one with Mature.

In the closing  lines of "Hiawatha’ s Departure," 
the hero te lls  his people that he w il l  return, thus in 
dicating immortality.

Many moons and many winters
W ill have come and w ill  have vanished
Ere I come again to see you .17

The god-like element is  strongly brought out by the

15Ib id . , p. 185.
1 6I b i d . , p.  187.
17 I b id ., p. 190.
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implication that Hiawatha liv es  forever and w ill watch 
over his children, the Indian people, even in death.

These are a fev; examples of the manner in which 
transcendentalism is displayed in the poetry of Longfel
low. True, he borrowed the story with its  transcenden
talism, but he made no e f fo r t  to substitute another 
philosophy fo r  the one contained in the original Indian 
legends.

An additional characteristic of the Victorians 
is  a defin ite trend toward sadness, which dominates the 

works of those who follow  pantheism and transcendental
ism and who have suffered great disappointments in their 
liv e s . In th is, as in other tra its  already mentioned, 
we find Longfellow a true V ictorian. His poems are 
f i l l e d  with that dulcet sorrow that grew out of the se
vere shocks which came to him during his long l i f e ,  and 
which he bore so heroica lly  that his character was thereby 
molded into one that was pleasing to old and young, to 
friend and foe a like . Therefore, the sorrowful song of 
Hature is  everywhere heard in h is poems. We encounter 
i t  in the opening as w ell as in the closing lin es  of

t

Evangeline where Longfellow challenges the reader to 
"L ist to the mournful tradition s t i l l  sung by the pines 

of the forest"--^-®

While from its  rocky caverns the deep- 
voiced, neighboring ocean

l®Henry w .  Longfellow, 0£ .  c i t . , p . 95.



78

Speaks, and in accents disconsolate 
answers the wail of the fo re s t . 9

This sadness is so d istin ct that at times i t  becomes

pathetic.
He is not Byronic in the real meaning of the 
word but he is  naturally sentimental and of 
that sentimental order that experiences so 
easily  the sadness im p lic it in a l l  l i f e . 20

Ho, Longfellow is  not proud or cyn ica lly  scorn
fu l .  neither is he f i l l e d  with irony or remorse. But 
the sadness that pervades his writing is  as the sadness 
of an autumn day f i l l e d  with the beauty of so ft lig h ts , 
s o ft  co lors , soft odors of decaying vegetation, like
that of October, his favorite  month. Longfellowf s sor-

\

row is  like the dejection of one who witnessed the bur

ia l of an invalid child that has teen released from its  
suffering. He is  both sad and jo y fu l — sad, at the pass
ing of one so young; jo y fu l, in knowing that this ch ild  
has been preserved from th*e sufferings and p i t fa l ls  of 
a painful l i f e .  Longfellow has graphically pictured 
this situation in The Courtship of Miles Standish, where 
the reader is  saddened at the loss  experienced by Stand-
ish, tut is  made happy by the union of John and P r is c il la ,

1
so greatly devoted to each other. The poet's melancholy, 
however, everywhere pervades his work, fo r , even at the * 20

^ Ibid . , p. 121.

20Hertert S. Gorman, A Victorian American,
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (Hew York: George H. Doran
C o., 1926), p. 159.
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apex of happiness, when the young couple stand hand in 
hand in the doorway, Longfellow mentions the desolation 

of Nature in these words;
Meanwhile the bridegroom went forth  and stood 

with the bride in the doorway,
Breathing the perfumed air of that warm and 

beautiful morning.
Touched with autumnal tin ts , but lonely and 

sad in the sunshine,
Lay extended before them the land of t o i l  

and privation;
There were the graves of the dead and the 

barren waste of the seashore. 1
A few words and phrases which bring with them both sad
ness and modulated joy , so often mentioned in the poems 
of Longfellow, end taken from them at random, are; twi
light , sea -fogs, m ists, untimely ra ins, dubious fa te , 
s ilen ce . A ll bring out or suggest the melancholy strain 

characteristic of our poet.
In spite of his didacticism , Longfellow main

tains the qualities of a good w riter. His themes, always 

edifying, are often selected in an instructive mood, as 
these t i t le s  show; "Hymn to the N ight,” "A Psalm of 
L i fe ,” “Footsteps of the A ngels,” "The Terrestrial Para
d ise ,"  "Beware," "E xcelsior," "The Arrow and the Song," 

"The Cross of Snow," "The Statue Over the Cathedral ' 
Door." Indeed, Longfellow’ s qua lities as a w riter are 
so admirably summed up in the follow ing quotation that 
i t  is  impossible to describe his poems in a more defin ite  

and precise manner;

2% en ry  W. Longfellow , op. c i t . ,  p.  210.
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It was, therefore, . . . .  at least possible for 
him to do great and worthy things; and i t  so hap
pened that, though he never achieved the greatest, 
he more than once did write a poem which out
weighs a l l  the productions of those latterday sym
b o lis t , C eltic , and sham archaic schools which 
nevertheless have the impertinence to treat him 
with their ineffable contem pt.................22 23

Labored moralizing is one of the outstanding character
is t ic s  of a true V ictorian, and Longfellow clearly  shows 
that he possesses this q u a lifica tion . This is one of 
the reasons why his poems are spurned by some of his 
c r it ic s .  They do not regard Longfellow in the sublime 
c la ss ifica tion  of a "poet’ s poet." Nevertheless, his 
works hold a high place in world litera tu re ; and, when 
regarded from a sane point of view, the ensuing c r i t i 
cism by a writer on this topic is found to be accurate;

In no wise can I forget that we are regarding 
even the low liest poets from our s t i l l  lower 
station; we are like earth-dwellers viewing, 
comparing, mapping out the stars. Whatsoever 
their shortcomings, their g i f t  is  their own; 
they bring music and’delight and inspiration .
A singer may f a i l  in this or that, but when 
he dies the charm of hie d istin ctive  voice is
gone. 23

The peaceful Eerenity, highminaedness, kindness and sim
p lic it y  found in Longfellow are rarely found in such es
sence of purity in any other poet. '

Purity of thought is a Victorian tra it which 
Longfellow possesses to a remarkable degree. He is

22Anonymous, "The Longfellow Centenary," Black
wood’ s Magazine, CL.XXXI (March, 1907), 388-89.

23Edmund Clarence Steadman, The Nature and Ele
ments of Poetry (New York; Houghton M ifflin  and Co., 
1899), p. 297.
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always a «gentleman w riter" who avoids themes that treat 

of 3ex and everything that savors of vulgarity. His 
thoughts are ever of the kind that elevate the mind, and 

his descriptions of Mature are true images of his charac- 
ters --re fin ed , noble, pure, serene and u p lift in g . To 
present tut one example, found in Svangeline, we have 
these beautiful lines in a sublime epitome of Mature de
lineation.

Slowly over the tops of the Ozark Mountains 
the moon rose,

Lighting the l i t t l e  tent, and with a mys
terious splendor

Touching the sombre leaves, and embracing 
and f i l l in g  the woodland.

With a delicious sound the brook rushed by,
\ and the tranches

Swayed and sighed overhead in scarcely 
audible whispers.24

How dexterously Longfellow uses Mature to create a f i t 
ting scene and mood for the young g ir l  a fter  she had
listened to the story of the unfortunate Indian woman»
who had told  Evangeline of her own love and hope and 
sad disappointment!

Like a truly great poet, he raanipulates his 
sim iles, comparing trends of Mature with the a ffa irs  of 
men, peace, quietude, sadness, mingled with f  ear of-com
ing events. However, i t  is precisely  this serenity of 
mood, this peace of mind, this harmonious thought, 
which--in the opinion of some cri tics--have deprived 
Longfellow of the t i t le  of "a great poet."

24Henry W. Longfellow , 0£ .  c i t . , p.  116.
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I t  is curious that being a gentleman and being 
an a rtist should be thought so incompatible, but 
as Longfellow wrote not merely as a gentleman, 
but also like a Christian gentleman, the lapse 
of years throws him more and more out of the 
focus of our in terests . We find i t  a weakness 
that he avoided certain themes. Merely to men
tion sex in this connection provokes a sm ile .2^

Not only does Longfellow avoid the topic of sex, but he
never uses any expression which even s lig h tly  suggests

physical attraction  between man and woman. The co lors ,
sounds, emotions he uses are always e l it e , and in his
expression he is  noble, being always the w ell-bred man
of refined and undefiled sentiment, in this regard his
r iv a l, Sir Walter Scott, shows great sim ilarity .

However, in contrast to Scott, who revels in 
descriptions of w ild Nature, Longfellow describes 
c iv iliz e d  Nature surrounding the doorstep of the home.

He pictures the tree before Evangeline’ s dom icile, the 
luxurious growth of Louisiana vegetation along the banks 
of the T§che and in the v ic in ity  of the v illage of St. 
Martin, but rarely does he picture her in «primeval» 
wilderness.

In sim ilarity  to those of Scott, Longfellow 's 
works are impregnated by German romanticism. But in ' 
Longfellow we have i t  greatly modified and mellowed. 
C ritics have admirably summed up this quality in the 
American poet:

The two foremost exponents of German romanticism 
were Longfellow and Poe. Longfellow travelled

25Jones, o£. c i t . , p.  115.
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widely in continental Europe, and was a friend 
of continental authors. Both by d irect contaot 
and natural a ffin ity  he became heir to the 
s p ir it  and style of the Teuton rom anticist.26 *

Two of the outstanding German romanticists with whom 

Longfellow was acquainted were Fichte and Schelling, the 
same from whom Emerson learned much of his pantheism and 
from whom he imbibed much of his transcendentalism. Nev
ertheless, Longfellow’ s romanticism is mild, indeed, when 
compared to that which we find in the works of Sir Walter; 
however, i t  is none the less genuine, as is vouched by 

Henry S. Gorman;
In the works of Uhland, Herder, Tieck, Muller,
Salis, and Goethe he is  to find those responses 

x to which nature w il l  best react. Most important 
of a ll ,  he is  to discover the books of Johann 
Paul Friederich Richter (his dear Jean-Paul) and 
to find in them the misty and sentimental phi
losophy of liv in g  which he is never to outgrow.
. . . .  In this immediate acceptance of the Ger
manic attitude Henry is alienating himself from 
the American scene a lb e it he is doing i t  mostunconsciously. 27

The only passage, however, that is  found in his poems on 

an equal basis with the weird romanticism of Scott’ s Lay 
is the one on "The Ghosts" (Canto XIX) in Hiawatha. A 
number of his shorter poems are more decisive examples 

of weird romance--"The Skeleton in Armor," "The Grave," 
"The Black Knight," and several of the stories in "Tales 
of a Wayside Inn," and Hyperion. Of the la tter we find

26Frederick E. Pierce and Carl F. Schreiber, F ic
tion and Fantasy of German Romance (New York; The Oxford 
University Press, American Branch, 35 West 32nd S t., 
1927), p. 8.

