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In 'The Antiquary', a classic novel by Walter Scott, the reader is transported to the coastal village of Fairport in Scotland, where mysterious events unfold. Scott's literary style combines historical accuracy with vivid storytelling, immersing the reader in a world of secrets, betrayals, and ancient relics. The novel is a mix of gothic romance and historical fiction, making it a captivating read for fans of both genres. The rich descriptions of the Scottish landscape add an atmospheric layer to the plot, enhancing the reader's experience. Walter Scott, known for his pioneering work in historical fiction, drew inspiration from his deep knowledge of Scottish history and culture. His interest in the preservation of national heritage is evident in 'The Antiquary', as he delves into the theme of the past influencing the present. Scott's passion for storytelling and intricate plots is showcased in this novel, demonstrating his skill as a masterful writer with a keen eye for detail. For readers interested in historical fiction, gothic romance, and Scottish literature, 'The Antiquary' is a must-read. Walter Scott's expert blend of history and fiction creates a compelling narrative that will intrigue and captivate audiences looking for a literary escape to a bygone era. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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Walter Scott's 'Waverly' is a historical novel set during the Jacobite uprising in Scotland, showcasing the author's mastery of blending historical events and fictional storytelling. The novel is rich in vivid descriptions of landscapes and the tumultuous times, with a narrative that keeps the reader engaged till the very end. Scott's prose is elegant and captivating, immersing the reader in the intricate plot filled with political intrigue and romance. 'Waverly' stands as a classic example of historical fiction that continues to be studied and enjoyed for its literary merits. Walter Scott's deep knowledge of Scottish history and his skill in crafting compelling narratives makes 'Waverly' a timeless piece of literature that is both educational and entertaining. Readers interested in historical fiction and Scottish history will find 'Waverly' to be a captivating read that offers a glimpse into a pivotal period of Scottish history. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In 'The Bride of Lammermoor' by Walter Scott, the reader is transported to 17th century Scotland, where political intrigue, family feuds, and tragic love stories intertwine. Scott's novel is known for its gothic elements, including eerie settings and supernatural occurrences, all portrayed through vivid and descriptive language. With a poignant narration of the downfall of the noble yet cursed Ashton family, the novel exemplifies the romanticism and tragedy of the time period, making it a classic of Scottish literature. The intricate plot and complex characters make this a compelling read for those interested in historical fiction and gothic romance. Walter Scott's writing style is rich in detail, capturing the essence of the Scottish landscape and culture, while also exploring themes of fate and destiny. As one of the founding figures of historical fiction, Scott's work continues to inspire readers and writers alike. 'The Bride of Lammermoor' stands as a testament to his storytelling prowess and enduring legacy in the literary world, making it a must-read for fans of classic literature. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In Walter Scott's seminal work, 'Woodstock,' readers are taken on a historical journey set during the English Civil War. Originally published in 1826, the novel skillfully blends fact with fiction, seamlessly weaving together political intrigue, romance, and social commentary. Through vivid descriptions and dynamic characters, Scott captures the tumultuous period with remarkable detail, making the novel a cornerstone of historical fiction. The author's use of language reflects the Romantic era's emphasis on nature and emotions, adding depth to the narrative. This unabridged edition allows readers to fully immerse themselves in Scott's rich tapestry of storytelling, uncovering the layers of complexity that make 'Woodstock' a timeless classic. Walter Scott's portrayal of the era's societal dynamics and political unrest showcases his profound understanding of history and human nature, providing readers with insight into the tumultuous period. His own experiences in law and as a poet likely influenced his decision to explore these themes, offering readers a unique perspective on the narrative. For history enthusiasts and literature lovers alike, 'Woodstock' is a must-read for its compelling storytelling and historical significance. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In 'The Betrothed & Its Sequel, The Talisman (Illustrated)', Walter Scott weaves a captivating tale set in medieval times, focusing on themes of love, loyalty, and honor. His intricate prose and vivid descriptions immerse the reader in the historical backdrop, providing a rich literary experience. The two stories follow the struggles and adventures of the main characters, offering a unique blend of romance and action that keeps the reader engaged throughout. Scott's attention to detail and character development showcase his mastery of storytelling, making this book a classic in the literary world. Walter Scott, a prominent figure in Romantic literature, drew inspiration from his Scottish heritage and interest in history to create this masterpiece. His extensive knowledge of medieval times and his ability to bring historical figures to life through his writing contribute to the authenticity of the narrative. Scott's passion for storytelling and his dedication to his craft shine through in 'The Betrothed & Its Sequel, The Talisman (Illustrated)'. I highly recommend 'The Betrothed & Its Sequel, The Talisman (Illustrated)' to readers who enjoy historical fiction with a touch of romance and adventure. Walter Scott's timeless work continues to enchant audiences with its compelling storytelling and vivid imagery, making it a must-read for anyone interested in classic literature. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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    In a land divided between covenant and crown, a young conscience must choose whether to belong to history or to humanity. Old Mortality (Unabridged) leads readers into the tangled moral terrain of seventeenth‑century Scotland, where belief, loyalty, and identity collide with the demands of law and power. Sir Walter Scott locates the drama not only in battles and proclamations but in the private cost of public conviction. The novel’s energy rises from opposing certainties confronting one another with unyielding fervor, and from a protagonist who learns that neutrality is a perilous luxury when communities harden into camps and memory itself becomes contested ground.

Authored by Sir Walter Scott and first published in 1816, Old Mortality belongs to the series widely known as the Waverley Novels and, more specifically, to the Tales of My Landlord. Composed during Scott’s pioneering years as a historical novelist, it exemplifies his project of animating national history through living characters and textured settings. The unabridged text preserves his full architecture of framing voices, dialogue, and scene. At its center stands a young Lowland gentleman whose circumstances draw him into a convulsive struggle between Presbyterians resisting royal interference and authorities determined to enforce order in the Restoration era.

Scott sets the action amid the aftermath of civil wars and the Restoration settlement, when Scottish Covenanters upheld their religious vows against policies imposed by the Stuart monarchy. This conflict, though political, is also personal: it shapes families, friendships, livelihoods, and the landscape itself. The novel’s title refers to a real figure, an itinerant stone‑carver known as Old Mortality, who tended the graves of Covenanters and kept their memory alive. Through this emblem of remembrance, Scott frames a tale about how communities memorialize suffering and translate it into identity, suggesting that the past is not inert stone but an active force in present choices.

Part of Scott’s genius lies in dramatizing history without turning it into pageant. He moves among multiple vantage points—zealots and skeptics, peasants and gentry, soldiers and clergy—showing the reasons that impel each party. The novel’s protagonist, neither saint nor cynic, is a figure of moderation tested in a world that mistrusts the middle ground. Scott’s scenes pivot between the thrilling and the reflective: councils in the heather, tense parley, and quiet conversations where principle reveals its human cost. He refuses simple moral arithmetic, inviting readers to see how conviction and compassion can conflict within the same breast.

Old Mortality is a classic because it helped to define what a historical novel could achieve. Following the breakthroughs of Waverley (1814), Scott refined a form that marries romance with a careful sense of period, social detail with narrative sweep. He showed that the past could be presented not as an antiquarian cabinet but as a living society full of competing interests, dialects, and customs. His Scotland is particular and concrete, yet the ethical questions it raises—about authority, resistance, and civil coexistence—are broadly human. The novel’s stature endures because it treats history as a moral conversation rather than a mere backdrop.

Scott’s influence radiated across nineteenth‑century literature. Writers such as Honoré de Balzac, Alessandro Manzoni, Alexandre Dumas, Alexander Pushkin, and James Fenimore Cooper drew upon his method of fusing public events with intimate lives, making the fate of nations legible through individual destinies. Old Mortality contributed to that legacy by demonstrating how a novelist can weigh fidelity to facts against the demands of storytelling, and how sympathy can be extended across ideological divides without abandoning judgment. The result is a narrative grammar later authors adopted when writing about revolutions, restorations, and the everyday people swept up in them.

Thematically, the book probes the clash between conscience and authority. It interrogates zeal as both a source of courage and a door to fanaticism, and it examines the limits of compromise when order is pursued at the expense of justice. Scott is alert to the seductions of martyrdom and the temptations of power, yet he also honors steadfastness and mercy. The figure of Old Mortality embodies the persistence of memory: graves and inscriptions serve as public texts that communities interpret, dispute, and sometimes weaponize. In this way, the novel explores the politics of remembrance alongside the pressures of survival.

Scott’s artistry emerges in the vividness of scene and voice. He delights in the cadence of Scots speech and in the comic byways of ordinary life, balancing grim episodes with humor and tenderness. Landscapes are not mere décor: moors, kirkyards, and market towns shape the characters’ imaginations and decisions. The prose combines momentum with reflection, so that action rarely proceeds without commentary and feeling. By shading motives rather than flattening them, Scott renders opponents as human beings first, ideologues second. This humane breadth, sustained across the unabridged narrative, is central to the novel’s lasting power.

