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    Preface




    Nicol Drysdale Stenhouse was Australia’s first and probably only important nineteenth-century literary patron. He dominated the literary and intellectual milieu of Sydney during the 1850s and 1860s and his personality, ideas, scholarship, and practical assistance affected the lives of most writers in these formative years of colonial literary development. To Daniel Deniehy, Charles Harpur, Henry Kendall, Frank Fowler and Richard Rowe he gave financial and emotional support during their not infrequent personal crises, and provided intellectual nourishment, constructive literary criticism, and a sense of belonging to the European literary tradition during periods of professional self-doubt. To a host of minor writers, forgotten country clergymen and school teachers who wrote to him hungry for literature and intellectual conversation, he sent books from his splendid library and kindly encouragement for their literary efforts. He influenced an even wider section of colonial society through his involvement with the Sydney Mechanics’ School of Arts, the Free Public Library of Sydney, Sydney College and the University of Sydney.




    Curiously, he faded quickly from popular memory. Only ten years after his death his first biographer, succumbing to a journalistic weakness for flamboyant historical analogies, labeled him ‘the Maecenas of Australian literature’ and forgot in which year he had died.1 The gentle Scottish lawyer, ‘one of those Christians who would think a Heaven without humour a rather dull kind of place’, would have been amused had he learnt of his transmogrification-his income had never been more than sufficient to maintain his family in modest comfort and to indulge his passion for books.2 Ever since, the ‘mildew of time’ has obscured the details of Stenhouse’s life, but the title has accompanied his name (on the rare occasions it has been used) almost as a synonym and, one suspects, rather for its grandiloquence than for its accuracy.3




    Stenhouse himself is largely to blame for his posthumous obscurity. Although possessed of an elegant and lucid prose-style he had such a loathing for writing that, as an intimate friend observed, ‘the sight of pen and ink and paper to you is a punishment fitted for the sanctum sanctorum of heir.4 Confessing a deep concern that Stenhouse’s thoughts and words would pass away unrecorded, his colonial colleague James Norton pointedly, but to little effect, presented him with an inkstand.5 Stenhouse delighted in people and in conversation; he treasured the letters he received, carefully ordering them and sometimes adding an affectionate or explanatory note about their authors, but to his correspondents’ frustration he avoided answering them whenever he could. He seldom committed his ideas to paper after his emigration; he preferred to give lectures but even this he did infrequently.6 He attracted colonial writers and intellectuals by his conversation which was ‘always rich and various and stimulating’, and by his large collection of classical and modern literature which he interpreted with quietly authoritative scholarship and lent with generosity.7 He had a warm, attractive personality which made him, as one of his protégés explained, ‘the wisest of advisers, the fairest of critics, the most patient of hearers, and the tenderest and truest of friends’.8 His manuscripts reveal a great deal about his correspondents but reflect his own image only darkly. Through them we gain a vivid understanding of what it was like to be a writer in New South Wales in the second half of the nineteenth century but the patron himself does not intrude. During his lifetime Stenhouse deliberately avoided drawing attention to himself, ‘claiming no authority for his own unbounded learning, but enabling others who consulted him in private to speak with authority to the world’, as the eminent classicist Charles Badham remarked in his obituary of Stenhouse in the Sydney Morning Herald on 25 February 1873. It is no wonder that after his death his contribution to the development of Australian literature was largely overlooked and his memory, like that of most unassertive men, quickly faded.




    Throughout his life he was surrounded by writers not one of whom attempted to describe him, although several eulogized his virtues in verse. Had it not been for a perceptive clerk Robert Richardson, who worked in his office in the last two years of his life, we would have no idea of Stenhouse’s physical characteristics. He was, at sixty-five, ‘a short stout gentleman with a kindly wise “douce” Scotch face’. He had ‘a fine Scottish accent, easy but not rough; the accent which many cultivated Scotsmen retain who have never taken the trouble or nursed the affectation of top-dressing their native Doric with a flimsy stratum of “high English”. He spoke in a low-pitched voice rather thin in quality but not unmusical’. His youthful observer saw him as a product ‘of a social order in which a scholarly leisure has freer play and more agreeable fruits than in our crude young society; the resultant of an educated and literary tradition which we can only hope to build up, as others have done, by slow degrees’. It is only by examining the emotional and intellectual influences which formed him during his youth in Scotland that we can understand his later importance to his colonial contemporaries.
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    The Formation of a Literary Patron




    In 1806 Elizabeth Pringle Stenhouse became a mother and a widow. On 27 June, a year to the day of her marriage to James Stenhouse, she gave birth to their only child, Nicol Drysdale. She had gone home to her mother’s house at Coldstream in Berwickshire to await the birth, for her husband, a brewer of Clockmill, a small hamlet about a mile west of Duns, had gone out to Jamaica intending to settle. She was to join him as soon as she could. She sent him a lock of their baby’s hair in the letter announcing the birth, but as he opened the letter a malevolent gust of wind snatched the curl away. Two days before Christmas that year James Stenhouse died of a tropical fever at Black River, leaving a beautiful and desolate widow of eighteen.




    The Stenhouse family into which Nicol Drysdale was born had been farmers in Newtown, near Melrose in Roxburghshire, since the middle of the eighteenth century. In response to the economic challenges of the new century Elizabeth’s father-in-law Nicol (1737-1818) sold most of these ancestral lands to set up two of his eight sons as owner-mariners and two as importers and ship-brokers in Leith.




    Nicol grew up happily in a household without men for his maternal grandfather, the Reverend James Young, had died in 1799, of a broken heart some said, after the Church of Scotland refused to recognize his English Presbyterian ordination in Northumberland. One day when Nicol was about eight and confined to bed with scarlet fever his mother entered his room laden with flowers which she hung around his bed. He was filled with wonder at her beauty, and even as an old man he could never afterwards see golden laburnum blossoms without remembering that bright morning. Elizabeth Stenhouse was an intelligent and loving woman, sensitive to difficulties children often had to face. Many years afterwards she wrote in her diary:




    

      We speak of the pleasures of childhood, which of the joys are unalloyed—They are afraid of continuing too long at play on account of the prohibition to the contrary—they are teased and beaten by some play fellows—dread the barking dog—the crazy cow—or mad bull—are continually liable to some mishaps for which they anticipate punishment. . . the little or no attention that is shown to the feelings of children is a source of real tho’ unexpressed misery—in fact the pleasures and pains of every period of every situation in life are more equal upon a strict investigation than a cursory view leads us to admit.