2 7Gorman, £ £ . c i t . , p.  191.
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a force fu l summation:
Glancing at the book . . . . one would never 
suspect anything other than a blend of R ichter’ s 
fa n cifu l style with Goethe’ s philosophy of ac
tion . 28

What has been said of the relation  between Eng

lish  writers and their German contemporaries can also 
be said of Longfellow’ s relationship with German roman
t ic is t s ,  fo r  Longfellow was strongly influenced by them. 
Carlyle was influenced by Goethe, S ch iller, Fichte and

p qKant. I t  need not be surprising that Longfellow, a f
ter spending a number of years in the German schools, 
should also be impregnated with a tinge of their ideals 
in the manner suggested as a mutual development of a com
mon tendency between Germanic and Anglo-Saxon peoples.

The romantic movement as i t  changed the in te l
lectual and emotional atmosphere of the nation, 
had brought out a r t is t ic  harmonies between 
English and German Literature, harmonies which 
had long lain  unregarded; the craving for works 
of fancy and imagination was equally strong in 
the two countries; and the English public was 
very curious to know what was being written in 
Germany. This cu riosity  was not at f i r s t  very 
discriminating: the work of Goethe and Sch iller 
was less valued than that of the popular novel
is ts  with their ruined ca stles , their ghosts 
and ghouls, and a l l  the apparatus of melodrama.^

nevertheless, i t  follow s that, although Scott had no * 29

o. Matthiessen, "Footprints on the Sands," 
Saturday Review of L iterature, IX (December 10, 1958),

29Beaoh, 0£. c i t . , pp. 302, 308.

^Louis Cazamian, Carlyle (Uew York: The Mac
millan Co., 1932), p. 33.
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pantheistic leanings, he shared with, and surpassed, 
Longfellow in the depiction of the German romanticism 
in his poems.

The uses which Scott and Longfellow make of Na
ture as a background to the incidents in their stories , 
as well as to the stories  themselves, are as divergent 
as are the lands in which the two poets lived . Scott 

gives beauteous and lengthy delineations in long Homeric 
sim iles, or in lengthy passages of his introductions to 
the Cantos of his poems. Longfellow, with the feeling 
of a tantalizing admirer, entwines Nature into a short
sim ile, or chases her in and out among his lines as

\

though he delighted in tormenting her by inviting her 
in, and again shutting her out of his verses. One of 
the longest and most picturesque passages that he gives 
us is  the incident of Evangeline’ s hopeful continuance 
of her journey to the v illage of St. Martin a fter the 
encouraging words of Father F elician . The poet depicts 
the heart of the maiden as bursting with love and expec
tation in a simile which describes the exquisite song 
of the mocking-bird.

t

Then from a neighboring th icket the mocking
bird, w ildest of singers,

Swinging a lo ft  on a willow spray that hung 
o’ er the water,

Shook from his l i t t l e  throat such floods 
of delirious music,

That the whole a ir and the woods and the 
waves seemed silen t to lis te n .

Slowly they entered the Ttche, where i t  f lows
through the green Opelousas,
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And, through the amber a ir , above the crest 
of the woodland,

Saw the column of smoke that arose from a 
neighboring dwelling

Sounds of a horn they heard, and the distant 
lowing of ca tt le . 1

What sou l-stirr in g  b liss the song of the mocking-bird 
sums up! Here truly the liv in g  hope of Evangeline 
reaches i t s  climax and is  then rudely shattered, even 
as the dream of the listen er is shattered by the end of 
the bird ’ s song.

In equally magnetic sty le , the poet gives us an 
example of his genius in The Courtship of Miles Stan dish, 
where, coming from the lip s  of P r is c i l la  and John Alden, 
are found the two beautiful sim iles concerning women.

"• • • . Hence is the inner l i f e  of so many 
suffering women

Sunless and s ilen t and deep, like subterra
nean rivers

Running through caverns of darkness, unheard, 
unseen, and un fru itfu l,

Chafing their channels of stone, with endless 
and p r o fit le s s ’ murmurs. *

Thereupon answered John Alden, the young man, 
the lover of women:

"Heaven forbid  i t ,  P r is c i l la ; and truly they 
seem to me always

More like the beautiful rivers that watered 
the garden of Eden,

P illin g  the land with delight, and memories 
sweet of the garden! "32

The l i t t l e  lovers' quarrel is  thus chastened and ennobled, 
so that the reader scarcely notices it  because of Long

fe llo w ’ s adroit presentation. Neither of the two men, * 52

*7i -1
“’•‘■Henry W. Longfellow, 0£. c ijb ., p. 111.

52Ib id .,  p. 204.
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Scott and Longfellow, have the f ie ry  blood of great poets
coursing through their veins, and so i t  follow s that not
a ll of their lines are great poetry. Some c r i t i c s  are
particu larly harsh in their estimation of Scott and of
Longfellow as pregnant examples c lea rly  show.

Scott, says Carlyle, had no great gospel to de
liv e r ; he had nothing of the martyr about him; 
he slew no monsters and s tirred  no deep emotions.
He did not believe in anything, and not even d is 
believed anything; he was content to take the 
world as i t  came--the fa lse  and the true mixed 
indistinguishably together. 33

Each of the poets had admirers as w ell as adversaries in
the realm of cr itic ism . Although Longfellow was at
times appraised by a rather harsh judgment, as one

\

c r it ic  manifests, he was never known to reta lia te  to 
such comment.

The truth is  that Longfellow wrote simple verses 
for simple people. He never wrote a line fo r  
the expert, for the c r i t i c ,  or fo r  the connois
seur. He lacked the magic of the consummate ar
t is t .  He was not a pdet's p o e t . 34

Say what they please, c r i t ic s  can never efface the charm 
that emanates from the pages of these two immortal w rit
ers, Scott and Longfellow. Both were sincere in what 

they said; both believed and f e l t  that the message they
t

conveyed to the world was truth in essence and beautiful 
in i t s  expression. Their sentences throb with l i f e ;

'-Thomas H. Dickinson and Frederick W. Roe, nine
teenth Gentury Engliah Prose (Hew York: American Book 
C o., 1908), p. 378.

Tames Douglas, "The Ford of Poetry," Literary 
D igest, VC (November 12, 1927), 28.

34
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they refresh their works with the health and vigor of 
manly yet chaste characters; they exhale the mystic 

breath of their eternally  rejuvenated sp ir its , and they 
impregnate the reader with a loving understanding of the 
message they bring to mankind in such a manner as few 
poets were ever able to do.

The most sublime as w ell as the most correct in 
terpretation of nature, from a philosophical viewpoint, 
is the instrumentality of nature as an outlet or a mani
festation  of the power and beauty, the benignity, love 
and serenity of God’ s immeasurable Being. Whereas Scott 
does not consider nature as a creature of God, Longfel-

\

low manifests God’ s poweis operating in the laws of na
ture. The C atholicity of Longfellow, in as far as i t  
developed in the soul of the poet, is  thus brought to 
lig h t . His admiration fo r  Catholicism permeates Evan
geline , Christus, and many of his shorter poems. 'Words 

from his own pen graphically confirm this esteem. Long
fellow  f e l t  as the Catholic fe e ls , even though he could 
not share the la t te r ’ s b e lie f;

Just as the evening tw ilight commences, the t e l l
to lls  to p r a y e r .................The hour, too, natu- <
ra lly  brings the heart into unison with the f e e l 
ings and sentiments of devotion; the close  of day, 
the shadows of evening, the calm of the tw ilight, 
inspire a fee lin g  of tranquility and though i  may 
d iffe r  from the Catholic in regard to the object 
of his supplication, yet it  seems to  me beauti
fu l  and appropriate solemnity, that, at the close 
of each daily epoch of l i f e —which i f  it  have not 
been fru it fu l in incidents to ourselves, has nev
ertheless been so to many of the great human
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fam ily--the voice of the whole people, and of a 
whole world, should go up to heaven in praise 
and supplication and thankfulness. 6

Hot only do students of Longfellow find the Catholic note 
in his personality, but every one who reads his works is 
convinced that his b e lie f was a llie d  to , but not in com
plete accord with, the teachings of the Holy Catholic 
Church. Ho one can mistake lines like the following 

simile for true appreciation of God in Uature, according 
to the doctrines of Catholicism.

And over a l l  is  the sky, the clear crysta l
line heaven,

Like the protecting hand of God inverted 
above them.56

How beautifully Longfellow makes his comparison! After 

having given us a splendid description of prairies fur
rowed with rivers whose banks are clustered with verdure, 
he sk ilfu lly  weaves into the picture the provident hand 
of the Almighty, guiding,t sustaining and ruling a ll that 
He had created.

As we have seen from his own admission, Longfel
low never followed the teachings of the Catholic Church 
in practice . He admired her doctrine and practices to 
such an extent that he freely  treats of them in many of 
his poems. He gives us a perfect picture of the Catholic 
priest in Father F elician , of the truly Catholic maiden 35

35Walter V. Gavigan, "Longfellow and C atholicity ," 
The Catholic World, CXXXVIII (October, 1953), 47.