The novel’s celebrated frame heightens its meditation on history. Presented as a tale edited by the fictional antiquary Jedediah Cleishbotham, who claims to relay materials gathered from local report and the wandering grave‑tender, it layers voices and documents to suggest that all histories are mediated. Scott uses this device to model skepticism: readers must weigh testimony, sift bias, and notice how legends accrete around lived events. Far from a mere flourish, the frame asks who speaks for the past and to what ends, adding a self‑aware dimension to a story already alive with argument.

At the narrative’s heart stands a young man compelled to navigate loyalties that stretch in opposite directions—toward family and friends, toward justice and mercy, toward stability and reform. His world is one where a private decision can trigger public consequences, and where good intentions meet hard realities in the field, the kirk, and the court. Encounters with soldiers, ministers, and neighbors sketch the social map of Restoration Scotland. Love, honor, and fear interlace with politics, but the plot avoids easy victories: Scott foregrounds the ambiguity of choosing when every path risks betrayal of someone or something valued.

As a classic, Old Mortality endures not simply for its historical canvas but for its lucid wisdom about civil strife. It portrays how communities fracture under pressure and how language—sermons, laws, slogans—can both clarify and inflame. The novel’s refusal to idealize any faction makes it an education in civic imagination: readers learn to inhabit minds unlike their own and to discern the moral difference between firmness and cruelty. Its form, at once capacious and disciplined, models how narrative can hold competing truths in tension without dissolving into relativism or propaganda.

For contemporary readers, the book’s pertinence is unmistakable. Debates over conscience and authority, the ethics of protest, and the uses of public memory continue to shape modern societies. Old Mortality (Unabridged) offers the full measure of Scott’s arguments and artistry, inviting reflection on how the stories we tell about our past guide our choices in the present. Its pages ask for empathy without naïveté, judgment without zealotry, and commitment without blindness. In that balanced demand lies the novel’s lasting appeal: a classic that illuminates conflict while preserving the dignity of those caught within it.
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    Old Mortality (1816), by Walter Scott, appears in the First Series of Tales of My Landlord. It is framed by the fictional editor Jedediah Cleishbotham, who introduces the wandering stonemason known as Old Mortality (Robert Paterson), a real figure who tended the gravestones of the Scottish Covenanters. From this meditation on memory and testimony emerges a narrative set in Restoration-era Scotland, when conflicts over church government and royal authority convulse the southwest. Scott’s story traces lives caught between conscience and allegiance, following characters whose private affections intersect with public turmoil, and presenting events through a historical lens that balances differing perspectives.

At the center stands Henry Morton, a young laird of moderate temper, raised by a cautious uncle at Milnwood. His early world includes the royalist household of Lady Margaret Bellenden and her granddaughter Edith, as well as Lord Evandale, a principled Cavalier whose loyalty to the Crown is never in doubt. A local weapons muster and festivities at the stronghold of Tillietudlem reveal the era’s brittle courtesies: political toasts carry the weight of allegiance, and small gestures draw suspicion. Morton’s refusal to conform entirely, born of conscience rather than doctrine, quietly marks him as a figure poised between rival camps.

A chance encounter accelerates Morton’s involvement. He aids a stern, hunted Covenanter—John Balfour of Burley—whose presence makes neutrality untenable. Royal dragoons, charged with suppressing illegal conventicles, close in on dissenters, and Morton’s act of sheltering a fugitive attracts official scrutiny. Pressed by circumstance and a sense of honor, he leaves his home ground and joins rebels who style their cause as a defense of faith and liberties. In the framing device, Old Mortality’s devotion to preserving the martyrs’ names hints at the stakes of such choices: reputations and causes are built as much by memory as by victory.

The movement gathers in open-air worship and ad hoc councils, its cohesion tested by fervent preachers and soldiers on patrol. Scott introduces John Graham of Claverhouse, the disciplined royal commander whose severity is matched by personal courage, and whose presence embodies the state’s resolve. A sudden field engagement near the moors—remembered in history for its drama—thrusts Morton into leadership duties. He urges moderation and discipline, yet confronts voices that demand purging compromise from the camp. The narrative’s energy lies in these frictions: courage appears on both sides, and the line between devotion and zealotry narrows with each march.

As the insurrection spreads, the formidable tower of Tillietudlem becomes a symbolic and literal strongpoint. Royalist defenders rally around Lord Evandale and the Bellenden household, whose fortunes are entangled with the Stuart cause. The ensuing siege is depicted as a test of chivalry as much as of arms: Morton attempts negotiation to spare noncombatants and restrain vindictive impulses among allies, while Evandale, recognizing a worthy adversary, reciprocates courtesies amid hostilities. Edith Bellenden, caught between family duty and longstanding regard for Morton, personifies the cost of civil strife, where private loyalties are separated by gatehouses, watchfires, and the rhetoric of necessity.

With victory and retribution both impending, Scott shifts focus to the insurgents’ councils, where scripture, policy, and personal rancor collide. John Balfour of Burley pushes an uncompromising line; other leaders debate oaths, discipline, and terms. Morton, increasingly a mediator, finds his appeals for temperance drowned out by rival sermons and committees. Around these grave disputes move figures like Mause and Cuddie Headrigg, whose earnest zeal and earthy pragmatism provide satiric counterpoint without dismissing sincere piety. The camps’ moral claims begin to splinter, and the question of who speaks for conscience grows as urgent as the question of who commands the field.

The narrative advances toward a decisive confrontation on the River Clyde, where Bothwell Bridge becomes a strategic chokepoint and an emblem of divided Scotland. Government forces concentrate, while the Covenanting host struggles to reconcile competing agendas and enforce order. Scott depicts the disciplined advance of royal troops and the fraying lines of their opponents without reducing either side to caricature. For Morton, personal peril and political disillusionment converge: choices about command, negotiation, and loyalty carry consequences he cannot fully control. The outcome of the clash, though rooted in historical record, matters less here than the motives and misgivings that lead into it.

After the great encounter, the narrative follows the unsettled years that ensue, when punishments, pardons, and shifting regimes alter the map of obligation. The approach of the Revolution of 1688 reframes earlier certainties, and yesterday’s rebels, officers, and landholders must navigate a new equilibrium. Scott traces renewed meetings between Morton and those once arrayed against him, including Evandale and members of the Bellenden household, under changed circumstances that test magnanimity as much as courage. Old Mortality’s persistent labor among gravestones keeps these lives within sight of posterity, reminding readers that what endures is not only victory or defeat, but remembered character.

Old Mortality endures for its layered vision of civil conflict: a chronicle of battles and sieges that remains attentive to conscience, courtesy, and the temptations of extremism. By staging clashes among honorable opponents—and exposing the distortions of partisanship—Scott explores how communities survive ideological storms. The framing presence of Old Mortality underscores the fragility of historical truth, carried in names and stories that can be effaced or renewed. Without disclosing the novel’s late turns, the book’s lasting message is clear: moderation braided with courage makes space for humanity, and the work of remembering can temper the harshest legacies of division.
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    Old Mortality unfolds in the southwest Lowlands of Scotland, chiefly during the late 1670s and 1680s, when the Restoration monarchy reasserted authority after decades of civil war. The dominant institutions were the Stuart crown, governing through the Scottish Privy Council; the established episcopal church reinstated by law; and a landed society of lairds, heritors, and tenants tied by feudal obligations. Military force was projected by royal regiments and local militias, especially dragoons stationed across Ayrshire, Lanarkshire, and Galloway. Urban burghs such as Glasgow and smaller market towns mediated commerce and justice, while parish structures shaped daily life, moral regulation, and collective identity across the western shires.

Following the Restoration of Charles II in 1660, the Scottish Parliament in 1661–1662 reversed the covenanted settlement of the 1640s. The Rescissory Act annulled legislation since 1633, episcopacy was restored, and around 270–300 Presbyterian ministers were removed from their parishes for refusing to conform. The General Assembly no longer met, and royal supremacy over church affairs was asserted in subsequent statutes. Old Mortality situates its conflicts within this settlement, portraying the political logic of uniformity and the legal machinery—fines, bonds, and councils of war—by which the government sought religious and civil obedience in regions where Presbyterian resistance remained strong.

The novel’s ideological landscape is rooted in the National Covenant of 1638 and the Solemn League and Covenant of 1643, oaths that pledged Scotland to a Presbyterian settlement and resistance to innovations in worship. Though decades old by the 1670s, these commitments still organized conscience and community. Many in the western Lowlands interpreted loyalty to the Covenants as loyalty to God’s law above royal mandates. Scott evokes how covenanting ideas shaped speech, scripture-saturated argument, and moral self-understanding, while also showing divisions among adherents—between moderates seeking accommodation and “Society” radicals who rejected compromise—without departing from the historical record of these factions.