    




    Soon after his recovery from scarlet fever Nicol’s life was most painfully disrupted. One evening he crept into the drawing-room where he found his mother sitting by the fire, her writing desk on the table next to her. One by one she read his dead father’s letters, kissed them and threw them into the flames, crying all the while. Astonished and suddenly very lonely he returned quietly to bed. Next morning he asked his grandmother to explain what he had seen. He was told that his mother was soon to be re-married and that he and his grandmother would move to Berwick-on-Tweed where he was to go to school. Nicol was grief-stricken. Captain John McLaren, adjutant of the Berwickshire Militia, whom Elizabeth married on 15 June 1815, was a man of fifty-seven with four children from a previous marriage. He had seen a great deal of the world, having served with the Royal Artillery in Quebec and in the West Indies.




    The Berwick Grammar School, where Nicol spent the next six years, had been founded by the Guild in 1664. Its headmaster from 1806-46 was Mr G. Gardiner, an intelligent and much-loved teacher. Nicol, a studious child, became the teacher’s great favourite and was spared the frequent punishments inflicted on the other pupils. He slowly recovered from the morbid feelings he had been indulging in, through study and boyish pranks. Armed with a squirt, he and his gang frequently pursued an old woman vegetable-seller near the school; with crimson pocket-handkerchiefs as banners and a band of several whistles, a shrill flute and a purloined drum, they marched in military order on the turnip field of a local farmer, and fought with a gang of sweeps for possession of the ruined fortress which towered over their lovely seaside town.1




    Nicol studied classical and modern languages with an intensity which astonished even Mr Gardiner, and at the age of fifteen had mastered Greek, Latin, German, Italian, French and Spanish. In 1823 he went up to Edinburgh to enrol at university, full of youthful optimism and an unquenchable ambition to excel. ‘Go on in the same unwearied perseverance you have hitherto shown’, wrote his proud headmaster, ‘and you cannot fail to win fresh laurels. That you may do so, and long enjoy them with credit and honour is the most earnest wish of your most sincere and devoted friend’.2




    His mother sent him fifteen pounds to spend in January 1823; she could manage no more. ‘I am sorry I have it not in my power to add a small mite to your pocket money as I am very poor this winter’, she wrote, adding ‘I hope both your grandmothers will remember you—your Aunt Mary I fear will in future be very economical’.3 His mother now had two other children, Susan and John, and was happy with her husband in whom she found a companion and true friend whose tastes agreed with her own. She treasured him as a man ‘whose innate conception of the beautiful and grand both in morals and nature was so sublime and honest and true’, but unhappily he died on 10 March 1825 leaving her, at thirty-six, again a widow.




    As Edinburgh students seldom had more than thirty or forty pounds a year, being short of cash did not distinguish Stenhouse. In 1826 a typical student gave an account of his expenses and way of life to the Royal Commission to Visit the Universities of Scotland. He spent, he said, six and ninepence a week; three shillings to rent a room with a fire, and with the rest he bought his food—porridge and milk for breakfast, broth and a little meat for dinner three days a week, and on the other days bread and milk, and sometimes potatoes and herring. He had tea in the afternoon but no supper; this he declared, was the general mode of living among his contemporaries. A student at Oxford or Cambridge was expected to maintain a certain style befitting an educated gentleman and could hardly live on less than £300 a year. His Edinburgh counterpart did not wear academic dress and had little connection with the university outside lecture times. Scottish students were on the whole ‘a slovenly and dirty mass’ complained J. G. Lockhart disdainfully, and generally came from those sections of society which, had they been born in England, would never have gone to university.4




    Stenhouse was happy and at home in Edinburgh despite his need to husband every penny. The things which delighted him most cost little: books and the wide exciting world they opened to his mind; long conversations with his friends in smoky coffeehouses or on wanderings through the sombre streets of the old town, where gloomy houses loomed with their strange projections and endless and various carvings.




    His academic accomplishments earned him the praise of his professors and the admiration of his peers. He had the advantage of being two years older than most first-year students for, having come from a school which followed the English system, he entered university at sixteen instead of fourteen, as was customary in Scottish schools during the 1820s. He also had a far better grounding in Greek for, due to an absurd monopoly insisted on by the universities of Glasgow and Edinburgh in the late seventeenth century, the teaching of Greek in all but the smaller and more remote Scottish towns declined and did not recover until the mid-nineteenth century. As a result of this students learnt less in the Greek classes at Scottish universities than in England, for although some of their professors of Greek were remarkable teachers and scholars, students had to spend too much time acquiring the elements.5 Stenhouse was probably retarded by the generally low level of Greek-language teaching in his class, and possibly in later life was less comfortable reading in that language than an Oxford or Cambridge graduate would have been. There were forty-six editions of Greek authors in his library in Greek alone but many more in Greek were accompanied by a Latin translation.




    The professor of Greek at Edinburgh University in 1823, and for that matter for almost every other year during the first half of the nineteenth century, was George Dunbar. Under his stern and conscientious instruction Stenhouse studied Greek social institutions, philosophies and literature, and did exercises in Greek prose and verse composition. Dunbar, essentially a scholar, was borne through his fifty years of teaching on a sluggish river of boredom. Year after year he faced a classroom of fourteen-year-olds, most of whom had not the faintest idea of Greek when he started to lecture them and only did the course because they had to in order to qualify for their chosen profession. He retaliated by boring them back and one of his students in later life described a scene of unforgettable dreariness—Dunbar’s class at eight o’clock on a winter’s morning: ‘the good professor sat with pale composed visage betwixt his two dingy tallow candles while snores and yawns, with practical jokes of diverse kinds, wore through the long hour’.6 Stenhouse’s mental sturdiness and thirst for knowledge was such that he not only left Dunbar’s course with a lasting interest in Greek literature but he also took the trouble to acquire for his library five of Dunbar’s Greek textbooks, three of which were published after his emigration to Sydney. He kept a memento of that year—a prize-winning essay he had written for Dunbar on ‘Whether the writers of the sixteenth and seventeenth or those of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries display more originality and talent?’. The good professor wrote a lengthy comment on this work disagreeing strongly with Stenhouse’s conclusion which favoured the ‘moderns’ over the ‘ancients’, while noting wistfully that it manifested ‘considerable spirit. . . and an extent of information on the subject which few students possess’. In 1840, while re-reading this yellowing remnant of his student days, Stenhouse noted that its title was ‘a very improper way of stating the question’, and gave himself the satisfaction of having the last word.7