3%enry W. Longfellow, 0£. cit. , p. 115.
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in Evangeline, "when a fter confession, Homeward serenely 
she walked with God’ s benediction upon her," or "Down 
the long street she passed, with her chaplet of beads 

and her m issal." Regarding his sources of inspiration 
for Catholic ideas which he so valued, we have the words 

of a competent c r i t i c :
The hope and pathos of home, as of a ffection s 
which are the portal of eternal l i f e ,  duty per
formed in d i f f ic u lt ie s ,  the open scenery of Hew 
England, and the flavor of the quiet times gone 
by that in his time s t i l l  hung about i t —these 
were Longfellow’ s f i r s t  inspiration . This in
spiration was tinctured by something d is tin ctly  
American, as he considered the continent, with 
it s  fo rests , i t s  mountains, i t s  rivers . . . .
But America was poetic , was romantic, was in 
spiring, fo r  another reason: because she had 

s been colonized by Protestant Pilgrim s, because 
there labored among her fastnesses the Catholic 
missions. And in these Catholic missions Long
fellow  recognized another romance, another 
homely strangeness, which haunted him always, 
taking him far back into the past, and leading 
him across the sea to find a new, yet intimate, 
association  with the scenes of Europe.*->7

More beautiful than any 6f the other passages in the
poems of Longfellow is  the one which ty p ifie s  Nature as
a messenger of God. The angels are the rea l messengers
of God, but at times He also u t iliz e s  Nature to carry

out His Divine W ill, perhaps this is  nowhere more ap-t
propriately presented than in the rhythmic flow of the

»
lin es:

S ilently one by one, in the in fin ite  meadows 
of heaven,

'-‘ ’'Robert Sencourt, "Longfellow in Europe," The 
Catholic '¿forId, CXVIII (October, 1923), 173-74.
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Blossomed the lovely  stars, the forget-me- 
nots of the angels.*®

Having dwelt upon the beauty of the "pa llid  sea" and the 
"silvery  mist of the meadows," Longfellow presents in ar

t is t ic  choice of words, a picture at once grand, majestic 
in its  silence as w ell as in it s  splendor, linking heaven 
to earth, God with man and with Nature.

Again, that link between Nature and the God Who 
made her is beautifully poetized in the Introduction to 
Hiawatha wherein he says:

Ye whose hearts are fresh and simple,
Who have fa ith  in God and Nature,
Who believe, that in a l l  ages 
Every human heart is  human, 

x That in even savage bosoms
There are longings, yearnings, strivings 
Eor the good they comprehend not,
That the feeble hands and helpless,
Groping blindly in the darkness,
Touch God’ s right hand in that darkness 
And are l i f t e d  up and strengthened;- -  
Listen to th is simple story 
To this Song of Hiawatha!

Here again Longfellow forges the links of the chain that 
binds us both to God and to wild Nature, unconfined, un
controlled save by the hand of Him Who governs a ll  that 
He has created. Thus Longfellow, in a method untouched 
by Scott, g lo r i f ie s  God through the instrumentality of 
Nature, and incidentally gives us an insight into his 
own soul, which, without these manifestations we could 
never obtain.

3 0
°Henry W. Longfellow , 0£ . c i t . ,  p.  101

59I b i d . , p.  142.



CHAPTER VI

NATURE STUDIES IN SCOTT AND LONGFELLOW

Light

I t  is  said that when an a r t is t  paints a master
piece his greatest concern is  not so much with the use 
of appropriate colors  for the various portions of his 
picture as with the accurate application of l ighter and
darker shades in most exact spots so that he might bring
\

out the beauty of his production to the fu l l e s t  extent. 
The same principles can, in a measure, be applied to the 
ability  of a poet in giving l ig h t -e f fe c ts  in his poems. 
The use of descriptive l ight  scenes is something to which 
the reader may give the least thought, but he will be 
pleasantly affected i f  they are sk i l fu l ly  made and care
fu l ly  placed for  the correct emphasis in the story. As 
to choice of' poems to be used in this chapter, the f o l 

lowing extract is  indicative:
Three of Longfellow’ s longer poems are worth no
tice not only because of their many beauties of 
thought and form, but because they are distinctly  
American. These are Evangeline, Hiawatha, and 
The Gourtahip of Miles Standish.

^George Hamlin Fitch, Great Spiritual Writers 
of America (San Francisco: Paul Elder and Go., Pub
lishers^ T916) , p. 66.
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These are the three Longfellow poems from which examples 

of l igh t - ,  co lor - ,  power-, odor-, and sound-effects w i l l  
be treated, while those selected from Scott ’ s writings 
are The Lay of the Last Minstrel, Marmion, and The Lady 
of the Lake.

Scott is  profic ient in the manipulations of 
l ight shades in his delineation of Nature qualities.
From the most dazzling brill iance to the mellowest 
shades, light serves Scott to enhance those marvelous 
passages that only the pen of a great writer can produce. 
Furthermore, he makes his transitions within the short
space of a stanza as gracefully, as majestically and as

\

pretti ly  as the a r t i s t i c  lady danced the minuet in the
days of Washington.

The western waves of ebbing day 
R o l l ’ d o ’ er the glen their level way;
Each purple peak, each f l in ty  spire,
Was bathed in f loods of l iving f i r e .
But not a setting bean could glow
Within the dark ravines below g
Where twined the path in shadow hid . . . .

Scott presents light as an animated being f u l l  of force
and vigor, illuminating the mountain-top in a l l  the v
brilliance of a golden sunset; and, as the reader de-/
scends with him into the valley, i t  ebbs gradually into 
the gloom of twilight and the descending darkness of 
night shadows.

Nature’ s rea lity  of strong l ights ,  which glare 
in their fierceness, are favorites with Scott. Universal

Scott, 0£. c i t . , p. 247.9
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lights that pierce a l l  shadows, remove a l l  darkness,
cover the earth and illumine the sky — these are the lights
he loves. Strong and ardent as are his passions, so are

his light delineations.
Where gleaming with the setting sun 
One burnished sheet of' living gold,
Loch Katrine lay beneath him r o l l ’ d.

Pierce, wild, and ecstatic is the love that fa ir  Dame
Nature has captured from the heart of her devoted poet.

It  is not surprising, therefore, that a touch of

the cowboy atmosphere is often f e l t  in Scott ’ s works,
as for  example when he depicts the night scene after
Roderick Dhu’ s orders had been given to his followers to

\

gather in preparation for war against the Lowland clans.
A ghastly, yet mysteriously beautiful, picture is
flashed upon our view when we read:

Not faster o ’ er the heathery braes,
Balquidder, speeds the midnight blaze,
Rushing, in conflagration strong,
Thy deep ravines and dells  along.
Wrapping thy c l i f f s  in purple glow,
And reddening the dark lakes below.

The entire countryside is aglow with the f i r e  of war; 
and a more sublime picture of patriotism would be d i f f i 
cult to imagine than that presented by Scott in the noc
turnal illumination of earth ana sky, casting forth i t s  
lights and shadows, i t s  bright colors and fa int  tints in 

weird yet beautiful array, challenging the foe to war. 5

5Ibid . , p . 248.

4 I b i d . , p. 288.
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What marvelous pictures of prairie f i r e s  would the pen 
of Scott have conjured for  our admiration had he lived 

in the atmosphere of the modern cowboy!
Peace and war, generosity and greed, love and 

h ate --a l l  find in the lines of Sir Walter their true ex
emplification in natural l ig h t -e f fe c ts ,  as they lend 
themselves to the poet’ s interpretation. Nature leads 
on through the vicissitudes of the day which had brought 
together Roderick Dhu and James Pitz-James; and when

The sun’ s last  glance was glinted back,
Prom spear and glaive, from targe and j a c k , - - 5

and the glowing day was preparing to depart, the decisive
encounter took place between the leaders of their people.
Gnowdoun’ s Knight, King of Scotland, fatally  wounded
Roderick Dhu, chief  of the Highlanders, as evening shades
began to curtain the earth. Scott has the a b i l i ty  to
picture soft l ights ,  but more readily basks in the glare»
of summer’ s mid-day sun, or the f i r e - l i t  panorama that 
envelops an entire countryside. He uses strong lights, 
and abject darkness, more sk i l fu l ly  than dim lights and 
pale shadows. He is as varied in his l ight uses as he 
is  in scene and character portrayal. He understands the 
regal Pitz-James as well as the wily “kern" who would 
have k il led  the king had the opportunity presented i t 
se l f  .

Keen, joyous, and strong with a masculine strength,

5 I b i d . , p. 314.
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this light blinds us with i t s  bril l iance, and again 
proves that Scott possesses the dashing romantic sp irit  
found only in a few poets who are truly great.

Then sudden through the darken’ d air
A flash of lightning came;
So broad, so bright, so red the glare,
The castle seem’ d on flame.6
An atmosphere of the German romanticism is 

clearly f e l t  in numerous passages on lights as described 
by Scott, one of the best examples of which is the f o l -  

1ow ing;
He knew, by the streamers that shot so bright, 
That sp irits  were riding the northern l ig h t . ?

William of Deloraine followed the monk to the tomb of
Michael Scott, the wizard, who had been buried with his
book of magic. The old man who led the way perceived
strange signs in the northern lights and thereby knew
that mysterious things were about to happen. To warn

*
his companion of any eventuality with which they would
l ike ly  meet, the monk gave William an account of what
was constantly going on within the sealed tomb.

. . . .  ’Within i t  burns a wonderous light,
To chase the sp ir i t s  that love the night.
That lamp shall burn unquenchably,
Until eternal doom shall be.

Whether that l ight be of natural or supernatural origin, 
Scott permits the reader to guess. The subtle humor of

6Ibid. , p . 96. 

^Ibid. , p . 46. 

^Ibid. , p . 48 .
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the poet betrays i t s e l f  in such lines as these. What 

pleasure Scott would have derived from the opportunity 

complacently to lean back in his armchair and observe 
the e f fec t  his lines might have on his readers!

Besides the illuminations of Nature, the light 
of the human eye is frequently the topic of Scott ’ s pen. 
He describes Brian in the act of showering curses upon 
those of the clan of Roderick Dhu who might prove lag
gards to the cause.

And eyes that glow’ d like f ie ry  brand,
He meditated curse more dread.

With passion aroused in a man like Brian, anything might 
be expected; and the poet ’ s description of his eyes, that 
shot with an unnatural f i r e ,  adds greatly to the stirring 
situation.

Scott i s  also acquainted with the shadows cast 
in the forest at noon, the shades of evening, and the 
darkness of the cave, as is  exemplified in these lines:

The oak and birch, with mingled shade,
At noontide there a twilight made,
Now eve, with western shadows long, 
Bloated on Katrine bright and strong.
In Benvenue’ s most darksome c l e f t ,
A fa ir ,  though cruel, pledge was l e f t . 9 10

Nature, in a l l  the moods of her expression is  thus made

to serve the ends of the poet by producing that shade
or intensity, that fulness or want, that bright

9I b id . , p. 281.
10Ib id . , p. 289.
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effulgence or that utter darkness which test serves the 
needs of Sir Walter. In almost every case he goes out 

into the wild country of mountain and lake to sing the 

praises of her who f i l l e d  his thoughts and his heart.
S c o t t y  a b i l i ty  to compare and contrast the 

qualities of nature is precious beyond the power of ex
pression. Soft and fa iry l ike ,  f u l l  of the hope of com
ing day, is the l ight of morning that f orebodes dawn. 
Tenderly, graciously, Mother nature arouses her new
born child to guide the fortunes of earth-pilgrims 

through another span of time; and the new day responds,
feebly at f i r s t ,  then with a light that becomes more
\

bril l iant  as the seconds s l ip  by, until at last  i t  has 
unfolded into the f u l l  glory of the noon-day sun. Since 
the love of pageantry and of war held a place in the 
heart of Scott next to that of nature, i t  is not sur
prising to find that he those to describe preparation 

for war in connection with the dawn and the development 
of a new day.