Government attempts to manage dissent combined repression with limited concessions. Field and house “conventicles” were criminalized, yet the Indulgences of 1669 and 1672 allowed some ejected ministers to return under conditions that acknowledged civil authority. In practice, enforcement varied, but the western shires saw frequent armed patrols, fines on nonconforming heritors, and bonds that made landlords responsible for tenants’ behavior. Old Mortality stages these realities on moorland and farm, depicting clandestine worship, royal proclamations read at market crosses, and the pursuit of suspected conventiclers, thereby reflecting the legal texture and local improvisations that characterized Scotland’s religious policing in this period.

An earlier flashpoint, the Pentland Rising of 1666, culminated at Rullion Green near Edinburgh, where government forces defeated a Covenanter column. Executions and transportation followed, and the episode intensified western mistrust of the authorities. Though set primarily later, the novel’s characters inhabit communities still marked by Pentland memories—names of the slain preserved in family lore, and parish kirkyards inscribed with testimony against “prelacy.” Scott uses these echoes to trace how a single failed rising could sustain a culture of grievance and prophecy for a generation, shaping the temper of worship, the tone of political speech, and the readiness to resist anew.

In 1679, tensions spiked. The assassination of Archbishop James Sharp in May by a small band of Covenanters shocked authorities and sharpened reprisals. On 1 June 1679, at Drumclog near Loudoun Hill, mounted government dragoons were defeated by armed Covenanters gathered for a field sermon. Three weeks later, on 22 June, the royal army crushed the insurgents at Bothwell Bridge on the River Clyde. Old Mortality dramatises Drumclog’s exhilaration and the confusion that followed, setting personal loyalties against the strategic disarray and ideological disputes that historically hampered the insurgent cause between victory in a skirmish and defeat in battle.

John Graham of Claverhouse, later Viscount Dundee, served as a prominent cavalry commander in the southwest from the late 1670s. Contemporary Presbyterian sources condemned him as a persecutor, while other records present a disciplined officer executing policy under the Privy Council. Scott’s portrayal acknowledges both the charisma and the harshness associated with his name, situating him within the administrative routine of warrants, quartering, and patrols rather than as a solitary villain. Claverhouse’s later role in the 1689 Jacobite rising shadows his appearances, reminding readers that Scotland’s religious conflict intertwined with competing visions of monarchy and the succession.

The “Killing Time” is a retrospective term applied especially to 1684–1685, when repression intensified under James VII (II). Proclamations widened the scope of treason, oaths such as the 1681 Test and later abjurations pressed consciences, and refusal could carry capital penalties. Patrols confronted armed conventicles; in some circumstances, summary executions followed upon noncompliance. Old Mortality reflects this climate of fear and legality, showing how statutes, interrogations, and the presence of soldiers transformed farms and parishes into arenas of surveillance. Scott’s narrative choices underscore how law and violence, not only private zeal, structured the escalation of the conflict.

The Revolution of 1688–1689 displaced James VII, and a Scottish Convention of Estates declared that he had forfeited the crown. William and Mary assumed rule, and in 1690 the Church of Scotland was re-established on Presbyterian lines, abolishing episcopacy. Many episcopal ministers, especially in the north-east, were deprived, and political alignments shifted as Jacobite and Williamite loyalties crystallized. Old Mortality gestures toward this transition as a release from an impasse: not a simple victory, but a realignment that institutionalized Presbyterian governance while leaving enduring regional and ideological fractures. The narrative’s closing register favors pragmatic settlement over perpetual holy war.

Scott situates politics within the social economy of the western Lowlands. Lairds and heritors financed parishes and bore legal responsibility for order; tenants and cottars labored in mixed farming—oats, cattle, and dairy—subject to rents, fines, and exactions. Government “cess” for security and the quartering of troops strained communities already managing narrow margins. Burgh markets linked rural households to cash and credit, and local justices and kirk sessions overlapped in policing conduct. Old Mortality uses household interiors, lairdly halls, and commons to demonstrate how authority flowed through kinship, tenancy, and parish, making high policy tangible in everyday bargaining and fear.

Everyday life in the 1670s–1680s combined austerity with sociability. Travel in the west relied on packhorse tracks and fords; turnpikes and bridges were sparse before the eighteenth century. Inns functioned as nodes for news and proclamations. Firearms were transitioning to flintlocks, with swords and pistols common among gentry and soldiers, while many civilians mustered with pikes or improvised arms. Sabbath observance and kirk discipline were stringent, shaping rhythms of labor and leisure. Scott’s detailed scenes—inspections of passes, night rides over moorland, psalm-singing at clandestine worship—translate these logistical and devotional realities into narrative texture without departing from documented practices.

The period’s communicative world joined print and voice. Council proclamations were read at mercat crosses; parish ministers relayed orders from pulpits; chapbooks, affidavits, and broadsides circulated stories of suffering and deliverance. Later, Robert Wodrow’s early eighteenth-century History of the Sufferings of the Church of Scotland systematized Covenanter memory, while John Howie’s Scots Worthies (first published 1775) popularized exemplary lives. Scott knew such materials and the polemical tones they carried. Old Mortality reflects the authority of testimony and the malleability of anecdote, as prayers, depositions, and rumors shape action, demonstrating how competing archives and memories built incompatible versions of the same events.

Commemoration is central. Many western kirkyards contain stones inscribed to Covenanter dead, with formulae that denounce “prelacy” and affirm steadfastness. The novel’s title figure, based on the real stonemason Robert Paterson (1715–1801), was known for traveling in the late eighteenth century to clean and recarve such memorials. By framing the tale with this caretaker of graves, Scott connects seventeenth-century conflict to the eighteenth-century culture of remembrance. The practice of tending martyr stones helped fix local landscapes as moral maps, and the novel questions, without dismissing, the selective emphases and emotional investments that transformed graves into public arguments about the past.

Published anonymously in 1816 as part of the first series of Tales of My Landlord, Old Mortality extended Scott’s experiment in the historical novel after Waverley (1814) and Guy Mannering (1815). Scott, a trained advocate and Sheriff-Depute of Selkirkshire, habitually mined legal records, chronicles, and antiquarian correspondence to anchor his fiction. He developed editorial personae—such as Jedediah Cleishbotham—to signal the mediation between document and tale. In this work, the fusion of invented protagonists with attested events like Drumclog and Bothwell Bridge models a method: to dramatize how ordinary actors experience public crises without claiming to replace the historian’s domain of verification and debate.

The 1810s intellectual climate favored historical inquiry and romantic evocation. Scottish Enlightenment historians had framed broad narratives of civil and religious change, while antiquarian societies amassed local detail. Post-Napoleonic readers, negotiating British union and imperial identity, were receptive to stories that balanced national pride with critical reflection. Old Mortality entered a public conversation about the Covenanters’ legacy: some Presbyterian readers faulted Scott for softening martyrdom with irony, while others praised his even-handedness toward opponents. The debate itself evidences how the seventeenth-century quarrel remained active in the nineteenth century, as ecclesiastical reform, secession, and state-church relations returned to political agendas.

Scott’s reach depended on the expanding print economy. By the 1810s, coordinated Edinburgh–London publishing ventures, improved coach roads, and regular mails sped new fiction to circulating libraries across Britain and Ireland. Advances in stereotype printing and, increasingly, steam-powered presses (adopted in commercial houses during this decade) lowered costs and enlarged editions. Booksellers promoted multi-volume sets, and periodical reviews amplified controversy and sales. Old Mortality thus became a widely read vehicle for historical argument, enabling regional Scottish experience to enter a British and transatlantic market and ensuring that debates over church and state, zeal and moderation, were staged before a broad audience.

As historical fiction, Old Mortality mirrors its era while interrogating it. By juxtaposing conscientious dissent with coercive governance, the book resists romanticizing either fanaticism or state violence. It articulates the costs of uncompromising ideology, yet acknowledges why vows and texts commanded loyalty in distressed communities. Its legal and social textures expose how policy becomes lived experience, and its frame of memorial caretaking questions whose memories prevail. Emerging amid postwar Britain’s own arguments about liberty, authority, and church establishment, Scott’s novel functions as both archive and critique, inviting readers to empathize across divisions and to treat inherited narratives with disciplined sympathy.
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    Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832) was a Scottish poet, novelist, and legal professional who became one of the defining writers of the Romantic era. Writing first in verse and later in prose, he helped establish the historical novel as a major modern form and shaped enduring images of Scotland for readers across Europe and beyond. His works combined antiquarian learning with narrative momentum, presenting social change through vivid characters and carefully staged historical settings. Scott’s popularity during his lifetime was extraordinary, and his influence on later fiction, historiography, and cultural memory remains profound, making him a foundational figure in nineteenth‑century literature.