    He enjoyed his Latin classes under James Pillans far more. Pillans had become professor of humanity only three years before and was still fresh and enthusiastic. In 1810 he had been appointed rector of Edinburgh High School after having tutored for a time at Eton. He introduced some innovations into the traditional Scottish curriculum such as classical geography and Latin verse composition on the Eton model, which had by then become a lost art in Scotland. He was a teacher rather than a scholar and never felt perfectly happy except when teaching. He excelled in exact and luminous translation and he tried to cultivate this art in his students. He held the Chair of Humanity for over forty-three years (1820—63), and so dominated the academic life of Edinburgh that Stenhouse’s friend Robert Chambers once remarked that mankind could be divided into two sections—those who had been pupils of Pillans and those who had not. In contrast with Dunbar, his former pupils looked back to his classroom as their first and best school of literary culture, ‘a school of literae humaniores in the best sense’. Curiously, Stenhouse acquired none of Pillans’s fourteen publications for his colonial library. Perhaps his excellent collection of twenty-four works by Horace (Pillans’s particular favourite), and his lifelong enthusiasm for that poet’s work, provided more eloquent evidence of his influence. Stenhouse blossomed under Pillans’s teaching and won a university prize in 1823 for an essay he wrote for him entitled The Difference of Structure and Idiom between the Latin and English languages’. Pillans regarded it as the production of a student ‘accustomed to think on subjects of general grammar and who may already have made uncommon proficiency in the acquisition of ancient and modern languages’. His grateful pupil put it carefully away and numbered it among his treasures.8




    After a year of classics Stenhouse, as was usual, progressed to philosophy, where he studied the system of Thomas Reid and Dugald Stewart under the professor of Logic and Metaphysics, Dr David Ritchie. In this class he investigated the means by which men acquire knowledge and collect evidence, logical method, and the various systems of reasoning—a useful course for sixteen and seventeen-year-olds. Ritchie’s powerful and unpleasant voice rasped out a course of uninspired lectures; those who endured them concluded that this tall big-boned academic was ‘more illustrious on the curling pond than in the Professorial chair’. Only parts remain of the two essays Stenhouse wrote for him. On one, concerning ideas and perceptions, Ritchie wrote: ‘This essay is entitled to high praise. It contains a great variety of sound and often ingenious remarks, and the style is unexceptional’. The other was on ‘Judgement’ and earned the comment: ‘This is an excellent Essay. The author has a clear conception of his subject, many of his observations display great ingenuity, and his style is uniformly correct and appropriate’. Ingenuity and style were apparently qualities he rated highly.9




    In 1825, the final year of his arts course, Stenhouse studied rhetoric under Dr Andrew Brown. Rhetoric and logic had originally been taught by the one professor, but in 1760 they were separated, and rhetoric came to embrace a systematic course of lectures upon English literature. Brown was a minister ‘characterized by the eloquent composition of his writings, the un-obtrusiveness of his manners, and the kindness of his feelings’. The course was entirely voluntary and neither formal examination nor regular attendance was required of students. The following year, as a result of Brown’s evidence to the Commission of 1826, the rhetoric class, which numbered between twenty-seven and thirty-seven students, was abolished. Stenhouse wrote two essays for him; the first in January 1825, on ‘Horace as a Lyric Poet’ was regarded with disfavour. ‘The criticisms are judicious’ Brown commented, ‘and indicate a lively feeling of poetical beauty. Many proofs are exhibited of strong conceptive faculties. Already the author writes well, and tho’ his production be slight it shows that by putting forth his strength he is capable of better things’. Better things were accomplished in his prize-winning March essay on ‘The Origin and Objects of Prose Fiction’. This time Brown’s praise was unqualified. ‘The author of this Essay has read books, observed men, and thought for himself. . . The extensive knowledge, pure taste and good writing exhibited in the performance, already entitle him to no mean place among scholars’, he commented.10




    Professor John Wilson descended on the students of Edinburgh like a great Gothic hero and reduced them to unreasoning adulation. He strode into their world of dim lecture halls and boring professors, gloomy garrets and dinners of porridge and herring, with his wild mane of yellow hair, cheeks glowing with robust good health and shining eyes of the lightest, clearest blue. Stenhouse, as a student of moral philosophy, was enchanted like the rest. Wilson, the son of a wealthy manufacturer of gauze from Paisley, was educated at Glasgow University and then at Oxford, where he fascinated his contemporaries by his strength and skill at leaping, and impressed his examiners by his mental agility. On his graduation as Master of Arts in 1810 he settled in a cottage overlooking Lake Windermere, intending to spend the rest of his life as a country gentleman. He married the belle of the Lake District, exercised his beautiful body a great deal in the open air, wrote poetry and became intimate with Wordsworth, Coleridge, Southey, and De Quincey. Unhappily, fortune smiled only a brief four years. His money went, although how he never cared to explain. He and his wife moved to his mother’s house in Edinburgh, and he was forced to earn his living like less gifted mortals. He chose the law with a heavy heart knowing he was unsuited. It was in literary circles, not legal, that he shone. In 1817 when Blackwood launched his new Tory magazine in opposition to the Whig Edinburgh Review, Wilson’s overpowering animal spirits and John Gibson Lockhart’s deadly sarcasm became its main supports. Three years before Stenhouse came up to Edinburgh Wilson, rather than Sir William Hamilton, was elected to the Chair of Moral Philosophy despite his lack of qualifications and many rather obvious disqualifications, simply because he was in politics a Tory. Under Wilson’s direction moral philosophy expanded into ‘the philosophy of the Will as opposed to the philosophy of the Intellect’, and embraced all human knowledge with the exception of physics and mathematics. His lectures were a ‘strange wild medley of poetico-philosophical outpourings’ which always appeared much more impressive when heard than when reflected on. Even the language was often incorrect but ‘Inaccuracies of language are small matters’, excused his friend Lockhart, ‘when the ear is fed with the wild and mysterious cadences of the most natural of all melodies, and the mind is filled to overflowing with the bright suggestions of an imagination, whose only fault lies in the uncontrollable profusion with which it scatters forth its fruits’.11