Pair as the earl iest  team of eastern light,
When f i r s t ,  by the bewilder’ d pilgrim spied,
I t  smiles upon the dreary brow of night,
And silvers o ’ er the torrent’ s foaming tide, •
And lights the fearful path on mountain side; —
Fair as that beam, although the fa irest  far,
Giving to horror grace, to danger pride,
Shine martial Faith, the Courtesy’ s bright star, 
Through a l l  the wreckful storms that cloud the 

br ow of War.
The early beam, so fa ir  and sheen,
Was twinkling through the hazel screen,
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When, rousing at i t s  glimmer red,
The warriors l e f t  their lowly bed. 1

Hone knew tetter than our poet "Light and Shade’ s incon
stant race»'; or "the moonbeam’ s g l in t" ;  and none could 
paint word pictures of war and peace, love and hate, de
fiance and submission more rea l i s t i ca l ly  sincere and 
true than this told necromancer who impregnated Mature 
with a l l  the vicissitudes of human l i f e  in order to cre
ate a f i t t in g  background fo r  the subject under his con
sideration. These qualities are charmingly summarized 
by one who lauded him in a speech given on the occasion 
of the unveiling of Scott ’ s bust in Westminster Abbey 
on May 21st, 1897:

Valor, purity, loya lty .- -these  are the essential 
and undying elements of the charm with which this 
great magician has soothed and lu lled  the weari
ness of the world through three tormented genera
tions. ■‘■2

While Scott is a delineator ch iefly  of flashing
*

f ires  of intense brightness, we find that Longfellow’ s 
lights always are dimmed. He never sees the glare of 
the sun, and rarely does he picture the brilliance of a 
swift flash of lightning or the bright sparkle of an 

ordinary f i r e .  In his works we find the so ft  glow .of 
the evening twilight, the lovely sheen of soft  starlight, 
or the evanescent luster of the moon in her glory. * 12

bid., p . 309.
12John Hay, "Sir 'Walter Scott,"  Modern Eloquence, 

ed. by Reed (Philadelphia: John D. Morris and Co., 1900), 
Vol. VIII. p. 616.
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Then came the laborers home from the f i e ld ,  
and serenely the sun sank

Down to his rest,  and twilight p r e v a i l e d .  ^

Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of the 
window’ s embrasure

Sat the lovers, and whispered together behold
ing the moon rise

Over the pallid sea and the silvery mist of the 
meadows. 14

Soon she extinguished her lamp, for  the mellow 
and radiant moonlight

Streamed through her windows . . . . °

The moonlight scenes that drop from Longfellow’ s
pen are d i f f i c u l t  to reproduce by any other writer.
Every phase, every mood that can be imagined has been
treated by him under the all-embracing spell  of the moon.
x Over the joyous feast the sudden darkness de

scended.
All was si lent without, and, illuming the land

scape with s i lver ,
Eair rose the dewy moon and the myriad stars, ®

The pale luster of the f eeble rays of the moon, d e l i 

cately irriaescent, are to Longfellow what the burning
*

rays of the glaring sunshine are to Scott. His Evangeline 
followed her lover even as the moon pursues the earth.
In fact ,  the key-shade of l ight as used by Longfellow, 
as well as of the entire story of Evangeline, is  set 
forth in these hauntingly beautiful lines: ,

But Evangeline’ s heart was sustained by a vision, 
that faintly

^ e n r y  W. Longfellow, _0£. c i t . , p. 96.

•L4Ibid . , p. 101.
•* *-̂ Ib id . , p. 102.
16I b id . , p. 113.
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Floated before lier eyes, end beckoned her on 
through the moonlight.

It  was the thought of her brain that assumed 
the shape of a phantom.17 18

The thoughts, aspirations and emotions that f i l l  the 
heart of the Acadian maiden, under the magic spell of 
the queen of the night, are brought out in the role which 
the moonlight plays in Sature.

The similes of Longfellow combine delicacy of 
touch with womanly grace in producing a f i t t in g  back
ground for  his story, and holding out to Evangeline a 
hope that was to be a disappointment such as death alone 
can bring.

Behind the black wall of the f orest,
Tipping i t s  summit with s i lver ,  arose the moon,

On the river
Fell  here and there through the branches a tremu

lous gleam of the moonlight,
Like the sweet thoughts of love on a darkened and 

devious s p i r i t . 1®
Rarely does Longfellow picture the brightness of»

l ight,  and never does he venture to place the reader 
into the hot glare of b r i l l ia n t  sun-rays. Once only he 
says that, "keenly the lightning flashed,*'19 and he 
reaches his most br i l l iant  illuminations in the beauti
fu l  lines:

Softly the evening came. The sun from the western 
horizon

Like a magician extended his golden wand o’ er the 
landscape ;

17Ibid . , p. 110.
18I b id . , p. 114.

19Ibid. , p. 105.
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Twinkling vapors arose ; and sky and water and 
forest

Seemed a l l  on f i r e  at the touch, and melted and 
mingled together. 20

Longfellow’ s sunlight is  mellow, sometimes bright and 

again dimmed, sometimes sparkling, then overcast by 
shadows.

. . . .  Alden lingered a l i t t l e ,
Musing alone on the shore, and watching the wash 

of the billows
Round the base of the rock, and the sparkle and 

flash of the sunshine,
Like the s g ir i t  of God, moving v isib ly  over the 

waters.21
His portrayals of sunlight are more like an erring into
paths forbidden to Longfellow, paths that are too harsh,
too glaring, for  the delicate sp ir it  of the gentleman-
poet, a sp ir it  which is so charming that one admirer has
compared him to a lake, placid in i t s  crystal clearness.

Longfellow’ s soul was not an ocean, i t  was a 
lake, clear, calm and cool .  The great storms 
of the sea never reached i t .  And yet this lake 
had i ts  depths. Buri’ed c i t ie s  lay under i ts  
surface. One saw the towers and domes through 
the quiet waters; one even seemed to catch the 
sound of church-bells ringing like the bells of 
the city  of I s . 22

Rilled with reverence and melancholy was the soul of the 
poet; and this tra it  is revealed especially in those of 
his works vihere there is  question of treating Nature and 
relig ion . Finally, a thought pregnant with ideas in * 21 * *

201 bid. , p. 111.

21 I b id . , p. 203.
22yan Wyck Brooks, The Flowering of New England

(New York: E. P. Dutton Co., Inc . ,  1936), p. 511.
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regard to Longfellow's manipulation of l ight was em
bodied. in an address given to commemorate his Centenary. 
I t  was presented as a eulogy of his "My Lost Youth," tut 
can be equally well applied to hie works in general.

It  could only have teen written by a man who loved 
Nature intensely, whose whole soul had been suf
fused with the sunsets of that beautiful old town 
where his youth was passed--who was saturated, as 
i t  were, with the colour and the glow of i ts  far- 
surrounding seas . . . . ^

Color

In The Lady of the Lake of Scott and Evangeline 

of Longfellow, we f ind differences in Nature presentation 
as striking as they are varied in character. The treat-
ment of Nature in the opening scene of The Lady of the
Lake is brought about in a dashing cavalier sp ir i t ,
whereas Longfellow jogs serenely ana leisurely along on
his hexameter form while he incorporates properties of

»

great poetry and of his personality.
In the case of Longfellow, the g i f t  of nature 
which made him an a r t is t  to his fingertips was 
re-enforced by that broad, free study which en
riched hie mind with a multitude of familiar 
figures and forms, and behind a l l  lay a soul, 
reverent character which constantly obeyed the 
impulse to work, to create, to be.24

Longfellow worked, l i t e ra l ly  slaved, over his produc
tions to give them that perfectionist  form that helps 

to make him a Victorian. He was, therefore, able to

25Anonymous, "The Longfellow Centenary," Black- 
v/oods Magazine, CLXXXI (March, 1907), 390.

24Scudder, _o£. c i t . , p. 69.
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leave to posterity a rich f ie ld  of excellent poetry in 
which peoples of a l l  time and of every country may f ind  
enjoyment, peace and plenty.

One admirer, in particular, eeee the real merits 
of the American poet and sums up his estimation in a few 

sk i l fu l ly  constructed sentences:
But I am even will ing to surrender "Hiawatha" 
to the d issat is f ied  i f  in so doing I can get 
them to look once more, and with impartial eye, 
upon "Evangeline" and "The Courtship of Miles 
Standish." They are poems as so ft  and lovely 
as the paintings of the English landscape 
school. I f  we could tut read these narratives 
for  the f i r s t  time, we should see, I think, 
how sk i l fu l ly  they are put together, with what 
deft devices the poet has knitted his plot,  and 
how beautifully the descriptive passages are 
made to melt into the steady flow of the narra
t iv e— one of the most d i f f i c u l t  feats in this 
kind of verse . . . .25

We catch a glimpse of the spirit  which dominated Long
fellow as slowly and solemnly he introduces us to the 
opening lines in Evangeline:

This is  the forest  primeval. The murmuring 
pines and the hemlocks

Bearded with moss, and in garments green in
distinct  in the twilight,

Stand like Druids of old, with voices sad and 
prophetic,

Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that 
rest on their bosoms.26 t

With profound sadness and a deep feeling of melancholy, 
Longfellow bids us welcome to the Nature that sounds the 
notes of opulent peace, plenty and happiness f i l l in g

P5Jones, op. c i t . , p. 119.

2%enry W. Longfellow, ojd. c i t . , p. 95.
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every nook and corner of beautiful Acadie. Meanwhile 
Scott dashes headlong over h i l l  and vale and begins in 

breathless haste:
The stag at eve had drunk his f i l l  
Where danced the moon on Monan’ s r i l l ,
And deep his midnight la ir  had made 
In lone Glenartney’ s hazel shade

How v ita l ly  refreshing and truly exhilarating are Sir 
Walter’ s opening lines! They drip with the freshness 
of nature in her ornate sweetness.