Born in Edinburgh and educated in its schools and university, Scott trained for the law and was admitted as an advocate before holding longstanding judicial and administrative posts. A childhood lameness encouraged sustained reading, and he developed early interests in balladry, chivalric romance, and local history. He absorbed the energies of the Scottish Enlightenment’s historical writing while also engaging German Romanticism, translating works by Gottfried August Bürger and Goethe. Bishop Percy’s Reliques of Ancient English Poetry guided his ballad collecting. These influences combined with his field excursions in the Scottish Borders to produce a method that balanced documentation with imaginative reconstruction.

Scott first gained literary prominence as an editor and translator, then as an antiquarian collector. Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, issued in the early 1800s, gathered and annotated traditional ballads alongside his own contributions, framing oral tradition within historical commentary. He then achieved national fame with narrative poems such as The Lay of the Last Minstrel, Marmion, and The Lady of the Lake, whose rapid storytelling, martial rhythms, and picturesque landscapes captivated a broad readership. These poems presented Scotland’s past as both colorful and contested, marrying folkloric materials to modern sensibilities and demonstrating the commercial power of historical imagination.

As tastes shifted in the 1810s, Scott moved decisively into prose fiction. Waverley appeared in 1814, anonymously, inaugurating the so‑called Waverley Novels. It was quickly followed by Guy Mannering, The Antiquary, Old Mortality, Rob Roy, and The Heart of Mid-Lothian, among others. These works typically placed fictional protagonists amid real conflicts and institutions, dramatizing encounters between tradition and change. Readers admired his capacious social canvases, regional speech, and deft pacing. Though he maintained anonymity for many years, the coherence of the series and its sales cemented his reputation as the preeminent architect of the historical novel in Britain.

Scott extended his range beyond Scotland with Ivanhoe, which helped shape modern conceptions of medieval England, and continued with The Bride of Lammermoor, Kenilworth, Quentin Durward, and The Talisman. Parallel to his literary output, he held the office of sheriff‑depute of Selkirkshire and a senior clerkship in the Court of Session, received a baronetcy in 1820, and played a leading role in organizing the royal visit to Scotland in 1822, which popularized Highland pageantry. He published under the mantle of the Author of Waverley until public acknowledgment late in the decade. His authority and fame were by then international and vast.

The collapse of publishing and banking houses in the mid‑1820s left Scott burdened with heavy debts linked to his printing and publishing associations. Rejecting bankruptcy, he undertook a strenuous program of writing to discharge obligations, producing works such as Woodstock, Chronicles of the Canongate, The Fair Maid of Perth, and Anne of Geierstein, along with a multivolume Life of Napoleon. His politics were conservative and unionist; notably, the Letters of Malachi Malagrowther argued for the preservation of Scottish banking practices. While some critics found late novels uneven, his readership remained strong, and his historical sense continued to command respect.

In his final years Scott’s health deteriorated, including strokes around 1830. He voyaged to the Mediterranean in 1831 in search of recovery, then returned to his home at Abbotsford, where he died in 1832. His legacy is unusually broad: he gave the historical novel its durable architecture and a model of sympathetic, multi-perspective narration; he reshaped national memory in Scotland and beyond; and he influenced writers from Manzoni, Balzac, and Dumas to Pushkin and Tolstoy. Operatic adaptations by Rossini, Donizetti, and later Bizet testify to his cultural reach. Today his novels remain central to studies of history and narrative.
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The remarkable person, called by the title of Old Mortality, was we’ll known in Scotland about the end of the last century. His real name was Robert Paterson. He was a native, it is said, of the parish of Closeburn, in Dumfries-shire, and probably a mason by profession — at least educated to the use of the chisel. Whether family dissensions, or the deep and enthusiastic feeling of supposed duty, drove him to leave his dwelling, and adopt the singular mode of life in which he wandered, like a palmer, through Scotland, is not known. It could not be poverty, however, which prompted his journeys, for he never accepted anything beyond the hospitality which was willingly rendered him, and when that was not proffered, he always had money enough to provide for his own humble wants. His personal appearance, and favourite, or rather sole occupation, are accurately described in the preliminary chapter of the following work.

It is about thirty years since, or more, that the author met this singular person in the churchyard of Dunnottar, when spending a day or two with the late learned and excellent clergyman, Mr. Walker, the minister of that parish, for the purpose of a close examination of the ruins of the Castle of Dunnottar, and other subjects of antiquarian research in that neighbourhood. Old Mortality chanced to be at the same place, on the usual business of his pilgrimage[1q]; for the Castle of Dunnottar, though lying in the anti-covenanting district of the Mearns, was, with the parish churchyard, celebrated for the oppressions sustained there by the Cameronians[1] in the time of James II.

It was in 1685, when Argyle was threatening a descent upon Scotland, and Monmouth was preparing to invade the west of England, that the Privy Council of Scotland, with cruel precaution, made a general arrest of more than a hundred persons in the southern and western provinces, supposed, from their religious principles, to be inimical to Government, together with many women and children. These captives were driven northward like a flock of bullocks, but with less precaution to provide for their wants, and finally penned up in a subterranean dungeon in the Castle of Dunnottar, having a window opening to the front of a precipice which overhangs the German Ocean. They had suffered not a little on the journey, and were much hurt both at the scoffs of the northern prelatists, and the mocks, gibes, and contemptuous tunes played by the fiddlers and pipers who had come from every quarter as they passed, to triumph over the revilers of their calling. The repose which the melancholy dungeon afforded them, was anything but undisturbed. The guards made them pay for every indulgence, even that of water; and when some of the prisoners resisted a demand so unreasonable, and insisted on their right to have this necessary of life untaxed, their keepers emptied the water on the prison floor, saying, “If they were obliged to bring water for the canting whigs, they were not bound to afford them the use of bowls or pitchers gratis.”

In this prison, which is still termed the Whig’s Vault[2], several died of the diseases incidental to such a situation; and others broke their limbs, and incurred fatal injury, in desperate attempts to escape from their stern prison-house. Over the graves of these unhappy persons, their friends, after the Revolution, erected a monument with a suitable inscription.

This peculiar shrine of the Whig martyrs is very much honoured by their descendants, though residing at a great distance from the land of their captivity and death. My friend, the Rev. Mr. Walker, told me, that being once upon a tour in the south of Scotland, probably about forty years since, he had the bad luck to involve himself in the labyrinth of passages and tracks which cross, in every direction, the extensive waste called Lochar Moss, near Dumfries, out of which it is scarcely possible for a stranger to extricate himself; and there was no small difficulty in procuring a guide, since such people as he saw were engaged in digging their peats — a work of paramount necessity, which will hardly brook interruption. Mr. Walker could, therefore, only procure unintelligible directions in the southern brogue, which differs widely from that of the Mearns. He was beginning to think himself in a serious dilemma, when he stated his case to a farmer of rather the better class, who was employed, as the others, in digging his winter fuel. The old man at first made the same excuse with those who had already declined acting as the traveller’s guide; but perceiving him in great perplexity, and paying the respect due to his profession, “You are a clergyman, sir?” he said. Mr. Walker assented. “And I observe from your speech, that you are from the north?”—“You are right, my good friend,” was the reply. “And may I ask if you have ever heard of a place called Dunnottar?”—“I ought to know something about it, my friend,” said Mr. Walker, “since I have been several years the minister of the parish.”—“I am glad to hear it,” said the Dumfriesian, “for one of my near relations lies buried there, and there is, I believe, a monument over his grave. I would give half of what I am aught, to know if it is still in existence.”—“He was one of those who perished in the Whig’s Vault at the castle?” said the minister; “for there are few southlanders besides lying in our churchyard, and none, I think, having monuments.”—“Even sae — even sae,” said the old Cameronian, for such was the farmer. He then laid down his spade, cast on his coat, and heartily offered to see the minister out of the moss, if he should lose the rest of the day’s dargue. Mr. Walker was able to requite him amply, in his opinion, by reciting the epitaph, which he remembered by heart. The old man was enchanted with finding the memory of his grandfather or great-grandfather faithfully recorded amongst the names of brother sufferers; and rejecting all other offers of recompense, only requested, after he had guided Mr. Walker to a safe and dry road, that he would let him have a written copy of the inscription.

It was whilst I was listening to this story, and looking at the monument referred to, that I saw Old Mortality engaged in his daily task of cleaning and repairing the ornaments and epitaphs upon the tomb. His appearance and equipment were exactly as described in the Novel. I was very desirous to see something of a person so singular, and expected to have done so, as he took up his quarters with the hospitable and liberal-spirited minister. But though Mr. Walker invited him up after dinner to partake of a glass of spirits and water, to which he was supposed not to be very averse, yet he would not speak frankly upon the subject of his occupation. He was in bad humour, and had, according to his phrase, no freedom for conversation with us.

His spirit had been sorely vexed by hearing, in a certain Aberdonian kirk, the psalmody directed by a pitch-pipe, or some similar instrument, which was to Old Mortality the abomination of abominations. Perhaps, after all, he did not feel himself at ease with his company; he might suspect the questions asked by a north-country minister and a young barrister to savour more of idle curiosity than profit. At any rate, in the phrase of John Bunyan, Old Mortality went on his way, and I saw him no more.