    Not every one was so uncritical. James Mill, the Utilitarian philosopher who fathered John Stuart Mill, was made sick to think of Wilson as professor of moral philosophy, and David Masson as a student had to hide his face behind his hat for quite a while to conceal his hilarity the first time he attended Wilson’s class. The professor’s usual style was to stride into the room all wild and yellow-haired, fling a large bundle of ragged papers on the desk in front of him and begin to read from them. His voice and lecturing style were also extraordinary. He delivered his material in a kind of continuous musical chant, beginning in a low hollow tone and swelling out wonderfully in passages of eloquence, which still retained a certain sepulchral quality like the moaning sigh of wind from a tomb ‘partly blowing along and partly muffling the purely intellectual meaning’.12




    Wilson was not, and never claimed to be, a systematic philosopher. He aspired, in the tradition of all post reformation Scottish moral philosophers and particularly of Adam Ferguson, to educate young men intended to play some part in leading a godly and progressive society. He taught not vocational skills but what Machiavelli would have called virtù, and what they called virtue. His lectures were designed to inspire his students with a sense of public spirit and confidence in their power to lead society along the proper paths. He was deliberately anti-intellectual in that he urged that the philosophy of the mind was at best a poor guide to the study of virtue and at worst a positive enemy to it because, in terms of the pleasure principle, it would explain away all our capacities for benevolence, love and patriotism, and that was not at all good for morale.




    Not every one in Edinburgh however saw Wilson’s lectures as he himself did, and Stenhouse’s friend Patrick Macdougall, who in 1850 succeeded Wilson to the Chair, was one. He was disgusted, he wrote, by Stenhouse’s fascination with this man whom he saw as a purveyor of ‘turgid pompous grandiloquence—childish and puling sentimentality’, whose eulogies on the spirit of man he believed to be ‘more worthy of being regarded as the extravagant outrageous raving of downright poetical insanity than anything at all approaching a sober or faithful picture of human nature’.13 Macdougall’s was a minority view, for Wilson was the literary lion of Edinburgh, constantly in the public eye through his series ‘Nodes Ambrosianae’ in Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine, a popular symposium-style column in which thinly disguised Edinburgh literary figures discussed the topic of the moment. He not only bathed in the limelight, he also reflected it on those around him, particularly on clever young students like Stenhouse. He invited them to literary parties in his home and introduced them to his guests according to their achievements—the high-school dux, the author of a poem or article in the Edinburgh Literary Journal or the University Album. This was heady wine for an ambitious young man and marvellously stimulated further achievement.14




    It was this society which encouraged Stenhouse’s literary activities during the 1820s and 1830s and taught him more vividly about literature and literary men than his professor of rhetoric could. The vast span of Wilson’s information, the constant literary allusions in his and his friends’ conversations stimulated Stenhouse to read widely, perhaps at first just to keep up, later from fascination with the literature he had discovered. Reading widely and in depth became a habit with him and led him to accumulate the sort of library which later lined the walls of his study in Waterview House, Balmain.




    His intellect also flourished through the vision of the Scottish humanists who formulated the Edinburgh University curriculum. Their principal aim was to provide a proper understanding of man and his relation to his society, to the natural world, and to God. The course they developed was essentially ‘philosophically’ oriented; literature, aesthetics, and comparative criticism being taught as an extension of logic and moral philosophy. Whereas most of his fellow students found this curriculum too diverse and irregular to capture their imagination and failed to pursue any subject in depth after graduation, Stenhouse never ceased to read further in the areas opened up to him at university, for they offered him an understanding of the universe.




    The permeation of Scottish tertiary education by vocational interests was regarded as a defect by English educationalists who intended to produce educated gentlemen, not professional men.15 Stenhouse’s goal was the Church; ‘I trust you go prosperously’, wrote a dying fellow student in 1823, ‘plodding successfully through the idiomatic and syntactical labyrinth of tongues ancient and modern, and at the same time increasing your knowledge, “de Deo rebusque divinis”’ Another friend, James Cairns, a divinity student at Glasgow, wrote in January 1822 congratulating him on his intention to become ‘what is generally called among divines a hope of our Jerusalem’. ‘It is a profession’, he added somewhat smugly, ‘nowadays muchly looked down upon, but I trust that your good sense, will not, for a single moment allow the sneer of the proud, nor the taunt of the fool, to attenuate or impair, the real glory of such a delightful profession’.16 Although the legal profession commanded the most attention and social prestige in Edinburgh (the Church, Medicine, and the University being minor occupations in the public esteem), an able student could equip himself without too much expense for a comfortable living as a cleric. There were not the inequalities of stipend which exposed the Anglican Church to criticism. The number of parishes was between 950 and 1000 and after 1810, when some parliamentary assistance was supplied, the minimum salary was £150 and the average £250 per annum. The position of a parish minister was secure, attractive, responsible, and offered an excellent opportunity for local leadership. During the 1820s hundreds of young men aspired to this employment.




    On graduating as Master of Arts on 21 January 1826, Stenhouse followed in the footsteps of his maternal grandfather and enrolled as a student of divinity. He was then nineteen and ‘the youngest but one that graduated in my time’.17 The course consisted of a four-year study of systematic theology, oriental languages (Hebrew), and ecclesiastical history. The last two subjects were optional and not usually attended.18 Stenhouse had prepared himself for the course by devoting his 1823 summer vacation to the study of Hebrew, to the alarm of his friends. ‘Why distract your mind with an over charge’, wrote an anxious correspondent, ‘the study of Hebrew will come in its right place when it is supposed and you have more leisure to give to it’.19 His enthusiasm was misplaced for by the time he entered Divinity Hall there had been a marked decline in academic standards set by the 1783 and 1813 Acts of the General Assembly. There was seemingly little interest in ‘theology as a science’. Few clerical leaders were aware of the importance of patristic studies, which were to distinguish the Anglican Church, or of contemporary German research and criticism. Calvinistic scholasticism had been strengthened in its old age by the post-war religious revival, and by the increasing tension between Church and State. Historical research still centred on the Reformation or the Age of the Covenant, and German innovations were regarded as either dangerous or aberrant. There was no Chair of Biblical Criticism at any of the Scottish universities until 1847.