Within the span of two lines his colors  undulate 
from the medium brilliance of the woodland hazel to the 
beacon red of the sun. Plunging on over the lonely moun
tain-sides, Scott shows us how

The briar-rose f e l l  in streamers green,
And creeping shrubs, of thoueand dyes,
Waved in the west-wind’ s summer sighs.2®

Delicately he l i s t s  the pale primrose and the purple
v io let ,  the dark blue fox-glove and the nightshade, to-
gether with the grey birch and aspen, and f ina l ly  covers
a l l  with a sky of «delicious blue," that stretches far
out over the "empurpled" islands in the distant lake.

Has ever wizard been able to conjure a scene
more witchingly beautiful than Scott ’ s color schemes in
The Lady of the Lake? we can travel far and read widely,
but never shall we meet a land of such enchantment and
of such haunting beauty as Scott presents to us in his

2?scott, 0£. c i t . , p. 244. 

^®I_bid., p. 247.
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superb poem. He delineates that inexpressible charm 

by which he allows nature to weave her way into his 
poetry, f i l l e t i n g  in and out among scenes and charac
ters, supporting and binding them with marvelous dex
terity .

He was the greatest in his lyr ics  . . . .
Others [.passages] are fu l l  of the woodland 
sp ir i t ,  of the morning hunting, or the joy  of 
waking into a new day. And some are of ex
quisite tenderness, solemnity, evening sad
ness, and spiritual beauty, so f ine ,  so d e l i 
cate, even so subtle in feeling  that they 
place him for the moment side by side with 
the great poets. 9̂

To match the estimation of the c r i t i c ,  we have these 
hauntingly beautiful lines, perfectly attuned in scene 
and c o lo r , - -

And, when the midnight moon should lave 
Her forehead in the si lver wave,-- 0

which imbue the reader with the conviction of Scott ’ s
a b i l i ty  to mix colors with the s k i l l  and delicacy of»
American art is ts .

But Scott paints his scenes in more than de

l ightfu l  colors and mellow pastels. He lines his p i c 
tures with deep red splashes of an evening sunset, the 
dark purple of the heath-bell, and pictures for  us “the 

transcending sweetness of ethereal colors changed into 
a somber shade when he says: 29 30

29Stopford Brooke, ojo. c i t . , p. 60.

30Scott, 0£. c i t . , p. 249.
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The summer dawn’ s reflected hue 
To purple changed Loch Katrine blue.
So darkly glooms yon thunder cloud 
That swathes, as with a purple shroud 
Benledi’ s distant h i l l .  ^

The magic web of' his vari-colored tapestry brings out
sharp contrasts, as is  connoted in the description of
the bull slain by the clan of Sir Roderick Lhu, where
he wholly deviates from the lightsome ana ethereal and
pictures rare combinations of co lor .

His hide was snow, his horns were dark*
Hie red eye glow’ d like a f ie r y  spark.^

Thus Scott uses co lor ,  now somber, now gay, and again
delicately blended as the mood and the circumstance of
\

his story may require, always, however, in harmony with 
the laws of Nature and her atmosphere.

Similar to Scott ’ s picturing of Nature in clear, 
d istinct  colors  in The Lady of the Lake is  Longfellow’ s 
revelation of Nature in Evangeline, now in subdued tones 

of indefinite reference, and again in te l l in g  accents of 
clear unclouded hues. He speaks of the '»bright array of 

hollyhocks" near the doorstep of Evangeline’ s home, as 
well as of the round red harvest moon gleaming "through

t
the mist of the marshes," and of the "yellow f ie lds"  of 
the Acadians, but always he describes Nature in the 51

51Ib id . , p. 277.

5 2I b i d . , p .  3 5 4 .

33 I b i d . , p . 293 .
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vic in ity  of human habitation. never does he venture, 
as does Scott, into the wilderness to  describe the 
colors there painted by Mother Nature in her original 
habitat. In a prose art ic le  written in 1823, Longfel
low gives us the key to his own interpretation of Na
ture when he says;

No poet paints c r i t i c a l ly  from nature; but the 
ideal world of poetry is  not only peopled with 
i t s  own children but is shadowed ana beauti
f ied  with i t s  own woods, and waters.54

More accurate is he in describing the a r t i f i c i a l  colors
worn by the Acadian women or produced by a man-made f ire
in the «glare of the burning v i l la g e .«  Once only, he
ventures to the outskirts of a settlement in Florida to
give us a picture , --«Shining with snow-white plumes,
large f locks  of pelicans waded.«55 Much of Longfellow’ s
color, hoYiever, is  «dreamlike and indistinct and strange,

even as, on the whole, is his portrayal of Nature.
How greatly could he have enhanced his descrip

tion of the lakes of Atchafalaya by a dexterous manipu
lation of a, few strokes of definite colorl  But, on oc

casion, he catches a glimpse of the true interpretation 
of color in poetry, as for example when he says:

Into the evening a ir ,  a thin blue column of 
smoke rose .55

54H. W. Longfellow quoted in Harvey O’ Higgine 
and Edward H. Reede, M.D. , The American Mind in ac ti on 
(New York: Harper Brothers, 1924)",' p. 188.

55Henry W. Longfellow, op. c i t . ,  p. 109.
5 6 I b id . , p. 1 1 2 .
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Then in the golden weather the maize was 
husked, and the maidens 

Blushed at each blood-red ear, fo r  that be
tokened a lover,S'?

Painted was he with his war-paints,
Stripes of yellow, red, and azure,
Spots of brown and spots of sable
.............................................• • • • < *  Q *Panning with his fins of purple.

These are a few examples of defin ite  co lo r  as used by 
the American poet. Upon closer inspection it is found 
that in Evangeline he emphasizes the delicate  and airy 
color scheme and uses more extravagant colors in some of 
his other works.

p owe r
\

In devious ways does Scott present to the reader 
the forces of Nature. At times he clothes his message 
in a subtle question, and again he gives a blunt descrip
tion of wind and water, or of the seasons of the year.»
Ûne of the most artfu lly  contrived presentations of Na

ture forces as background material is the one in which 
he pictures the Lady of Branksome Castle surrounded by 
the powers of Nature after the murder of her husband:

Is i t  the roar of Teviot ’ s tide, '
That chafes against the scour’ s red side?
Is i t  the wind that swings the oaks?39

Without explanation he permits the reader to forge his 57

57Ibid . , p. 117.

5 8 I b i d . , p .  157.

39 Scott, 0£. c i t . ,  p. 39.
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own interpretation while he tra i ls  off on suggestions 
of sound e f fe c ts .

More natural is  he in his description of the 
energy imparted to plant l i f e  by the sun. strong and 
persistent, just as i t  occurs in Nature, does Scott de
scribe the energizing orb in his production of vegeta
tion on Mother Earth.

The sun had brighten’ d Cheviot grey,
And waken’ d every flower that blows:
And peeped forth the v io le t  pale,
And spread her breast the mountain rose. 0

As in a l l  other Nature delineations, Scott here too
chooses the wildness of Nature in mountain and river,
\

dale and meadow.

How dear the Tweed is to Scott is  manifested by 
the manifold inclusions of that r iv e r ’ s name in his po
etry. At one time he describes fa i r  Nature in powers 
of mild constraint when the weak reed is  seen «floating 
down the Tweed.” Again he pictures that self-same 
stream f i l l e d  with the violence of brute force :

Erom Y air ,—which h i l l s  so c losely  bind,
Scarce can the Tweed his passage find,
Though much he f r e t ,  and chafe, and t o i l ,
T i l l  a l l  his eddying currents b o i l ,—41 '

The power of water had, indeed, won the deep and lasting

love of Scott. He relishes the sight of the «angry brook
that sweeps the glade," and revels in presence of the

40I b i d . , p. 50.

4 1 I b id . , p. 128.
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cataract
Whose waters their wild tumult toss 
Adown the black and craggy boss 
Of that huge c l i f f  . . . . 42 *

and his hunger for  excitement is  completely satisf ied
while he

Couch’ d on a shelve beneath its  brink,
Rocking beneath their headlong sway,
And drizzled by the ceaseless spray,
Midst groan of rock, and roar of stream.45
However, the force of water is not the only one

to which the poet gave consideration. Velocity of wind
at various speeds has held the fascination of men at a l l
times; and i t  is , therefore, not surprising that Sir
Walter becomes enraptured at eursts of wind at varying
speeds:

. . . .  November’ s dreary gale,
Whose voice in sp ir ’ d my opening tale ,
That same November gale once more 
Whirls the dry leaves on Yarrow shore.44

The speeding force of thè bleak high winds of autumn
provide a setting that is f i t t in g  for the adventurous
tale which uni olds under the magic pen of the poet.
Soft breezes, too, give delight to Scott for he says:

So s t i l l ,  as i f  no breeze might dare 
To l i f t  one lock of hoary h a ir ;45

42Ibid . , p . 294.

45I b id . , p. 294.

44I b id . , p. 162.
45I b i d . , p. 260.
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No weeping birch, nor aspens wake,
Nor breath is dimpling in the lake46
Mildly and sol t, the western breeze
Just kissed the lake, just  stirred the trees;
And the pleased lake like maiden coy,
Trembled but dimpled not for j o y ; 47

A marvelous picture painted in beautiful words i s  that 
of Scott 's  lake. Serene, lovely in her pristine fresh
ness, Loch Katrine manipulates the heartstrings of the 
poet at w i l l .  Without the restraint of Nature’ s force 
on the breeze, this presentation would never have been 
possible, for  it  is  the calmness of the atmosphere which 
brings about the enhancing qualities of the exquisite 
beauty of the lake.

Nature powers are charmingly described by long-
fellow, particularly in Evangeline , of which poem he
te s t i f ie s  that "he owed his success to Hawthorne,"

for being will ing to forego the pleasure of writ
ing a tale which many people would have taken for 
poetry, that I might write a poem which many peo
ple take for  prose — 48

As he depicts tints of color, mellow lights and soft  
music, so too the forces of Nature become gentle and 
serene under his descriptive hand. How quietly the sea 
s tro l ls  over the lands of the Acadian farmersl

. . . .  at stated seasons the flood-gates

46Ibid . , p. 265.

47Ibid . , p. 277.