The remarkable figure and occupation of this ancient pilgrim was recalled to my memory by an account transmitted by my friend Mr. Joseph Train, supervisor of excise at Dumfries, to whom I owe many obligations of a similar nature. From this, besides some other circumstances, among which are those of the old man’s death, I learned the particulars described in the text. I am also informed, that the old palmer’s family, in the third generation, survives, and is highly respected both for talents and worth. While these sheets were passing through the press, I received the following communication from Mr. Train, whose undeviating kindness had, during the intervals of laborious duty, collected its materials from an indubitable source.


“In the course of my periodical visits to the Glenkens, I have become intimately acquainted with Robert Paterson, a son of Old Mortality, who lives in the little village of Balmaclellan; and although he is now in the 70th year of his age, preserves all the vivacity of youth — has a most retentive memory, and a mind stored with information far above what could be expected from a person in his station of life. To him I am indebted for the following particulars relative to his father, and his descendants down to the present time.

“Robert Paterson, alias Old Mortality, was the son of Walter Paterson and Margaret Scott, who occupied the farm of Ilaggisha, in the parish of Hawick, during nearly the first half of the eighteenth century. Here Robert was born, in the memorable year 1715.

“Being the youngest son of a numerous family, he, at an early age, went to serve with an elder brother, named Francis, who rented, from Sir John Jardine of Applegarth, a small tract in Comcockle Moor, near Lochmaben. During his residence there, he became acquainted with Elizabeth Gray, daughter of Robert Gray, gardener to Sir John Jardine, whom he afterwards married. His wife had been, for a considerable time, a cook-maid to Sir Thomas Kirkpatrick of Closeburn, who procured for her husband, from the Duke of Queensberry, an advantageous lease of the freestone quarry of Gatelowbrigg, in the parish of Morton. Here he built a house, and had as much land as kept a horse and cow. My informant cannot say, with certainty, the year in which his father took up his residence at Gatelowbrigg, but he is sure it must have been only a short time prior to the year 1746, as, during the memorable frost in 1740, he says his mother still resided in the service of Sir Thomas Kirkpatrick. When the Highlanders were returning from England on their route to Glasgow, in the year 1745-6, they plundered Mr. Paterson’s house at Gatelowbrigg, and carried him a prisoner as far as Glenbuck, merely because he said to one of the straggling army, that their retreat might have been easily foreseen, as the strong arm of the Lord was evidently raised, not only against the bloody and wicked house of Stewart, but against all who attempted to support the abominable heresies of the Church of Rome. From this circumstance it appears that Old Mortality had, even at that early period of his life, imbibed the religious enthusiasm by which he afterwards became so much distinguished.

“The religious sect called Hill-men, or Cameronians, was at that time much noted for austerity and devotion, in imitation of Cameron, their founder, of whose tenets Old Mortality became a most strenuous supporter. He made frequent journeys into Galloway to attend their conventicles, and occasionally carried with him gravestones from his quarry at Gatelowbrigg, to keep in remembrance the righteous whose dust had been gathered to their fathers. Old Mortality was not one of those religious devotees, who, although one eye is seemingly turned towards heaven, keep the other steadfastly fixed on some sublunary object. As his enthusiasm increased, his journeys into Galloway became more frequent; and he gradually neglected even the common prudential duty of providing for his offspring. From about the year 1758, he neglected wholly to return from Galloway to his wife and five children at Gatelowbrigg, which induced her to send her eldest son Walter, then only twelve years of age, to Galloway, in search of his father. After traversing nearly the whole of that extensive district, from the Nick of Benncorie to the Fell of Barullion, he found him at last working on the Cameronian monuments, in the old kirkyard of Kirkchrist, on the west side of the Dee, opposite the town of Kirkcudbright. The little wanderer used all the influence in his power to induce his father to return to his family; but in vain. Mrs. Paterson sent even some of her female children into Galloway in search of their father, for the same purpose of persuading him to return home; but without any success. At last, in the summer of 1768, she removed to the little upland village of Balmaclellan, in the Glenkens of Galloway, where, upon the small pittance derived from keeping a little school, she supported her numerous family in a respectable manner.

“There is a small monumental stone in the farm of the Caldon, near the House of the Hill, in Wigtonshire, which is highly venerated as being the first erected, by Old Mortality, to the memory of several persons who fell at that place in defence of their religious tenets in the civil war, in the reign of Charles Second.

“From the Caldon, the labours of Old Mortality, in the course of time, spread over nearly all the Lowlands of Scotland. There are few churchyards in Ayrshire, Galloway, or Dumfries-shire, where the work of his chisel is not yet to be seen. It is easily distinguished from the work of any other artist by the primitive rudeness of the emblems of death, and of the inscriptions which adorn the ill-formed blocks of his erection. This task of repairing and erecting gravestones, practised without fee or reward, was the only ostensible employment of this singular person for upwards of forty years. The door of every Cameronian’s house was indeed open to him at all times when he chose to enter, and he was gladly received as an inmate of the family; but he did not invariably accept of these civilities, as may be seen by the following account of his frugal expenses, found, amongst other little papers, (some of which I have likewise in my possession,) in his pocket-book after his death.


Gatehouse of Fleet, 4th February, 1796.
ROBERT PATERBON debtor to MARGARET CHRYSTALE.
To drye Lodginge for seven weeks,. . . .  . . .  0  4  1
To Four Auchlet of Ait Meal,. . . . . . . . . . . .  0  3  4
To 6 Lippies of Potatoes. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  0  1  3
To Lent Money at the time of Mr. Reid’s
Sacrament,. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 0  6  0
To 3 Chappins of Yell with Sandy the
Keelman,†. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . .  0  0  9

                                       L.0 15  5
Received in part,. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..  0 10  0
Unpaid,. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..  L.0  5  5





[†“A well-known humourist, still alive, popularly called by the name of Old Keelybags, who deals in the keel or chalk with which farmers mark their flocks.”]



“This statement shows the religious wanderer to have been very poor in his old age; but he was so more by choice than through necessity, as at the period here alluded to, his children were all comfortably situated, and were most anxious to keep their father at home, but no entreaty could induce him to alter his erratic way of life. He travelled from one churchyard to another, mounted on his old white pony, till the last day of his existence, and died, as you have described, at Bankhill, near Lockerby, on the 14th February, 1801, in the 86th year of his age. As soon as his body was found, intimation was sent to his sons at Balmaclellan; but from the great depth of the snow at that time, the letter communicating the particulars of his death was so long detained by the way, that the remains of the pilgrim were interred before any of his relations could arrive at Bankhill.

“The following is an exact copy of the account of his funeral expenses,— the original of which I have in my possession:—

“Memorandum of the Funral Charges of Robert Paterson,
who dyed at Bankhill on the 14th day of February, 1801.
To a Coffon. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . .  L.0 12  0
To Munting for do. . . . . . . . . . . .  . . .  0  2  8
To a Shirt for him. . . . . . . . . . . . .. 0  5  6
To a pair of Cotten Stockings . . .  0  2  0
To Bread at the Founral. . . . . . . . . 0  2  6
To Chise at ditto. . . . . . . . . . . .  . . .  0  3  0
To 1 pint Rume. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 0  4  6
To I pint Whiskie. . . . . . . . . . . .  . . .  0  4  0
To a man going to Annam. . . . . . . . . 0  2  0
To the grave diger. . . . . . . . . . . . .. 0  1  0
To Linnen for a sheet to him. . . .  0  2  8
                               L.2  1 10
Taken off him when dead,. . . . . . . . .1  7  6
                               L.0 14  4


“The above account is authenticated by the son of the deceased.

“My friend was prevented by indisposition from even going to Bankhill to attend the funeral of his father, which I regret very much, as he is not aware in what churchyard he was interred.

“For the purpose of erecting a small monument to his memory, I have made every possible enquiry, wherever I thought there was the least chance of finding out where Old Mortality was laid; but I have done so in vain, as his death is not registered in the session-book of any of the neighbouring parishes. I am sorry to think, that in all probability, this singular person, who spent so many years of his lengthened existence in striving with his chisel and mallet to perpetuate the memory of many less deserving than himself, must remain even without a single stone to mark out the resting place of his mortal remains.

“Old Mortality had three sons, Robert, Walter, and John; the former, as has been already mentioned, lives in the village of Balmaclellan, in comfortable circumstances, and is much respected by his neighbours. Walter died several years ago, leaving behind him a family now respectably situated in this point. John went to America in the year 1776, and, after various turns of fortune, settled at Baltimore.”