    The professors of Divinity Hall were not particularly inspiring. William Ritchie, the professor of Divinity, was nearly eighty when Stenhouse enrolled. Although he had the piercing eye of an old eagle, his manners were mild and his disposition gentle; he retired in 1828 after twenty years in the Chair, and was entirely overshadowed by his dynamic successor Thomas Chalmers. The professor of Hebrew, Alexander Brunton, for whom Stenhouse had prepared so enthusiastically, was esteemed in general society as something of a clerical beau. He was not a very dedicated teacher for he lived out of Edinburgh for six or seven months each year, and was mostly remarkable for being six feet four inches tall and an extraordinarily monotonous lecturer.20




    Apart from finding both the curriculum and the teachers disappointing it is probable that Stenhouse was pressured into choosing the Church as his profession by his mother and his grandmother. After a year he decided to become a lawyer and Joseph Thompson, a former schoolfriend, wrote revealingly:




    

      I learn with the greatest pleasure, the change in your professional pursuits. You know, when we were together at Berwick, you always talked of the Law, as the Profession which you should prefer and I rejoice that your mind will be able to work in its natural direction. Our objects will henceforth, to a certain degree, be alike, and in the attainment of those objects we may assist one another.21


    




    On 3 September 1827 Stenhouse became indentured to John Black Grade, Writer to His Majesty’s Signet, for five years. For an apprenticeship fee of 200 guineas he contracted to behave decently, civilly and discreetly, in return for instruction in all matters necessary for employment as a Writer to the Signet. Gracie was a pleasant man of ‘candid and open character’ only seven years older than his apprentice. Stenhouse attended law classes at the University of Edinburgh for three years, was discharged from his indenture on 14 February 1833, a qualified Writer to the Signet, and subsequently practised as a solicitor in the Supreme Courts of Scotland.22




    All through his student years Stenhouse’s literary education had been advanced as much outside the university as within it. He probably gained entrée into the society of Edinburgh’s literary greats through his uncle William and his cousin Nicol. William Stenhouse (1773—1827), was a successful Edinburgh accountant who, although the author of a ready reckoner and a book of arithmetic, was at heart an antiquarian with strong musical leanings.




    William Blackwood’s first Edinburgh bookshop, which opened in 1804, specialized in rare and curious books, especially those relating to the antiquities and early history of Scotland. In 1815, on the death of the Edinburgh music-seller and engraver James Johnson, Blackwood obtained the pewter plates from which Johnson had printed The Scots Musical Museum, (6 vols, Edinburgh, 1803). He decided to reprint the work with critical and historical notes, and chose William Stenhouse for he, ‘along with more than ordinary antiquarian research, and much general information, possessed a thorough practical knowledge of music and . . . moreover, had been personally acquainted with Johnson, the publisher of the work, and with Clarke, by whom the airs had been chiefly harmonized.’23 William Stenhouse completed his annotations by 1820, but for some reason the publication was laid aside and both he and Blackwood were dead when David Laing finally published the work in 1835. William Stenhouse’s notes, valuable although inaccurate in many particulars, were later published separately as Illustrations of the Lyric Poetry and Music of Scotland (1853), and were often extensively quoted by biographers of Robert Burns and by editors of Scottish songs.24 Nicol Stenhouse (1780-1819) was the author of The Persecutor, with other poems from the Greek, Latin, Persian, Italian and other languages. In this work a long Miltonic poem on the conversion of St Paul was accompanied by translations from literatures as strange to the average reader as Icelandic, Hebrew, and that of the negroes of Madagascar.25




    In 1816 William Blackwood took the gamble of removing his business from the traditional bookselling area of the old city and set himself up in Princes Street, a fashionable thoroughfare of the new town. His modern, spacious bookshop now became a popular gathering place for the Edinburgh intelligentsia. There in Blackwood’s elegant oval salon lighted from the roof, Nicol Drysdale Stenhouse and his fellow students read and criticized among themselves recently-arrived publications. The proprietor frequently took part in these conversations, his ruddy face radiating intelligence and high spirits, and above his grey eyes his eyebrows, ‘as full of locomotion as those of Catalani’.26 A friend who had often joined Stenhouse lounging in Edinburgh bookshops in the afternoons, wrote to him regretfully in 1836 from a London bookshop where he was employed, deploring the hurry and bustle of the readers there.27




    Edinburgh, as Stenhouse found it, was a most exciting city for a literary young man to live in. In printing and binding it vied in quality and low cost with London, and the Glasgow and Edinburgh publishing houses of Black, Blackie, Collins, Constable, Nelson, and Oliver and Boyd were becoming famous. The Edinburgh Review, founded in 1802, was already the voice of the Whig Party and half of England. Constable, when editor of the Review, had shattered the old tradition that it was unseemly for an author to accept a fee by offering ten to twenty guineas a sheet for a review and, according to Lord Cockburn, had paid £2000 or £3000 for a single poem. Authors and intellectuals looked to Edinburgh as the ‘Athens of the North’.28




    In April 1817 Blackwood launched his Edinburgh Monthly Magazine to combat the influence in politics and literature of the Edinburgh Review. It was not particularly successful until October of that year when, with John Wilson and John Gibson Lockhart as its chief contributors, it burst on to the Edinburgh literary scene as Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine.




    Lockhart had become son-in-law to Sir Walter Scott and was one of the literary lions of Edinburgh when Stenhouse first met him—probably at one of Professor Wilson’s literary evenings. Lockhart was impressed by Stenhouse’s learning and pleasant manner for in 1825, when he was persuaded by the youthful Disraeli to accept John Murray’s offer of the editorship of the Quarterly Review, he asked Stenhouse to accompany him to London as his secretary.29 Stenhouse declined in order to pursue his professional studies, and probably because he was reluctant to leave his recently-widowed mother.