48‘,Villis Fletcher Johnson, "Evangeline and 
Gabriel,"  The Commonweal, September 17, 1950, p. 494.
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Opened and welcomed the s 
w i l l  o’ er the meadows.

to wander at

Stately, majestically, in calm deliberation, Longfellow 
describes the water as doing i t s  work. Even though much 
strength is required for the task that he assigns to 
rivers, they accomplish that work without violence. He 
te l ls  of the wandering Acadians whose travels take them

From the bleak shores of the sea to the 
lands where the Father of Waters 

Seizes the h i l ls  in his hands, and drags 
them down to the ocean,

Deep in their sands to bury the scattered

Only the poet is able to enhance and beautify the de
structive force of erosion, as is so charmingly done by 
Longfellow. In his poems we find tne "turbulent river"  
and the trail ing  mosses which wave "like banners that 
hang on the walls of ancient cathedrals," the "swift 
hummingbirds, that f l i t t e d  from blossom to  blossom," 
but above a l l  the proud 'West- and North-Winds that 
haughtily whip a l l  Nature into action and present them
selves as gods. I t  is  the latter  who

Painted a l l  the trees with scarlet,
Stained the leaves with red and yellow;
He i t  was who sent the snow-flakes,
Sifting, hissing through the forest ,
Froze the ponds, the lakes, the r ivers.
Drove the loon and sea-gull southward. 5-1-

Action, keen and poignant, which accomplishes more than * 50

bones of the mammoth. 50

4.QHenry W. Longfellow, ojo. c i t . , p. 95.

50Ib id . , p. 108.
5 1 Ib id . , p. 145.
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man can ever dream of doing, i s  brought about by the 
deft f ingers of Mother Nature. Everywhere, however, 

we find the powers of Nature subdued to almost noiseless 
action in the works of Longfellow. While Scott splashes 
through streams and bathes in the spray of the waterfall, 
Longfellow makes his observations of the s i lently  flow

ing water of broad rivers and gives us a tinge of the 
quiet benumbing cold of winter creeping upon us.

Odor

Scott rarely mentions odor as found in Nature.
He is too busy enjoying her lights, painting her colors,
\

imitating her sounds, and g lorify ing  her powers to give 
much consideration to odors. Yet we find a few passages 
that convince us that Scott had a d is t inct  sense of 
smell, and indirectly he infused the wholesome odor of 
morning freshness and id y l l i c  purity into a l l  of his 
Nature descriptions. Longfellow had a keener sense of 
smell than Scott, and so he transfers us to the salt 
tang of the ocean, a d is t inct  odor to which Scott was a 
stranger.

t

Sir Walter speaks of inhaling »The freshness of 
the mountain gale ,»  and he knows where to f ind  nooks of 
the »sweetest shade.» He enjoys the smell of "dry 
leaves" and he was familiar with the odors connected 
with the "gamepouch, and the f ish ing-rod ."  Seldom does 
he sniff  the air laden with the perfume of flowers.
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But vainly did the heath-flower shed 
Its moorland fragrance round his head* 5^

Scott is too busy to occupy himself with t r i f l e s .  He
thinks only of big things in l i f e .  Odors are vanities
for  women and not worthy of the consideration of the
hale and hearty cowboy poet. However, there is one odor
that is most l ikely  more to his taste, and that is the

thick odor of blood that accompanies the slaughtering
of an animal, for  he says:

The bull was slain; his reeking hide 
They stretch ’ d the cataract beside.

Land odors are the only ones ever enjoyed by Scott. The
sharp pungency of the ocean with i t s  fish and salt is

\

foreign to him.
Longfellow, on the other hand, brings to our 

nostrils  the heavy smell of the ocean and of the "briny 
hay, that f i l l e d  the air with i t s  odor." What has been 
said of Whittier and the sea has equal application to 
Longfellow;

He watched the slow tides in their coming and go
ing, the curved surf following the beach line and 
keeping upon the gray rocks of the headland, by 
night the water luminous under the moon, r e f le c t 
ing, in the darkness . . . .  the sudden shine of 
the light-house beacon; he listened to the ca l l  
of the curlew across the bay, to the voices of 
children playing in the sand, to the cadence of 
miniature waves on an Indian summer afternoon, 
or the crash and hiss of a nor’ easter bearing 
sheets of f ine rain . . .

^ Scott ,  ojD. c i t . , p. 257.

5%orman Foerster, Hature in American Li te rature 
(Hew York; The Macmillan Go., 192377 pp. 23, 24.

5 5 I b id . , p. 294.
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Subtly delicate he is  in forging similes as he compares 
Evangeline’ s love for  a l l  mankind to sweet "odorous 
spices . . . .  F i l l ing  the air  with aroma." Again he 
speaks of "Luxuriant blossoms, F i l l ing  the air with 
fragrance." He describes defin ite  odors in the two 
poems of which one author has the following to say:
" .  . . . the country has not forgotten that to the few 

notable poems on American subjects Longfellow has con
tributed two--Evangeline and H i a w a t h a . "^5 One of the 

most charming pictures Longfellow gives us of Evangeline 
is connected with odors:

Thus did Evangeline wait at her father ’ s door,
■ as the sunset

Threw the long shadows of trees o’ er the 
broad ambrosial meadows.

Ah! on her sp ir i t  within a deeper shadow had 
fallen ,

And from the f ie ld s  of her soul a fragrance 
ce les t ia l  ascended,--^6

One more poignant example of refreshing odor can be
*

traced in "The Driving Oloud," which Alfred Noyes found
to be one of the most elaborate works ever penned by an
author in hexameter form.

The poem "To the Driving Cloud," whatever may be 
the final judgment on the use of the hexameter 
in English, is the most majestic and gorgeous 
picture ever painted in literature of the tragic 
passing of the Red Man. ' 55 56

55Anonymous, "A Group of Biographies," The Out
look, LXXII (December 6, 1902), 850.

56Henry W. Longfellow, o£. c i t . ,  p. 104.

^Alfred Noyes, Some Aspects of Modern Poe try 
(New York: Frederick A. Stokes Co., 1924), p. 248.
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In this poem we find the strong odors of America in its 
years of untamed wildness as «when in summer pine trees 
waft through i t s  chambers the odorous breath of their 
b r a n c h e s , a n d  the poet offers "the sweet air of the 
mountains," and suggests the smell of foxes and camp

f i r e s , of  dust and the ammonia of horses’ sweat.

There is a delicate  charm in a l l  of Longfellow’ s 

Nature pictures. At times this delicacy becomes so pure 
and ethereal that i t  seems to be of a realm other than 
that found in our world. Odors are, perhaps, the best 
example of this because of their evanescent quality.

On the whole, his Nature delineations are f leet ing and
s

indistinct, while those of Scott are sturdy, robust, and 
f i l l e d  with the ardent candor of a manly man.

Sound

I t  is d i f f i c u l t  to imagine anything aesthetically 
more ennobling and exalting than the melodies Mother Na
ture offers to man for  his enjoyment. Rich and harmoni

ous; loud and prolonged; soft ,  or rapidly passing into 
echoes; reverberating through mountain, cavern and for -  
est; passing over h i l l  ana dale, the varied symphony of 
her musical charms endears her to the human heart. Now 
her sweet strains come to us like the single note of a 
f lu te ;  again, like the unison of a l l  the instruments of 
a philharmonic orchestra. The pitch, regularity of

R Q Henry W. Longfellow, 0£. c i t . , p. 86.
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vibration, resil iency of melody found in Mature can be 
captured only by the great musical art ists  of the world, 
poets, too, comprehend the magic of rhythm and sound, 
and enamored with the charm of Mature’ s g i f t  to man con
vey their sentiments to posterity by means of their sym

bolic l ines.
Both Scott and Longfellow have opened their 

hearts and minds to the harmonies of Mature, and have 
presented her beautiful songs with varying e f fe c ts  fo r  
the enjoyment of those who are so fortunate as to derive 
pleasure from their poetry. Scott often revels in de
scriptions of loud long blasts, while Longfellow prefer- 
\
ably modulates tones into so ft  exquisite melodies. The 
American poet often synchronizes bird song, with low 
chords of the "deep voiced ocean," or "pleasant murmurs 
of the brook."

The buoyant echo'of mountain and forest  bursting 
with animation and wild confusion seems to be Scott ’ s 
favorite theme in the world of sound. The dissonance 
created by barking dogs, clattering horses’ hoofs, loud 
halloos of the hunters, and the shrillness of the horns

t

a l l  unite in producing his sublime passage on wild
sounds of untamed Mature.

To many a mingled sound at once 
The awaken’ d mountain gave response.
A hundred dogs bay’ d deep and strong,
Clattered a hundred steeds along,
Their peal the merry horns rung out,
A hundred voices j o i n ’ d the shout;
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With hark and whoop and wild halloo.
Ho rest Benvoirlich’ s echoes knew.59

These lines record for  us the reverberations of the 
opening of the hunt on that fatefu l  day when King James 
of Scotland, lo s t  in the highlands, came upon the sylvan 
home of Ellen Douglas, with whom he f e l l  in love at 
their f i r s t  meeting. Scott does not use echoes solely 
on joyous occasions. In the instance when the signal 
of the Fiery-Cross had teen given throughout the d is 
tr ic ts  of Roderick Dhu’ s clan, the din of preparations 
for  war is  brought to us and i t s  deafening uproar is  
heard in Nature’ s sad voice.

, Alas, thou lovely lake! that e ’ er
Thy banks should echo sounds of fear I 
The rocks, the bosky thickets, sleep 
So s t i l l y  on thy bosom deep,
The lark’ s blithe carol, from the cloud,
Seems for  the scene too gaily  loud. ^
Boldly romantic, Scott does not content himself 

with echoes. He uses the .fu l l  impact of the most re 

sounding of Nature’ s voices, that of thunder, with great
est e f fe c t ,  in the Lay he prefaces the disappearance of 
the imp-dwarf and the manifestation of the ghost of 
Michael Scott in l ines that vibrate with fear fu l  fore-

tbodance:
It broke, with thunder long and loud,
Dismay’ d the brave, appall ’ d the proud,- -
When ended was the dreadful roar, 59

59Scott, o£. c i t . , p. 244.

6 0 Ibid. , p. 283.
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The elvish dwarf was seen no more!61 
In sound e f fects ,  as elsewhere, the background material 
as used by Scott is  f i l l e d  with German romance. After 

Ellen Douglas had refused the marriage o f fer  of Roderick 
Dhu, she had to f ly  to safety in a hidden retreat. Her 
father, an outlaw to King James of Scotland, took her 
to the goblin-cave described by the poet for i t s  roman
tic weirdness of sounds.