Old Nol himself is said to have loved an innocent jest. (See Captain Hodgson’s Memoirs.) Old Mortality somewhat resembled the Protector in this turn to festivity. Like Master Silence, he had been merry twice and once in his time; but even his jests were of a melancholy and sepulchral nature, and sometimes attended with inconvenience to himself, as will appear from the following anecdote:—

The old man was at one time following his wonted occupation of repairing the tombs of the martyrs, in the churchyard of Girthon, and the sexton of the parish was plying his kindred task at no small distance. Some roguish urchins were sporting near them, and by their noisy gambols disturbing the old men in their serious occupation. The most petulant of the juvenile party were two or three boys, grandchildren of a person well known by the name of Cooper Climent. This artist enjoyed almost a monopoly in Girthon and the neighbouring parishes, for making and selling ladles, caups, bickers, bowls, spoons, cogues, and trenchers, formed of wood, for the use of the country people. It must be noticed, that notwithstanding the excellence of the Cooper’s vessels, they were apt, when new, to impart a reddish tinge to whatever liquor was put into them, a circumstance not uncommon in like cases.

The grandchildren of this dealer in wooden work took it into their head to ask the sexton, what use he could possibly make of the numerous fragments of old coffins which were thrown up in opening new graves. “Do you not know,” said Old Mortality, “that he sells them to your grandfather, who makes them into spoons, trenchers, bickers, bowies, and so forth?” At this assertion, the youthful group broke up in great confusion and disgust, on reflecting how many meals they had eaten out of dishes which, by Old Mortality’s account, were only fit to be used at a banquet of witches or of ghoules. They carried the tidings home, when many a dinner was spoiled by the loathing which the intelligence imparted; for the account of the materials was supposed to explain the reddish tinge which, even in the days of the Cooper’s fame, had seemed somewhat suspicious. The ware of Cooper Climent was rejected in horror, much to the benefit of his rivals the muggers, who dealt in earthenware. The man of cutty-spoon and ladle saw his trade interrupted, and learned the reason, by his quondam customers coming upon him in wrath to return the goods which were composed of such unhallowed materials, and demand repayment of their money. In this disagreeable predicament, the forlorn artist cited Old Mortality into a court of justice, where he proved that the wood he used in his trade was that of the staves of old wine-pipes bought from smugglers, with whom the country then abounded, a circumstance which fully accounted for their imparting a colour to their contents. Old Mortality himself made the fullest declaration, that he had no other purpose in making the assertion, than to check the petulance of the children. But it is easier to take away a good name than to restore it. Cooper Climent’s business continued to languish, and he died in a state of poverty.


Chapter 1


Table of Contents


Preliminary.


Why seeks he with unwearied toil

    Through death’s dim walks to urge his way,

    Reclaim his long-asserted spoil,

    And lead oblivion into day?

Langhorne.



“Most readers,” says the Manuscript of Mr Pattieson, “must have witnessed with delight the joyous burst which attends the dismissing of a village-school on a fine summer evening. The buoyant spirit of childhood, repressed with so much difficulty during the tedious hours of discipline, may then be seen to explode, as it were, in shout, and song, and frolic, as the little urchins join in groups on their play-ground, and arrange their matches of sport for the evening. But there is one individual who partakes of the relief afforded by the moment of dismission, whose feelings are not so obvious to the eye of the spectator, or so apt to receive his sympathy. I mean the teacher himself, who, stunned with the hum, and suffocated with the closeness of his school-room, has spent the whole day (himself against a host) in controlling petulance, exciting indifference to action, striving to enlighten stupidity, and labouring to soften obstinacy; and whose very powers of intellect have been confounded by hearing the same dull lesson repeated a hundred times by rote, and only varied by the various blunders of the reciters. Even the flowers of classic genius, with which his solitary fancy is most gratified, have been rendered degraded, in his imagination, by their connexion with tears, with errors, and with punishment; so that the Eclogues of Virgil and Odes of Horace are each inseparably allied in association with the sullen figure and monotonous recitation of some blubbering school-boy. If to these mental distresses are added a delicate frame of body, and a mind ambitious of some higher distinction than that of being the tyrant of childhood, the reader may have some slight conception of the relief which a solitary walk, in the cool of a fine summer evening, affords to the head which has ached, and the nerves which have been shattered, for so many hours, in plying the irksome task of public instruction.

“To me these evening strolls have been the happiest hours of an unhappy life; and if any gentle reader shall hereafter find pleasure in perusing these lucubrations, I am not unwilling he should know, that the plan of them has been usually traced in those moments, when relief from toil and clamour, combined with the quiet scenery around me, has disposed my mind to the task of composition.

“My chief haunt, in these hours of golden leisure, is the banks of the small stream, which, winding through a ‘lone vale of green bracken,’ passes in front of the village school-house of Gandercleugh. For the first quarter of a mile, perhaps, I may be disturbed from my meditations, in order to return the scrape, or doffed bonnet, of such stragglers among my pupils as fish for trouts or minnows in the little brook, or seek rushes and wild-flowers by its margin. But, beyond the space I have mentioned, the juvenile anglers do not, after sunset, voluntarily extend their excursions. The cause is, that farther up the narrow valley, and in a recess which seems scooped out of the side of the steep heathy bank, there is a deserted burial-ground, which the little cowards are fearful of approaching in the twilight. To me, however, the place has an inexpressible charm. It has been long the favourite termination of my walks, and, if my kind patron forgets not his promise, will (and probably at no very distant day) be my final resting-place after my mortal pilgrimage.

[Note, by Mr Jedediah Cleishbotham.— That I kept my plight in this melancholy matter with my deceased and lamented friend, appeareth from a handsome headstone, erected at my proper charges in this spot, bearing the name and calling of Peter Pattieson, with the date of his nativity and sepulture; together also with a testimony of his merits, attested by myself, as his superior and patron.— J. C.]

“It is a spot which possesses all the solemnity of feeling attached to a burial-ground, without exciting those of a more unpleasing description. Having been very little used for many years, the few hillocks which rise above the level plain are covered with the same short velvet turf. The monuments, of which there are not above seven or eight, are half sunk in the ground, and overgrown with moss. No newly-erected tomb disturbs the sober serenity of our reflections by reminding us of recent calamity, and no rank-springing grass forces upon our imagination the recollection, that it owes its dark luxuriance to the foul and festering remnants of mortality which ferment beneath. The daisy which sprinkles the sod, and the harebell which hangs over it, derive their pure nourishment from the dew of heaven, and their growth impresses us with no degrading or disgusting recollections. Death has indeed been here, and its traces are before us; but they are softened and deprived of their horror by our distance from the period when they have been first impressed. Those who sleep beneath are only connected with us by the reflection, that they have once been what we now are, and that, as their relics are now identified with their mother earth, ours shall, at some future period, undergo the same transformation.

“Yet, although the moss has been collected on the most modern of these humble tombs during four generations of mankind, the memory of some of those who sleep beneath them is still held in reverent remembrance. It is true, that, upon the largest, and, to an antiquary, the most interesting monument of the group, which bears the effigies of a doughty knight in his hood of mail, with his shield hanging on his breast, the armorial bearings are defaced by time, and a few worn-out letters may be read at the pleasure of the decipherer, Dns. Johan — de Hamel,— or Johan — de Lamel — And it is also true, that of another tomb, richly sculptured with an ornamental cross, mitre, and pastoral staff, tradition can only aver, that a certain nameless bishop lies interred there. But upon other two stones which lie beside, may still be read in rude prose, and ruder rhyme, the history of those who sleep beneath them. They belong, we are assured by the epitaph, to the class of persecuted Presbyterians who afforded a melancholy subject for history in the times of Charles II. and his successor.† In returning from the battle of Pentland Hills[4], a party of the insurgents had been attacked in this glen by a small detachment of the King’s troops, and three or four either killed in the skirmish, or shot after being made prisoners, as rebels taken with arms in their hands. The peasantry continued to attach to the tombs of those victims of prelacy an honour which they do not render to more splendid mausoleums; and, when they point them out to their sons, and narrate the fate of the sufferers, usually conclude, by exhorting them to be ready, should times call for it, to resist to the death in the cause of civil and religious liberty, like their brave forefathers.


    [† James, Seventh King of Scotland of that name, and Second according to the numeration of the Kings of England.— J. C.]
  

“Although I am far from venerating the peculiar tenets asserted by those who call themselves the followers of those men, and whose intolerance and narrow-minded bigotry are at least as conspicuous as their devotional zeal, yet it is without depreciating the memory of those sufferers, many of whom united the independent sentiments of a Hampden with the suffering zeal of a Hooper or Latimer. On the other hand, it would be unjust to forget, that many even of those who had been most active in crushing what they conceived the rebellious and seditious spirit of those unhappy wanderers, displayed themselves, when called upon to suffer for their political and religious opinions, the same daring and devoted zeal, tinctured, in their case, with chivalrous loyalty, as in the former with republican enthusiasm. It has often been remarked of the Scottish character, that the stubbornness with which it is moulded shows most to advantage in adversity, when it seems akin to the native sycamore of their hills, which scorns to be biassed in its mode of growth even by the influence of the prevailing wind, but, shooting its branches with equal boldness in every direction, shows no weather-side to the storm, and may be broken, but can never be bended. It must be understood that I speak of my countrymen as they fall under my own observation. When in foreign countries, I have been informed that they are more docile. But it is time to return from this digression.