    One of the authors attracted to Edinburgh by the promise of earning a living by journalism was the ever penurious De Quincey. He arrived with the winds of autumn in 1829, this time to stay. To the students in Wilson’s circle he was a dark and thrilling presence—a slave of forbidden habits which brought him visions too splendid for ordinary minds to conceive. Wilson made the most of him and invited students to his home to meet this fabulous creature. De Quincey was at his best towards the early morning hours, so Wilson arranged supper parties at which, as his daughter later explained ‘sitting till three or four in the morning, he brought Mr De Quincey to that point at which in charm and power of conversation he was so truly wonderful’.30 Sometimes invited guests were disappointed, the expected star did not appear, and when he stayed in Wilson’s house for several months he spent as much time as he could lurking in his room to avoid, one suspects, being put too much on display. When caught, however, and in an expansive mood, he could enchant his listeners into his opium-expanded world by his magical gift of talk. He had a musical voice, free, clear and mellow and his sentences were as exquisitely constructed as if he was challenging the criticism of the remotest posterity.31 He had the power of easily changing the tone of ordinary thoughts and conversation into that of his own dream land. ‘All his auditors’, recalled a literary lawyer who knew him, ‘found themselves moving pleasantly along with him in a sphere of which they might have heard and read perhaps, but which had ever appeared to them inaccessible’.32




    Wilson and De Quincey had met one bright morning in 1808 at Wordsworth’s home at Grasmere. They were both the same age and although vastly different in body and temperament, something simple and frank and expressive accompanying Wilson’s intense enjoyment of life appealed to De Quincey. In those years they were very much in one another’s company and in 1810 they both became godparents to the last of Wordsworth’s children. Although they drifted apart—Wilson to Edinburgh and De Quincey to London—De Quincey knew Wilson could always be relied on for consolation and financial aid when he was desperate and it was largely Wilson’s presence and his own desperation which drew him again and again to Edinburgh.33




    Little is known of De Quincey’s domestic life in Edinburgh during the 1830s except that they were years of constant struggle with sour poverty, illness, and death. Stenhouse’s treasured letters from De Quincey and his children illuminate this bitter period of his life. De Quincey was hopeless with money, ‘those who knew him a little might call him a loose man in money matters’, wrote the Scottish bibliophile J. H. Burton, ‘those who knew him closer laughed at the idea of coupling any notion of pecuniary or other like responsibility with his nature. You might as well attack the character of the nightingale, which might have ripped your five-pound note and torn it to shreds to serve as nest-building material’. His financial obligations were frightening. In 1833 his eighth child was born and he had, with visiting relatives, twelve people to support on an income of about £310 a year. This, difficult for a careful man, De Quincey found impossible, and the records of suits for debts in the Register House, the Sheriff’s Office and the Bailie’s Court in Holyrood, frequently feature his name during the 1830s. According to Scottish common law custom, if a debt had not been paid within a specified period, three blasts on a horn at the Edinburgh market cross proclaimed the debtor, ‘a rebel to our gracious sovereign’ and he was liable to imprisonment. However, he had a choice —he could take refuge in the six or seven square miles of the Holyrood Abbey precincts, full of rickety buildings, tiny taverns and shabby lodging-houses; there he could remain six out of the seven days a week immune from the law outside, an exile within the city heart. From Saturday midnight to Sunday midnight he could wander free in the city, but bailiffs often collected tardy debtors meandering home in the early hours of Monday morning. De Quincey spent much time in Holyrood during the 1830s and was even sued by the Holyrood court for debts he incurred while in sanctuary. His life was a continual flight from imprisonment. By 1833 he had no credit anywhere in shops and was constantly being sued for small debts. He had to rush away from the graveside of his youngest son who had died that year, for a creditor was on his tail.




    He cut a pathetic figure in the company of lawyers and literary men. Burton described how he looked one night when he arrived for a party:




    

      his costume ... is a boy’s duffle great-coat, very threadbare, with a hole in it, and buttoned tight to the chin, where it meets the fragments of a parti-coloured belcher handkerchief; on his feet are list-shoes, covered with snow, for it is a stormy winter night; and the trousers—some one suggests that they are inner linen garments blackened with writing-ink, but that Papa-verius never would have been at the trouble so to disguise them.34


    




    This was no bohemian affectation or scholarly absent mindedness, no-one would have ventured out on a bleak winter’s night in shoes made of cloth selvage if he had something better to wear; it was a vision of stark poverty which confronted those amused Edinburgh worthies that night at the door, not literary oddness.




    Stenhouse, now a qualified Writer, was employed by Wilson to handle De Quincey’s financial affairs. In 1835 Wilson gave him fifteen pounds commenting, ‘I hope it will be right with the Opium Eater. But I have my doubts of his repaying off all old scores’.35 He was still engaged in this task in December 1836 when Wilson wrote expressing his unqualified confidence in Stenhouse’s handling of his money; a matter which someone had apparently questioned:




    

      The various tasks you received from me, to liquidate those debts of my friend Mr De Quincey amounted to £41, and you paid them with promptitude and accuracy, putting into my hands all the necessary documents. It would be an insult to you, for me to say that you conducted these trifling matters with integrity and honour ... I cannot help adding that I never in my life met with an instance of disinterested and enthusiastic regard as your whole conduct exhibited towards the distinguished person for whom you were settling these small debts.36


    




    These financial involvements brought Stenhouse into intimate contact with De Quincey and his family. A close friend of Stenhouse’s related that ‘When De Quincey was a candidate for an Edinburgh professorship, but too dilatory to begin canvassing, Stenhouse threatened to take him up pick-a-back, and carry him round to the electors like a suppliant sack of potatoes’.37 Stenhouse played an important role in what was probably the most agonizing crisis of De Quincey’s unhappy life. His son William had become at seventeen ‘the crown and glory’ of his father’s life. Although he exaggerated when he later claimed to have exhausted upon him ‘all that care and hourly companionship could do to the culture of an intellect’, he had snatched as much time as he could from those days, and they were not many during William’s formative years, when he was present, not in an opium stupor or frantically writing, to teach his son Greek and Latin.38 He glowed with pride when William at sixteen composed a commentary upon Suetonius in which he dealt with difficulties that had baffled both Casaubon and Joseph Scaliger. In October 1834 he had been embarrassed by Stenhouse’s concern for William’s health. Stenhouse had offered to get his medical friend John Hutton Balfour to examine the boy but De Quincey protested that there was really nothing the matter with his son, apart from a sudden deafness which had come on rather suddenly four or five weeks earlier, but which did not interfere with his daily going out of doors. He assumed the deafness was caused by a local obstruction and could be remedied by a little more exercise and a little more attention to the bowels. After tediously debating in a letter, which was written many weeks after Stenhouse’s offer, whether the deafness arose out of some original fault of structure or merely of some casual disturbance in the office of the ear, he reluctantly agreed to a visit from Balfour. By the time Balfour saw the boy it was already too late. What must have been originally a simple middle-ear infection had developed into meningitis. Balfour, Stenhouse, and the distraught De Quincey stood by helplessly while William suffered bouts of high fever, convulsions, violent vomiting and then unconsciousness. By November it was clear to all the family’s friends that there was no hope for his recovery. He died early in 1835, just before his eighteenth birthday.39