Ho murmur waked the solemn s t i l l ,
Save tinkling of a fountain r i l l ;
But when the wind chafed with the lake,
A sullen sound would upward break,
With dashing hollow voice, that spoke 
The incessant war of wave and rock .62

Brian’ s lone dwelling in aboriginal mountain passes pro
duces descriptions of most uncanny scenes in the l i f e  of 
that unhappy man. The inharmonious, untamable shrieks 
he hears are vividly described by the g l ib  pen of the 
poet.

Late had he heard, in prophet’ s dream,
The fatal  Ben-Shie’ s boding scream;
Sounds, too, had come in midnight blast,
Of charging steeds, careering fas t  
Along Benharrow’ s shingly side,
Where mortal horsemen ne’ er might r id e ;6^

Scott delights in the use of wild fierceness in sound
t

and in the manifestation of this overpowering passion. 
In this, more than in any other Nature delineation, he 
reaches the climax of his a b i l i ty .

61Ib id . , p . 97.
62I b id . , p. 289.
6 5 Ib id . , pp. 279, 280.
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The phantom Knight, his glory f led ,
Mourns o ’ er the f i e ld  he heaped with dead;
Mounts the wild blast which sweeps amain 
And shrieks along the bat t ie -p la in .* 64 *

He also describes the Valkyrs "whose hideous y e l l  mad
dens the batt le ’ s bloody swell,"  and creates an atmos
phere f i l l e d  with terror where voices are heard which 
at one time scream out in wild rage and then creep along 
stealthily while the "distant Tweed is  heard to rave," 
or the "owlet to hoot o ’ er the dead man’ s grave." Scott 
reaches the highest pitch of eerie tones when he recounts 
the powers of sound in Nature in conjunction with his 
characterization of the Palmer in Marmion, that sublime 
poem the hero of which Byron ridiculed in his "English 
Bards and Scotch Reviewers" as "the golden-crested
haughty Marmi on," who is "not quite a felon, yet but

65half a knight." Scott ’ s representation of an e v i l
conscience is magnificently depicted in the maddening»
uproar of the stream, of the birds, and of heavy mists

as presented in this poem.
There eagles scream from shore to shore;
Down a ll  the rocks the torrents roar;
Easter and whiter dash and curl, 
T i l l  down yon dark abyss they hurl. 
Rises the fog-smoke white as snow, 
Thunders the viewless stream below, 
Diving, as i f  condemned to lave 
Some demon’ s subterranean cave,
Who, prison’ d by enchanter’ s spel l ,

^ Ibid. , p. 77.

^George Gordon Lord Byron, poetical  Works
(London: Oxford University Press, 1914), p. 113.
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Shakes the dark rock with groan and y e l l .
And well that palmer’ s form and mien 
Had suited with the stormy scene,66

Besides ideas of German mysticism we f ind  tumult,
r io t ,  high pitched action in some passages of Scott ’ s
poetry, for  “a l l  the rocking h i l l s  reply" to the wild

/
shouts engendered by Scott ’ s imagination. At times we
fee l  the co ld  of winter as "the rising storm" hurls
"the hail and sleeted rain, against the casement’ s
tinkling pane," then again we hear the "hoarser ye l l"
as "the stream raced by," thoughts so vividly brought
out in passages such as these:

Was heard the fated thunder’ s sound,
T i l l  burst the bolt on yonder shore
R o l l ’ d, blazed, destroy’ d,--and was no more.67
An angry brook, i t  sweeps the glade,
Brawls over rock and wild cascade,
And, foaming brown with double speed 
Hurries i ts  waters to the Tweed.6®

Whereas Scott shouts forth his high glee with thunder-»
ing acclamation of wild Nature, he can on occasion pre
pare for the reader the harmonious accents of blended 
musicality.

Because of the beauty of Scott ’ s mild, gentle, 
and serene harmonies, these harmonies are a l l  the more 
precious for their rarity .  At times his sweet strains 
are enhanced by lines that g lor i fy  silence, deep and

66Scott, op. c i t . ,  pp. 130, 131.

67Ibid . , p. 108.
68I b id . , p. 107.
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golden.
To mute and to material things 
New l i f e  revolving summer brings;
The genial c a l l  dead Nature hears,
And in her glory reappears.69 70
And silence aids--though the steep h i l l s  
Send to the lake a thousand r i l l s ;
In summer tide, so soft they weep,
The sound but lu lls  the ear asleep,
Your horse’ s hoof-tread sounds too rude,
So s t i l l y  is the so l i tu de .70

Yes, Scott knows when to speak in uproarious thunder,
and when to be s i lent ,  with the mute silence of the dead.
Where one would least expect to hear any sound whatever,
Scott surprises us with a precious gem of thought that
conveys the idea of water fa l l in g  upon rock, in the un-

\

derground caves of the monastery, as presented in Mar mi on,
we come upon the delightful exaltation of water droplets
as they ply their trade in utter darkness.

The mildew drops f e l l  one by one,
With tinkling splash upon the stone. 71

(r

One las t  sweet chord evoked by the expert hand of Scott
is ever new yet ever old, when we hear him say:

Like breezes of the Autumn day,
Whose voice inconstant dies away,
And ever swells again as fas t ,
When the ear deems its  murmur past72

N t

This passage reminds the reader of the unending choirs 
of heaven that are ever fresh and sweet and poignant

69Ibid. , p. 108.
70I bid. , p . 129.
71Ibid. , p. 138.

. 144.7 2 I b i d . , P
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with melodies that can never die. Thus too the a f fe c 

tion that Sir Walter has engendered in the hearts of his 
fellowmen, by his marvelous representation of musical 
a b i l i ty ,  w i l l  l ive  forever in the hearts of men.

I t  is  a curious coincidence that the two poets, 
so unlike in many respects, at times draw to each other 
in close similarity. One striking example is found in 
both Evangeline and in Marinion, where the poets, each in 
his own way, describe the age-old chore of milking the 
cows. Scott ’ s milk-maid shouts forth a shril l  song, 
while the one described by Longfellow s i lently  and de
murely performs her daily task.

. . . .  idly  l i s t  the shrilling lay,
With which the milkmaid cheers her way,
Marking i ts  cadences rise and f a i l ,
As from the f i e ld ,  beneath her pail*
She trips i t  down the uneven dale:
Patiently stood the cows meanwhile and 

yielded the udders
Unto the milkmaid’ s hand; whilst loud and 

in regular cadence
Into the sounding Pails the foaming stream

lets  descended. 4
We find the milkmaid in Marmi on out in the " f i e l d , ” 
walking "down the uneven dale,"  carrying the pail  on 
her head and singing a "s h r i l l  lay" with a l l  the force 
she can muster, while the one in Evangeline is silently  
hunched under the cow and watches the white streams of 
milk strike the pail  with the regular swish of descending 73 74

73Ibid . , p. 111.
74Tienry Wadsworth Longfellow, 0£ . c i t ♦ , p. 98
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liquid.
Among the other arts which Longfellow coalesced 

with his poetry were music and painting, in both of 
these he was most profic ient, as is seen in his manipu
lation of sound e f fe c ts ,  l ight shades and color har
monies, which he so dexterously used in his sublime por
trayals of Nature. Although one of his c r i t i c s  did not 
spec if ica l ly  mention the arts, he does give us a clear 
statement of facts  as to uses of art in Longfellow’ s 
p oe try .

Hot only was his poetry i t s e l f  instinct with ar
t i s t i c  power, but his appropriating genius drew 
within the c irc le  of h is  art a great variety of 
i l lustrations and suggestions from the other 
arts . . . .  He had a catholic taste, and his 
rich decoration of simple themes was the most 
persuasive agency at work in familiarizing Amer
icans with the treasures of art and legend in 
the Old W or Id . ' ̂

Of a l l  the aspects of art in Nature, sound must have ap-
*

pealed to Longfellow more than a l l  others, for i t  is  
here that he proves himself most sublime. Where Scott 

forcefully  strikes the loud, wild chords of Nature’ s 
crashing detonations, Longfellow plays f o r  his readers 
enchanting melodies of fairy-land symphonies. He lays 
his scenes in "groves of singing p ine -trees ,” surrounded 
by the harmonious twitter of birds, or amid “ the reign 
of rest and affection and s t i l ln e s s . "  He describes 
Hiawatha when he

7 5 Scudder, 0£ . c i t . , p. 24.
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Heard the rushing Sebowisha,
Heard the rivulet rippling near him. 
Talking to the darksome forest ;  
Heard the sighing of the tranches,
Heard them, as one hears in slumber 
Par-off murmurs, dreamy whispers, ^

Soothing are the melodies plucked from the strings of 
Hature by the magic fingers of Longfellow, and in his 
songs there is  woven a theme of the melancholy minor 

key which is one of the characteristics of a Victorian.
The adage that a person cannot give what he does not him
self  possess is true of Longfellow' as well as of other 
men, for  he had a marked degree of sadness within his
own personality, as is vouched for by one who revered
\

him greatly.
One day . . . .  he chanced to stop his carriage 
just  in front of the old Tudor Building in Court 
street, Boston, to speak to me; and I remember 
observing then the sweet, wistful,  half sad, 
far-away look in his sensitive face, and think
ing he looked like a man who had suffered, or 
might yet suffer, gre’at a f f l i c t i o n .  ‘

I f  such was the impression that Longfellow made when he
was unaware of being observed, we can be certain that
to him belonged a generous share of sadness which is ,
in turn, ref lected in his writings.

i

Death and calamity, with which sad solemnity is 
closely linked, are frequently embodied in Longfellow’ s 
poems. At the death and burial of Benedict Belief ontaine,

H. W. Longfellow, 0£. c i t . , p. 153.

William Winter, "Reminiscences," Samuel Long
fellow, Pinal Memorials (Boston: Ticknor and Co., 1887), 
p. 309.

77
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the voice of the ocean is heard to sot in sympathy with 
the brokenhearted Evangeline and the mourners of the 

l i t t l e  congregation. At the conclusion of the Etory of 
Evangeline, the poet makes the sea and the pines eter
nally lament the misfortunes of the Acadian maid and her 
lover.