“One summer evening, as in a stroll, such as I have described, I approached this deserted mansion of the dead, I was somewhat surprised to hear sounds distinct from those which usually soothe its solitude, the gentle chiding, namely, of the brook, and the sighing of the wind in the boughs of three gigantic ash-trees, which mark the cemetery. The clink of a hammer was, on this occasion, distinctly heard; and I entertained some alarm that a march-dike, long meditated by the two proprietors whose estates were divided by my favourite brook, was about to be drawn up the glen, in order to substitute its rectilinear deformity for the graceful winding of the natural boundary.† As I approached, I was agreeably undeceived. An old man was seated upon the monument of the slaughtered presbyterians, and busily employed in deepening, with his chisel, the letters of the inscription, which, announcing, in scriptural language, the promised blessings of futurity to be the lot of the slain, anathematized the murderers with corresponding violence. A blue bonnet of unusual dimensions covered the grey hairs of the pious workman. His dress was a large old-fashioned coat of the coarse cloth called hoddingrey, usually worn by the elder peasants, with waistcoat and breeches of the same; and the whole suit, though still in decent repair, had obviously seen a train of long service. Strong clouted shoes, studded with hobnails, and gramoches or leggins, made of thick black cloth, completed his equipment. Beside him, fed among the graves a pony, the companion of his journey, whose extreme whiteness, as well as its projecting bones and hollow eyes, indicated its antiquity. It was harnessed in the most simple manner, with a pair of branks, a hair tether, or halter, and a sunk, or cushion of straw, instead of bridle and saddle. A canvass pouch hung around the neck of the animal, for the purpose, probably, of containing the rider’s tools, and any thing else he might have occasion to carry with him. Although I had never seen the old man before, yet from the singularity of his employment, and the style of his equipage, I had no difficulty in recognising a religious itinerant whom I had often heard talked of, and who was known in various parts of Scotland by the title of Old Mortality[5].

[† Note: I deem it fitting that the reader should be apprised that this limitary boundary between the conterminous heritable property of his honour the Laird of Gandercleugh, and his honour the Laird of Gusedub, was to have been in fashion an agger, or rather murus of uncemented granite, called by the vulgar a drystane dyke, surmounted, or coped, cespite viridi, i.e. with a sodturf. Truly their honours fell into discord concerning two roods of marshy ground, near the cove called the Bedral’s Beild; and the controversy, having some years bygone been removed from before the judges of the land, (with whom it abode long,) even unto the Great City of London and the Assembly of the Nobles therein, is, as I may say, adhuc in pendente.— J. C.]
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    The Graveyard



“Where this man was born, or what was his real name, I have never been able to learn; nor are the motives which made him desert his home, and adopt the erratic mode of life which he pursued, known to me except very generally. According to the belief of most people, he was a native of either the county of Dumfries or Galloway, and lineally descended from some of those champions of the Covenant, whose deeds and sufferings were his favourite theme. He is said to have held, at one period of his life, a small moorland farm; but, whether from pecuniary losses, or domestic misfortune, he had long renounced that and every other gainful calling. In the language of Scripture, he left his house, his home, and his kindred, and wandered about until the day of his death, a period of nearly thirty years.

“During this long pilgrimage, the pious enthusiast regulated his circuit so as annually to visit the graves of the unfortunate Covenanters[3], who suffered by the sword, or by the executioner, during the reigns of the two last monarchs of the Stewart line. These are most numerous in the western districts of Ayr, Galloway, and Dumfries; but they are also to be found in other parts of Scotland, wherever the fugitives had fought, or fallen, or suffered by military or civil execution. Their tombs are often apart from all human habitation, in the remote moors and wilds to which the wanderers had fled for concealment. But wherever they existed, Old Mortality was sure to visit them when his annual round brought them within his reach. In the most lonely recesses of the mountains, the moor-fowl shooter has been often surprised to find him busied in cleaning the moss from the grey stones, renewing with his chisel the half-defaced inscriptions, and repairing the emblems of death with which these simple monuments are usually adorned. Motives of the most sincere, though fanciful devotion, induced the old man to dedicate so many years of existence to perform this tribute to the memory of the deceased warriors of the church. He considered himself as fulfilling a sacred duty, while renewing to the eyes of posterity the decaying emblems of the zeal and sufferings of their forefathers, and thereby trimming, as it were, the beacon-light, which was to warn future generations to defend their religion even unto blood.

“In all his wanderings, the old pilgrim never seemed to need, or was known to accept, pecuniary assistance. It is true, his wants were very few; for wherever he went, he found ready quarters in the house of some Cameronian of his own sect, or of some other religious person. The hospitality which was reverentially paid to him he always acknowledged, by repairing the gravestones (if there existed any) belonging to the family or ancestors of his host. As the wanderer was usually to be seen bent on this pious task within the precincts of some country churchyard, or reclined on the solitary tombstone among the heath, disturbing the plover and the black-cock with the clink of his chisel and mallet, with his old white pony grazing by his side, he acquired, from his converse among the dead, the popular appellation of Old Mortality.

“The character of such a man could have in it little connexion even with innocent gaiety. Yet, among those of his own religious persuasion, he is reported to have been cheerful. The descendants of persecutors, or those whom he supposed guilty of entertaining similar tenets, and the scoffers at religion by whom he was sometimes assailed, he usually termed the generation of vipers. Conversing with others, he was grave and sententious, not without a cast of severity. But he is said never to have been observed to give way to violent passion, excepting upon one occasion, when a mischievous truant-boy defaced with a stone the nose of a cherub’s face, which the old man was engaged in retouching. I am in general a sparer of the rod, notwithstanding the maxim of Solomon, for which school-boys have little reason to thank his memory; but on this occasion I deemed it proper to show that I did not hate the child.— But I must return to the circumstances attending my first interview with this interesting enthusiast.

“In accosting Old Mortality, I did not fail to pay respect to his years and his principles, beginning my address by a respectful apology for interrupting his labours. The old man intermitted the operation of the chisel, took off his spectacles and wiped them, then, replacing them on his nose, acknowledged my courtesy by a suitable return. Encouraged by his affability, I intruded upon him some questions concerning the sufferers on whose monument he was now employed. To talk of the exploits of the Covenanters was the delight, as to repair their monuments was the business, of his life. He was profuse in the communication of all the minute information which he had collected concerning them, their wars, and their wanderings. One would almost have supposed he must have been their contemporary, and have actually beheld the passages which he related, so much had he identified his feelings and opinions with theirs, and so much had his narratives the circumstantiality of an eye-witness.

“‘We,’ he said, in a tone of exultation,—‘we are the only true whigs[2q]. Carnal men have assumed that triumphant appellation, following him whose kingdom is of this world. Which of them would sit six hours on a wet hill-side to hear a godly sermon? I trow an hour o’t wad staw them. They are ne’er a hair better than them that shamena to take upon themsells the persecuting name of bludethirsty tories. Self-seekers all of them, strivers after wealth, power, and worldly ambition, and forgetters alike of what has been dree’d and done by the mighty men who stood in the gap in the great day of wrath. Nae wonder they dread the accomplishment of what was spoken by the mouth of the worthy Mr Peden, (that precious servant of the Lord, none of whose words fell to the ground,) that the French monzies 1 sall rise as fast in the glens of Ayr, and the kenns of Galloway, as ever the Highlandmen did in 1677. And now they are gripping to the bow and to the spear, when they suld be mourning for a sinfu’ land and a broken covenant.’

“Soothing the old man by letting his peculiar opinions pass without contradiction, and anxious to prolong conversation with so singular a character, I prevailed upon him to accept that hospitality, which Mr Cleishbotham is always willing to extend to those who need it. In our way to the schoolmaster’s house, we called at the Wallace Inn, where I was pretty certain I should find my patron about that hour of the evening. After a courteous interchange of civilities, Old Mortality was, with difficulty, prevailed upon to join his host in a single glass of liquor, and that on condition that he should be permitted to name the pledge, which he prefaced with a grace of about five minutes, and then, with bonnet doffed and eyes uplifted, drank to the memory of those heroes of the Kirk who had first uplifted her banner upon the mountains. As no persuasion could prevail on him to extend his conviviality to a second cup, my patron accompanied him home, and accommodated him in the Prophet’s Chamber, as it is his pleasure to call the closet which holds a spare bed, and which is frequently a place of retreat for the poor traveller.†

[† Note: He might have added, and for the rich also; since, I laud my stars, the great of the earth have also taken harbourage in my poor domicile. And, during the service of my hand-maiden, Dorothy, who was buxom and comely of aspect, his Honour the Laird of Smackawa, in his peregrinations to and from the metropolis, was wont to prefer my Prophet’s Chamber even to the sanded chamber of dais in the Wallace Inn, and to bestow a mutchkin, as he would jocosely say, to obtain the freedom of the house, but, in reality, to assure himself of my company during the evening.— J. C.]