    Among his correspondence Stenhouse carefully preserved two pathetic letters from William’s younger brother John Francis, who had stayed with him that dreadful Christmas his brother was dying and had formed a strong attachment to Stenhouse. On the death of his wife in 1837 De Quincey packed off John Francis and his other five children to a cottage at Lasswade, about seven miles from Edinburgh, in the care of the eldest, a girl in her teens. He visited them occasionally but lodged in the city for he needed the quiet to write. John Francis survived to become a physician; he emigrated to Brazil and died there of yellow fever in 1861.40




    After his own emigration Stenhouse occasionally heard news of De Quincey. In 1848 T.W. Redhead reported:




    

      De Quincey is in better circumstances than before owing to the death of his mother, who you will recollect, he thought ought to have died long before she really did. His three daughters live in a cottage at Lasswade where he generally resides with them I believe, but have not seen him for a year. He is as selfish and unfeeling as ever.41


    




    In December 1858 as De Quincey lay dying his mind wandered much in the past. He revisited the scenes of his childhood and remembered old times, and among the faces which drifted before his inner eye was that of Stenhouse. ‘De Quincey spoke frequently and most fondly of you just before his death’, reported Richard Rowe, a colonial protégé who left Sydney for Edinburgh in the late 1850s armed with letters of introduction to Stenhouse’s literary friends.42 In another letter Rowe remarked with the awe of a pilgrim:




    

      I am writing to you in what used to be De Quincey’s sitting-room. My wife and I sleep in the room in which he died. His unmarried daughter—a pale, pinched little creature—called on my landlady a short time ago. She (my landlady) and her maiden sister were very attentive to De Quincey in his last days, sitting up with him at night etc. etc. They show much pride in the books he gave them, and a portrait of your protégé, the South American Doctor.43


    




    John Francis was still regarded as Stenhouse’s special care. By 1861 the dead De Quincey was becoming something of a hero in the eyes of those in Edinburgh who had known him less intimately. There was talk in the city of erecting a bust of him from a cast taken a day or two after his death. Rowe’s version of De Quincey’s death was coloured by his landlady who saw herself as the heroine of the event, comforting the afflicted when those who ought to have been there were not. ‘De Quincey’s family’, wrote Rowe self-righteously, ‘does not seem to have bothered itself much about its grand head, but to have left him to the indulgence of his eccentricities and the care of my servitrix, in whose arms, rejecting the attentions of his daughters, he died.44 Even in Edinburgh where De Quincey was known, the mists of hagiolatry were blurring the defects in his character to all except his children whom he had sadly neglected in his utter self-absorption.




    One wonders whether time and distance had the same effect on Stenhouse’s version of him. When William Cape, the first headmaster of Sydney College returned with thanks ‘The Confessions of your distinguished friend’ which he had borrowed, he commented: ‘The noble spirit and philanthropy of the man, apart from his reputed learning and wisdom, will hand him down to posterity as a genuine Eclectic!’. He requested ‘that you will, my dear Sir, as his associate in former days, let myself and other men of the South, have the benefit of your information, as far as it can go, at some time convenient for such meditations’.45 When an Edinburgh publisher was preparing an edition of De Quincey’s collected writings he sought information on his subject’s early life through an Edinburgh uncle who still occasionally corresponded with Stenhouse.46




    Stenhouse’s colonial acquaintances were enlightened through his conversation; Robert Richardson, who worked in his office as a clerk in 1871, described the vision of De Quincey Stenhouse treasured in old age.




    

      De Quincey was his god in prose literature. He had known the author of ‘Opium Eater’ intimately, had many reminiscences of him and never wearied of talking of him. He could repeat long passages from De Quincey’s essays, and I recall still the glow and fervour with which he used to recite the famous Peroration about the tramp of marching armies. Mr Stenouse’s enthusiasm for De Quincey sent me straight way to that indubitable and most invigorating master of English prose.


    




    Stenhouse’s first and most important colonial protégé, Daniel Henry Deniehy, had been so enchanted by Stenhouse’s enthusiasm for De Quincey that he came to regard himself as the Opium Eater’s colonial counterpart. Small, alcoholic, and generally short of money, Deniehy felt himself to have been moulded by De Quincey’s ideas and dominated by his prose style. Deniehy’s obituary of his hero, published in the Southern Cross on 11 February 1860, reveals a certain ambivalence in Stenhouse’s memory of him.




    

      As a dear and honoured friend of De Quincey remarked to us some days since, there must have been will, and plenty of it, in the man who, as a refugee within the precincts of the abbey of Edinburgh, under pressure of misery so terrible as to approach positive want amongst those he loved so dearly, those to whom allusions of majestic tenderness threw such delicate shadows and such rare pathos as never before fell over prose literature, could nevertheless contribute to Blackwood masterly disquisitions, the most philosophic de omnibus rebus, and to Tait all the Ionic beauty of his Lake reminiscences.


    




    Throughout the sixteen years he lived in Edinburgh Stenhouse was never far from the influence of the metaphysician Sir William Hamilton. Although Hamilton was friendly with De Quincey, he was a Whig and did not have very much to do with the Blackwood group, particularly Lockhart with whom he had quarrelled over politics in 1818. He was, when Stenhouse knew him, a well-built man of middle height with affable manners, who radiated frank kindliness, honest humanity, and intelligence. He had, as Thomas Carlyle observed ‘one of the finest cheerfully serious human faces, of square, solid, yet rather aquiline type’.47 Born in 1788 he had studied at Oxford with great distinction before becoming a barrister in Edinburgh. The minutiae of his chosen profession bored him and a certain nervous hesitation in his speech deterred him from displays of legal eloquence. His main achievement after being called to the Bar was his proving to a jury before the sheriff of Edinburgh that he was entitled to be called Sir William, Baronet of Preston and Fingalton. As a Whig he was barred from political preferment. His only legal promotion was in 1832 when the Crown gave him the office of the Solicitorship of the Teinds—a minor appointment which required only once or twice-a-week attendance in Parliament House for an inconsiderable salary.48