Solemnly answered the sea, and mingled 
i ts  roar with the dirges. b

While from i ts  rocky caverns the deep voiced 
neighboring ocean

Speaks, in accents disconsolate answers the 
wail of the forest .  ®

When Evangeline had sung her heart out to him whom she
sought for  a l i fe -t im e,

\

. . . .  not a voice replied: no answer 
came from the darkness;

And when the echoes had ceased, l ike a sense 
of pain was the silence.SO

Most varied are Longfellow’ s sound delineations

in Hiawatha, for  there we f ind "The loud-speaking thun-
»

der,"  the waves of the brook "flowing with music," "tones 
as wild and wayward," "sweet and tender," and "as melan
choly," as Nature is  capable of producing, and songs 
" fu ll  of frensy," " fu l l  of gladness," and f u l l  of sad
ness, which a l l  the birds learned from Chibiabos. Here 
the reader also "heard the water gurgle," "the fata l  
singing arrow," and the snowflakes "s i f t ing ,  hissing

78Henry W. Longfellow, 0£. c i t . , p. 107.

*^Ibid., p. 121.

80 Ib id . , p. 110.
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through the fo res t . "  Truly, Longfellow is an art is t  in 
every phase of his poetry, but he is  doubly so in the 

portrayal of the sound e f fe c ts  which he captures from 
Nature in the surroundings of human habitation, in 
Hiawatha, the poem which "was the bridge by which Eng
l ish  children of that day rushed to the alluring western 
world, we find that pathetic sadness which is a f ru i t  
of transcendentalism as used by Longfellow.

And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
From her nest among the pine-trees,
Gave a cry of lamentation,
Gave a scream of pain and famine.

What heart-rending pain is  described in these linesl 
'It  is a pain, bitter and without hope, a pain that 
parches the tongue and f i r e s  the eye with unshed tears.

But in his contrasts of sound Longfellow proves 
himself the a r t is t  "par excellence," fo r  here he shows 
that he is a musician of great a b i l i ty ,  as is vouched 
by the lines in which he produces the harmonies of 
peace, the discordant notes of war in the haunts of Na
ture. His l ightest touch produces the softest  pianis
simo which he links with the most flashing fo r ts  when 
he speaks of the shepherd dog, the wolf and the owl' sur
rounding human habitation.

Regent of f locks was he when the shepherd 
slept; their protector,

O  “J

R. M. Letts, "Bridge Builders," Yale Review, 
XIV (January, 1925), 329.

8 % enry W. Longfellow, 0£ .  c i t ♦, p. 152.
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When from the forest  at night, through the 
starry silence, the wolves h o w le d .83

Deathlike the silence seemed, and unbroken, 
save by the herons

Home to their roosts in the cedar-tree re
turning at sunset,

Or by the owl, as he greeted the moon with 
demoniac laughter.B4

Whereas Longfellow whips the chords of sound-contrast 
into action with the greatest s k i l l ,  his soothing meas
ures of soft sweet harmonies delight the hearts of his 
readers to the utmost capacity of enjoyment. Ho.poet 
has created such marvelous background fo r  his story as 
does Longfellow for  his Evangeline, who is  "touched by
the magic spe l l , "  and whose eye "Glowed with the light

\

of love" as she listened to the song of the mocking
bird who

Shook from his l i t t l e  throat such floods 
of delirious music,

That the whole air and the woods and the
waves seemed silent to l i s t e n .85»

Among the sweet chords of this song of the bird so mag
n ificent that i t  seems "soaring to madness," Longfellow 
manages to intersperse notes that are "sorrowful, low 
lamentation," notes which force the tears of deep emo
tion from the eyes of the l istener; notes mingled with 
happiness and sorrow, joy and expectation; notes of 
passionate love and of constant fear of losing the * 84 85

85Ibid. , p. 98.

84Ibid . , p. 109.
85Ib id . , p. 111.
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object of a ffect ion .  Thus he portrays Evangeline as she 

entera the Tâche which w i l l  soon bring her to the Louisi
ana home of Gabriel’ s father and to a new disappointment.

Another passage beautifully describing varied 
sounds in Nature is  used by Longfellow to represent 
Evangeline in the heart-rending disappointment after 

she found that Gabriel had departed from st. Martin only 
the day before her arrival.

Loud and sudden and near the note of a 
whippoorwill sounded 

Like a f lute  in the woods; and anon, 
through the neighboring thickets,

Farther and farther away i t  f loated and 
dropped into silence.

"Patience!M whispered the oaks from 
n oracular caverns of darkness:

And, from the moonlit meadow, a sigh re
sponded, "Tomorrow!

Although she hoped with a l l  the strength of her being 
that she would be happily re-united to her lover, Evan
geline met him only when death ca8t i t s  shadows over»
the l i f e  she had longed to share and the song of her 
hope of the l i f e  spent with Gabriel became silent in 
the stil lness of death.

Evangeline is the incarnation of pure, noble, 

loyal, trustful womanhood—a product of Catholicism,' for 
"Someone has said that a woman without re l ig ion  i3 like 
a flower without fragrance."86 87 The sweet odor of

86Ib id . , p. 115.

87Anonymous, The Nation, LXXV (October 16, 1902),
362.
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Evangeline’ s Catholicity permeates this beautiful poem 
and enhances i ts  charm; and i t  is  such literature which 
makes "The reading of Longfellow . . . .  l ike s itt ing  

by the f ires ide  of sympathetic and cherished compan
ion. **88

88William Winter, Old Shrines and Ivy (New York: 
Macmillan Co., 1892), p. 26l".



CHAPTER V II

RECAPITULATION

Dame Nature, whose exquisite splendor so com

p le te ly  captivated the hearts of Scott and Longfellow in 

to ta l ly  divergent ways, has fascinated , and w i l l  continue 

to fa sc in a te , the minds of men to the end of time. Her 

powers, her charms and her beauty, as w ell as every as

pect of her wild frenzy enthralled  Scott and made of him 

ah admiring devotee, who in h is  turn serenaded the queen 

of the great out-of-doors in songs of lo v e . The f a in t 

e st  ray of dawn, the g larin g , quivering mass of l ig h t 

ning that passes with the twinkle of an eye, the calm, 

steady downpour of sunlight on midsummer’ s noonday are 

a l l  hidden away in the secret c ita d els  of S c o tt ’ s roman

t ic  poetry. His pages sparkle in the c r y sta l  clearness  

of b r i l l ia n t  lig h ts  r e f le c t in g  the beauty and grandeur 

of the God Who made them.

With the aid of l ig h t s  that illumine earth and 

sky, Scott points out to his readers the magnificent ar

ray of co lors which Nature so unstintingly supplies fo r  

the enjoyment of man. The poet with parchment as can

vas, words for  brushes and ideas fo r  co lo rs , produces 

masterpieces of riotous color interspersed with mellow

152
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shades and delicate  p a s te ls .  He depicts the exquisite  

flower that with i t s  gorgeous beauty embellishes the 

w ild mountain passes; the autumnal fo liag e  with i t s  

varied shades of the entire  spectrum; the hues of the 

golden sunset, unsurpassable by anything made by man.

S c o tt ’ s works are dominated by the powers of 

Nature. The thunder r o l l s  with mighty b la sts . The 

waters of the Tweed and the Teviot lash themselves into  

fury and with groans and a tumult of roars carry with  

them rocks and boulders. Not only does he picture the 

brute force of Nature that shows i t s e l f  in storms, the 

uprooting of trees and the spread of havoc in general, 

but he a ls o  describes her gentle forces with great dex

t e r i ty .  The soothing breezes that caress the tree tops, 

the tiny gusts of wind that crinkle the lake into dim

pling wavelets, the s i le n t  persuasive force  of the sun’ s 

rays upon the growth of 'seedlings and new buds, become 

r e a l i t i e s  to the reader as he peruses the lin es of this  

magical w riter who pledged his services to f a ir  Dame Na

ture .

Musical sounds, as found in Nature, entranced
f

the ear of Scott. He reveled in the luxurious notes of 

bird song. He delighted in the fo rc e fu l roar of thunder 

as w ell as the abysmal silence of an underground cave. 

The s o ft  murmur of flowing water brought e c sta sie s  of 

delight to his Nature-loving heart. His magical in ter 

pretation of natural melodies open our ears to the
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musical notes of the lark’ s early song, as well as to 
the tinkle of the flowing brook. With the moan of the 
tide he weaves the crash of the waterfall as i t  sweeps 
headlong over precipices.

Scott tasks in the unconquerable wildness of Na
ture’ s untamed and unsurpassable bounty. From her he 
learned his lessons in magnanimity, truth, patience, and 

above a l l  in that hope which helped him to overcome every 
obstacle and to conquer every sorrow. Scott loved Na
ture with a deep, impassioned love such as he was unable 
to bestow upon anything e lse .  He found rest ,  and peace, 
and happiness upon the bosom of Nature even as a child 
finds contentment and security in the arms of i t s  mother.

Whereas Scott revels in the portrayal of Nature 
in both her freaks and her subdued moods of the wilder
ness, Longfellow chooses to describe her in close sur
roundings of the home, and in more sedate aspects. The 
ephemeral lights that disperse a mysterious splendor 
throughout Longfellow’ s poems are feminine in their beau
teous delicacy, as well as in their subtle f r a i l t y .  This 
hauntingly mellow luminosity envelops the incidents in 

Longfellow’ s poems; and, at the same time, i t  casts over 

them a spell of melancholy, a veritable pall  of gloom and 

dark forebodings. I t  pictures the drab greys as well as 
the soft  pastels that enhance the characters and scenes 
in his poems. Yes, Longfellow i s  close to Nature, but 
i t  is a closeness quite unlike that of Sir Walter.
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Longfellow paints for  us pictures of beauty, of nobil ity ,  
and. of transcendent sweetness, but over them he stretches 
the filmy web of evanescent splendor, of subtle fancy, 

and of pure imagination. Tantalizingly he weaves fa i r  
nature and her work into his lines, making her f l i t  in 

and out among them until she is an inseparable part of 
the poems he wrote.

Although the poets of a l l  nations, a l l  times and 
of a l l  tongues have contributed to the halo of glory 
that encircles the brow of Q,ueen Mother Mature, neverthe
less the work that Scott and Longfellow have done for  her

g lor i f ica t ion  surpasses that of other writers. They have
\

celebrated her glory in terms of the common man and their 
poems are understood and read by the maj ority of men. 
Particularly adaptable are their works to the growing 
minds of our youth. Once an adolescent has developed a 
love for the works of Scott and Longfellow, he w i l l  con
tinue his search for  pure, unadulterated and ennobling 
literature in the great storehouses of the world’ s l i 
braries.
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