“The next day I took leave of Old Mortality, who seemed affected by the unusual attention with which I had cultivated his acquaintance and listened to his conversation. After he had mounted, not without difficulty, the old white pony, he took me by the hand and said, ‘The blessing of our Master be with you, young man! My hours are like the ears of the latter harvest, and your days are yet in the spring; and yet you may be gathered into the garner of mortality before me, for the sickle of death cuts down the green as oft as the ripe, and there is a colour in your cheek, that, like the bud of the rose, serveth oft to hide the worm of corruption. Wherefore labour as one who knoweth not when his master calleth. And if it be my lot to return to this village after ye are gane hame to your ain place, these auld withered hands will frame a stane of memorial, that your name may not perish from among the people.’

“I thanked Old Mortality for his kind intentions in my behalf, and heaved a sigh, not, I think, of regret so much as of resignation, to think of the chance that I might soon require his good offices. But though, in all human probability, he did not err in supposing that my span of life may be abridged in youth, he had over-estimated the period of his own pilgrimage on earth. It is now some years since he has been missed in all his usual haunts, while moss, lichen, and deer-hair, are fast covering those stones, to cleanse which had been the business of his life. About the beginning of this century he closed his mortal toils, being found on the highway near Lockerby, in Dumfries-shire, exhausted and just expiring. The old white pony, the companion of all his wanderings, was standing by the side of his dying master. There was found about his person a sum of money sufficient for his decent interment, which serves to show that his death was in no ways hastened by violence or by want. The common people still regard his memory with great respect; and many are of opinion, that the stones which he repaired will not again require the assistance of the chisel. They even assert, that on the tombs where the manner of the martyrs’ murder is recorded, their names have remained indelibly legible since the death of Old Mortality, while those of the persecutors, sculptured on the same monuments, have been entirely defaced. It is hardly necessary to say that this is a fond imagination, and that, since the time of the pious pilgrim, the monuments which were the objects of his care are hastening, like all earthly memorials, into ruin or decay.

“My readers will of course understand, that in embodying into one compressed narrative many of the anecdotes which I had the advantage of deriving from Old Mortality, I have been far from adopting either his style, his opinions, or even his facts, so far as they appear to have been distorted by party prejudice. I have endeavoured to correct or verify them from the most authentic sources of tradition, afforded by the representatives of either party.

“On the part of the Presbyterians, I have consulted such moorland farmers from the western districts, as, by the kindness of their landlords, or otherwise, have been able, during the late general change of property, to retain possession of the grazings on which their grandsires fed their flocks and herds. I must own, that of late days, I have found this a limited source of information. I have, therefore, called in the supplementary aid of those modest itinerants, whom the scrupulous civility of our ancestors denominated travelling merchants, but whom, of late, accommodating ourselves in this as in more material particulars, to the feelings and sentiments of our more wealthy neighbours, we have learned to call packmen or pedlars. To country weavers travelling in hopes to get rid of their winter web, but more especially to tailors, who, from their sedentary profession, and the necessity, in our country, of exercising it by temporary residence in the families by whom they are employed, may be considered as possessing a complete register of rural traditions, I have been indebted for many illustrations of the narratives of Old Mortality, much in the taste and spirit of the original.

“I had more difficulty in finding materials for correcting the tone of partiality which evidently pervaded those stores of traditional learning, in order that I might be enabled to present an unbiassed picture of the manners of that unhappy period, and, at the same time, to do justice to the merits of both parties. But I have been enabled to qualify the narratives of Old Mortality and his Cameronian friends, by the reports of more than one descendant of ancient and honourable families, who, themselves decayed into the humble vale of life, yet look proudly back on the period when their ancestors fought and fell in behalf of the exiled house of Stewart. I may even boast right reverend authority on the same score; for more than one nonjuring bishop, whose authority and income were upon as apostolical a scale as the greatest abominator of Episcopacy could well desire, have deigned, while partaking of the humble cheer of the Wallace Inn, to furnish me with information corrective of the facts which I learned from others. There are also here and there a laird or two, who, though they shrug their shoulders, profess no great shame in their fathers having served in the persecuting squadrons of Earlshall and Claverhouse. From the gamekeepers of these gentlemen, an office the most apt of any other to become hereditary in such families, I have also contrived to collect much valuable information.

“Upon the whole, I can hardly fear, that, at this time, in describing the operation which their opposite principles produced upon the good and bad men of both parties, I can be suspected of meaning insult or injustice to either. If recollection of former injuries, extra-loyalty, and contempt and hatred of their adversaries, produced rigour and tyranny in the one party, it will hardly be denied, on the other hand, that, if the zeal for God’s house did not eat up the conventiclers, it devoured at least, to imitate the phrase of Dryden, no small portion of their loyalty, sober sense, and good breeding. We may safely hope, that the souls of the brave and sincere on either side have long looked down with surprise and pity upon the ill-appreciated motives which caused their mutual hatred and hostility, while in this valley of darkness, blood, and tears. Peace to their memory! Let us think of them as the heroine of our only Scottish tragedy entreats her lord to think of her departed sire:—


‘O rake not up the ashes of our fathers!

Implacable resentment was their crime,

And grievous has the expiation been.’”




1 Probably monsieurs. It would seem that this was spoken during the apprehensions of invason from France.— Publishers.




Chapter 2


Table of Contents



Summon an hundred horse, by break of day,

    To wait our pleasure at the castle gates.

Douglas.



Under the reign of the last Stewarts, there was an anxious wish on the part of government to counteract, by every means in their power, the strict or puritanical spirit which had been the chief characteristic of the republican government, and to revive those feudal institutions which united the vassal to the liege lord, and both to the crown. Frequent musters and assemblies of the people, both for military exercise and for sports and pastimes, were appointed by authority. The interference, in the latter case, was impolitic, to say the least; for, as usual on such occasions, the consciences which were at first only scrupulous, became confirmed in their opinions, instead of giving way to the terrors of authority; and the youth of both sexes, to whom the pipe and tabor in England, or the bagpipe in Scotland, would have been in themselves an irresistible temptation, were enabled to set them at defiance, from the proud consciousness that they were, at the same time, resisting an act of council. To compel men to dance and be merry by authority, has rarely succeeded even on board of slave-ships, where it was formerly sometimes attempted by way of inducing the wretched captives to agitate their limbs and restore the circulation, during the few minutes they were permitted to enjoy the fresh air upon deck. The rigour of the strict Calvinists increased, in proportion to the wishes of the government that it should be relaxed. A judaical observance of the Sabbath — a supercilious condemnation of all manly pastimes and harmless recreations, as well as of the profane custom of promiscuous dancing, that is, of men and women dancing together in the same party (for I believe they admitted that the exercise might be inoffensive if practised by the parties separately)— distinguishing those who professed a more than ordinary share of sanctity, they discouraged, as far as lay in their power, even the ancient wappen-schaw[6]s, as they were termed, when the feudal array of the county was called out, and each crown-vassal was required to appear with such muster of men and armour as he was bound to make by his fief, and that under high statutory penalties. The Covenanters were the more jealous of those assemblies, as the lord lieutenants and sheriffs under whom they were held had instructions from the government to spare no pains which might render them agreeable to the young men who were thus summoned together, upon whom the military exercise of the morning, and the sports which usually closed the evening, might naturally be supposed to have a seductive effect.

The preachers and proselytes of the more rigid presbyterians laboured, therefore, by caution, remonstrance, and authority, to diminish the attendance upon these summonses, conscious that in doing so, they lessened not only the apparent, but the actual strength of the government, by impeding the extension of that esprit de corps which soon unites young men who are in the habit of meeting together for manly sport, or military exercise. They, therefore, exerted themselves earnestly to prevent attendance on these occasions by those who could find any possible excuse for absence, and were especially severe upon such of their hearers as mere curiosity led to be spectators, or love of exercise to be partakers, of the array and the sports which took place. Such of the gentry as acceded to these doctrines were not always, however, in a situation to be ruled by them. The commands of the law were imperative; and the privy council, who administered the executive power in Scotland, were severe in enforcing the statutory penalties against the crown-vassals who did not appear at the periodical wappen-schaw. The landholders were compelled, therefore, to send their sons, tenants, and vassals to the rendezvous, to the number of horses, men, and spears, at which they were rated; and it frequently happened, that notwithstanding the strict charge of their elders, to return as soon as the formal inspection was over, the young men-at-arms were unable to resist the temptation of sharing in the sports which succeeded the muster, or to avoid listening to the prayers read in the churches on these occasions, and thus, in the opinion of their repining parents, meddling with the accursed thing which is an abomination in the sight of the Lord.
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