    Hamilton was a retiring, bookish man, and academic life appealed to him. In 1820 when the Chair of Moral Philosophy became vacant on the death of Thomas Brown, he applied. Despite strong support from Dugald Stewart, Jeffrey and some of his Oxford contemporaries, John Wilson was given the job, for the task of selection lay with the Edinburgh Town Council and they preferred their moral philosophers to be of Tory rather than Whig persuasion. To console him the Council nominated him to the Chair of Civil History the following year. His salary of £100 a year was raised from a duty on beer. Perhaps the people of Edinburgh lost their thirst, for after a few years his salary was no longer paid and he gave up lecturing. Attendance at his lectures was always optional and he did well to attract thirty or forty students to his class. Stenhouse may have attended his classes for in 1829 one of his fellow students asked him if Hamilton’s lecture-room was better filled than it used to be. ‘It was a perfect disgrace to the University’ W. R. Greg wrote, remembering the empty benches of their undergraduate days.49 Hamilton was reputedly a good teacher, but drew large audiences only much later in his career. Many years after, Stenhouse described his moral and intellectual virtues to a parliamentary select committee as those to be desired in the principal of a future Presbyterian university college.50




    During the years Stenhouse knew him Hamilton’s main preoccupations were the study of German literature and book-collecting, and both enthusiasms he encouraged in his young admirer. It was a book-buying expedition to Germany with Lockhart in 1817 which first aroused Hamilton’s interest in the study of German, and he began learning the language in earnest in 1820 after a second visit. On his return he joined an Edinburgh club formed for the circulation of German periodicals, and as a result of his studies became in the following decade the first British philosopher to draw attention to the ideas of Kant. Thomas Carlyle, who had a wide and accurate knowledge of all German literature available in early nineteenth-century Edinburgh, regarded Hamilton as ‘of all men, British or foreign, the best acquainted with the bibliography of German and other metaphysics’.51 Hamilton obviously directed Stenhouse’s studies for in 1826 he borrowed Friedrich von Schlegel’s Studien des Klassischen Alterthums from the Advocates’ Library for Stenhouse, who made some progress in translating it.52




    By 1825 Stenhouse had a good selection of German books which he bought at that time through an Edinburgh medical practitioner, Dr B. W. Brown, from a bookseller in Germany. Unfortunately his friend ‘fell into a state of derangement and died in 1827’.53 He corresponded with the professor of political science at Königsberg, E. D. Friedlander, who had visited Edinburgh and was anxious to maintain his contacts there. In 1828 he wrote to Stenhouse asking for information about the curriculum and disciplinary regulations of Edinburgh University; news of literary events, particularly of the study of German in Edinburgh; and commissioning Stenhouse to ‘tell Sir Hamilton my best compliments’. In 1833 Professor Friedlander again visited Edinburgh and eagerly sought to renew his friendship with Stenhouse, whose interest in acquiring German literature persisted after his emigration.54




    Sir William Hamilton was an avid book-collector. He started his library as early as 1804 but the bulk of his collection was accumulated after 1820. On his death he had between 9000 and 10000 volumes which were acquired for £20000 and donated intact to the library of the University of Glasgow. A former student had given him a collection of theological treatises from a monastery at Erfurt which was presented separately to the Bodleian Library. The richest parts of his own library were the older metaphysical works, treatises on logic and the early commentaries on Aristotle. He kept elaborate commonplace-books, arranged on the principle described by Locke, and Stenhouse probably learnt much about the finer points of book-collecting from him. During his student days Stenhouse collected books whenever he had money to spare. He was engaged in friendly rivalry with the poet William Maxwell Hetherington, who boasted to him in 1832: ‘Oh! by the by, I have got a copy of Sir William D’Avenant’s Gondibert, Preface and all complete! —therefore triumph no more over me about that! When I saw it I pounced upon it like a harpy, thinking “Now shall I be able to encounter Stenhouse on fair terms, having obtained possession of that long-boasted production”’.55




    In 1829 Macvey Napier, the new editor of the Edinburgh Review, persuaded Hamilton to contribute a series of philosophical articles to that journal. These articles, published between 1829 and 1836, established Hamilton’s reputation as a philosopher who could criticize the ideas of Kant and his successors as an equal. They were translated into French and German and even made Hamilton’s name known in America. In 1835 when the position of First Clerk in the philosopher’s legal firm fell vacant Stenhouse applied for it. Hamilton’s reply to this application suggests he felt the position was unworthy of Stenhouse’s talents. ‘I am extremely happy to have it in my power to show my high opinion of your character’, he wrote, ‘though by so small an evidence which you desire’.56




    The following year David Ritchie, Stenhouse’s former professor, resigned from the Chair of Logic and Metaphysics and Hamilton was elected to replace him. At last he had professional employment to which he was suited both by inclination and intellectual attainment. His lectures on psychology, metaphysics and logic, written in the winters of 1836-38, were for twenty years the most powerful factor in the philosophic thought of Scotland.57 Although he was his principal critic, John Stewart Mill wrote:




    

      Among the philosophical writers of the present century in these islands, no one occupies a higher position than Sir William Hamilton. He alone, of our metaphysicians of this and the preceding generation, has acquired, merely as such, an European celebrity; while in our own country ... he has made himself, in some sense, the founder of a school of thought.58


    




    Hamilton’s philosophy, based on the negative aspects of Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason, pronounced the absolute and infinite to be unknowable. His views on logic prevented him from understanding Hegel’s work, and his interpretation of Kant, on lines precisely opposite to those of the post-Kantian movement in Germany, led to the agnosticism of Herbert Spencer. ‘Whatever we may think of the use which is sometimes made of Kant in Hamilton’, writes a modern authority on Kant, ‘we cannot deny that Hamilton was the first academic philosopher who not merely understood some of Kant’s central positions, but embodied them into the very fibre of his own thought’.59 The weight of Hamilton’s name and the utter seriousness and solidity of his scholarship made Kant at last an indispensable link in the English philosophical tradition. ‘Hamilton’s position—however narrow and one-sided this interpretation of Kant may seem to us—forced every following thinker to take some stand for or against Kant’.60




    Stenhouse’s colonial library with its six editions of works by Kant (in both German and English), indicates Hamilton’s influence on the direction of his philosophical studies. However, it also reveals that he read widely the writings of Carlyle, Victor Cousin, Emerson and the American Transcendentalists; writers who reacted against the separation of finite from infinite, ideal from real, and strove towards a philosophy which would re-unite what reason had divided. This suggests that Stenhouse did not accept Hamilton’s philosophy uncritically. Stenhouse was probably more influenced by his personal observation of Hamilton’s scholarly habits. The learned professor spent an enormous amount of time and mental vigour in sheer erudition. As Mill observed:
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